A TALE TIAT'S TOLD.

Rev. Dr. Taimage's Thoughts cn

the Closing Year.
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some very practicul
tioms; texr. Psalms xe, ¢ spend
our years as & tale that is told.”

The Israclites were &) yews in the
wilderness, and curing 33 ye 1
40 nothing is reeorded of them,
sappise, no other emigrants rad a du
ler or more unintercsting time thap
they had. So they gottot ling stories
—gtories coneerning themseives or ¢00-1
cernipz others: stories about the ’m‘}rk‘:
kilps of Egypt, where they haa tolled
in slavery; stories about how the waters |
of the Red sea piled up into palisades
at their crossing; story of the lantern,
hung in the heavens to gu le them by |
pight; story of ibises destroyinx the|
reptiles of the wilderness: storles of |
personal encounter. It must have been
a7 awfu! thing to have had nothing to|
do for 33 years except to get los
time they tried to ese
wilderness. So they whiled arvay the |
time in story telling

9. *¥e

Indeed there|
were persons whose one business was|
to narrate stories, sad they were paid|
by such trifles as they could pick up
from the surroundinz listeners. ol
sach instances our text refers when it/
says, ‘*We spend our years as a tale |
that is told.” |
At this tremendous passage from the |
year 1899 to the year 1900 it will do us|
all good to consider that our whole life |
is a story told—a good story or a bad |
story; a tragic stors ors mirthful story; |
a wise story or a foolisk story: a clean
story or s filthy story; a story of suec-|
coss or a story of failure. ““We spend |
our years as 2 tale thatis rold.” |
In the first place I remark that every
person’s life is a very interesting story.
My tesi dees not depreciate “a tale]
that is told.” e have all of us been |
entertained by the story teller when|
snow bound in the rail train; or in the
group awinter's night in the farmhouse; |
or gathered around & blazing hearth|

with some hunters at the mountaln!
ine. Indeed it is a praisewerthy art|
to impersonate a good story well. If|
you doubt the practical and healthful
and inspiring use of such a story, take |
down from the library Washinnton Ir-
ving's “Tales of s Traveler,” or Na- |
thaniel Hawthorne's “Twice Told|
Tales.” Bat as interesting as any of
thege would be the story of many an
obscure life, if the tale were as well told.
Why do we all like biographies
and autobiographies? Because they
are stories of emipent human lives.
But the story of thelife of a backwoods-
man, of a man who looks stupid, of cne
about whom you never heard a word,
wust be just as thrilling on a small
scale as on a larger scale 13 2 life of a
Cyraus, or a Caesar, or a Pizarro, or a
Mark Antony, or a Charlemagne, or

! eaid the messenger.

that he told, and that, I judge from
the seeming effvet, may that afternoon
hsze hrought hupdreds into the king-
dom of God. 1 heard Truman Osborne
preach several sermoss, but I remem-
ber nothing of waat he said in publie

Lor private excert & story that he told,

and that tas, among other thines, the
weans of my salvation. The lifelone
work of Jokn B. Gough, the greatest
temperance sesormer of all time, was
the vietery of anccdote, and who ean
ever forget hisstory of Joc¢l Straton

Crouching him oo the shoulder, or of

Deacon Moses Grant et Hepkinton, or
of the outeast womaa. oichnamed “iell
Vire.” but redecmed by the thouxht
ar the “was one of us?” Dwight L
Moody, the evangelist of worldwide
“and usefuiness. who rocently
5 his rreat reward on high. dar-

th

tame

Lis valuable abors in the puipit

¢ aneesote for God and heav-

wielded th !
pations have been moved

enuntil all
by it

“1f you have had experiences of par-
Jon and comfort and disiathrallment,
tell ofiz. Tell itiathe most pointed
and dramatic way you can mapage. Tell
it saom, or you may never tell it at all.
b, the powerof “‘the tale that is told!"”
An hour s discourse about the faet that
blasphemous behavior is sometimes
punished in this world would not im-
press us as much as the simple story

| that in a town of New York state, at

2lose of the last centurr, 36 profane
men formed themselves into a elub,
calling themselves *‘Soclety of the
Druids.” They met regularly to de-
ride apd damage Christianity. QOae
in their awful meectiog ther
turned 2 Bible and adwministered the
sacrament to 2 dog. Two of them died
that night. Within three days three
were drowned. In five years all the 36
came toa bad end. Before justices of
the peace it wassworn that two were
starved to death, seven were drowned,
eizht were shot. five committed sui-
cide. seven died on the gallows, ome
was frozen to death, and three died ac-
cidentally. Incidents like that, sworn
to, would balk any proposed irreverent
and blasphemous behavior.

In what way could the fact that inf-
delity will not help any one die well be
so powerfully presented as by the inei-
dent concerning a man falling ill in
Paris just after the death of Voltaire,
when a professional nurse was called in
and she asked. *Is the gentlemar a
Christian?” “Why do you ask that?”
“l am the nurse
whoattended Veltaire in his last ill-
ness, and for all the wealth of Europe
I wou!ld never see another infidel die.”
What discourse in its moral and spiri-
tual efest conld equal s tale like that?

You might argue upon the fact that
those fallen are our brothersand sis-
ters, but could we impress any one with
such a truth so well as by the scene
peare Viectoria park, Londoa, wher
men were digging 1 deep drain and the
shorinz gave way and a great pile of
carth fell upon the workmen. A maa
stood there with hishands in his poek-
ets looking at those who were trying to
shovel away the carth from those who
were buried, but when some one said
to the spectator, “‘Bill, your brother is
down there,” then thespectator threw
of his coat and went to work with an
agony of earnestness to fetchup his
brother. What course of argument
could so well as that incident sect forth
when we toil for the salvation of a soul
itis a brother whom we are trying to
| save?
| A second reading of my text reminds
me that life is not only & story told,

night

. the late General Gordon, who was

‘smpon a parapet leading his soldiers
with nothiog but & stick in his hand.
and his troops cried: ‘‘Gordon, come
dewn. You wiil be killed.” But ke
did not come down, and oue of the sol-
diers said: ‘It is all right. He don't
mind being killed. He is cne of those
blessed Chkristians.”

