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REV. DR. TALMAGE.

THE BROOKLYN DIVINE'S SUN-
DAY SERMON.

Subject: “The Facts Proved."

Text: “We are witnesses,"—Acts XV, i

In the days of George Stephenson, the per-
fecter of Lthe locomotive engine, the svientists

proved conclusively that a railway train ;

could never be driven by steam power suc-
cessfully and without peril: but the rushing
express tram from Liverpool to Edinburgh,
and from Edinburgh to London, have made
all the nation witnesses of the splendid
achievement. Machinists and navigators
conclusively that asteamer cowil nev-
er cross the Atlanticocean: but no sooner had
tha{ successfully proved the impossibility of
such an undertaking thanthe work was done,
and the n%ers on the Cunard and the In-
man am} tho National and the White Star
lines are witnessss. There went upa guffaw
of wise laughter at Professor Morse's propo-
gition to make the lightning of heaven his er-
rand boy, and it was proved conclusively
that the thing could never be done; but now
all the news of the wide world by Associated
Press, E.:.; in your hands every morning and
night madeall nations witnesses.
So in thetime of Christ it was proved con-
clusively that it was

rise from the dead. It was shown logically

that when he was dead he was dead, and the |

heart and the liver and the lungs having
ceased to perform their offices, the limbs
would be rigid beyond all power of friction
or arousal. Thaﬁ showed it to be an absoluts
absurdity that the dead Christ should ever

t ug alive: but no sooner had they proved
ﬁht an the dead Christ aros:, and the dis-
ciples beheld him, heard his voice and talked
with him, and they took the witness stand to

ve that to be true which the wiseacres of

e day had proved to be impossible; the
record of the experiment and of the testi-
mony is in the text: *Him hath God raised
from the dead, whereof we are witnesses.”

Now, let me play theskeptic for a moment.
“There is no God,” says the skeptic, for I
have never seen Him with my physical eye-
‘slighh. Your Bibleis a pack of contradictions.

are never was a miracle. Lazarus wasnut
raised from the dead, and the water was
. pever turned into wine, Yourreligionisanim-
ition on the credulity of the ages.” There
an aged man movingin that pew as though
he would like to nd. Here are hundreds
of people with faces a little flushed at these
announcements, and all through this house
there is a suppressed fe ling which would like
to speak out in behalf of the truth of our
glorious Christianity, as in the days of the
text, crying out: *We arc witnesses!”

The fact is, that if this world is ever
brought to God, it will not be through argu-
ment, but through testimony. You might
cover the whole earth with apologies for
Christianity and learned treatises in defense

impossible tor him to .

| A
" in the tinal hour.

] thee that thou hast comrortea my poor
! heart.”

There are Christian parents here who are
willing to testify to the power of this Gospel
to comfort. Your son had just graduated
from school or college anl was going into
business, and the Lord took him. Or your
daughter had just graduated from the young
ladies' seminary and you thought she wus
going to be a useful woman and of long life;
but the Lord took her and you were tempted
to say: ‘*All this culture-of twenty years for
nothing™ Or she little child came home
from school with the hot fever that stopped
not for the agonized prayer or for the sKill-
ful physician, and the little child was taken.
Or the babe was lifted out of your arms by
some quick epidemic, and you stood wonder-
ing why God ever gave you that child atall,
if So soon he was to take it away. And yet
you are Not repining, you are not rretiui, you
are not fighting against God.

What has enavled you to stand all the
trial¢ “OL," you say, *“Itook the medicine
that God gave my sick sonl. In my distress
I threw myself at the feet of n sympathizing
God, and when'I was too weak to pray or to
look up, be breathed into me o peace that I
think must be the foretaste of that Heaven
where there is neither a tear, nor a farewell,
nor a grave.” Come, all ye who have been
out to the grave to weep there—come, all ye
comforted souls, get up off your knees. Is
there no power inthis Gospel to soothe the
heart? Is there no power in this religion to
quiet the worst paroxysm of grief! There
comes up an answer from comforted widow-
hood and orphanage and childlessness, say-
ing: “Aye, aye, we are witnesses!”

Again, I remark that we are witnesses of
the fact that religion has power to give com-
posure in the last moment. 1 shall naver for-
got the first time L confronted death. We
Went across the cornfields in the country. I
was led by my father’s hand and we came to
the farm house were the bereavement
come, and we saw the crowd of wagons and
carriages; but there was one carruige that
especially attracted my boyish attention, and
it had black plumes, Isaid:
what's that? Why thosa black tassels at the
top#” and after it was explained to me, [ was
litted up to look upon the bright face of an
aged Christian woman,whothrce days before
Lad parted in triumph. The whole scene
made an impression 1 never forgot. :

In our sermons and in our lay exhortations
we are very apt, when we want to bring illus-
trations of dying triumph, to go back tosome
distinguished personage—toaJohn Knox era
Harriet Newell. But I want you for wit-
nesses.

I want to knew if you have ever scen any-

hing to make you believe that the religion of
Christ can give composure in the linal hour.
Now, it the courts, attorney, jury aud judge
will never admit mere bearsay. They de-
mand that the witness must have seen with
his own eyes, or heard with h's ovn ears, and
so I am critical in my examination ot you
now, amd T want to_know whether you have
goan or heard anything that makss you be
lieve that the religion of Christ gives comtort

=0l ves,” yousay, “I saw my father and
mother depart. ‘Lliore wasu greatditference

of religion—you would not convert asoul. | jnthejr deathbeds. Standing by theone we

Lectures vn the hurmony betweenscience and
religion are beautiful mental discipline, but |
bave never saved a soul, and never willsavea '
the church against each other and the man of
the world will in all probability got the
triumph. Thereare athousand things in our
religion that seem illogizal to the world, and
always will seem iliogical. |
Qur weapon in this conflict is faith, not
logic; faith, not metaphysics: faith, not pro- |
fundity; faith, not scholastic exploration.
But then, in order to have faith, we must
have testimony, and if 500 men, or 1,00 men,
or 500,000 men, or 5,000,000 men get up and
tell me that they have felt tha religion of |
Jesus Christ a joy, a_comfort, a help, an in- |
ion, I am bound as a fair minded man |
to accept their testimony. I want just now

to gt before E'uu three propositions, the
truth of which 1 think this audience will at-
test with overwhelming unanimity,

The first proposition 1s: We are witnesses
ghat the rehigion of Christ is able to convert |

a soul.

