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DR, TALRAGES SERAON

BRAWN AND MUSCLE CONSE.
CRATED.

Text: “And Samson want down to Tim-
oath.”—Judges, xiv., 1.

There ace two sides to the character of
Bamson. The one might administer to the
grotes-jue and the mirthful, but the otherside
of his character is fraught with lessons of
solemn and eternal import, and it is to these
graver lessons that Iask your attention. I
suppose that in early life Samson gave inti-
mation of what Le was to be. It isalmost
a.lwa.%s so. There were two Napoleons, the
boy Napoleon and the man_ Napoleon; but
both alike. There were two Howards.the buy

Howard and the man Howard; but
both alike. Two Samsons, the boy
Samson and the man Samscn; but both

alike. I have no doubt that he gave indica-
tion of his strength, that he was the hero of
the playground, that nothing could stand be-
fore his exhibition of youthful prowess.
At eighteen years of age ha was betrothed to
the daughter of a Philistine. On his way
down to Timnath a lion came out to devour
him and the young giant, although weapon-
Jess, took the monster by the mane and shook
it as a hungry hound shakes a March hare,
and left its bones cracked, and its body Lleed-
ing by the wayside under the smiting of his
hand and the grinding of his foot. One time
ing along this place he went into the
icket to sea the remains of the lion that
he had slain; but under the hot. sun
of that climate all the perishable
parts of the carcase had gone, and under the
yashing of the rain and the shining of the
sun the bones of the skelston were white and
clean and pure and sweet as is a vas2 of por-
celain. Tbe bees found this skeleton und
made it a hive, and then brought the swoet-
ness from the grass tops and the juices from
the pomegravate and the aroma from the
wild woods where the flowers stood in the
gloom of the forest, like pale nuns in nature’s
convent. Alterward he made a very foolish
riddle about the Lioney gathered in this skele-
ton. a riddle so fvolish that it has been re-
corded as a warninz to all thoso who
attenupt facetiousness without any talent
for it. Throuzh the betrayal of his wile the
riddle was foun:d out,and Samson was so out-
that he slew thirty men. Still further

to vent his rage he set on fire 330 foxes, and
these affrighted creatures ran into the corn
shocks and the hay mows until all the land
was ablaze with desolation. Oue day, sur-
rounded by 300 men, Samson took n jawbons
fronr the roadside and hewed down theso
armod men as in a harvest field the full
headed grain trembles under thaswing of a
sickle.
other men, a mountain of flesh, his arms
‘bunched with muscles, strong enough to lift
a city gate—he stands there in an attitude
defiant of everything. His hair has never
been cut, and it rolls down in
seven great pla'ts over the
shoulder, adding ferocity and terror to his
appaarance. The Philistines want to conquer
bim and they must find out the secret of his
strength. Theveis an unprincipled woman
in Sorek, Delilah by name, who is made the
agentin tho case. She coaxes him to tell the
secret of his great strength, Hesays: “Well,
if you should take seven green withes such
as they Lind wild beasts with and bind me, I
ghould be perfectly helpless.” So he is bounid
with these seven green withes, and Delilah
elapps ber hands and says: “They come, the
Philistines!” Sam-on walks out as though he
had no impediment. She kesns on
coaxing him, to tell the secret of his
gtrength, aund Le says: “Well, if you should
lathe seven new rop-s that have never been
used, and bind me rast, I would be in the
hands of my enemies.” So he is boun:l with
these seven ropes, new ropes, and Deliluh
claps her haunds and says: *“‘They come, the
Philistines!” Sampson walks out without
any hindrance, She keeps on coaxing him
to tell the se ret of his strengih, and he says:
“Well now, it you should take thes* seven
long plaits of hair and wilh a ho1se-loom
weave them into 2 web, I should be just like
ether men.” So the house-loom is brought up,
the seven long plaits of bair are woven into a
web and Delilah claps her hands and says:

“They come, the Fhilistines!" Samson
walks out dragging part of the
loom with him. Eut  Delilah after

a while coaxes him to tell the real tr-th,
and he says: “If you should take a razor or
scissors, or shears and cut of thosa long
locks all my strength wouid be gone.” Saimn-
som sleeps, and you know the oriental bar-
bers have such skiil in manipulating the head
that instead of wakingz one that is asleep they
will put one wide awaks sound asleep under
the process. 1 hear the grinding of the
blades of the scissors, and [see the falling off
of the large lovks. \What the house loom and
the green withes and the new ropes could
not do, has  be:m accomplishad now
by the razor. Ilelilah now claps her
bhands and says: “The Pailis'ines be upon
thes, Samson!” He struggles to get up. His
strength is all gone, Hisenemies rushin. 1
bear the giant groan as they bore out his
pyes, and then 1 see him going on in his
blindness, staggering on toward Gaza, and a
Elr;son door ugens. and he sits down and puts

is band on tho mill crank that with bhasty
motion goes day after day, and week after
week, and month after month--work, work,
work! The consternation of the world in
captivity. The giant with his eyes out grinds
corn in Gaza,

