ME GIVES A TALK PARTICULAR-
LY TO YOUNG MEN.

Kove of Home—Indu-trious Habits—A
High Ideal of Life—Respect for the
Sabbath—The Christian Religion—A
Turning Point,

The Son of David.

for the banks to declare their dividends
and the stocks to run up. After awlile
he gets impatient. He tries to improve
his penmanship by making copy plates
of other merchants’ signatures! Never
mifd—all is right in business. After
awhile he has his estate. Now is the time
for him to retire to the country, amid
the flocks and the herds, to culture and
domestic virtue.

Now the young men who were his
schoolmates in boyhood will come, and
with their ox teams draw him logs, and
with their bard hands will help to heave
up the castle. That is no fancy sketch.
It is everyday life. 1 should not wonder

In his sermon last S=uday Rev. Dr.
Takuage, preaching to the usual crowded |
sudience, took up a subject of universal |
interest to young men. His text was
selected frem I Samuel, xviii, 29, “Is
the young man Absalom safe?”

The heart of David, the father, was
wrapped up in his boy Absalom. He was |
a splendid boy, judged by the rules of |
worldly criticism. From the crown of bis |
head to the sole of his foot there was not |
a single blemish. The Bible says that he |
had such a luxuriant shock of hair that }
when once a year it was shorn what was
cut off weighed over three pounds. But,
motwthstanding all his brillianey of ap-
pearance, he was a bad bay and broke his
father’s heart. He was plotting to get the
threuwe of Israel. He had marshaled au
army to overthrow his father's govern-
ment. The day of battie had come. 'The
: eonflict was begun. David, the father, sat |
g between the gates of the palace waiting |
for the tidings of the conflict. Oh, how |
rapidly his heart beat with emotion! Two
great questions were to be decided—the
safety of his boy and the continunance of
the throne of Israel. After awhile a ser-
vant, standing on the top of the house,
looks off and sees some one running. He !
is coming with great speed, and the man |
on top of the house announces the coming |
e of the messenger, and the father watches

and waits, and as soon as the messenzer
from the field of battie comes within hail-
ing distance the father cries out.
Is it a question in regard to the estab-
lishment of his throne? Does he s‘:\_\':!
3 “Have the armies of Israel been victo- |
3 rious? Am I to continue in my imperial |
: authority? Have I overthrown my ene- ]
mies?’ Oh, no! There is one question |
that springs from his heart to the lip and g
springs from the lip into the ear of the be- |
sweated and bedusted messenger flying
from the battlefield—the question, “*Is’the |
young man Absalom safe”” When it was |
told to David, the king, that, though his |

. . . . ]
armies had been victorious, his son had !

been slain, the father turned his back up- |
on the congratulations of the nation and
went up the stairs of his palace, his heart
breaking as he went, wringing his hands
sometimes and then again pressing them
against his temples as though he would
press them in, crying: “O Absalom, my
eon, my son! Would God I had died for
thee, O Absalom, my son, my son!”

Is Absalom Safe?

My friends, the question which David
the king. asked in regard to his son is the
question that resounds to-day in the
hearts of hundreds of parents. Yea, there
are a great multitude of young men who
know that the question of the text is ap- |

d propriate when asked in regard to them. |
R They know the temptations by which |
: they are surrounded; they see so many
who started life with as good resolutions
as they have who have fallen in the path,
and they are ready to hear me ask the
question of my text, “Is the young man
Absalom safe?” The fact is that this life
y is full of peril. He who undertakes it
: without the grace of God and a proper
understanding of the conflict into which
¢ he is going must certainly be defeated.
4 Just look off upon society to-day. Look at |
1 the shipwreck of men for whom f{air
things were promised, and who started
life with every advantage. Look at those
who have dropped from high social posi-
tion, and from great fortdne, disgraced
for time, disgraced for eternity. All who
; sacrifice their integrity come to overthrow,
g Take a dishonest dollar and bury it in
4 the center of the earth and keep all the
rocks of the mountain on top of it; then
cover these rocks with all the diamonds of |
Goléonda, and all the silver of Nevada, |
and all the gold of California and Austra-
lia, and put on top of these all banking
and moneyed institutions, and they can-
not keep down that one dishonest dollar.
That one dishonest dollar in the center
of the earth will begin to heave and rock
and upturn itself until it comes to the
resuerection of damnation. “As the part-
ridge 'sitteth on eggs and hatcheth them
not, 80 he that getteth riches, and not by
right, shall leave them in the midst of his
days, and at his end shall be a fool.”