The Gospel may have had a hard time to
us, wemay liave fought it back, but
we were vanquished, You suy conversion is
only an imaginary thin% We know better.
“Weare witnesses.” There never was so
t a change in our heart and life on any
pther subject as this. People laughed at
the missionaries in Madagascar becanse they
preached ten years without one convert; but
there are 33,000 converts in Madagascar to-
day. People laughed at Dr. Judson, the Bap-
tist missionary, because he kept on preaching
in Burmah five yezrs witLont a single con-
vert: but thereare 20,000 Buptists in Burmah
to-day. FPcople lJaughcd at Dr. Morrison, in
China, fur preaching there seven years with-
out a single conversion: but there are 15,010
Christians in China to day. People laughed
at the missionarics for preachinz at Tah'ti
for fifteen years without a single vonversion,
and at the missionaries for preaching in Ben-
gal seventeen years withoul a single conver-
sion; yet in all those lands there are muiti-

tudes of Christians to-day.

But why go so tar to find evidences of the
Gospel's power tosave a soul! We are wit-
nesses,” We wure so proud that no man
could have humbled us; we were so hard that
no earth%' wer could have melted us;
angels of were all around about us, they
could not overcome us; but one day, perhaps
at a Methodist anxious seat, or at o Preshy-
terian catecletical lesture, or ata burial, or
on horseback, a yower seized us, anl made vs

t down, and made us tremble. and made us

eel, and made us cry for mercy, and we
tried to wrench ourselves away from the
grasp, but we could not. 1t fung us flat.anil
when we arose we were as much changed as
Gourgis, the heathen, who went into a prayer
meeting with a dacger and a gun to disturk:
the meeting and destroy it, but the next dy
was found erying: *Oh, my great sins! Oh!
my great Saviour!” and for eleven year
preached the mospel of Christ tn his ()0
mountaineers, the last words on his dymy
lips being “‘Free grace!” Oh, it was free
grace.

There is & man who was for ten years a
hard drinker. The dreadful appetite had
sént down its roots around the palate and
the tongue, and on down until they were
4nterlinked with the vitals of the body,
mind and soul ; but Le has not taken
any stimulants for two years. What did

that! Not temperance sovieties. Not pro-
hibitory laws, Not moral suasion. Conver-

sion did it. “Why,” said one upon whom
the great change had come, “‘sir, I feel just
.as though I were somebody else.”
There is a sea captain who swore all the
way from New York to Havana, and from
Havana to San Francisco, and when he wus
dn port he was worse than when he was on
the sea. What power was it that washed his
tongue clean of profanities and made him a
g_snlm singer? Conversion by the Holy Spirit.
here are thousands of people in this house
to-night who are no more What they once
were than a waterlily is nilsghtsbade, or a
morning lark is a vulture, or day is night.
Now, if I should demand that all those
people in this house who bave feit the con-
verting power of religion should rise, so far
from being ashamed, they would spring to
their feet with more alacrity than they ever
rang to the dance, the tears mingling with
their exhilaration as they cried: “We are
witnesses! And if they tried to sing theold
Gospel h{'m.n they wonld break down with
E:;loﬁon y the time they got to the spcond
e:
Ashamed of Jesus, that dear friend
On whom my b spes of heaven depend?
No! When I biush be this my shame,
Thut | no more revere his name,

Aguin I remark that “we are witnesses” of
the Gospel's power to comfort.

When o man has trouble the world comes
in and says: “Now get your mind off this; go
out and breathe the iresh air; plunge deuvper
into business.” What r advice, Uet
your mind off of it! when ever rthing is up-
turned with the bereavement and everything

reminds vou of what you have i Geb
your mind off of it! They might as well ad-
vise you to stop thinking.” You cannot stop
thinking, and you cannot stop thinking in
that direction. ~ Take a walk in the fresh
air! Why, along that very street or that
very road she once accompanied you. Out
of that gross plot she plucked flowers, or
into that show window she looked, fasci-
nated, saying: *‘Come, see the pictures,” Go
deeper into business! Why, she was associ-
a with all your business ambition, ana
since she has gone you have no ainbition left.
Oh, this is a clumsy world when it tries to
comfort a broken heart! Ican build a Cor-
liss engine, I can painta Raphael’s **Madon-
nu,” Ican play a Beethoven's “Symphony’
a3 easily as this world can comforta broken
heart. = And yet you havo been comforted.
How wasit done ? Did Christ come to you
andsay : * Get your miud of this ; go out
and breathe the fresh air : plunge deeper into
business t” No. There wasa minute when
he camne to you—perhaps in the watches of
the night, perhaps in your place of Lusiness,
perhaps along the street—and he breathed
something into your soul that gave peace,
rest, infinite quiet, so that you could take out
the photograph of the departed ona and look
es and the face of the dear one,

into the ey |
and say: “It is all right; she is better off;

soul. Puta man of the worliand a man of | perbaps

felt more veneration, By the other there was
more tenderness.” Before the ono you bowel
inawe. In the other case you feltas
if you would like to go along with her. How
did they feel in that last hourt How did they
sesm toact! Were they very much fright-
ened; Did they take hold of this world with
both hands as though they did not want to

iveit up: “Oh, no,” yousay, ‘‘no,l remem-

r as though it were yesterday; she had a
kind word tor us all, and there were a few
mementoes distributed among the children,
and then she told us how kinlwe must be to
our father in his loneliness, and then she
kiss2d us goodby and went asleep asa child in
a cradle.” .

What mad: her so composad! Natural
courage! "*No,” you say; “mothor was very
nervous. When the carriage inclined to the
side of the road she would ery out. She was
always rather weakly,” What, then, gave
her composure! Was it because she did not
care much for you and the pang of parting
was not great? *Oh,” you say, *'she showerd
upon us a wealth of affection; nomother ever
loved her children more than mother loved
us. She showed it by the way she nursed us
when we were sick, and she toiled for us until
her strength gave out.” What, theu, was it
that gave her composure in the lust hour!
Do not hide it. Be frank and let me know.
“Oh,” you say, “itwas because she wasso
good. “She made the Lord her portion, and
she had faith that she would gostraight to
glory, and thut we should all mest her at last
at the foot of the throne.”