If you pet the confidence of that very
plain man just come of the back-
woods and can induce him to give the
stirring experiences of his life. he will
tell you tnat which will make your
blood cardle and your hair stand
end.
puted his pathway on the way home;
that landslide, when the mountains|
seemed about fto come down on his|
cabin; that accident te his househeld !
and no surgeon within 13 miles; that!

long storm that shot them in and the|
food wasexhausted; that contest at his|
doorsay with bandits, who thoughet|
there might be withinsomething worth |
tsking; that deathbed. with no one but|
himself to eouat he futiering palsds,
As QOliver Uromwell on the anniver-
sary of his greatest ic.ery 7.llowed
his darling daughter to the grave
2 the homblest and niost uapreteniiag
ife there has been 2 commingling of
zladoess and gloem, of trinmph and|
lespair. Nothing that David Garrack |
sver enacted at Drary Lane theater in|
:he way of tragedy or Charles Matthews |
sver played in Covent Garden in the
way of comedy excelled things which |
oo 2 small seale have been seen in the !
iife of obscure men and women. Many |
v profound and learned sermon has
mt the andience to sleep. while some |
aan whose phraseology could not be|
arsed and whose attire was eut and!
ntted and made up by plainest house- |
ife has told the story of his life in a/
~ay that melted the prayer circle into
-ars as easily as a warm April sue dis-
‘Ives the snow of the previous night.
Ob, yes, while “we spend our vears|
-5 & tale that is told” it is an interest- |
zstory. It is the story of ap im-!
cortal, and that makes it interesting.
:'a is launched on sn ocean of cternal |
ars, in & voyage that will never ter-|
nate. Heis striking the keynote of
anthem or a dirge that will never;
—xpe to its last bar. That is what
mzkes the devotional meetings of |
-dern times so much more intersting |
an they uscd to be. They arc 6lled |

. with discourses by laymen on the

iject of justification and sanctifica- |

n, which Jay discourses administer

re to the facetious than to the edify- |
.=z, but with stories of what God has|

1e for the scul—how everything sud-
-aly changed; how the promises be- |
¢amae balsamic in times of laceration;|
“°x he was personally helped out and
:-ped up ard helped on. Nothingean
ad befere such a story of persosal|
:ame, personal transformation, per-|
illumination. The mightiest|

_most skillful argument agsiost|

ristianity collapses under the un-
~mmatical but sincere statement.

: atheistic professor of natural phil-

php goes down under the story of

L backwoodsman's conversion. |

he most of the Old Testament is!

ie up of inspired apecdotes about|

im and Eve, about Jacob, about|

v, about Ahab and Jezebel, about!

ab, about Baniel, about Deborab, |

ut Vashti, about men and women of

'm the story gave an azccurate pho-|

-aph long before human photography |

bora, Let all Christian workers. |

., er meeiing talkers, Sunday school!

:hers and preachers kaow the power |

hat which my text calls the “‘tal

zistold.”

" heard Daniel Baker, the wonderful
sgelist of his time, preazcl: whatl
pose was =2 great serm:on, but I re-
aber nothing of it except s story|

ont

S

[

on
That night whea s panther dis-|

‘and the downs.
!shorter the years.

[ his shuttars, each of them

bat that it is 2 brief storv. A long
| narrative stretched ontindefinitelyloses
|its interest. It is generaliy the story
{that takes only a minute or half a
minute to rehearse that arrests the at-
| tention. Aod that gives additionsl in-
terest to the story of our life. Itisa
!short story. Subtract from our life all
| the hours of pecessary sleep, all the
| hours of incapacity through fatigue or
ifl!ness. 2!l the hours of childhood and
| vouth before we get fairly to work, and
| vou have abbreviated the story of life
so much that you can appreciate the
| psalmist’'s remark when he says, ‘'Thon
made my days 23 a hand’s
snd can appreciate the

| hust
oreadth,”

| apostle James' expression whea he com-

pares 'ife to ‘‘s vapor that appeareth
for « little season and then vanishes
away.”

Tt does not take long to tell ell the
vicissitudes of life—the gladness and
the griefs, the arrivals and the depar-
tures, the successes and the failures,
the vietories and the defeats, the ups
The longer we live the

We hardly get over

the bewildering fatigue of selecting
¢ifts for children and friends and see
hat the presents get off in time to ar-
rive on the appropriate day than we see
gaother advaneine group of holidays.
Autuwnal fruit so sharply chases the
summer harvest, and the snow of the
white blossoms of springtime come so
soon after the snows of winter. Itisa
remark so often made that it fails to
meke any impression and the platitude
that calls forth no reply. “"How rapidly
times goes.”

Every century is a bis wheel of years,
which makes a huedred revolutions and
breaks down. kvery year is a big
wheel of months and makes 12 revolu-
tions and then ceises. Geologists and
theologiens go into elaborations of
guesses as to how long the world will
probably last; bow long before the vol-
canic forces will explode it, or meteoric
stroke demolish it, or the cold of a long
winter fresze out its population, or the
fires of 2 last conflagration bura it
That is all very well, but so far as the
present population of the earth is con-

'cerned the world will last but a little

longer. We begin life with a ery ard
end it with a groan, and the ery and
the groan are not far apart. Life, Job
says, is like the flicht of a weavers
shuttle, or, as David intimatesin my
text, a story quicklv told and laughed at
and gone aod displaced by another
story. as a “‘tale that is to1d.”