Behold first of all that physical strength is
not an index of moral power. That this man
was mighty the lion found out, and the

hilistines found out, and all the people who

ad anything to do with him found out, and
yet he was the subject of petty revenges, and
was ungianted by base passion. I say noth-
tlﬁ: against physical stamina. T do not
nk there is any particular glory in & dali-

cate and sickly constitution. Ihavenot any
special admiration for weak nerves and sick
headaches. [ think that all the iustitutions
which propose to make men and women
athletic ought to meet with the favor of good
citizens, as well as good Christians, Gymna-
siums may havea mission positively religious.
Good people sometimes ascribe to a weak
heart that which belongs to & slow liver.
The body and the soul are such near neigh-
bors that they often catch each other’s dis-
eases. The man who has a clear head, who
has stout nerves and who in the cradle dis-
played the Hercules will bave far more to
answer for than all those who all their life
struggled with physical infirmities. That
man who can lift twice as much as you can,
walk twice as far and endure twice as much
will have just twice the amount of account
to give. 1faclear head is better than one
dizzy with parpetual vertigo, if inuscles with
the play of health in them are worth mers
than those drawn up with rheumatism, if an
og: quick to catch a passing object is better
than one dim and uncertain—then if you have
stout physical health, the greater and more
intense will be your account. Yethow many
there are who bave stout physical health,
and it is no indication of roral power with
them. Men use their great health in luxuri-
ant ease, when they ou?hl: to have their coat
off und their sleeves rolled up, tugging away
with all their mfht trying to lift the sunken
wreck of & world, They are like ships; well
manpged and well rigged, and capable of vast
tonuage, and capab.e of enduring greatstress
of weather, yet rotting at the docks; when

There he stands loominz up above |

achisveaments of patience, achisvements of
faith, achievements of enéuranoe; but I call
this day upon men of muscle, men ol nerve,
and men of physical power to consecrate
themselves to the Lord. Giants in body be
giants in soul.

M; subject also impresses me with the fact
thav strength may do a great deal of damage
if it is misdirectod. To pay one miserable
bet which this man had lost he robs and slays
thirty people. Asnear as I can tell much of
his life was spent in wickedness, and heisa
typ2 of a large class of people in all ages who
either giants in body, or giants in mind, o1
giants in social position, or giants in wealth,
use that strength for making the world
worse instead of making it better., Those
small men in a community who do wrong
effect but little evil. 'lhose small men who
go through your store, your shop, your
factory, your bankinghouse loafing and
swearing and befouling the air with their
breath and insuItingcivour Hoor with their in-
iquitous saliva and denouncing God and de-
nouncing the church, they donot do much
harm, they are so insigniticant. But these
powerful men who stick their pens of sarcasm
apd hate into the Christian religion, these
men who throw vitriol on ourlitera’ure, these
men of weaith who sanction crims and in-
iquity and make honor and truth and justice
bow before their golden scepters—look out
for them' I suppose there were hundreds of
infidels in Paris, E linburgh and London in the
middle and the latter part of the lastcentury,
but they did not doa great deal of harm.
There were giants in those days though, who
did harm. Who can eszimate the soul havoz
wrouzht by Roussean goinz forward with
the very enthusiasm of iniquity, and with his
fiery imazination affecting all the impulsive
natures of his tim2! Or wrought by David
Hume, who spent his lifetime as a spider
spends the summer in weaving silken webs to
catch the unwary¢ Or by Voltaire who mar-
shaled & host of sceptics in his time and led
thern on down intoa deeper darkness! Cr
wrought by G:bbcn who showed in
his writings an uncontrollable  hatz
against Christianity, and in that book
which gives a fascinatiug account of tle de-
cline and fall of the Roman empire throws
all his %anius into an attempt to exaggerate
the faults of the Christian disciples while he
gives a sparseness of attention to the Chris-
tian heroes of whom the world was not
worthy, a sparseness of attention to those
noble men and women for which that author
can never be forgiven. I want nien of nerve
men of muscle, men of social position, men
of financial power to know that thatstrength
may be made a crown tor them on earth and
be a crown for them in heaven, while those

who bedraggle that power into sin
and thoss who wuse their influ-
ence for iniquitous purposes,

will at last thunder his condemnation upon
them on the day when millionaire and pauper
and master and slave and king and subject
shall stand side by side, and money-bags and
judicial ermine and royal robe shall bo riven
of the lightning of the Lord God Almighty.

My subject also impresses m: with the
fact that a giant may be overthrown by a
sorceress. Delilah started all those evil influ-
ences which terminatel inthe bringing of
the temple of Dagon down around Sampson’s
ears, and in all the ages how many giants
through impure fascinations huve been
ungianted? It seems to me that it i3
time that the pulpit and platform and print-
ing press spenE out more distinctly against
the impurities of modern society. Trudery
and fastidiousness say, “Don’t speak at all
for youmight arouss’ adverse criticism; you
might make things worse instead of makin
them better. 1£ you touch the subject at al
do so in glittering generalities, for the them3
is not appropriate for polite ears;” while from
the heavens a voice comes saying, “Cry
aloud, spare not, lift up your voice like a
trumpet. Show my peop'e their transgres
gions, and the bouse of Egypt their sins.’
The trouble is that when people write
or speak on such themes, they throw
over them the fascinations of Delles
lettres and make attractive that which oughi
to be repulsive. Lord Byron in Childe Har
old adorns this crime until it looks like
May queen. Michelet, the French author, in
his essays treats of the crime until it glows
like the rising sun, when it ought to be mado
loathsome asa smallpox hospital. There are
influences abroad to day wkich if unresisced
by l:»ulpit. and platform and printing press
will turn New York and Brooklyn into a
Sodom and Gomorab, fit only for the
storm of fire and brimstone that over-
whelmed  the  cities of the plain.
Whila you sit in your quiet Christian
homes compassed with all moral rastraints,