Here are people who say: “Isaw a Chris-
tian brother die, and he triumphed.” And
some one else: I saw a Christian sister die,
and she triumphed.” Some one else will say:
#] saw a Christian daughter die and she
triumphed.”
the last moments of a C
testimony in this cause on trial. Uncover
-our beads, put your hand on the oid family

ible from which they used to read the

romises, and promis: in the presence of

igh heaven that you will tell the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth.
With what you have seen with your
own eyes, amd from what you have
heurd with your own ears, is there power in
this Gospel to give calmness and triumph in
the last exigency ! The response comes from
all sides, trom young, and old, and midile
agel: ** 'Weare witnesses !’

You see, my friends, 1 have not put before
rou an abstraction, or a chimera,or anything

ike guess work. I present you affidavits or

the best men and wowen, living and dead.
Two witnesses in court will establish a fact.
Here are not two witnesses but thou-ands of
witnesses—on earth millions of witnasses, and
in beaven a great multitude of witnesses that
no man can number, testifying that there is
power in this relizion to convert the soul, 10
give comfort in trouble, and to afford com-
posure in the last hour.

If ten men should come to you when yon
are sick with appalling sickness, and say
they had the same sickness, and took a
certain medicine, and it cwed them, you
woull probably take it. Now, suppose ten
other men should come up. and say: * We
don’t believe there is anything in that medi-
cine.” **Well,” I say: “have you ever tried it"
“No, Inever tried it, but don't believe
there is anything in it.”  Of course you dis-
credit their testimony. The skeptic may
come and say: ‘‘There is no power in your
religion.” “Have your ever tried it?" *‘Ne,
no.” *“Then avaunt!” Let me take the t(s-
timony of the millions of souls that have bien
conver ted to God and comforted in trial and
solaced in the last hour. We will take their
testimony as they cry: “We are witnesses!"

Some time ago Prof. Henry, of Washing-
ton, discovered a new star, and the tidings
s§d by submarine telegraph. and all the
observatories were watching for that
new star. Oh, hearer; looking out through
the darkness of your soul, canst thou
seea bright light beaming on thee? **Where?”
vou say, ‘“Where! How can I find it?' Look
along by the line of the cross of the Son of
God. Do you not see it trembling with all
tenderness and beaming with all hope! It is
the Star of Bethlehem.

Deep horror then my vitals froze,

Death gtrock, I ceased the tide to stem,
When enddenly a star arose—

It was the Star ol Bethlcheo.

It is casier for you all to become Christians
than it isto stay away from Christand heaven.
When Mme. Sontag began her mucical career
she was hissed off the stage at Vienna by the
friends of her rival, Amelin Steininger, who
had alreacly begun to decline throuzh her
dissipation.” Years ;0 on, and one aay
Mme. Sontag, in her glory, was riding
through the streets of Berlin, when she saw o
little child leading & blind woman, and she
said: “Come here, my little child, come here.
Who is that you are leading by the hand:"
And the little child replied: “That's my
mother: that’s Amelia Steininger. She used
to be a great siuger, but she lost Ler voice,
and she cried so much about it that she lost
her eyesight.” “Give my love to her,” said
Mme. Sontag, “and tell her an old acquaint-
ance will call on her this afternoon.”

The next week in Berlin a vast assemblage
gathered at a benefit for that poor blind wo-
man. and it was said that Mme. Sontag san
that niﬁhtaashe had never sung before. Anc
she took a skilled occulist, who in vain tried
%ogiveeyesight to the poor blind woman.
Until the day of Amelia Steininﬁer’s death
Mme. Sontag took care of her anid her daugh-
ter after her. That was what tho queen of
song did for her enemy.

But, oh! hear a more thrilling story still.
Blind, immortal, poor and lost—thou who,
when the “"-’,ﬁ“ and Christ were rivals for
thy heart, didst hiss thy Lord away—Christ
comes now to give thee sight, to give thea a
home, to give thes heaven. With more than
a Sontag’s generosity he comes now to meet
your need. With more than a Sontag's
music he comes to plead for thy deliverunce,

Thankful for Small Favors.

¢ No, Algernon, I cannot marry you.
Papa w.ll not allow it.”

**Why not ¢

¢ Because he says you are an actor.”

“Your father is much kinder than the

i would not call her back, Lord, I thank

press,"— Washington Critic,

“What's that?

Come, all ye who lLave swen |
istian, and give |

" TEMPERANCE.

The Drunkard.
What ob];e:vt is this lying stretched on the
road ¢ ¥
Can this be 2 man in the image of God?
A man highly gifted; pride, honor and
_power,
To will und to reason his God-given dow'r?
But marlk how he's fallen, the victim of lust,
His pride awl his reason alike in the dust.
The frir)_nl; of his waistcoat’s all glossy with
dirt,
And horrible vermin erawl] over his shirt;
In rags and in tatters his trousers remain—
Patched over and over again and again.
In tatters the jacket stitl clings to his back,
And 5.]{|I‘nykls the hair which once was jet
M R—
His shoes, stringless and shabby,
many a rent,
The soles and the uppers on parting are bent,
Aud his stockingless feet are plainly seen,
1’1'01.1'1{:“11-_: from where the uppers have
eon.
Brimless the hat which he wears on his head,
Hc‘s a being to whom all decency’s dead.
He'd bL;ll'_telz" his soul for tho means to get
rink;
H: is what he seems, a traveling sink.
Uis features are blotched, weather-beaten and

searr'd
For the best of his life he has fought and
drank hard,
And he seems an old man; though he barely
Lins passed
The spring-time of life, he is diifting fast
A-down life’'s stream, a wretched worn-out
man,
Yet he will strugzle and strive and plan
Strong drink to obtain, to lighten his care
Afnd_to brighten the darkness of his despair.
Yet 'twas not always thus with him 1 ween;
]-!15 soul once knew a sunny spot of green,
Ere broken hopes and aspirations hﬁ hted,
And fond, deep love and passion sli ﬁt-ed,
Threw him from his pedestal of self-respect,
Desperate, despairing, ruined and wrecked.
Yet he once was a handsome, dark-haired

Loy,

A proud father's pride, a fond mother’s joy

And he grew up to manhood, manly and
Lrave,

And niJ gne dream'd he would e'er become
slave

To the terrible demon, the enslaver of men,

Who d] engulf the whole world in his slicy
den;

But he‘?‘?R tempted! he fell, as thousands
will fall,

And the dexion with glee will fetter them all.

