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: “Whas is it, Teddy ; wounded?”’
‘;hn. too, came his auswer: “No; but
Oi*vo a presintimint—a warnin’ of dyin’. Oi
don’t care so much for myself, sor; it's me
pore old mother!” sad he seomed stricken

saven't looked well since the peninsular
sampaign started.”

“All that may be, sor,” he had made re-
Ply; “but Oi'me to be kilt4o-day. Oi'll niver
ses the blissid mother-face agin ™

McKelvie's lip quivered into silence, and
be turned away, tears dimming his pleasant,

MIM.:rwayh‘:a“ﬁp-
tain, you shouid wve spoken toa mere
hyﬂio’?thn,updﬂI;umayﬂ

And the Captain, instead of becoming
angry, as | half expocted him to, looked
hard st Teddy’'s retresting and
called out after him: “Here, McKelrie, I
didn’t mean to speak harshly or to censure.

me, Ted; I may die myself to-
ddsy. Who knows!"”

McEelvie came back and wrung the
Wupain's hand in silonce.

“¥Yeu've mno ld:; ::hd ,.:u'n hu'-s
sometimesy, 80T, bealin
said Ted to me afterwards. Thea bo handed
“mea and added : “Plaze send it to
me pore old mother if Idon't see you agin.
©Oi fixed it up after the timint an’ its
all ready for the '. The waruin’ is
just as sure as if the banshee bad wailed
over me, an’ Oi'me goin’ "

In a few minutes after we into line,
and all through the heated day of stnfe and
death I had not seem him again. But in
the midst of battle I could see his white,
painad face, and fancy I heard the cry of
the dreaded banshee.

No wonder, then, that the morning’s inci-
xJent still came back with foroe.

Ah! whst was that?! Could it be possible
that that was & moan from some suffering
soldier! No, my inner consciousness told
we it was not; and t?.“'ﬂl -:i.u“
#alf shriek, chilled my _ un-
tul I began to feel cowardly, soldier though

Iwas,

Stumblingalong, however, over logs and
dead bodies alike, I reached the wounded
man who was wiiting for meand calling
still for water.

Lifting his head I gave him a cooling
drink, and was rewarded by a fervent
*“God bless you' as [ laid him down again
and placed the canteen where hecould essily

getit

%m’n beem calling uu'-"?b’u for
quite awhile over there,” said the comrade
at my side, as he raised himself up partiaily

F/ .‘: [l
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“wATER! WATERI" NE MURNURED

and painfuilly, toward a clumpoi
hnhulnu{o’:::?‘rlchtudsmm

away.

1 went to the spot indicated and
searching by moonlight for—Teddy 1
wie. I was certain of it before Ihad gone
balf way round the bushes.

Presently I came to the foot of a shattered
tree and the soft moonlight fellovertwoup
tarned faces I never shall forget.

Rigid in death lay “our Teddy!” One
arm was gone and rom a ghastly wound in
his head the biood had fiowed until his gold
@n curis were matted together.