ou do not realize that there is a gulf of in-
iquity surrounding you nortl, south, east and
west. This moment while I speak there are
hundreds of men and wom n going over the
awiul plunge of an impure life, and while I
cry to God for mercy in their behalf, I charze
all Christian men and women to marshal all
divine and gracious influences for the defence
of the homesand the churches and the na-
tion. There isa banqueting hall that you
may not have hea described. ou
know all sbout the feast of Ahasuerus
with. a thousand lords  You know
all about the carnival of Belshazzar, where
the blood of the murdered king spurted in
tho faces of the banqueters.  You know all
about the wassail and the intoxication and
the riotinz of the feast over which presided
Esopus, before whom was brouzht a plate of
food that cost four hundred thousand dollars.
But there is another banqueting hall, and its
ceiling is fretted vith fire, and its floors are
tessalated with fire and its walls are bub-
tresses of fire, and its songs are sonzs of fire,
and Solomon referred to it when he said:
“her guests are in the depths of hell.” We
are in American society to-day reaping
the harvest of Freo Lovism  which
was sowed ten or fifteen or twenty yearsago,
the gos;t))al ot Free Lovism which was preached
on all the platforms in America, or nearly
all of them, and alas! in some of the pulpits
—the gospel of Free Lovism which seems to
indicate that every man ought to bave somn2
ons else’s wife, and every woman some ones
else’s husband — tree Lovism waich has
gwen to this country one thousand cases of

ivorce a year—Free Lovism which has given
to one county in Indiana eleven cases of di-
vorce in one day before dinnor! Free
Lovism +which has arousxd in all this
land, brouzht up in all this land cases of
elopement, North, South, East and West, so
that you can hardly take up a paper now
that you do not see in it some account of an
slopement. The fact is there are thousands
of people in America to-day who do not like
the Christian institution of marriage, and I
wish they would elope, the wretches of cna
sux taking the wretches of the other sex, and
starting ty-morrow morning for the great
Sahara desort until the simoon shall sweep
over tham seven feet of sand, and in the
nott five T hundred years no passing
caravan  bring back one miserable
bon:of their carcases. Never uniil society
shall go backto the Bible, which eulogizes
purity and curses with an infinite curse un-
cleanliness—never until that time comes will
these ovils be extirpatud from society. Sam-
son was not the only giant unzianted.

My subject also impresses me with the fact
tha: the greatest physical strength must
ciuinble and give way, That this man of the
text was mighty the lion knew, that Philis-
tines knew, everybody knew. Oh! how

strong he was. He could fight back
thess  enemies, but death was too
much for him. He may have

had a lonfer grave and a wider grave than
youand I have, but the tomb was his ter-
minus., What, shall the body and the soul be

| parted! Yes. We know the destiny of the

these men ought to be crossing and recrossing *

the pgreat occan of human suffering
with God's suoplies of mercy. Alas!
that so many ol the stout and healihy men
of the world are doing absolutely nothing
for God or the betterment of the world's con-
dition. Oh!itisa shame that so much of
thoe work of the church and the world has
been done by invalids, while the stoutand the
healthy men, like  greet hulks, were rotting
in the sun.
life on thedoor of the tomb, yet writing a

]

one, dust to dust. What shall he the destine
of the other? Will we go up to dwell amid
the whita robed believers whose sins Christ
slew, or will we go down amoug the unbe-
liavers who tried to gain the world and save
their soul at the same time 2nd were swindled
out of both? You and I may by good habits
and by prudence and by the enthronement
of Christian principle postpono the day
of our decease, but come it must, and

Richard Baxter, spending his | come it will, and that is a consideration

worth our dwelling upon. I am sayingz thesa

hundred volumes and starting unconverted | things because I want you, in the light of this

ﬁple on their way to the Saint's Everlasting
t. Edward Payson, never knowing a
woil day in all his Iife, but startin

multitude  of Keople towar that
place  which o called a 508
of glory. Robert McCheyrie, a walking

gkeleton, and yet you know what he dil at
Dundee, and you know how hs shook all Scot-
land with his zeal for God. William Wilber-

force, told by the doctors he must die in two
weeks, starting right out for grander philan-
thropies. Philip Doddridge advised by his
friends not to study for the ministry because
he was so ill, going rizht on until he was the
cause of the riso and vrogress of relizion in
the church of Jesus Christ. Robert Hall so
much an invalid that oft-times in the midst
of his sermon he had to lie down and rest on
the sofa, and then getting up azain and
preaching about the wonders of Leaven
until the drop

splendor  seemed to

upon the auditors, and doing the work of |

tou or fifteen ordinary men of his day. Isit

notsimply ashame that a vast amount of
the work doue for the Christian church and
done for tho bettermont of the worlts condi-
tion has bean done by invalids, while such a
muititwle of men with vast physical endur-
ance have accomplished nothing for God?
Achicvements for invalils, of course—

1

subjoct, to realize what I do not believe five
men in this audience do realize, that God is

a vast , going to bring us in account for the employ-

ment of our physical organism. We ure of-
ten told that people must pive accouut for
their wealth, and so they must; and they
must give account for their intelligence, and
32 they must; but no more than they must
give account for the employment of their
Ehy_s:cal organism. Shoulder, arm,

rain, knee, foot, all the  forces
that God has given us—are we using them to
p:lake the world better, or make It worssi
i) hose who have strong arm, those who have
elustic step, those who have clear eye, those
who have steady brain, thoso ara the men
who are going to have the migitiest accounts
to render, ‘T'here are thousands of sermons
preached to invalids, 1 hava preached scores
of them myself. Every clergyman who coes
his duty must preach scores of sermons to
the invalid and the sullering; |but this morn-
ing I preach chielly to stout menand health-

ful women. What are woe doing |
with the faculties that God has
given us? What is the account weshall have

at last to render! Whils 1 was preparing
this subject, 1 thought how abashed I will be
in the last day when I shall come up and 1
shall remember that during all my memory.
L have never had one moment of severe sick-
[

e

1339, or anythinz that migat be called raal

‘ment to give answer,

sickness, and stand beside those who never
knew a well day in all their lifo and yet were
consumed with zeal for God. Ahl whata
day tbat willsbe for those of us, what an ac-
count it will be to render when you
ask yoursslf and I ask myself, “what
have we done with the health tbhat
God has given us® Is thera one in
all this audiencoe who can feal, who does now
teel that ha has given all his physical quali-
ties to makinz the world beiter and for the
glory of his Gxl{ Nob ons, nos one!