Slowly he sani., ZSwer and lower each day,

In the pride of his youth to the demon a

prey,
'(:omt:mtl'y drinking, a drunkard at last,
The respect of the world's but a dream of

the past;

Strong drink to obtain he'd play ev'ry craft;

He'd Larter his soul for tEa soul-scathing
draught,

The draught of soul poison—manhood’s night~
shade—

To blight and to wither, to curse and de-
grade;

To shrivel the talents and genius drag down,
Amd bring to one level the peer and the
cluwi

—Juseph Maize, in Labor Tiribune,

“IWhat Wonld We Do With Onr
Grain 2"

“T am a temperance man,” said a well-to-da
farmer friendly discussing with the writer,
“and teach my boy not to drink, but I am op-

d to prohibition. Stop,” said ke, ‘‘the
mnkm;{]ﬂof whiskey in our State and there
would be no market for corn; it would not be
fivecentsa bushel.” He failed to see that his
own temperance principles, if acted out by
everybedy, would as effectually déstroy the
market for corn as the success of prohibition.

If no one drinks none will be sold, none will

be made, and if none is made no corn will be

used that way,

. Strange as it may seem, this is quite an ob-
ection; but I am sure those who make it
ave never seen how weak it is or they would

never repeat it,

I buve been at some trouble to look up the
statistics on the question,

According to the census of 1880 the value

of distilled spirits was $540,720. Thisat §1.20

a gallon gives 430,607 gallons; estimating

three gallons to the gushel gives 150,202

bushels of grain in distiliation, which, at 40

cents per bushel, gives $60,080.20. The entire
roduct of the State is: Corn, (2,746,429

H-!u‘?lwh; rye, 136,410 bushels; total, 62,902,

This at but 40 cents per bushel gives as the

value of the entire crop of corn and rye §33,-

16%,359.20,

Now, grant that the entire amount distilled
is lost for want of a market, how would the
account stand! The vaine of the remainder
would be £25,108,238,40, This divided by the
whole amount of grain gives .9 cents asthe

ricla r bushel, or a loss of one mill per
ushel.

Thus the man who has 100 bushels forsale
would lose 10 cents, tho one with 500 would
lose 50 cents, while to lose $1 the farmer must
have 1,000 bushels.

Think of the extreme covetousness of a
man who would rather bave the pgreatest
curse known in our country forever fixed up-
on the people than risk tha lossof 10 cents,
50 cents or perhaps a dollar, But even this
would not be lost, for the grain sold to ths
distiller if fed to animals for market would
be of more value in the end.—J, D, Floyd, in
Home Journal,

The Petition of 360 Convicts.

The names of the thres hundred and sixty
inmates of the Teunessee penitentiary are
signed to a petition, asking the people of the
State Lo vota agninst the hgquor tmliin, which
they claim lw.:ﬁn'uu;;ht thei to their present
low and degraded state. ’

The petition is addressed to the voters of
Tennessce, aml snys;

“In all ages in the history of mankind,
erimes, reformations, and revolutions have
Leen the direct result of practical experiences
by the buman family!

“One of these experiences has taught the

le of the State of Tennessee that their
prisons ave filled, their poor linuses ocenpied,
and their paupers created by the direct in-
fluences of that soul destroying demon,
‘whisky.’

“We, the inmates of the State Penitentiary,
knowing by observation, and convineed by
undeniable facts, that liquor is the cause of
all the misery we endure, of all the harships
and privations we subject those to dependent
upon us, do hereby most earnestly nsk that
the volers of this great State may seriously
consider the question before them, and give
their aid in word and deed, to the cause of
‘Prohibition.”

“Wae do not say that every prisoner in the
State is a habitual drunkard. We do not
elaim that every eriminal act was perpetra-
ted nnder the influence of whisky, but we ear-
nestly nssart that three-fourths confined in
these walls can trace their downfall directly
or indirectly to that cause,

“\Wearing the garb of disgrace, being dis-
honored and counted unworthy to mingle
with the people of our State, we vet havethe
same love for our wives, the same devotion to
our mothers, the same affection for our sis-
ters, and for their sake, and tho sake of our
children, we appeal to you to unite as one
man, and free Lthe State from a curse created
by the hands of men, discountenanced by the
law of God.”

Preparing for the Funeral,

Lev., Sam Jones, who has besn doinz some
very effective work for prohibition in Ten-
nessee, in a late address deliverel to an im-
mense audience in Nashviile, said ;

+I was making a prohibition speech oncein
one of our Georgia towns, out on the streets,
when all at onee a mule stawding near by
commenced kicking o wagzon all to pieces, and
sueh kicking had scarcely ever been seen, A
saloon-keeper who was presentsaild @ * 1 would
Jike Lo sve that mule kick Sam Jones out of
this town." (Laughter,) ¢ Well," Isaid to the
audience, *I have been saloon-kicked, but [
have never been mule-kicked ; but 1 will let
nll the mules in Georgia kick at me before [
will let another saloon take a whack at me,’
(Laughter.) I think Josh Billings was about
right when he said that if he was going to
preach the funeral of a mule he wowd stamil
at his head while funeralizing.  (Luughter.)
But if I wanted to preach the funeral of the
hundreds of bar-rooms in this city, [ would
stand at the head of the columns of prohibi-
tion voters of the State nuil pray and work,
andd on the 2th day of September next we
would have the suloons ready for funeraliz-
ing. 1 have promised to preach their funeral,
and preach it for nothing and board myself.
(Laughter.) And I've got a tuﬁur that oc-
cusion picked out, and it's a whopper, too
lunghter), and I think I can move things up
on that great text.”

Practical Prohibition.

Derry Township, hester Co., Penn., has
10 liguor sold in it, and bas the opposition
vested in the moral sense of its citizens. Une
good farmer, well known, especially shows
his faith through his works, and bis constant
labows yield Full erops, while his frugal wife
and aelive son and daughters make ther
homeo attractive by various evidences of their

handiwork. Every homs in the land can be
improved by Prohibition,—Safe Ballof,

gaping with |
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#He Careth for ¥Yon.”

How stronq: and sweet my Father's care!

The word, like music in the air,

Comes answering to my whispered prayer,
‘He cares for thee.”

The thought great wonder with it brings,

My cares are all such little things;

But to the truth my glad faith clings,
He cares for me,

Yet keep me ever in Thy love,
Dear Father, watching from above,
And let me still Thy mercy prove
And care for me.