They had falles side by side and the
Captain's hand lay caressingiy on the boy’s

i

— - FIRESIDE.
. . today myself, wi bowl of an earthly bame FARM AND
o Y ™ THE NATION'S CURSE. |Bo oo Meweic if be could stopbe | fromihes T —When fruit is scarce. see that &
mwmmlmmﬂ — ruin upos his family. He loves them. He | Dives cried hm’h‘*"" good supply of rbubarb is canned for
ﬁ_.-' loos-atained a
pamyor for Lthe pore ol mether,” and weot | Dr. Talmage on the Evils of In- ey 1 be sl ”"m""'"‘,m"“ s O riasting ihiret of the | winter use.
Back to the wounded comeade. temperance. not now. Just sk bim to siop for & | drasbard ia pell! Wby, if & Sendcame | —Pears with little fiavor of their
“Fousd them, &id yeal” ot 80 be doss not try. 1hed a friend who -m-hn-lml'“w whies | dition of preserved lemon pecl or pre-
"Y,‘," I answered; “they are resting | The Ruin and Death Cassed By Stromg for fifteen years was going down under | its wing just one drop of that whas | served ginger.
Bow. £ Driak—It Leads to Loss of Goo YName, | this evil habit. He bad large means He | the inebriste in the lost world '-;“ —When you buy 2 new broom, select
— to eatch i at omce. | SHETSSpeSA R Tituate Sad given Giensads of delinie o Bidie - - 's the ' g 4 l’th moothest and largest
Zhet 35 tea't any dilievence 18 my ame. | [raee. s i penanig Al gt e ...""'......,..""-'.'.m-',‘,.i,“:p‘.’.u them out, and lay them
was very very
In & recont sermon at Helens, Mont., | be talked about this evil babit he would |it, et the drop be very small ifitealy| . o, . .
Rev. T. DeWitt Talmaze discoursed om |98y: “I can stop any time.” Buat be | have ia it the smack olm“ mm It is & waste of time to attempt 10
| “Drunkenness the Nation’s Curse.” His | kept going om, going om, down, down, “Mhmmhﬂ“b - eggzs unless th known
' text was: ““Whoslew all these?” 3 Kings, | down. His famiiy would say: *71 wish | in the lost world and be Thae preserve eggs unless they are
x 10. The eloguent speakor said: you would stop.” “Why,” he would re- | his feet and cry: “That is rum! aba to be strictly fresh. An egg that is
. 1ssealongrow of baskets coming up | Py, “Icamstop any time I want ta™ Af- |is ram!™ and is would wake wp the echoss | = " "0 o 3..0 old will not keep if
toward the palace of King Jebu. [am |tera while be had delirium tiemens; ho | of the damned: *“Give me rum! Give me packed in warm weather.
saomewhat inquisitive to find out what is | bad it twice; and yet after that be said: |rum! Give me rum!” In the horse for the
in the baskets. I icok in and find the gory | “I could stop if I wanted ta.” Ho is dead | world I do mot believe that it -ilhlh‘ —Always keep oune horse
, hoads of seven princes. As the basksts |2oW. What killed him? Rum! Hum! | absence of God that will make the drunk- | Loman to drive, says the New England

day.
I t the package together with the
guld:nurl.nnnd silky as & baby’s, to
the bereaved mother.

pale, pain-
drawn face by the half-emptied canteen 1
felt the hot tears trickle down my sun-
bronzed face.

“None who would care!” :

Poor fellow! In his pociet, side by side
with a Testament, was the pictureof a besu-
tiful girl—doubtiess Maggie—and we buried
it with him.

There is nothing perhaps more calculated
to bringout all the reckiess daringof a
man than & baitle; but there certamly Is

humanity to the surface guicker thas the
scenes on the field after it is all over.

But, it is nine o'clock. E:;i‘l:’mh
gun again on the right. ackson
are besriag down upon us, our division is
needed to support the extreme nght, sad
away we go; but notall. There'll be fower
of'as ot roll-call to-morrow; but such is
Maxpa L. Crocxzn

like & somebody, sure.
“No wonder you notios him,” said a pas-
senger, astout, sleek, richly-dressed gentle-

man who stood oa the platform 2
cigar. “I remember him wvery well
was Colonel of regiment. We weat

A Compliment to Gonersl Sickles,
It is not generally known, butitis s fact,
that the Spanish Governmentonoceupon a
time bestowed upon General Daniel E.

And I wrote to her of the faithfulness of

Jooks the mob until he came up to the door, and,
‘Illil‘ml".tope!ﬂlul mother came

arrive at the gate of the palace the beads

are thrown into two beaps, one on either

side of the gate. In themorning the King
| comes out and be looks upon the bleeding,
ghastly heads of the massacred princes

Looking on either side the gate he eried
| out, with & ringing emphasis: “Who slew
all thege "