Hark! it thuniers. The day approaches,
the day for which all other days were made,
His throne is lifted, and thare is ons wno on
aarth was always an invalid stands bafore
the throns of judegmant, and this one says to
the Ju.lge on the throne, ‘‘I was always sick;
I could not go out much and serve Christ:
I found some opportunities of sorving
Him; I found people who were sicker
than I was and who suifered more than
I, end Itried tocheer tham. I feel all un-
worlhy to be here to-day, but I have done
something for Christ, aithough 1t wns very
feobly done.” “Well done,” says Christ,
s4well doma. Enter into the joy of thy Lord.
Goup aud get thy crown. And a great
crown it is.” Here isanother one before the
throne of judgment. Hesays: “On earth I
always went on crutches. I could not get
about much, but wherever I had an opportu-
nity of inviting men to Christ, and for good,
I tried to do that good. I do not deserve an
reward. Ia lished little for my Lord,
Oh, how little!” **Well done,” says Christ,
#\Vell done. Enter into the joy of thy
Lord. Great reward fox: thee, great
reward.” And now there is s little child be-
fora the throve of judgment. Shesays: “*On
earth I had curvature of the spine, and I was
very weak, and I was very sicic. I could not
do much for Jesus, but I used to go out into
the wild woods and pluck flowers for my sick
mother, and I used to bring them back 1o her
room, and she was so cheered and comforted
by those flowers that 1 plucked out of the
wild woads.” “Well done,” says Christ, tak-
ing her up in His arms and kissing her,
“swelldcne. Go up and get thy crown, little
one. Greatis thy reward in heaven." But
hark! it thunders again. Now, all ths weil,
the stout, the muscular, the healthful
of earth come up be‘ore the throne of judg-
I said to an old Scote
minister, who was one of the best friends I
ever had, “Doctor, did you ever know in
Scotland the author of * The Course of Time,’
Robert Pollock?” “Oh, yes.” he said, *
knew him well. I was his classmate.”
“Well,” 1 said, “tell me something about
him.” ¢ Well,” he said, “it is a very short
story. That book you speak of, ‘ The Course
of Time," exhausted him, and I bolieve he
died from the effects. The book was too
mighty for his physical endurance. In-
deed, 1 cannot see how any one who
ever had such a glimpse of the
§rcab day of account as Robert

ollock had could live n great while alter. It
was so mighty a spectacle he saw, and ihere
ars abouteight or ten lines of it that impress
me mor? than all:

“‘Begin the woe, ye woo’s,

And tell it to the doleful winds;

And doleful winds wail to the howling hills,

And howling hills mourn to the dismal vales,

And dismul vales sigh to tha sorrowing brooks,

And sorrowing brooks weep to the weeping
stream,

An lweeping stream awake the groaning deep,

Ye Heavens, great archway of the universe,

Put sackcloth on, and ocean robe thyself in
garb of widowhood,

And gather all thy wares into a groan

And utter it long, loud, deep, piercing, dolo-
rous, immense,

The occasion asks it. Nature dies

And angels come to lay her in the grave.”

What Robert Pollock saw in poetic vision,
vou and I will see in reality, The judgment!
"'he judgment!

TIMELY TOPICS.

Vegetarianism is spreading very rapid-
ly in London, Ten years agn in was
difficult to find an avowed vegetirian,
but now more than 2,000 persons refresh
themselves daily at vegelarian restaur-
ants. *

Another fiction exploaea. The Chinese
do not eat dogs, cats and rats as regular
diet, but only in rare instances. They
live mainly on garden vegetubles, rice,
poultry and fish, and are tond of shark’s
tins and edible birds' nests,

Captain Renard's military balloon has
been successfully opernted in Paris latel
on calm days. When there islittle win
blowing, it can be moved about in any
direction at the will of the pilot, but
become unmanageable in a heavy breeze.
Still it is a great achievment to succeed
as far as the inventor has done, and it
will surcly not be a long time before an
air-ship will be constructed capable of
defying the storm.

It is only a score of years since the
canning of salmon was begun on the
Pacilic coast. Everybody was afraid of
it, and the proprictor of the first cannery,
William Hume, of Oakland, Cal., used
to take a basket of cans on his arm and
go among the familics of his acquaint-
ances explaining the method of its pre-
paration, and inviting a trial. Now
canned salmon can be found in every
market, and Mr. Hume is a rich man.

From Greenland comes the story that
little hamlets occupied by the descond-
ants of the Norscmen whb emigrated
thither hundreds of years ago are in ex-
istence, snd that they contain a happy
and conteated population, uninfuenced
by the events ]mssing in the outside
world, and unrufiled by politics or hase-
ball. Centuries ago the coast of Green-

land was the Danish ﬁshiniground, and .

the country, which then boastca a less
rigorous climate than that with which i
is credited now, was not deemed unfit
for settlement. It is something to know
that other than Esquimaux humanity is
vegetating there, .