_ Bat _short as time is it is long enough
;f we rightly employ it. The trouble
is we waste 0 much time we cannot
catch up. Some of us have been chas-
ing time we lost at 20 years of age or
30 vears of 2ga, or 40 years of age and

{on ! >
1if we lived 250 years we could never

overtake it. Joseph, a poor apprentice,
every morning passed a eertain store as
the church eclock struck 6 at the
moment when the merchant took down
gayiog
*‘zood mornieg, sir,” and nothing glse?
What was Joseph's surprise to find that
the merchant had suddenly died and
left him hisstore and business. That
is not the only instance where 2 man
has made a fortune by punotality.
The poet's verse reads,

Time flies away fast,

| The while we never remember,

How socn our life here
% Grows old with the year
That dies with the next December.

A third reading of my text reminds

P g 1 =
me that life is not ouly a story teld,
but a story listened to. There is noth-

:iog more vexzatious to any one thar to

_tf.-l'l' a siory when people are not attend-
They may bs whispering on some
cther snbject, or they are preoceupied
Uze cannot tell a story efectunally uan

1BE.

1

| no man can nuwber.
| is told” among admirers or antagonists,

less there are good listemers. Well,
that which in my text is called the
*“tale that is told” has plenty of lis-
teners. There is no such thing as soli-
tude. no such think as being azlome.
God listens and the air is full of
spiritual intelligencss all listening, and
the world listens to the story of our
life. some hoping it will be successful,
others hoping it will he a failure.

We talk 2hout public life and private
life. but there is no private life. The
stary of our life, however iusignificant
plause or hiss of a great multitude that
Asa ‘‘tale that

celestials or pandemouiazes, the uni-
verse is full of listenicg ears as well as
of gleaming eyes. 1If we say or do the
right thing, that is known.. T suppose
the population of the intelligences in
the air is more numercus than the
popolation of intellizences on the
earth. Oh. that the story of our life
might be fit for such an andience ia
such an suditorinm! God grant that
wisdom and filelity aud ecarnestnoess
and truth may characterize the ‘'the
tale that is told.”

Ave, all the world will yet listen to
and be redeemed by a “‘tale that is
told.” We are telling it, each in his
own way—some by voice, some by pen,
some by artist’s pencil, some by harp
and some by sone; wother telling in to
child, teacher telling it to Sabbath
class. reformer telling it to outeast,
preacher telling it to assemblage. The
story of the Loveliest of heaven com-
ipg down to this scarred and blasted
island of a world. He was ordercd
back from its shores and struck through
with lances of human hate as soon as
helanded. Shepheard’s dog baying on
the hills that Christmas night was
better treated than this rescuer of a
race, yet keeping right on, brambles on
brow, feet on spikes, flagellated with
whips that had Iumps of lead fastened
to them, through midnight without
lanterns, through storms without a
shelter, through years that got blacker
natil they ended in a noonday with the
sun blotted out. Mizhtiest tale ever
told, and keep on telling it until the
last sorrow is assuaged and the last
animosity ¥s quenched and the last
desert is white with lilly and golden
with the cowslip and blue with the gen-
tian and erimson with the rose.

While reading my text the fourth
time I bethink myself that the story of
life will end when the group breaks up.
The *‘tale that is told” stops when the
listeners depart. Spmetimes we have
been in groups interestedly listening to
some story told when other engage-
ments or the hour of the night de-
manded the going of the guest. That
stopped the story. By this exit of
another year I am reminded that these
earthly groups will break up. No
family group or social group or reli-
gious group or political greup stays
Tong together. Suppose some one
should take from the national archives
the roll of yonder United States senate
chamber or the roll of yonder house of
representatives as it was made up 20
vears ago and then call the roll. The
silence would be mightier than the
voices that would hear and respond.

The family group breaks up. Did
you ever koow a household that for 25
years remained intact? Not onbe.
Was there ever a church record the
same after the passage of 25 years or
15 vears or 10 years? The fact is that
the story of our life will soon end
because the group of listeners will be
gone. So you see if we are going to
give the right trend and emgphasis we
we must give it right away. If there
are old people in the group of our in-
fluence, all we can do for them will be
in five or tem ycars. If there are
children around us, in 10 or 15 years
they w'll no looger be children, and
they will be fashioning the story ef
their own life. *“What thy hand
findeth to do, doit with all thy might,”
Passing all, passing ervergthing, as a
tale that is told.”

My text, in referring to the years,
reminds me thatin 12 hours this year
will forever have gooe away. Nipety-
nine out of the hundred years of this
century will have disappeared. We
have diszppeared. We have ocly one
only onme year of the century left.
There eught to be something especially
suggestive in the last year of a cenrury.
It ought to be a year of umparalleled
industries, of unheard of consccration.
Not s person in any of our audiences
this day can remember the £rst year of
this century. Not a person in any of
our audiences teday will ever sgain see
the last year of a century.

A Strange Case.

*Mr. Charles West, of Ohio," says
the Cincinnati [2aquirer, “‘was playing
a game of cards and bis last dollar was
at stake. As the cards were being
dealt out he remarked: “‘If the queen
of hearts turns up sgain [ hope to God
that 1 may never speak again.’ To his
constercation the fateful card turned
up. He attempted to utter an oath,
but found that he could not articulate
above a whisper. He has tried various
remedial agents, but up to the present
time he has pot regained his vaice.
Mauy of the friends of Mr. West look
ipon his affiiction as a visitation from

God.”

High Endorsements.

The Keeley treatment for the cure
of the whiskey and the morphine habit
has the endorsement of medical author
ities, ourative cstablishments and
others equally entitled to respect. Be
sides this, the blessed fruits of the
cure themselves are seen in the new
lives of those who have had the bene-
fits of the treatment. The Keeley
treatment may be bhad at only one
place in South Carolina—the Keeley
Institute, Columbia. Letters of inyuiry
receive prompt attention. Itis the de-
sire of those in charge to give all de-
sired information.