We bave my friends, lived to see a
more fearful massacre. There is no use
of my taking your time in trying to give
| statistics about the devastation aad ruin
and death which strong drink bas wrought
in this country. Btatistics do not seem to
mean any thing. Wo are so bardened under
these statistics that the fact that fiftython-
sand more men are slain, or fifty thousand
less men are slain, seems to make no posi-
tive impression on the public mind. Buf-
fice it to say that intemperance has slain
an innumerable company of princes—the
| children of Cod’s royal family; and at

t | the gate of every neighborhood there are

. two heaps of the siain; and at the door of
; the housebold there are two heaps of the
i slain; and at the door of the legislative
hall there are two heaps of the slain: and
at the door of the university there are two
beaps of the slain; and at the gate of this
Nation there are two beaps of the slain.
When I look upon the desolation, I am al-
most frantic with the sceme, while I cry
“Whoslew all these?” [cananswer
that question in balf a minute. The min-
isters of Christ who have given no warn-
 ing, the courts of law that have offered
the licensure, the women who give strong
drink on New Year’s day, the fathers and
mothers who bave rum on the sideboard,
the hundreds of thousands of Christian
men and women in the land who are stolid

you
what I think are the sorrows and the doom

of the drunkard, so that you to whom 1
speak may not come to the torment.

Bome ome says: “You had better let
those subjects alone.” Why, my brethren,
we would be glad ¢o let them alone if they
would let us alone, tut when 1 have in my
pocket now four requests saying. “Pray
for my busband, pray for my son, pray
for my brother, pray for my friend. who
is the captive of stromg drink,” I reply,
we are ready to let the guestion alome
when it is willing to let us alone, but when
it stand« blocking up the way to Heaven
and keeping multitudes away from Christ
and Heaven I dare not be silent, lest the
Lord require their blood at my bands

I think the subject has been kept back
very much by the merriment people make
over those slain by strong drink. I used
to be very merry over these things, hav-
h'nkma::oot the ludicrous. There
was something very grotesque in the gait
of & drunkard. ltl--mlt!nlmw.tﬂl'l:::lr

in one of the streets of Philadelphia a | b

sight that changed the whole subject to
me. There was a

out. When I heard her ery, that took all

the comedy away from the Simce

ness of a drunkard. Alas for his bome!
The first suftering of the drunkard is in
the loss of his good

in bell can capture such a Gibral-
tar. But when it is said of such a man,
“He drinks.” and it can be proved, then
what employer wanta bim for workman?
What store wants him for a clerk? What
church wants him for a memiber? Who
will trust h'm? What dviag man would
sppoint bim bis e tor? e may bave
been forty years in bmilding up his ‘repu-
tation--it goes down. Latters of recom-
mendation. the backing up of business
firms, a brilliant ancestry can not save
bim. The world shies of Why? It
is whispered all through the commu-
nity, “He drinks; he drinks.” That
! blasts him. When a man loses bis reputa-
tion for sobriety he might as well be at
the bottom of the sea. There are m-n

| bere who bave their good name as their
{omnly capital. You are now achieving

placea, or by any odor of your
or by any glare of vour eye, or by
nstural flush of your cheek. You
ot afford to do it, for your good
pame is your only capital. and when that
Is blasted with the reputation of taking
strong «drink. all is gone.
Another loss which the insbriate suffers
is that of self-respect Just as soonasa

g5
[
g8

BSickles the decoration of Chevalier of the man wakes up and finds that he is the
order of Isabells s Catbolica. Hs is, there- captive of strong drink he feels demeaned.
fore, & Baronet and fully entitled to thetitle [ domot care how careless he acts. He
of “Sir.” But,come tothinkof it, he Was may say: *“I don’t care;” he doe« care.
entitled to that title mevely as plain Dan He can not look & pure man in the eye,
Hickies, of New York. He wearsarosetl® ypless it is with positive fores of resolu-
i tion. Three-fourths of his nature is de-
stroyed; his self-respect gome; he says

And yet among his last utterances was:

stop it, because he could mot stop it O,

there is a point in imebriation bevond

which, if a man goes, he can notstop!
One of thess victims said to & Christian

had all my fingers cut off I wou!d say.