Pittsburg scientists are beginning to
discuss the possibility of solidifying nat.
ural gas into bricks for convenient trans
portation,in view of the reecnt discover-
ies that most if not all gascs can bo
liquetied. While they are about it, says
the St Louis Republican, it would be well
for the scientisis to find a way of solidi-
fying artificial coal gns as well as natural,
as the former 1s the gas which most of |
the world's gas consumers are compelled |
to usc. Bricks of solidified gas of a!
known volume and weight would be sure
of a market, as thoy would put an end
to the uncertainty of gas meters and the
perilous indeliniteness of quarterly gas
bills.

The London Cify Pres: publishessome
interesting facts and figures of Lendon,

In the metropolis there ure 101 hospitn's,

in which one and a gunrter millions oi |
people are relieved, and which dispense
outdoor relief to four millions snnually. |

Twenty-five per 1,000 of the population | is apurtment building after apartment | you again,” and with the sweetest of
are paupers, and are relioved at & cost of | building fitie 1 up exclusively for men, |smiles she tripped gaily away up the
over two and a half millions sterling. It and ro ladie- admitted, while all promi- " avenue.

nent fat buindings in the city have their |

also seems that there are mauny more
lunatic women than men. Cabs hi\wm:r
increased during the last ten years from |
10,000 to over 19,000; 14,478 cgildrcn|
were lost in London last year. Greater
London contsins an area of 448,051 acres,
The population is given a8 5,149,160, of |
whom 60,252 are foreigners, 40,554
Scotch, 80,778 Irish, 8,216 blind and |
1,972 deaf and dumb. In 1884 there
were 11,705 licensed public and beer |
houses, and 13,519 males and 9,618 fe- |
males were charged with drunkenness,
In the same year there were 265 persons
killed and 8,592 maimed by strect acci-
dents, and 354 suicides. There weis
20,667 articles lost in public conveyanges,
of which 11,248 were restored. There
are 407 newspapers pubiished in London. |
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GOTHAN CIRLS.

And Why Fifty Thousand Bachelors
Are Afraid to Marry the
Lovely Lassies.

The Men Say the Girls are Elegzant te
Call Upon and Go Out With,
butso Expensive.

[(Special New York Letter:]
¢Hello, Cholly, how are you? ILost
your heart, evidently, this secason.
Who's the fair one? Might as well con-
fess. ™
*‘Yes, lost it again, Spirto, and this

time for keeps, and my head and peace |

of mind as well.

“What's the row? Can't you get the
lady's heart in return?”

“I've got it, and there's where the
trouble comos in. If I hadn't got it,
and knew I couldn't get consent, it
wouldn't be s0 bad., You sce I can't
possibly marry, eouldn't think of it for
a minute on my income, and there’s no
{:rosPect of an increase that L can see, so
'm in a fix.” .

“‘What's your income?"

“Well, about #2500 per annum, at
present.”

“‘Marry the girl.”

“What! Do you reaily mean to advise
a man to marry on such an income! Why,
it wouldn't more than pay rent for the
apartments my girk would want to live
in. Do you know what it eesis to gel

married and live in New York in any |

sort of shape, and with any sort of a
stylish girl. It can't be done on less
than $5,000 a year, and if youhavn't got
that much at least. the old man wouldn’t
think of it, even if the girl would, which
is very doubtful. No siree, no_marry
for me on $2,500 per year, not if I keow

| e
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it. Now if vou really want to kuow
something aboul the geography of mar-
ried life in New York just look around
among your fricnds and see how few
of the boys get married, and the number
is decreasing every year, too. [ tell you
it is a dangerous thing to marry nowa-
days in this city, and the boys know it
by heart, There's at least fifty thousand
of them that have't married and never
expect to, in this city alone, and 1 am
one of the unhappy band. So long,
there's Miss Carrie I2., and I want to ace
her.  See you later.”

And as Miss Carrie R., connected with

gome of the best revolutionary blood of
Gothan, bowed sweetly, he joined her
and they  walked up Broadway. Miss
Carrie was certainly a stylish and band-

MISS CARRIE R.

gome f’oung lady, and as they walked
away 1 couldn’t help thirking of the
graceful swing she gave ler body,

and the neat fitling dress which she
managed with so much finesse that it
seemed born a part of her.

What did her get-up cost? How much
did her guardian angel, otherwise her
well-to-do uncle, lay out for that swing
of her dress?  Evidently it was gained
only throngh a long series of seasons ut
different watering places, and high-
priced oues, a3 you don't find just that
Eeculiar undulation at any second rate

otels, and it cannot Dbe learned in a
single scason, That swing a'one is evi-
dence of an expenditure of at least %5, -
000 at high priced watering places. Iler
hat must have cost something like
twenty-five dollurs, at a Jow estimate,
and six in a season is mone too many.
Kid gloves run about four pair a month,
Dresses, well, henven and the wearer
only knows what they cost, to «ay noth-
ing of the nmmmerous unmentionables not

visible to the outward gaze but neverthe |

less there, and probably costly, provided
ore could judge the inside from the out.
And so a young man with an income of
$2,500 per year couldn't think of marry-
ing a lady bronght up in this way, and
she wouldn’t think of marrying him.
Can it be poss'ble that there are 50,-
000 bachelors in New York city—bacii-
clors of marriageable uge who expect to
remain so through life. It is undoubt-
edly su, and this, too, in spite of the

fact that our streets are fairly crowded |

and jammed every Saturday niternoon,
especiully Broadway and Iifth avenue,
with throngs of the most stylish, goad
looking, und generally admitted, heart
breakers in the land.  What is the mat-
ter with the boys/ Why is it that there

guits of rooms kunown as ‘*‘bachelor
apartments,” and we!l til ed with jolly
single gentlemen of marriageable age
who haven’t any idea of marrying in this
life—men who enjoy life for all there is
In it—generally men who have made
their pile, and have euough tc marry on
if they so desired—men who belong to
the Union League and other clubs, and
men who have become wedded to a life
of celibacy through what?