Last Year's Weatuer.—The Co-
lumbia State says ‘‘the weatherof 1399
was the most eccentric South Carolina
has had for many years. The winter
months of the year were unprecedented
Iy cold, with the mercury below zero in
Columbia. The early spring was exces-
sively rainy; so that by May the fall
had exceeded the average about six
inches. Then the sun took hisionings
and there was great heat and drought
until September. The fall aud the
winter to the close of the year were un-
usually bright and pleasant—a milder
and more open scason could hardly be
desired. And now the footings fur the
vear show only 20 degrees variation
from the pormal temperature aud 2}
inches variation from the pormil raio
fall. Had the year ended one day
earlicr its temperature would have been
only one degree above the vormal; but
Sunday was an abnormal 3lst of De-
cember and it provented the making of
an almost uoheard-of record. It wasa
vearof weatherin long and antagonistic
streaks, but it wound up pretty well at
the end.”

Christmas Dinner.

No ill effects need fullow the eating
of a big Christmas dinner if, afler
game, you take “‘Hilton's Life for the
Liversnd Kidneys.” 23cabottle. £

A SAD CASE.

Driven Mad by Lova for 2 Brown
Eyed Girl-

HiS MIND UNBALANCED

| She Had Promised to be His Wife

it may scem to be, will win the ap-!

but Married Another.When
the Wedding Day
Came.

Unrequitted love for a browa-eyed
girl dethroned the reason of Benjamin
I', Lee Friday might, suffering from the
mania brought on by the pangs in his
achiag heart, he wandered into police
headquarters acd asked to be locked up
to prevent the violent outbreak which
he said was fast coming upon him.

The girl who refused to reciprocate
the affection which Lee showered upon
her is Miss Mollie Melton, aged 21,
and very pretty. She lived with her
married sister at 152 Walton street,
Atlanta. She left the city Friduy af-
ternoon for her former home in Macon.
Her sudden departure is what unbal
anced the mind of young Lee. Half
an hour after she left the house he
celled with a marriage license in his
pocket and stated to her relatives that
she had promised to marry him at 5
o'clock.

“Mollie will not marry you, Den,"”
said her sister to the young man when
he had stated the object of his visit.
““She has left the eity.”

“But I have the license,” he replied,
“spd everything is ready for the cere-
mony. Oh, this is too eruel. Why
did she treat me ia this way?"

He refused to believe that she had
left the city and begged to be allowed
to see the girl he loved. When finally
convinced that she was gone he went to
the bome of his brother, J. B. Lee, at
125 Crescent avenue, and told him his
deep trouble.  He said that be had at
first arranged to have the ceremony
performed by Rev. Mr. Oszford, but
that on second thought he had decided
to have his father, A. F. Lee, who is a
minister, tie the matrimonial bonds
which would unite him to the girl of
his choice. He then told the brother
for the first time that the ceremony
was to take place at his house.

N i:hing more was seen of the young
n au until he turned up in police head-
quarters totally dem-ted and fearing
the consequences of his unsettled men-
tul condition.

The courtship between Lee and Miss
Melton extends over a space of five
months and has a tinge of romance
;'t%cut it that is seldom equalled in real

ife.

Lee was a soldier in the Twenty-ninth
regiment, which went to the Philip-
pine is.ands after a month's stay at
Fort McPherson. He was discharged
just before the regiment left because
of physical disability.

It was during his career as a soldier
that he met the brown-eyed gir! for
love of whom he is nowin close confine-
ment. He was walking out Walton
street one afternoon in the late autumn
dresssed 1n his soldier’s uniform. Miss
Melton was on the veranda of her home
and smiled at the blue eyed soldier boy
as he passed. Lee went to the home
of his hrother and sent her a note ask-
ing if he might call on her.

*‘Certainly not,” was her reply in the
note she sent back to him, ‘“‘the smile
I gave sou wasa patriotic smile be-
cause of the uniform you wear.”

He did not despair, however, and a
few days later meta friend who iatro-
duced him to the girl. After thathe
was a frequent caller at the house.

“Ben came to the house often to see
Mollie,” said the married sister, in
speaking of the courtship. ‘‘Though
she never did care for him he seemed
determined to marry her. Oge night
they wese on the veraada just eutside
my window, and I cverheard them
talking.

‘“‘lam pever happy except when
looking into your eyes, Mollie,” 1 heard
him say to her.

**‘3he was only flirting with hLim all
that time. He had large blue eyes,
and she is death on blue eyes.

_ “Iknow she knew nothing of th> mar-
riage license, because she is engaged to
another man who don't live here.
think Ben began to get desperate when
the other fellow came up to see Mollis
about two weeks ago. He was in-
sanely jealous when he found that ste
was receiving a rival, and I heard that
he took a dose of strychnine one might
while the other man was visitiog
Mollie. He has been acting queerly
ever since and Mollie has been trying
to avoid him."—Atlanta Journal.

NO LIMIT TO COTTON MILLS

Interesting Interview with D. A.
Tompkins, of Charlotte.

In an interview with an Associated
Press reporter Mr. D. A. Tompkins,
the well known cotton mill expert of
Charlotte, N. C . takes a most encour-
aging viex of wextile conditions in the
S,uth. loreply iva question as to
the prospects of new mill ronstruetion
in 1900 Mr. Tompkins said that ex-
peclations in this line will be fully
met. “‘The machine mavufacturersin
the United States,” said Mr. Tomp-
kins, ‘‘can make 2,500,000 spicdiesa
year. [hat is the extent of their out-
put. The new millsto be built in1900
will- require 2,000,000 spindles for
their equipment, so that the mill con-
struetion this year will be very nearly
squal tothe capacity of the machine
plaats to turn out spindles.”

Continuing, Mr. Tompkins said:
“New Englaod has 13,000,000 spsndles,
of which 7;000,)00 are located in
Massachusetts. There are now 3,000,-
(600 spindles in the South. At theend
of 1900 the South will have 7,000,000
spindles and New England will still
have 13,000,000. Ic Massachusetts
new spindles are beifig putin oo fine
stuffs only, while the old ones are be-
ing discontinued on course staff.