nephew came to him one day, and when
he was exhorted about his evil habit, said:
“Uncle, 1 can’t give it up. If there stood
a cannon and it was loaded, and & glass
of wine sat on the mouth of that cannon,
and I knew that you would fire it off just
as I came up and took the glass, I would
start, for I must have it.” O, it is & sad
thing for & man to wake up in this lifeand
feel he is n captiva. He says: *“I could
have got rid of this once, but I can’: now.
1 might have lived an honorable life and
died a Christian death; but there is no
hope for me now; there is no escape for
m+. Dead, but not buried JIama walk-
ing corpse. I am an apparition of what I
once was. I am a caged immortal, beat-
ing against the cage until there is blood
on the wires and blood upon my soul, yet
not able to get out. Destroyed, without
remedy.”

1 go further and say that the inebriate
suffers from the loss of his usefulness.
Do you not recogniss the fact that mauy
of those who are now captives of stromg
drink only a litile while ago were fore-
most in the churches and in reformatory
institutions? Do you not know that some-
times they knelt in the family circle? Do
you not know that they prayed in pub'ie
and some of them carried around the holy
wine on sacramental days? O, yes, they
stood in the vervy fromt rank, but t
gradually fell away. And mow what do
youa suppose is the feeling of such a man
as that wh+n be thinks of his dishonored
vows and the dishonored sacrament—
when be thinks of what he might have
been and of what he is now? Do such
men lavgh and seem very merry? Ah,
there is, down in the depths of their =oul,
s very heavy weight Do not wonder
that they sometimes see strange thincs
and act very roughly in the household
You would not bilame them at all if yoa
knew what they suffer. Do not tell such
as that there is no (uture punishment
Do not tell him there is no such place as
hell. He knows thereis. Heis therenow.

I go 01 and say that the inebriate suf-
fers from the loss of physical strength.
The older men in the congregation may
remember that som» years ago Dr. Bewe!l
went through this country and electrified
the people with his lectures, im which he
showed the effect of aicohol on the buman
stomach. He had seven or eight diagrams
which he showed the devastation of
strong drink upoa the pbysical system
There were thounsands of people who
tarmed back from that uiceroms skeich
swearing eternal abstinence from every
thing that could intoxicates.

God only knows what the drankard sauf-
fers. PFain fles on every merve, and
travels every muscle, and gnaws every
bone, and burns with every flame, and
stings with every poison, and pulls at him
with every torturaa What flends stand
by his midnight pillow! What groans
tear his ear! What horrors thrill threugh
Liz soul! Talk of the rack. talk of the in-
quisition. talk of the funeral pyre, talk of
the crusbing Jugmernaut—he feels them
afl at omca Have you evar been
in the ward of the hospital where
these inebriates are dying. the
stench of 1heir woands driving bae: their
attendants, their voices sounding through
the night? The keeper comes up and savs,
“Hush, now. be still Stop making all
this noise!” Bat it is effectual only for a
moment, for as soon as the keeper is gone,
they begin again: *0, God! O, God!
Help! belp! Rum! Give me rum! Help!
Take them off me! Take them off me!l
Take them off me! O God!™

And they shriek. and they rave amd
they pluck out their bair by handfals,
and they bite their nails into the quiek
and thea they groan, amd they shriek
and they blaspheme, amd thev ask the
keepers to kill them. *“Stabme! Bmother
me! Strangle me! Take the devils off
me!” O itis no fancy sketch. That thing
is poing on in hospitals, aye, it is going
on in some of the finest residences of
every neighborhood on this continest. It
went on last night while vou slept, and
tell you further that this is, going to be
the death that some of you will die. I
know it 1 see it coming.

O, is thereany thing that will so destroy
a man for this life and damn bhim for the
life that is to come? I hate that strong
drink. With all the concentrated energies
of my soul, I bate it. Do you tell me that
a man can be happy when he knows that
be is breaking his wife’s heart and cloth-
ing bis children with rag«? Why, there
are on the strests of our city to-day little
children barefooted, uneombed and un-
kempt; want om every patch of their
faded dress and on every wrinkle of their
prematurely o'd conntenances, who woald
have been in churches to-day. and as we!l
clad as youn are, but for the fact that rum
destroyed their parents and drovs them
into the grave. O, rum! thoma foe of Gol,
thou despoller of homes, thou recruiting
officer of the pit. I abhor thee!