“‘Sam, why isit that you have mever
married ?"

Sam Thaxman, a jolly bachelor of
gome forty well spent winters, a member
of the Lotus club, and who is abun-
dantly able now to marry, baving grown

grey in the service of the ladies of his | like to know what her ideas of matri-
' mony are.”

eequaintance, had stopped in front of

! here comes a young lady of a different
| stamp. I'll explain before she arrives
| that this girl i3 an ovrganist, or rather
| has been an organist, and is now & music
| teacher.

me on the corner of Twenty-third street
and Broadway., in front of the Fifth
Avenue hotel, the general losfing place
of the swell dandies who wish to ogle
the ladies as they pass, for here Broad-
way crosses Fifth avenue, and if a man
willonly linger there long enough he
will meet all the friends he has in the
city, since all who are able to walk pass
this spot at least once a weck.

“‘That's a funny question and demands
a serious answer. I never found a girl
whose nose just suited me.”

“‘Pshaw. What is the reason, scriously
speaking?” ’

“Well, seriously speaking, the same
thing that keeps the boys generally from
marrying —a wholesome fear of the here-
after.”

““Explain yoursell."”

“Stand here with me a minute, watch
the ladies that pass by, and listen to
{ what [ have to say to some of them
'whom I know. Youknow I am a priv-

ileged character, and they won't take of-
| fonse if I usk questions,  Yousce that
| Iady coming across the avenue. I mcan
that elderly maiden lady, with the enor-
' mous hat and military looking suit. She
1 belongs to the past tense, as the boyssay,
'and will never sec the sunny side of
forty again. She's as prim as they make
i‘em, and as proud as Lucifer before he
| fell like the snowllake. Here she is, and
I'm goiny to astonigh her,
| “Bung Jure, Madam Juvee. May I ask
you a question on an important matter
for the benelit of my friend?”
| “Bon Jour, Mcestair Thaxman. Cer-
" tainlee, certainlee.”
| *Madam Juvee, what would you re-
“quire in o hushaod?”

frox DIEU! MEESTAIRE THAXMAN.Y

¢Mon Dicu, Mistaire Thaxman. Tell
youwh frien’ zat I wouldna' inarree ~e
bes' man zat leeves in ze worrl.”
And with a sarcastic glance at me she
passed by likean insulted tornado.
“Whew, zood heavens, she thought
you wanted 1o muarry her and refused.
[ ITa, hy, ha, ha,” and he laughed until I
could bave forsworn his friendship for-
,ever,
| . *Well, the next one you tackle, just
“leaye me out, il you please, and perhaps
you will get more information and have
less sport at my expense.” A
[ “I'll do it, and here comes the very
lady we want to see. She's as winning
"and pretty as can be found in Gotham,
spent last swmmer in the Adirondacks,
and will break yonr heart in three eve-
'mings, if she wants to. What she will
i have to say about wedded bliss will be
| entertaining.”
“Why, Mr. Thaxman, how do you do?
T haven't seen you foranage.  Ithought
you promised to come up in the moun-
tains before we left?”
+2¢ 1 did, Miss Catlin, but the fuct is
that I am no longer a free man, and

haven't been since spring. 1'm en-
gaged.”
“lingaged, Mr. Thayxman! Why

didn't you give me a chance? Who is
it? I'm dying to know who's going to
get marricd, ava't had an invitation
to a wedding this sammer,”

"M DYING TO EKNOW.Y

‘o 18 1T?
“Why don't you get up one on your

"own account, Mias Catlin?
find the right one??

| *“Oh, my, yes. I found a dozen of the
right ones this summer, but I couldn't!
nmarry all of them you know, and so|
i here I am, still in the market, and
‘autumn is here, ton. Well, I syppose
I'll have to wait till your fiancee quar-
Ircla with you and then fall back on
| you after all,"” with a roguish twinkle in
| her eyes.

| “What kind of a man do you want,
[ Miss Catlin, anyhow, and what do you
|expect to marry him for, if I may
ask?”

Can't you

“Good morning, Miss Linton. 1
haven’t seen you all summer. Where
have you been putting in the time, may
I inquire?”

¢Mr. Thaxman, good morning. Real
glad to see you, As to putting in time
this summer, why I've had an elegant
time at Saratogs, Newport, and in
August we went to Cape May—but—my
name isn't Miss Linton. I've changed
it, you see.”

““Married, Miss Linton, or Mrs.—

“Yes, Mr. Thaxman, married, and Mr.
and Mrs. Devlin will be pleased to see
you at the Windsor Hotel any time you
may wish to call. You see, George,
that's Mr. D,, is building ‘'a new house
on the Avenue, and it is so very elegant
that it will take several months to com-
plete it. We're going to furnish it from
Paris direct, and quite up to the- latest
designs.”

*‘Allow me to congratulate you, Mrs.
Devlin, on your marriage; but it surely
cannot be George Devlin, the retired
merchant, that is your husband.”