“0ld Eogland has 46,000,000 spin-
dles; the South 5,000,000; the Usited
States, including the Middle States.
20,0007000. At the rate of 2 (10,000
new spindles a year, the present rate
of inecresse. teu years from now the
United Sizws would have about the
same number of spindles as England.
OFf these New Eogland and the middle
States would probably have 20.000,000,
all on fine goods, and the Svuth 25,-
000,000. In other words the United
States in 1910 will have as many
spindles as Eogland, and the South
will have more spindles than New dog-
land and the middle States combined.

The British privy couneil held a
meeting at Windsor Castle at which
Queen Victeria proclaimed a waraning
to all British subjects not to assist in-
habitants ot the Transvaal or of the
Oraoge Free State to sell or trams-
port msrehandise thereto under penalty
of the law.

HOPE FOR THE HAIRLESS.

id of Alaska Pruts a Crop ca the
Baldest ilead.

Ths experience of Roderick Diu
Smith, who recently returned from the
Klondike region with a big budget cf
experience, quite a littie sum of money,
and 2 head of hair waich almost quali-
fles him to take an engagement L8 2
Circassian girl in a circus. is of es-
pecial interest to a large continge=: of
his fellow men and women, says the
Ban Francisco Call. For be It kuowd
that Roederick, befors making his per
flous way to the Arctic regions,
though otherwisa pleasing to look up-
on and still on the sunny slde of for-
ty, was the owner of a head whick
made theater ushers, whenever the ?
was & ballet on the program, escolt
him down io the [ront row without
even glancing at his seat check.

It {s said that his haldness was the
real cause of his starting out in search
of gold, since he spent all his patri-
mony in the purchase of hair restor-
ers. and it was necessary for hiin 19

' published.

A& Chapter Worth Reading.
The following from the Ver-
dict is the clearest statement of
MeKinley's financiering ever
It is plain and
worthy of careful perusal. If
vou desire to be well informed,
preserve It.
_ Theseare figures to tile away.
Neep them asa rod in pickle for
the back of this black adminis-
tration. They arenot to be lied
mtosilence. Neither may they
be fled from,* dodged or gone
about. Theylarethe dollar and
cent record of the disastrous
MceKinley. The treasury’deficit

' in three years of McKinley’sis:

3 15,_':7; ..518.054,000
| 1 “I.'-r.“ 3 ‘13048,“‘0
e e R 088.897,000

do something, no matier how desperais, |

to retrieve his fallen fortunes. Be that

as it may, he went to Alaska, and, af- [ 1oy

ter 2 two years' residence there, has |

returned a modern Snmson, as far 03
chevelure is concernad, and he da-
clares that the transformation is en-
tirely due to the rigors of the climate
in that quarter of the globe.

“The irtense cold kills all germs and
microbes,” he asserts, “and stimu-
lates the scalp, and rnature does the
rest,” and he proudly exhibits his licn-
like mane as proof of what nature can
do, ~ben she takes a “ancy, unassisted
by “¥ashes or c¢ils or u1 juents.

. J. MeLeod, who has spent twelve
verrs In Alaska and the northwest, ale
though he has nct the pleasurs ot
knowing Mr. Smith perscnally, and did
not, therefore, see the sprouting and
the bourgeoning of his especial crop
of modified epidermic cells. still cor-
roborates his story as to the virtues of
that frigid clime as a hair producer.

“My halir always was thick,” he says,
“go I cannot speak from personal ex-
periencs, but the way dogs put on hair
up there is a caution. They gzet as
shaggy as Shetland ponies, and now I
think of it, I never saw a bald-headed
fellow anywhere around there. To
tell the truth, they all look, after they
have got to work, as though a razor
and a palr of scissors were far more
needed than a hair restorar, and I
think & missionary barber wou™ do
good work among them.”

Signs of Good and 13ad Weather.

A hint or two on weather prophecy.
When clouds are red in the west, the
red having a purple tint, it iz a sign of
fine weather. The zair when dry re-
fracts red or heat-making rays, and as
dry alr is not perfectly transparent
these are agaix reflected in the horl-
%on. An old preverb says:

A rainbow in the worning Is the shep-
berd’s warning.

A vainbow &t night is the shepherd's
delight.

A ralpbow occurs when the clouds
containing or depositing the rain are
opposite to the sun. In the evening
the ralnbow is in the east, and in the
morning it is5 in the west. As the
heavy rains in this climate are usually
brought by the westerly winds, a rain-
bow in the west Indicates that bad
weather is on the road; whereas the
rainbow in the east proves the con-
trary.

When the swallows fly high fine
weather i8 to be exrected cr to con-
tinue. But when they fy low ap-
proaching rain is indicated. Swallows
folluw the flies and gnats, and flies and
gnats usuzlly delight In warm strata
of air. As warm alr is lighter and
moister than cold alr, the warm strata
of air run higher, but when the warm
and moist alr is close to the gronnd,
it is almost certa:n that, as the ccld
air flows down into it, water will fzil.

As an indication of the approach of
wet weather, nothing {s more certain
than 2 halo around the moon, which
{a produced by the precipitated water;
and the larger the circle the nearer the
clouds, and, consequently, the more
ready to fall. A coppery or yellow
sunset also foretells rain.

Observations teaches that when the
sea gulis assemble on land, stormy and
rainy weather is approaching. The lit-
tle petrel enjoys the heaviest gale, be-
cause living partly on the smaller sea
insects, he is sure to find his food in
the spray of heavy waves. The fish
on which they prev in fine weather at
sea leave the surface and go down
deeper during the storm. The differ-
ent tribes of wading birds always mi-
grate when rain is about to take place.
Upon the same principle, the vulture
follows armies.

Architeet Vaux’s Busy Ghost.
Do spirits play pranks with living
people?  Here is one incident that
seems to indicate that they do. Not
long ago Stuyvesant Fish asked Fran-
¢is T. Bacon, the architect, to remodel
a summer house for him. It is en old

home on the Hudson, called Glen
Clyfle. It is situated on a plat of
green hillside just opposite West

Poipt. Mr. Fish and Mr. Bacon went
over the drawings rogether in the lat-
ter's Chicago office. Glen Clrife is 2
brick house, with stome trimmings,
with a wide verands running around
it. Itis in Itallan renaissance and was
built in 1857 by an architeet named
Vaux, now dead. The front of tkd
house i four stories, and the back
ti:ree, owing to i:s location on e hill-
slupe.