But my subject takes a deeper tone, and
that is that the insbriate suffers from the
loss of the soul. The Bible intimates that
im the future world, if we are unforgiven
here, our bad passions and appetites, un-

when an inebriate wakes up in this loat
world bhe will feel an infinite thirst claw-
ing on him. Now, dowm im the world
although he may have been very poor, he
ecould beg or he could steal five e)nta with

“l can stop at any time.” He did mot

man: “Sir, if I were told that I counldn’t
get a drink until to-morrow night unless I

bring the hatchet and cut them off now.”
1 have a dear friend in Pailadelpbia whose

last it biteth
der.”

this bas mot had that fault already. I
want to say to those who are the

of strong drink that, while I declare there
was a point beyond which a man could
not stop. I want to tell you that whilen
man can not stop in his own strength the
Lord God, by His grace, can help him to
stop at any time. Yearsago I was ina
room in New York where there were

But I want in comclusion to say ome
thing personal, for I do not like a sermon sweeten.
that bas no personalities in it. Perbape '

Farmer, and get them to do as many
errands as possible — good for tLe

‘that have a sharp or acid taste will
' cause the removal of it. Also stirred

“ in pie-plant, gooseberries, etc., while

cooking, less sugar will be required to

—The way to prevent soft shell eggs
is to feed food rich in lime. The grains
are deficient in that mineral. If you
feed too muech grain you give too much
starch, and svon the hens will be over-
tat. They can not lay unless provided
with material for ezes. Fat is useless
ona laying hen. Her business is to
convert the proper materials—meat,

bey | judging from ordinary circumstances, until cooked, and pour into a wet

a.‘:.';'.'..':.':.'.'."‘i .:'-:;"m m milk and clover—into eggs.

and for the first time in my life there  —The farmer who does not know the
flashed ocut a truth I mever understood. taste of cream, has got to learn that it
n.yl.ld: “We were victims of stroag hmmwmpﬁm thnhoneyil

B e e T o evs oxr the honey comb. Sodon’t put all the
m‘:.c.mn.mm;-md“- cream in the churn, to be made into
I believe that the time will soom come butter to be packed away. to be sold
when the grace of God will show its pext winter when it has, in ail proba-
power here not only to save man’s soul, iy become “‘just a little strong;™
but b body. and recoustrnct, purity. e~y enjoy the deicious flavor of it now
aithough you feel grappling atthe roots While it is in its prime.—Rural New

Stew

of your tongues an almost omnipotent Yorker.

thirst, if you will this moment give your —Raspberry Blane Mange: St
heart to God He will help you by Hi* fresh raspberries, strain off the juice,
grace to conquer. Try it. Itisyour last .3 Jyeeten to taste. When it boils

stir in corn-starch, wet with coid

coked off upon the desolation - 2
Blltt::;.-:d-‘-y -h::wm:.pupl. water in toe proportion of two heaping
in awful peril from strong drimnk, and, tablespoonfuls to one pint of juice; stir

there is not one chance in five thow- .04 Serve with sugar and cream.
sand that they will get clear of it. 1

see mem in this comgregation of A little currant juice eombined with

whom I must make the remark thas the raspberry is fine, and either straw-
if they do not chanze their course, within berries or cherries may be used ia the
ten years they will, as to their bodies, lie same way.—Christian Union.