It just is, though, and we would like
to see you very much. Call when you
can, Mr. Thaxman, and good-bye,” and
the visitor vanished up Broadway. -

“‘Well, well, well. So poor old Dev-
lin, who retired so long ago that the
strect has forgotten him cempletely, has
married this young lady of twenty-five
or six. Why, he must be at least seven-
ty-five or eighty, and I haven’t heard of
him before in five years. Got lots of
money, though. Do you wonder thatI
am single after this, and don’t marry?
I've scen this thing of money, position,
blood, ancestry, and ‘‘pure, unadulter-
ated love" for twenty years, and it is get-
ting worse every year. I tell you the
reason I never married and never will
marry can besummed upin afew words:
I never found a girl with a nose just to
suit me. Good morning,” and he passed
away, striking the ground viciously with
his rattan cane as he walked.

Pondering deeply on what had passed,
I walked slowly home and met Kitty
Wayland jnst entering the door, Kitty
is a nicce of the lady of the house, and a
great favorite with the boarders, She
was just returning from a trip to the
country. Fresh air would give her fresh
idens, perhaps, and beside she wasn't
oyer sixteen.

“Kitty, what is your idea of margied
life? Give a serious answer, for I'm puz-
zled.”

EITiY WAYLAND,
“‘Good gracious, youaren't going to

propose [ hope.”

“‘No, Kitty, no to-day. But what do
you knew about proposal sanyway#”’ -

“Woll, I just know this much, that
the man who proposes to me and ex-
pects to get me will have to have a
pretty solid bank account, for I'm going
to live in one of the handsomest ilats in
thig city whea I marry, and keep up
with the best of them.”

“Wouldn't youmarry & poor man if
you loved-him, Kitty, and ULe satisfied

with a small apartment over in Jersey
City?”
¢  wouldn’t marry the Dest man

living if he hadn’t money. You don't
think I'm going to marry and be a mnid
of all work, do you, just to please some

man.”

“Kitty, are those your irrevocable sen-
timents!”

“They certainly are, so if you've got
any poor young man picked out for me,
bring him arouud and I'll give him the

rand bounce to-night before it goes any
farther. I Delicve in nipping these
things in the bud. Ta, ts, and don’t
forget to bring him around soon,” and
she skipped upslairs.

The problem of mating the bachelors
gnd the muideas stiil remains unsolved.

BPIRTO GENTIL,
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English New Year Superstitions,

At Christmas parties in the country
the young men have the privilege of
kissing any of the opposite sex they can
get hold of. When Sir Roger DeCoverly
is danced the chief guests are expected
to dance with the cook and butler. All
peacock feathers must be thrown out
before New Year's day, or else you will
have ill luck. On New Year's eve you
must take pieces of money, bread, wood
and coal, and a little salt, tie them up
in a bundle, and lay on the doorstep
after 12 o'clock. Some one will then
come, and you must ask his name. If
he says ‘‘John Smith,” he must not be
admitted, because the initial letters of
Lis name are curved; but if he suy “Ld-
ward Thompson,” admit him at once, as
his initial letters are made up of stzaight
lines; but he must bring the bundle in
with him that was laid on the step. He
must then wish you a happy New Year,
and, after receiving a gift, pass out
by the back door. Then, behold,

“I"or love, Mr. Thaxman, pure, un-
“adulterated love, and I want a manthat |
' T can really love,and wastemy allection |
"on. A real, live man, too. None of your |
; Jim dandies that loaf about street cor- i
ners, carry silver headed canes, and look |
like golden calves or brazen images.” ‘
‘<o you really would marry for love
alone?”
“Yes, Javery time.”
i “But, suppose the gentleman was
oor.” |
“My dear Mr. Thaxman, I'm certainly
' eoing to marry for love if I ever marry
"at a!ll, but,—well—to be candid with |
you I don’t think [ could love a poor |

man, Cowme up to-morrow ovening and
tell me all about vour engagement,

won't you; and now farewell till I see

*‘She's right. She's no business to
'marry a poor man. 8he’d break her
heart in a year il she couldn’t have what |
she wanted, and that’s the trouble with
the most of them,” said Sam. “Her
father is a broker who once had consid- |
erable money, but I guess the most of 1t
is spent, or soon will be, for he's a risky |
speculator, and has made some bad
breaks in the market lately. However,

If she got away for two weeks
this summer, and took it out at Ashbury
Park, it is probably all the vacation sho
had. Just for curiosity I myself would

gond luck is yours for another
year,  On both Christmas and New
Year's eves, when the clock begins
to strike twelve, the doors—especially
the front and back—are opened, that the
bad spirits may pass out and the good
ones pass in, and immediately the clock
has struck twelve thedoors are shut, as
it is said, *'to keep the good spirits in.”

! The first person to enter the house on a

New Year's morning must be a raan.
Many Holderness folks tell some little
chap to be ready to come in so soon as
the old year is dead, and so secure good
luck to the houschold. When the master
enters his house for the first time in the
pew vear he must take something in
which he did not take out. A IHull
friend told me he alwars emptied his
pockets Lefore he left home on New
Year's morning and put in some money
and bread, which he procured at his
mothet's, and so reached his home
armed with the necessaries of life, Sorae
peop'e place a sixpence on the doorstep
on Necw Year's eve, and so soon as the
clock strikes it is brought in. N. B.-—
This, I need hardly say, is done in the
country! You must never go out on
New Year's day until some one has come
inis the rule in some parts.—Notes and
Queries.

Love and (iravitation.

*1Tis love Lthat makes the world go round.”
Glad of the explanation.