Mr. Bacon promised to madernize
the house, and put the plans away in
his desk. Within an hour Gearge
Powers, industrial commissioner, came
in.
»1 say, Bacen,” he remarked, “can
you take time to remodel on old house
for a friend of mine—Ben DPrice, at
Oxlord, Miss.?”

“Yes," said the architect. And when
the plans of the Mississippl house were
produced, Bacon rubbed his eves.

“Queer,” he said, reaching for Presi-
dent Fish's plans. They were alike in
every particular—Italian
brick, with stone trimminzs,
on a kmoll, four stories frent and
three raar. Ona is lceated on the Hud-
son, the other 2,000 miles away in a
tittla Mississippi tawn. One was built
in 1857: the cther in 1859. Doth sets
o?f drawivgs wece slgned “C. Vaux."
The question is, What does the de-

il

e

ceased Vaux want? Is it a ghost's
joke?

I your lleutenant a handsome man,
Ella?” -

“0Oh, as handsone 1 he had
come to life cut o' .
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The government revenues, by
years during McKinley’s admin-
istration, have been:
| H
1595,

JR847,721,000
- 402.321.000
. 917,216,000

TR $1.269.258 060

The McKinley administration
has spent, during its term, these
vast sums:

1807 . 5365,775,000
1508 1431368000
IEHHE 603,092,000

Total #1,414.536,000

llcli-'-_i: frrthreeyears. ... 144,978,000
Of this revenue received in
three years . $200,000,000 was
from the sale of bonds; $76,000,-
000 from payments by the Paci-
fic railroad and $112,000,000 by
means of the war revenue bill.
Put in table form it is:
From bonds. . . . ..2200,000,000
F'row Pacific railroads.. 66,000,000
From war revenue.. . ... 112,000,000

rl:l)'(a] = i - \':"'388.000,000

This extraordinary revenue is
all counted in the receipts of
21.260,558,000. Had not the
treasury received these extra
boad, railroad and war reve-
nues, the deficit. instead of be-
ing £144,978,000, would be $532,-
073,000, a sum greater than for
any three years in the life of the
nation, except during the civil
war. In putiing upon the boyoks
of the treasury $200,000,000 in
bonds, the McKinley adminis-
tration has increased the pub-
lic debt as follows:
Debs in 1896, ... ......281,769.840.323
Debe in 1899, . ... 1.991,927,406
[cerease of publie

debt in three years... 532.978.000

Naturally the annual interest
charge is increased. On the
dates given it was as follows:
Jupe:30, 1896, . .. .. ... ..$35.386,487

Jupe 30, 1869 . ... 39,896,925
Lierease. . . ... 34,409 438

On the basis of population
July 1 1896, the per capitainter-
est charge was 50 cents, and on
July 1, 1809, it was 55 cents.
The table shows the public debt
of the United States for each
man. woman and child in this
country on the datesnamed:

4 Fe i e T T N o £25.00
July 1. 1899, . 2900

Lightning a Puzzle.

The weather bureau has been dolng
a lot of speculating of late on the sub-
ject of lightning.

Ont of every three persons struck by
lizhtning two survive and recover. The
amount of electricity in a thunderbolt
{s not very great the experts say but its
voltage is extremely high, and that is
what does the damage. It is rather
remarkable that so little should be
known as to the pature of the fiuid
whicit is in such common and everyday
use. Nowadays it -would be as easy
to get along without water as without
electricity, vet the fuid is still called
the *“mysterious,” Inasmuch as its
character and properties are to & great
extent unknown. Tha latest and the
best accepted theory on the subject is
that, like light, it is & form of motion.

But what puzzles the experts
most is to discover the nature of the
balls of electricity which are com-
stantly ecutting up strapge Ccapers.
Fireballs of this description, though
not properly so termed, have been
produced artificially in Germany, by
charging masses of vapor with elec-
tricity. Soon after the famous experi-
ments of Franklin with a kite, investl-
gators in various parts of the world
imitated his performance. One of
these was Prof. Richman, a well-
knnwn sclentist of St. Petersburg. He
suceeeded in drawing the lightning in-
to his laboratory, but the result was
unfortunate, inasmuch as a fiery ball
as bizg as a man's fist suddenly ap-
peared in the room, leaped from the
insulated conductor to his head and
killed him. The occurrence was de-
scribed by an assistant, who stated
that the ball was blue.

In recent years there has arisen a
serions doubt as to the value of light-
ning rods. This distrust has arisen
probably from the fact that bulldings
provided with lightning rods have ol
many occasions been destroyed. After
all, the lightning rod is only & com-
ductor, and is able to carry only a
certain amount of the electrie fluid. If
an avalanche of electricity comes it
may overtlow, like a torrent that over-
lows the banks of the channel de-
signed for it, and the result is disaster.

One of the best evidenmces of the
value of lizhtning rods up to date has
been afforded by the Washington monu-
ment, it is capped by a small four-
sided prramid of aluminum, which
n.aetal, so cheap to-day, was very costly
at the time of the building of the
greatest obelisk tbat the world has
ever known. This a uminum tip Is con-
nected with the ground by four copper
rods which go down deep into the
earth. On April 5, 1885, five immense
bolts of electricity were seen to flash
between the monument and a thunder

| elond overhanging in the course of

twenty minutes. In other words, the
monument was struck flercely five
times, but It suffered no damage what-
ever. On June 15, of the same year, a
more tremendous assault was made
upon the monument from the heavens,
and the result was a fracture of one of
the topmost stones. The crack still re-
mains to show what nature can do in
the way of an electric shock, but the
slizhtness of the damage Is evidence of
man’s power to protect himself from
sucih attacks. The obelisk is ideally
located for attracting electrical as-
saults from the skies, and yet, while
many times hit, it has suffered only
oncas, and that time to 2 trifling extent.