down in a drunkard’s grave; and as to - ——ee— -

their souls, lie down in a drumkard’s

perdition. 1 kmow that it is an awfal ABOUT FM'_L FEEDING.
thing to sav, but I can not help it. 0% be= The Proper Way of Flowiag and Pre-
ware' You have not yet been captured. Be- Phving the Seit far the Gpermtien.
ware! As you open thedonor of vour wine  When any considerable acreage s to
cioset to-day. may that decanter flash out be seeded in the fall the plowing and
upon you : Beware! And whem you poar p,roparation of the land are important

ot g® into the glass, in the foam ot items of work both for the men and
the top. in white letters, let there be
spelled ont to your soul, * Beware™ When leomSs. Usually the sooner the werk

the books of judgment are opem, and tem IS done after harvest the better. as
million drunkards come up to get their the hot dry weather we generally have
doom, I want vou to bear witness that I jncreases the work the longer it is de-

to-day. In the fear of God, and im thelove
for vour soul. told you with all affection,
and with all kindness. t0 beware of that
which bas already exerted ils inffluence
upon your family, blowing out some of
its Iights—a premonition of the blackness
of darkness forever. O, if you cow'd
only bear this mcmont Intemperance,
with drunkard’s bones, drumming on the
head of the wine c¢isk the dead mareh of
immorial soals, methinks the very glance
of a cup would make vou shudder, and
the color of the liguner would make you
think of the blood of the soul, and the
foam on the top of the cup would remind
you of the fro'h on the maniac’s lips, and
vou wou'd 2o b-me frem this service and
kneel down and pray God that, rather
than youwr chiliren should cap-
tives of this evil habit, you would like te
carry them out s»me bright spring day te
the crm=tery, and put them away to the
Iast sleep, antil at 'h~ cail of the south
wind the Sowers would come up all over
the grave—sweet prophecies of the resus-
rection. Golhasa baim for such a woand;
but what flower of erm ort ever grow em
the blasted beath of a diunkard’s sepui-
cher? .

They have been taxed for ages to such
an extent that they could barely live.
hmnilhuha.thohntlhedi'&'ﬂﬂ‘.'
I am told, often collect taxes twice a '
year, coming down upon the farmers
for a second sum after he had de-
manded the regular amount. If

were not able to supply it the tax
gatherers sold their stock at anctionm,
and he had a right to make sueh as he
pleased work for him for nothing. At

This gives less than one and ome-fifth
acres per person, and the taxes amount
to from $4 10 §9 an acre, and this is
ouly one form of Egyptian taxation. |
Just outside of Cairo there is & Gov- |
ernment office. through which every
piece of produce brought inte the city -
for sale must pass, and every article
is taxed The farmer who brirgs a
donkey load of grass to the city for
sale must pay a percentage on its

there.is
atax upon date trees amounting to
$200,000 a year, upon salt of more

layed. In addition to lesseningz the
labor of plowing, the weeds and stub-
ble, if turned under early. will ha
better opportunity to rot, and

time can be had for the pre

the seed-bed.

At the outset see that the 18
properly fitted to the horses’ shoulders,
so that galled shoulders will be
avoided. This is important as it is
much easier te keep the shoulders weil
than to cure after they once get
sore. Wash the shoualders at noon aad
at night; this. with keeping the collars
clean, is next in importance to having
the har-ess well fitted. Take the
harness off at noon so that the horses
can get alP the benefit possible out of
their noon rest.

Have two shares with each plew.
and keep them sharp;this will not enly
lessen the work om the team, but better
work can be done. If only plowing
is to be done, take pains to plow deep
and thoroughly; turn under all the

seeding.

The shape of the plow. as well asthe
way it is handled, bas much to do with
the way the groumd is plowed. Ia
breaking stubble, as well as with sod.
it is necessary 0 turn the surface as
completely under as possible. If there
is much trash, a good rolling ecoulter,
and, sometimes, a good chain will beof

The size of the lands and the way it
should be plowed depend upon the
kind of soil and the way it lays. Low
fiat land, that will need more or less
drainage—and especially if it is not
uﬂe&drﬁndulhtmrhudnim
must be depended upon—should, as a
rule, be plowed in reasonably small
lands and the furrows run out elear to
such points as will drain of surface
water as rapidly as possible. Rolling
land should be plowed so thas the hard

than $1,000,000, upon tobacco and
slaughter houses, and