Cast me not off for all my sin,
But make me pure and true within,
And teach me how Th{ sinile to win
Vho carest for me,

Oh, still in summer’s golden glow,
Or wintry storms of wind and snow,
Love me, my Father; let me know

Thy care for me!

And I will learn to cast the care
Which, like a heavy load, I bear
Down at Thy feet in lowly prayer,
And trust in Thee,

For naught can hurt me, shade or shine,
Nor evil thing touch me or mine,
Siuce Thou, with tenderness divine,
Dost care for me,
—{[Marianne Farningham,

Now, Not To-morrow.

In one of the meetings held in Edinburgh,
by Mr. Moody, was'a miner in his working |

clothes, sitting near the front, very attentive
and impr At the close of the meeting
he rose to go away; but after walking down
the passage, he turned and sat down again.
His friend came up to him and said, ‘‘Come
awa' hame, John.” *“No,"” said he, “I came
here to get good, and I havenn’ taken
in yet.” So bhe waited There
was more prayer and another hymn,
and special conversation with himself. His
heart was touched and changed; with his
hard, rough grip, he shook the minister's
band, and said, *I have wondered if this
might be true; I now believe it. It has
brought peace to my soul. I know and trust
my Saviour,” On the next day, while work-
ing, o mass of coal or rock fell on him. The
injuries were fatal. Death was close at hand.
A fellow workman uPpmnched him. *Bend
down yonr ear to me,” said the dying man;
and then he added, **Oh, Andrew, I'mthank-
ful Isettled it last night.”

Choose Good Friends.

Few things, says the Presbyterian, havea
more far-reaching influence on life than the
companions and friends of one's early days.
There should be always the most careful
judging of character before one is admitted
into the inner circle of friendship. Cowper's
words may seem to set up too high astandard
when he writes:

“I would not enter on my list of friends,
Though graced with manners and fine sense
(Yt wanting sensibility), the man
Who needlessly sets his foot upon a worm*”

But little things are tell-tales of character,

and heartlessness, shown even to a worm,

tells of heartlessness which may crop out some-
time when a worm is not the object. There
is one test in all friendships which it seems
safe to up‘lﬂy in every case: Never choose
for your {riends those who mock at sacred
things. You will not want such near you in
the hour of sorrow, or when
stand in the great mysteries of life, or when
vou are shut up in a sick-room, or when you
ie on your of death. You will not want

a jester or a scofferat your side in such hours,

but rather those who are grave and thought-

ful, with reverent faith and humble trust in

od. Choose for your friends in youth and
all along your life thosp whom you will want
about you in life's great hours of trial, an
as you are about to pass into eternity.

Stop the Clock.

In one of the Eastern countries there lived
aman of skeptical opinions and ungodly life.
He wasa clever workman, a man of consider-
able natural ability and general fnformatfon,
but who was blind to Divine things. Reli-
gion was in his view a mere delusion,imposi
upon

which it was the interest of priests to main-
tain, but which all sensible men were bound
to opﬁmse.
At length the unha.p_pg skeptie wasstricken
down by a disease which proved fatal in its
issue. At length he is laid on a sick-bed which
Eroved to be his bed of death. Anxious to
now how long he had to live, he asked the
madical man, who told him that he could not
hold out very long. He then insisted on a
more deflnité reply, upon which the doctor,
pointing to a elock which stood in the room,
said, “I'do not think there is any probabilit
of your being alive when that cloc
strikes twelve,” The man has then but a
few hours at most to live; helies there
watching the clock, conscious that bis life is
ebbing away, but giving no sign of altered
feeling: the time mentioned by the doctor had
now very nearly arrived, when the man sud-
denly starts up in convulsive, expiring ener-
gy, and erying out, *‘Stop theclock! Stopthe
clock!™ falls back a corpse. The clock

stopped, not in answer to his vain appeal, and |
if it had, he would have been nothing profit- |

ail: for the last moment of life had come, and
he was summoned from time to eternity,
from a world where hope lingers to the last,
to a world where hope never enters,

Reader, what will bo your feelings when
you know that the now narrow remnant of
your life is being measured out by minutes
and seconds rather than by wecks and
months and years! How terrible will be your
case if, having neglected through life all the
means of salvation, you realize in death their
importance as you never did before, ardin
the agony of a too late conviction, you put
up the vain entreaty of this poor man—*"5top
the clock! stop the clock!”

But this need not Le the case. The good
news is still sounding in your ears, The Gos-
pel of the grace of God is still preached to
you, The Lord Jesus Christ, ¢ othed with
pity and with power, stands before you
“nighty to snve:” “able alsoto save then to
the uttermost that come unto God by Him,
seeing He ever liveth to make intercession for
them.? The Word is always, the Word is
everywhere the same, *'Believe on the Lord
Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.” “The
Word is nigh thee, even in thy month, and
in thy heart: that is, the word of faith which
we preach; that if thou shalt confess with
thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shall believe
in thine heart that God hath raised Him from
the dead, thou shalt be saved, For with the
heart man believeth unto righteousness: and
with the mouth confession is made unto sal-
vation,” For the Seripture saith, “Whoso-
ever believeth on Him shall not be ashamed.
For there is no difference between the Jew
and the Greek: for the snme_Lord over all is
ricl unto all that call upon Him  For who-
soever shall eall upon the name of the Lord
shall be saved."—[Friendly Grectings.

Ts Christ your one object? What are you
living for? ~Can_you say, ‘*‘The life that 1
live in the flesh, I'live by the faithof the Son
of God, who loved me and gave Himself for
me?  Nothing less than this is worthy of a
Christian young man, It is a_poor, miser-
able thing to be content with being saved,
and then go on with the world, and live for
self-pleasing and self-interest—to accept sal-
vation as the fruit of Christ's toil and ‘_]Im:-'siuu,
amd then live at a distance from Himself,
What should we think of a boy who only
cared aliout the good things provided by his
father's hand, and never sought his father’s

company—yea, preferred the company of |
im. |

strangers? ~ We should justly despise hin

3t how much more despicable is the  Chris-
tian young man, who owes his present and
eternal all to the work of Christ, and yet is
content to live at a cold distance from His
Dlessod pen‘-nu,l'uriug not for the furtherance
of His causa or the promotion of His glory!
Lot each reader slowly and thoughtfully fill
out the following sentence: For me ty live

j———

1 wonder whether the subtle I?‘Imnllﬁﬂz of
forces will ever com: to measuring the foree
there would be i one beautiful woman whose
il was s noble as her faes was beantitul
—who made a man's passion for her rush in
e carrent with all the great aims of his

life.—{George Eliot.