In old times vessels used often to be
struck by lightning and the loss by
that eause was very great. From 1790
to 1540 no fewer tkan 280 ships of the
Pritish navy were struck, 100 men be-

| ing killed and 250 injured. Nowadays
| warskips, as well as big merchant ves-

scls, have lightning rods running down
their masts and into the sea so that
the elpetrieity is carried off. In these
days nobody hears of the destruetion
of a vessel by lighining. Churches are
the bulldings most commonly struck.

{ There is record of a certain church in
i Carinthia which was hit by lightning
, four or five times a year on an average

the sorvices being stopped in summer
on thls account. A rod was put on the
steeple and thers was no more trouble.
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Her Small Ambition

By LUCY SEMMES ORRICK.
(ot tototgtg gt tgtotetel

HE little sewing room of the big St.
T Catherine convent was startling in
its white primness and scant {furnish-
ing. At least it thus inpressed Hester
Barnard, and did so afresh each of the

few times she was admitted to this
inper sanetum. Ail at once, by con-
trast, the agoressive superfluity of

other interior furnishings burst upon
her with sudden distinetness,  Yer,
there was nothing here upon whiels the
eyve conld Tasien plensurably—a lum-
bering old sewing maehine stood by the
¢eep arched window, and a line of long,
binck. shapeless garments—cireulars,
in the pariance of one-time fashion—
extended around three sides of the
white room; added to this a chair or
two, and the conrents stood revealed.
Sister Euphemia, always pedaling la-
boriously at the noisy old machine on
a faesimile of the wall decorations, gave
needed life to the situation.

The doorbell rang, and, as poriress,
the busy nun arose for the tenth time
that morning and the third since Hes-
ter's arrival, to answer the summons.

A soft smile shone out of the depths.

of Sister Euphemia's dark blue eyes,
and her sweet mouth relaxed in sym-
pathy as a temporary farewell to the
favored lay friend she left alone.

Hester looked after the sister with
almost wonder, and certainly with rev-
crence.

“Such interruptions would drive me
crazy,” thought the visitor, provoked-
ly. “How did she acquire such acmir-
able placidity, or is it natural?”

Hester's own restive young spirit
pulled against bonds for herself, but
some hidden note within her urged her
to visit this peaceful spot, where the
throes of life's pains were forgciten or
had never been known. Aftera day of
mental conflict it was soothing unutter-
ably to come here, out of the gossip and
envy and longing of the outside world
—to come here, yes, but for only an
hour—and to this num, about whom
there was always something great and
capable.

“I would like to see her roused and
pushed to the full extent of her mental
powers,” thought the waiting visitor.

She was glad when the door opened
and the pure-faced woman with child
eyes beamed down on her again, She
ielt better, more exalted by the nun's
presence; though the influence was
.only for a momnt.

Sinking to commonplaces in the self-
conscious pride and habitual egotism
of human nature, Hester reverted to
the eausge of the sister’s absence.

~That bell must be very annoying.”
<he remarked, feelingly.

“Oh, no! Jam accustomed to it as
one of my duties.”

The very surprise in the answer madt
it « slight, though unmeant, rebufl;
still the reply itself urged Hester to
further speech.

~The sisters either must have no
loves or desires, or strain them by lack
of tempration to infinitesimal thinness

aid periect tractability,” she ventured
with +leiiberation. It burt her, now it
wis <abl. Lut a curious interest in the

vor animated her. Did they ever

ke other people?

Tiie faint giow mounting Euphemia’s
pale face shumed Hester.

“\Ve are human,” was the low-voiced
reply. with a little reserve, but not 2
irace of resentment. What did the
children of the world know of suppres-
sion. of the stripping one's self of all
the small delights that malee living
sweet?

The listener felt the withdrawal and
inwandly granted its justice; in conse-
gueree she abated somewhat the eriti-
cal maod which scemed heartlessly per-
sistent to-day.

“I know yrou are human,” said the
priviieged guest; “and I should think
aow would be very tired of those
clagks. Wan't vou let me help you?”

=Yes, 1 am tired sometimes.” Eu-
phemin repaal, needlessly. for the wide
sriness of her eyes wWas QOswor
igh. The last question passed un-
marked 10 its understood impossibil-
ity.

“Do yvou make mony of these gar-
rients?”

“For all the sisters. We are about

75" was the absent-minded answer.
" With unconscious wistfuiness the
run glanced ont the window at the
aorgeons. Lrilliant flower beds. It
strengthened her to look on this brave,
perfeet and beautiful development—
few men atlained sueh.

Hester's dry remark: “You have
creucel 1o des” was met with a glance
thut seermod to take the girl's measure.
and the way wus cleared.

“This.™ referring to her occupation.
“has been my work ever since I came 10
the eonvent.” proffered Sister Euphe-
mia. in the qniet, spiritualized volee
that comes inevitably to the inmates of
the eloister. Hester strafghtened upin
~urprised interest—her favorite was
vipturing bevond generalities for the
first time in their long acquaintance.
Euphemia already sutfered at the expo-
sition of her cwn life. but the girl's
conclusions almost demanded refuta-
tion, and for all her perversity Hester
seemed one of their blood.

»1 loved ali that.” said Euvphemia,
nodding toward the brilliant splotekes
i eolor outside, “but this is my forte."
indicating the garment in her lap.
through which the needle plied rap-
iy,

“Fifteen years,” she murmured. In
qer habit of sitting alone she had in-
voluntarily uttered her thonght,

“You haven’t been in the convent that
long, surelv!” exclaimed Hester.

*0Oh. no!™ flurried at the inadvertent
speech, “sewing that long. I was a
seamstress,” she said, with some re-
siraint; then went on as if she might
as well finish., There conld be no van.

ity in revealing ber pasi. "3y Tather
was desd spd my mother kelpless. I
was the oziy one 1o keep our little
house cut on the commen. zud thenl
did plain sewing at the window «ll dgw
long for months, just as lam doing
pow. ‘Some day in God's cwe time 1
will be a nun® kept meusure with th-
rolling wheel. There was na hurry.
and on Sundays afier mass | used 0
go to the convert. Tt seemed like =
great custle rising high above the sice-
walk, and within the nuns, like noble
ladies. came so kindly down to me.”