Wealways thought tha’ wo had found
The cause in gravitation,

The terms are still synonymous
And they are right who say
Love turns the heads of all of us

Who gravitate that way.

THE WINTRY WIND.

I come from haunts of mount and lake,
I make a sullen sally,

And send the small boy's milkpail gay
A sailing up the alley.

¥ paint the maiden’s gose with red,
And send the leaves a scooting,

And make the fat man chase his hat,
With howling and with hooting.

From off the line the clothes I blow,
And e'en the line Isever,
For dust may come and dust may go.

But I go on forever.
—(Cleveland Graphic.

Coming.

£o0 I am watching quietly
Every day!

YWhenever the sun shines brightly
Iriseand say,

Surely it 1s the shimng of His fuce!

And look unto the gates of his highplace
Beyond the sea;

For I know he is coming shortly
To summon me.

And when nshadow tolls across the window
Of my room,

Where Iam working ny appointed task,

I lift my hond to watech the door—and ask
If He i3 come;

And as an ungel answers sweotly
In my home,

¢Qnly a few more shadows
And he will come!”

RELIGIOUS READING.

Work Out Your Salvation. ’

Work out your own salvation, with
fear and trembling. This injunction
does not mean what, toa great many
minds, it seems to mean. In some
parts of the country, a tax forthe
keeping of the roads in repair can be .
paid in cash, or it can be ‘“‘worked
out;”’—that is, it can be paid by per-
sonal labor, So, land owners often
“work out” their highway tax. Itis
not that kind of working out that
this text refers to. No man cansecure
his salvation by work, even with fear
and trembling, and in prayers and
tears. Again, there is a custom of
working out a farm rent on shares,
The farmer does all the work, and
takes half the result, the other half
goingto the farm owner. Itisnot
that kind of working out one’s salva-
tion that is here meant. Salvation is
not secured from God on shares, It is
wholly tke gift of God, and all the
work in the werld could never merit
nor obtain any portion of it. But he
who has galvation, he who i3 saved .by
grace through faith (and this letter of
Paul is to persons in that state), bas
a duty to work out in the line of his
salvation; to keep right at the work
which is along the course, and in the
direction of the end, of God's plan of
grace. It might, perhaps, give light'
tothis extent to change the figure
from the farmer to the soldier, and
read it, Fight out—or fight on—jyour
enlistment with fear and trembling.
Now that you have enlisted, and are
accepted as a soldier, keep right at the
soldier business, and do it with such
zealous earnesiness’ that you will be
all of a tremble in your anxious desire
to doit just as it should be done.
There is no danger of any over-reli-
ance on one’s personal activity in such
working, or such fighting, ac this, in
the line of one’s redemption from sin
and its curse, lhere in this world of
probation and trial.—Sel.

Mr. Lowell on Christianity.

One of the most serious and notable
of the admirable alter-dinner speechea
that ‘made Mr. Lowell so famous in
England has only lately been published.
It was called out by some allusions to
the Christian religion madein the tone
of genteel skepticism quite common
among the literary men of England.
Mr. Lowell took occasion to remind
those enemies of the religion which is
at the very heart of all there is good
in civilization, that “whatever defects
or imperfections may attach to-a few
points of the doctrinal system of Cal-
vin—the bulk of which was simply
what all Christians believe—it will be
found that Calvinism, or any other
ism which claims an open Bible and
proctaims a crucified and risen Christ,
is infinitely preferable to any form e
polite and polished skepiicism, which
gathers as its votaries the degenerate
sons of leroic ancestors, who, having
been trained in a society and educated

— Jittsburg Dispalch.

in schonls the foundations of which

wore laid by men of faith and iet)t
now turd and kick down thé luddef by
which they Lave climbed up, and pers
suade men to live without God and die
without hope.”

“The worst kind of religion,” con-
{inued Mr. Lowell, “is no religion at
all ; and these men, living in ease and
luxury, indulging themselves in the
amusement of going without religion,
may Dbe thankful that they live in
lands where the gospel they neglect
has tamed the beastliness or ferocity
of the men who, but for Christianity,
might long ago have eaten their car-
casses like the South Sea Islanders, or
cut off their heads and tanned their
hides, like the monsters of the French
Revolution. When the microscopie
gearch of skepticism, which had hunt-
ed the heavens and sounded the seas
to disprove the existence of a Creator,
has turned its attention to human so-
ciety, and have found a place on this
planet ten miles square where a decent
man can live in decency, comfort and
gecurity, supporting and educating
his children unspoiled and unpolluted;
it place where age is reverenced, infan-
cy protected, manhood respected,
womanhoond honored, and human life
beld in due regard ; when skeptics
can (ind such a place ten miles square
on this globe, where the gospel of
Christ has not gone and cleared the
way and laid the foundations, and
made decency and security possible,
it wili then be in order for the skepti-
cal literati to move thither and there
ventilate his views. Dutso long as
these very men are dependent upon
the religion which they discard for ev-
ery privilege they enjoy, they may well
hesitate a little before they seek to rob
the Christion of his hope and humani-
ty of its faith in that Savior who
alone has given to man that hope of
life eternal which makes life tolerable
and society possible, and robs death of
its‘terror and the grave of its gloom.”

Taith and Iope
Ave the hright pillavs ol the Golden Gate,
And on the threshold of the Kingdom wait,
But Charity, the rond, winds onward through
Into the Land where God makes all things
new. —A. E. Hamillon.

There are no fewer than sixty-four
volumes of the German Bible for the
Dlind. 1t costs §25. The letters are
n haut-relief and the paper very
shick,