A Confidence Game,
First confidence man—*‘ How did youn

make it down in Kansas 7"
Second ditto—**I lost all the moncy

I took withme.” °*
First ditto— ¢ Iow 8"
grab you ?"

Second ditto—*¢ No, arcal estateagent

got hold of me,""—Detroit Free Press.

ou have to |

the weak and ignorant credulity of |
women and children; a mere superstition,

Policeman of many years ngo.

Abont Bald Heads

Mr. G. H. Wheeler, Presidem of th
British Trichological Association, writ-
ing from St. Leonards on the Sea to the
London Standard on the subject of bald-
ness, says:

Will you permit me, as a trichologist
of over twenty years' experience and
practice, to inform your readers that it is
not a fact that the future man will be
bald, any more than the comingman will
be consumptive, gouty, or nervous.
There will always be a certain number of
bald persons, but if those suffering from
loss of hair, before it gets too bad, would
adopt rational hygiene, and give up fads
and deleterious habits of keeping the
hair and skin dry and free from oily sub-
stance, they would be taking the best
means to prevent the increase of that
number. I can prove that pure grease
of any kind is a great assistance in main-
taining the balance between waste and
repair in the functions of the hair, and
especially when induced by constipation,
morbid digestion, or a morbid state of
the nervous system. Bathing the head
every day in cold water also causes loss
of hair, and so does having cold water
after hot when one isbeing shampooned,
from the changes which it induces in the
network of capillaries that surround the
hair papille.  Hair brushing by ma-
chinery, I am sure, is responsible for hun-
dreds of bald heads,

At certain periods of life there is in
some persons an innate disposition for
the skin and hair follicles to take on a
discased action, as is proved by the dif-
ferent forms of atrophy and degencration
we so often mcet with, even 1n the ap-
parently robust, in our every-day prac-
| tice. Our Materia Medica is rich in rem-
edies, but we require to know more how
to use them. I feel sure that many now
buld need not be so,

A Miner's Reminiscences,

In the earlier days of Colorado mining
enmps there were some very stirring
scenes and adventures, and the tenderfect
were broken in without much ceremony
sometimes, I remember visiting a cer-
tain camp when it was quite new, and
gaving a man's lile the very first night.
He was in the Dbed next to mine in the
tent, and about midnight an order came
for him to get up, ashe was wanted. ITe
was asked to lose no time, as he was to
be summarily tried for having shot a
man. I jumped up and declared the man
was innocent, but I was shown the muz-
zle of a 42-calibre and told to lie down.
Ilowever, as there was no help for it, I
gaid I would accompany the accused,
who was nearly frightened out of his wits.
We went down to one who was styled
‘'the justice,” and the complaint was
lodged that the prisoner had shot a man.
As he could say nothing in his own be-
half, I spoke for him, and stated that at
the time the shooting was said to have
occurred the accused was soundly sleep-
ing. Just then a stranger appeared and
| announced that he did the shooting,
i and proved that it was in self-defence,
i and the matter was all settled. Next day
‘ we were all treated toa little “fun.” A tin

can was tied to an unwelcome visitor's

coat tail, and he was told to “‘ git.” He
! lost no time in striking n 2:40 gait, dnd

as he flew down the road, the can dang-

ling behind him, was a mark for all the
| rest of the boys to ‘‘takea crack at.”
| More than ore of them hit the can, too,
! and I am not sure but that I made it
. quiver myself. We thought it was very
| funny, and so did the poor victim—per-
| haps.— Globe-Democrat.

Parisian Fly Catchers.

Fly-catchers have a busy time of it in
Paris during the summer scason. The

" calling is not & recognized or classified

one, nor do parents as a rule bring their
tons up to it. But there are hundreds of
experienced hands employed at it during
the dog days, and a good haul of flies is
often profitable enough. The London
Teleqraph says:

The fly-catcher is gencrally a good-for-
nothing raseal from the suburban lanes
and alleys, who does not want to leave
Paris, and is too lazy to go into the
country forthe bay-making or the har-

' vesting.  Sometimes he is a person who
unites in himself a variety of callings,
« being by turns acorner errand-runner, 4
bootblack, a dog-shaver and clipper, or
even floor-waxer out of employment.
1lis method is as follows: e takesa
tolerably large-sized box with a little hole
in its top, and stations himself outside a
_grocer's shop where the winged insccts
[ are busily huzzing against the window
panes on'the lookout for stray drops of
molasses or chance graing of brown sugar.
These the cateher dexterously imprisons
" in hispalm, in the schoolboy fashion,aud,
. dislocating some of their antenme, puts
them into his box.  Some times he is al-
; lowed to pursue his calling ingide the
shop when customers are nof numerous,
and is thusenabled to fill his box with
| celerity.
After a few hours of this exciting kind
of work he goes off with his spoil and dis-
poses of it to the people who sell or keep
birds. 1lis best and most open-handed
customers are the frail denizens of the
Quartier Breda or the Quasticr de I'Eu-
rope, all of whom keep the feathered pets.
They often pay so good a price to the fly-
catcher for his spoil that heisenabled to
go homeafter a successful day with ample
me:ns in hispocket todefray the cost of
bed and board for half a week in one of
his dingy haunts.

Raising Snails For Food.