Sister Euphemia turned wward the
window once more. How tired she
was then., and she had never grown
rested; but what matter? It was in
God's serviee, and what a reereaticen
those few minutes of swee: atmospkere
had been in her blank existence. She
heard a droning of voices in the room
beyond, and a memory came back of
rare embroideries that ravished her
eyes and moved to such passionate de-
sire as was never before known in her
arid life. Oh! to evolve beneath her own
fingers such miracles of the needle. She
seemed to feel anew the great influ-
ence working in her. flushing her veins
and injecting a great viger into her
being, but suddenly control walled
back the forbidden flow as canal gates
close ngainst the rush of hurrying wa-
ter, and she went on in her usual cool,
quiet voice:

“There I saw such exquisite finger-
work,” she said. slowly and with 2
timid kind of hesitation; “it seemed
a wonderful gift and privilege to paint
such pictures with the needle. to be
able to buy materiais and work out
one's own beantiful designs. The great
value of those magnificent vestments.
representing months and months of pa-
tient labor, held me awe-stricken. All
at once I realized I could do this—that
my artistic ard theoretical equipment
were simply seconded by my skill in
fine stitching. I washappy thinking to
what great purpose I should live. The
nuns weuld not find me wholly use-
Jess.” Sister Euphemia seemed hurried
on in spite of herself. “My machine
ran on through many long seasons,”
she continued, “and all the while I
dreamed of bright silks and jewels and
cloth of gold for the church, fair out-
line took form in imaginaticn, to be
laid aside in my mental storehouse for
future use. The simple joy of handling
those rainbow tints for God seemed to
me the crowning glory of a religeuse
life, and a little pride suggested that
some day I might take my place among
the nuns &s the first embroiderer.”

“Did you ever gratify your bent?”
asked Hester, a quick understanding
and suspense disturbing her heart and
mind. 5

“WWell, after we received the white
veil the novices were assigned certain
duties; and had no time for fancy work.
Then a great pile of habits needed
mending and making over. They were
given to me. I did them all rapidly,
thinking a little fancy sewing might
be apportioned me, but the cloaks
seemed to multiply.” she said, withan
amused lighting of the face. “Some
way I got on faster than anyone else.
Reverend Mother was pleased, but n
little fright seized me lest this should
go on indefinitely. Then hope urged,
‘it is only a test for the novice: think
of the years to come when you will be
mistress of all those dazzling skeins;’
but I have been here ten years now and
no colored thread has ever sirung my
reedle.” She finished with a smile that
seemed angelic in its utter disclaimer
of any complaint. Would Hester still
think them a limp and soulless cbm-
munity? Was her illustration small
and weak to the gay-lived birdling of
the world?

But Hester was speechless with her
different emotions. Under such con-
ditions how could the nun thin her
voice to utter colorlessness? «nd when
her listener was thrilling with resent-
ment. Yes, they were terribly human,
and what vast proportions a little de-
gire might assume within a contract-
ed circle.

“Why didn't they allow you a con-
genial employment, at least occasion-
ally?" asked the girl, indignantly.
Ske could not stand such constraint for
herself. Her impetuous nature would
rear down and toss right and left ail
the obstructions in her way.

“They did not know,” was the sim-
ple answer; “we are here to do our part,
and this is mine. The other was only
my plan.” 5

The folding doors swung bach be-
tween the sewing and adjacent rooms,
and one of the order appeared in the
opening.

“Come see our finished embroideries,
sister,” invited the cold-faced nun.
“You, too, Miss Hester." noting the vis-
itor.

Hester glanced quickly at Sister Eu-
phemia. So she had known all the time
her enchanted palace lay just beyond
the folding doors. Alreudy Sister Eu-
phemia’s eyes were glowiang over the
solar spectrum of tropical wnts and
combinations that magnetized her ar-
tistic sense; recollection of the vis-
itor was blotted out in the rarer feast
before her. All the weariness bad left
her fine sweet face. “Beautiful,” trem-
bled blissfully on her lips. She did not
think: “If I might do this!™ Such
emotion had long ago passed out as
too exalted for her hopes: now it =us
lost in the fair result of other hanu-.

Her eves picked out unerringly the
choicest specimens. *“You are a good
judge of effect,” said the embroidery
mistress, observing her selection. but
the cloakmaker, with hands folded in
her habit sleeves, stood raptly. dumbly.
happils.

“Good-by, sister; I must go,” and
Hester, who had not ceased to watch
her, thus broke her reverie.

“God is very good to let me see such
beauty."” murmured the nun, abstract-
edly. *“Good-by"—recovering hersell—
“Ah! you see, we have our compensa-
tions.” she said, softly. as she opened
the door for the unusually silent girl.—
X. 0. Times-Democrat.

A Family Fend.

As a result of a fawmily feud, Jerome
Henson 2cd Thomas Jones, both of
Walker county, Ga., engaged in a quar-
rel at Cedar Grove. Jomes knocked
Henson down with a weignt, crushing
his skull. Henson managed to rise,
got bis pis pistol and followed Jones,
overtaking bim as he was entering his
store. Henmson emotied the contents
of his pistol into Jones’ body, the latter
fallingdead. Henson is now at the
poiat of death,

A SteeesTION.—A possible cause of
increase of certain intestinal troubles
is found by Dr. Sharpin in the use of
cooking utemsils of enamelled iron.
The enamel is liable to crack and peel
off in large flakes, which are very
sharp, and are shown to be dificult to
pick out of certain vegetables, such as
spinach or cabbage, so that many pieces
are doubtless eaten. Care to discard
such utensils as soon as defeets appesr
is advised. Housekeepers will do we.l

to act on this suggestion.
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