The esculent snail is of various kinds:
oneinhabits damp meadows and is fed
upon lettuce. Indeed. there are several
varicties of these, judging from the char-
acter of their shells, which inhabit fresh
water, or rather the banks of fresh water
streams, and the low giassy meadows ad-
joining. At least one Kkind is a denizen
of thesalt water, and is found in the
mud of tidal estuaries, and, as the *‘peri-
winkle,” is largely consumed by Euro-
peans and even by the English people.
This latter species s hoiled in salt water,
aul us the small, spiral shaped animal s
drawn from its shell usuatly Ly means of
i strong pin, the common name of it is
the *spinpateh.” A snail farm is quite a
well coniducted establishmentin France,
and is always surrounded by a close, safe
fence to keen the stock from wandering
| abroad and getting lost. Itis commonly
1 sown with clover, lettuce, mpe, and

other tender herbage, upon which the
| suails feed, andis laid out with narrow
| paths for ease in gathericg the daily sup-
| ply which is sent to market.-—New York

II Tinmes,

1 d ans Preserving Their Traditions
| Judge J. D. Walker, of Florence, Ari-

1 zona, ;1}'3 that the Pima Indians seleet
i several promising youths of their tribe
from time to time for repositories of their
"{raditions, and they are carcfully in-
s structed in the historical legions per-
taining to their tribe, being required to
commit them faithfully to memory.
They in turn instruct their successors,
and thus preserve the traditions in the
- exnct language recited by their ancestors
They have knowl-
| edge of the tribe that built the old Casa

| Grande and other vast buildings, whose
l ruins now cxcite such curiosity,

UNDER THE LASHL

A CONVICT'S SEVERE PUNISH-
MENT IN CANADA

Tied To a Whipping Post and
Lashed Twenty-I'ive Times—
How He Underwent
the Ordeal.

On Saturday at nine A. M. John Grelish
received the second and final imstulment
of twenty-five lashes at the Central
Prison_for the crime of which he was
proven guilty two months ago, suys a
recent 1ssue of the Toronto sfail. The
punishment was inflicted in presence of
Warden Massie, Deputy Warden Logan,
Dr. W. T. Alkins, five newspaper re-
porters and about fifty prisoners. Asen
the former occasion Grelish was tied up
to the whipping post in the corridor of |
the southern wing. He was stripped to |
the waist. The effect of the former
lashes was scarceiy noticeable. — There
were & few bruises which could be seen
on & close examination. The bold front
he presented on the first occasion had

FACTS FOR TUE CURIOUS.

A copy of the finest edition of
Walton’s ‘‘Complete Angler,” 1653, wad
l;gd lately at a London auction room for

75.

The war of the Revolution, between
England and the American colonies, cost
the former one hundred millions in
treasure.

A sandbill crane belonging to an ex-
Mayor of Tuscola, IIL., i said to give
about twenty-four hours’ notice of ap-
proaching storms by shrill calls that can
be heard in all parts of the town,

A woman in Coweta County, Ga.,*
picked a cabbage out of her garden the
other day, and upon slicing it prepara-
tory to cooking, found a bird's egg em-
bedded in the vegetable. Some bird had
made a nest in the cabbage.

There are now in the mission field
2,400 unmarried ladies, besides probably
an equal number of the married.  In the
early days of missions it wus not thought
a lady could enter the ranks of mission
workers except as the wife of a mission-
ary.

Atrce called the umbrella tree of
Japan, now growing in a yard at Talls-

quite disappeared.  I1le had then
vowed that they would not make him |
wince, but when he was being tied upon |
Saturday by the apparently remorseless

ards he was tremblingand quivering |
in anticipation of the punishment about
to follow. A guard stood by with the |
dreaded lash in his hand. Warden Mas- |
sic looked on the proceeding, holding an
official looking blue paper in his hand,
which was the warrant for the punish- |
ment. Promptly at 9 o'clock everything
wasready. The group of convicts who |
had been selected to act as an audience
stood & short distance away under the
charge of a guard. Close behind Grelish
the other spe tators stood. Warden Mas-
sie stepped forward, and looking at the
blue paper said in aloud voice:

«John Grelish, you were convicted on
the 30th of June at the High Court of
Justice, of attempted assault on a girl
under the age of ten years. You werc
sentenced to two months' imprisonment
with twenty-five lashes on entering and
twenty-five lashes two weeks before the
end of the term. You aie now about to
receive the second instalment.”

There was 1 moment’s hush and every-
body’s eyes were fixed on the back of the
prisoner.

*One,” said Deputy Warden Logan.

The guard with the lash, who had been
standing one pace from the prisoner,
made a step backward, swung the lash
around behind him with an under mo-
tion, and bringing it up agamn over his
shoulder let it fall on his bare back. The
lash had hardly touched him when Grel-
ish shrieked and made a struggle back-
ward to get away from the whipping
post. But he was too firmly tied. “Lhere
was only a small red mark on_his back
about four inches in length. With the
regularity of a clock the Deputy Warden
continued to count and the strokes fell
with equal regularity. From the third
lash Grelish yelled, *My God, Oh, my
God, murder, murder.” Then he called
“Doctor, doctor,” in hopes that the med- |
ical attendant would interfere. Slowly
the flesh began to discolor. From a light
red it went to a dark red. Then the
lash drew up purple lines which
soon assumed the appearance of an im-
mense black bruise. Up till the twelfth
stroke Grelish kept calling on the doctor, |
but got no succor from that source. When
“Xo, 13" was struck he fell down, pre-
tending to faint. But the whipping
post supported him and the lashing con- |
tinued. e ceased crying for a brief |
space of time, and his body shook like
an aspen leaf, The nineteenth lash made !
him vell again, and from that time until '
the end his shrieks were terrible,  When
“twenty-five” was called Mr. Massic said

‘hold,” and the lashing stopped. ~ Grel-
ish again fell down apparently in a faint,
The appearance of his Lack was just
what it would be if a black patch were
painted on it, occupying a space ubout
six inches by ten inches.  The skin was
in furrows, but not broken in any place.
After the guards had loosencd his hands
Grelish was told to put on his coat. 1le
picked it off the floor and sullenly did
as he was told, He then walked into a
cell and lay downon the floor. Then be
was locked up.

Wurden Massie said that the worst
p rt of the lashing was the anticipation,
Before the first dose Grelish thought he
could standit all right, but afterward
he was in mortal terror of the second in-
stalment. These exhibitions had little
or 10 effect on the prisoners who wit-
nessed them. By simply laying on the
lash without drawing it promptly away
the skin was not broken. It was never-
theless a severe punishment, and felt like
a burning fire consuming the flesh. Grel-
ish was a strapping fellow, and could
bear a good deal more than had been
given him, He seemed to be more likea
Deast than a mav,

The guard who had charze of Grelish
said that he passed a wakeful night, but
when breakfust came demanded full ra-
tions. Ilcate heartily, though it was
evident that there was something prey-
ing on his mind. Grelish worksin the
machine shop, and was required to re-
sume his duty in the afternoon.

Can’'ne Strategy.

e was a strategist of no mean order.
In his daily rambles over the farm he
found out the habitation of every delver
on it. Under a huge stump in a remote
field o woodchuck, old and gray, had his
burrow. For years Turk had tried to
capture him, but without success. I
Lave seen him lie down in the tall clover
and creep a hundred yards or more in the
hope to get near enongh before being dis-
covered to capture him by asudiden rush.
But at length his doggish brain formel &
plan that was successful. Being in the
vicinity of the burrow on oue occasion,
he crept cautiously up to a small cleva--
tion, and from it, lying close to the
gronnd, he watched till he saw Mr.
Chuck leave it and let him get some dis-!
tance from it before giving any sign of
his presence, and when at length he did
start, it was not for the game, but for
the burrow, which hereached first.  DBut
401d Chneky™ was game, and a *battle
royal” ensued, which could only end onc
way, and it was with panting breath that
Turk looked on his dead foe, I have
seen him use the same strategy when
strange swine were depredating in a corn
field, and he had found the place where
they had cntered.— Quting. :

Sweden’s Coast.

A number of barren gray boulders
formed the first and rather disappointing
impression of sSweden,  The next morn-
ing, for miles alonyg the shore, these bald
eoranite islets, =ome small, some large,
lic in serried rows with deep water be-
tween them and the mainland—a con- |
venient arrangement that should be ap- |
preciated by yuchtsmen, since it affords .
vessels of ordinary size an opportunity |
for coasting agreeably in smgoth water,

oven when the Kattegat ur the Skager .

Ruck ontside are in a 1u00d ceverely un.

| pleasant,-— Cornhill,

bassee, Fla,, though only three yearsold,
has leaves on it that measures twenty-one
inches by sixteen. It is umbrellashaped,
and makes a shelter that is impervious to
sunshine or rain.

There are now upon the Upper Congo,
Africa, seven steamers, four owned %y
the Free State, one by France and two
by missionary societics.  The fleet will
soon be doubled by the addition of
another Free State steamer, one by
Bishop Taylor’s mission and those belong-
ing to the Compagnie Belge du Congo
and the American, Dutch and French
trading companies,

A curious result of the placing of elec-
tric lights in front of the Treasury and
other public buildings at Washington he+
Leen an extraordinary combination . (
spiders’ webs, The spiders have discov-
ered that flie , moths, etc., are attracted
by the light, and hence their webs are in
some partsso thick that parts of the
architectural ornamentation are n*ager__

visible.
WORDS OF WISDOM.

Wisdom makes opportunities,
Those who look for evil find it.

Man’s thought lasts longer than man’s
deed, y

A mistake is one thing and & blunder
unother.

We judge, in this world, not by inten~ -
tion, but by result.

Genius is so rare that it must impress
one when one meets it.

There is nothing so valuable, and yet
so cheap, as eivility; you can almost buy
land with it.

A man may transgress as truly by
holding his tongue as by speaking unad-
visedly with his lips.

It is the easiest thing in the world to
discover all the defects in a man when
we do not like him.

Never wait for a thing to turn up. Go
and turn it up yourself. It takes less
time, and it is surer to be done.

Perpetual pushing and assurance put a
difficulty out of countenance and make a
seeming impossibility give way.

The strongest of us will be nothing
but 2 memory to our friends by and by;
the better we live the sweeter that mems-
ory will be.

The boy who sweeps the streets, and
puts muscular force on the broom handle,
rendering the crossing clean, in that act
exhibits a trait of character that willex-
alt him to a higher station.

A Bloodless Man,

Physicians and scientists are at a loss
to account for a strange freak of nature
which lives a few miles from here, says
a letter from Berlin, Germany. The
man, whose name js Otto Schreiber, ap-
parently has no blood. This fact was
discovered less than a month ago, when
schreiber, who is a corporal, had a duel
with a fellow soldier. His opponent ran
him through with a sword, but no blood
flowed, and le did not appear to be
harmed in the least. The man was so
astonished that Otto had no difliculty in
killing him. Since that time he has let
Lis comrades amuse themselves by stick-
ing knives and daggers through his body,
with no injury whatever, not even adroj
of blood flowing., He visited a medica
collére in Berlin, and in the presence of
the whole college had a sharp knife run
through his mouth, coming out at the
back of his head. No mark whatever
was left. He was then examined by a
committee of distinguished surgeons, who
confessed themselves totally unable to
explain the miracle. Otto Schreiber is a
corporal in the German army, and nexi
vear, when his time is up, he will exhibit
himself in Berlin, Paris, London and
America.

Banana Liquor.

The ludinn Agriculturist calisattention
to the fact that India abounds in bananas
or pl ntaius, and wonders that the fruit
has never been employed in the distilla-
tion of a fermented liquor. The common
prickly pear has been  utilized for this
purpose in Malaga, and_ with consider-
able advantage tothe distillers; and it
now appears that missionaries in the
Congo region have discovered that a
beverage made of bananas is a preventive
of malarial fevers. A Lanana liquor com-
pany has recently been starte:d in India
for producing banana liquor in either an
aleoholic or non-aleoholic form, and
which ean be used with equal advantage
as an ordinary liquor or diluted with hot
or cold soda water.

Salt Water Bathing,

Sea bathing should be indulged in
with caution when the sun is bright and
hot. At a large majority of resorts the
water temperature is many degrees be-
low the norma! heat of the human body,
and where all parts except the head are
subjected to a lessened |If::lt_.‘nn(1 that is
exposed to the sun, there i3 danger of
cerchral congestion, which may stop at a
splitting headache or go on to an attack
of apoplexy. Pathing should be done
carly in the morning, after a cup of
coffee, or just before bedtime, the latter
preferably. —American Mugazine.

September.
Here's a lyric for September,
Best of all months to remember:

Month when summer breezes tell
What has happened wood and dell,
Of the joy the year has brought
And the changes she has wrought.
She bas turned the verdure red;
In the blue sky overhead
She the harvest-moon has hung
Like a silver boat among
Shoals of stars,—bright jewels set
In the earth’s blue coronet.
Sho has brought the orchavd’s fruit -
1o repay the robin’s flute
\\'hiumms gladdened half the year
With a music liquid clear;
And she makes the meadow grass
Lateh the sunboams as they pass,
Til] the autumn’s floor is rolled
{Vith a frazrant cloth of gold.
~ Frank Sherman, in §f, Nicholass