A Safeguard.

Now, what are the safeguards of young
men? The first safeguard of which I
want to speak is a love of home. There
are those who have no idea of the pleas-
ures that concentrate around that word
“home.” * Perhaps your early abode was
shadowed wih. vice or poverty. Harsh
words and petulance and scowling may
have deStroyed all the sanctity of that
spot. Love, kindness and self-sacrifice,
which have built their altars in so many
abodes, ‘were strangers in your father's
house. God pity you, young man. You
mever had a home. But a multitude in
this audience can look back to a spot that
they can-never forget. It may have been
a owly roof, but you cannot think of it
now without a dash of emotion. You have
seen nothing on earth that so stirred your
soul. A stranger passing along that place
might see nothing remarkable about it,
but oh! how much it means to you. Fres-
co on palace wall does not mean so much
to you as those rough hewn rafters. Parks
and bowers and trees at fashionable
watering place or country seat do not
mean 80 much to you as that brook that
ran in'front of the plain farmhouse and
singing under the weeping willows. The

barred gateway swung open by porter in
full dress does not mean as much to you us
that swing gate, yout sister on one side of
it and you on the other. She, gone fif-
teen years ago into glory! That scene
coming back to you to-day as you swept
backward and forward on the gate, sing-
ing the songs of your childhood. But there
are thoseé here who have their second
- dwelling place. It is your adopted home.
That alse is sacred for ever.” There you
%established the first farhily altar. There
~ your children were born. In that room
‘the wing “0f’ the death angel.
that roof, when your, -w k., is

%I “die.

u wexpect to lie down an
There is only oneyword
. that can'co 12id
_and that word4s “home.”
* Now, let me say that I never knew a
man who was faithful to his early and
‘adopted home who was given over at the
same e to any gross form of wicked-
ess. 1 you find.more énjoyment in the
i %. in the literary society, in the
 artsalon, than you do in these unpretend-
.ing home pleasures, you are on the road to
raim. ‘Though you may be cut off from
your early associates, and though you may
‘be separated from-all your kindred, young
is there not a room somewhere that
‘et call your own? Though it be the
eth story of a third-class boarding
nto that room gather books. pic-
i harp.: Hang your mother’s
iitel. Bid unholy
k. from that threshold.
spot in that room with'

in all the language
idea of that place,

here is a young man
_country to the city.
e he is ngd s his

b o
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| into the ground instead of into the hearts

if there were a rotten beam in that palace.
1 shonld not wonder if God should smite
him with dire sicknesses and pour into his
cup a bitter draft that will thrill him with
unbearable agony. I should not wonder
if that ma’s children grew up to be to
him a disgrace, and to make his life a
shame. I should not wonder if that man
died a dishonorable death and were tum-
bled into a dishonorable grave, and then
went into the gnashing of tceth. The way
of the ungodly shall perish.

Ob, young man, you must have indus-
try of head or hand or foot or perish! Do
not have the idea that you can get along
in the world by genius. The curse of this
country to-day is geniuses—men with large
self-conceit and nothing else. The man
who proposes to make his living by his
wits probably bas net any. I should
rather be an ox, plain and plodding and
useful, than to be an eagle, high flying
and good for nothing but to pick out the
eves of carcasses. Even in the garden of
Eden it was not safe for Adam to be idle,
so God made him a horticulturist, and if
the married pair had kept busy dressing
the vines they would not have been saun-
tering under the tree, hankering after
fruit that ruined them and their posterity!
Proof positive of the fact that when peo-
ple do' not attend to their business they
get into mischief. *“Go to the ant, thon
sluggard. Consider her ways and be
wise, which, having no overseer or guide,
provideth her food in the summer and
gathereth her meat in the harvest.”
Natan is a roaring lion, and you can never
destroy him by gun or pistol or sword.
The weapons with which you are to beat
him back are pen and 4ype and hammer
and adze and saw and pickax and yard-
stick and the weapon of honest toil. Work,
work or die.

A High Ideal,

Another safeguard that I want to pre-
sent to young men is a high ideal of life.
Sometimes soldiers going into battle shoot
of their enemies. They are apt to take |
aim too low, and it is very often that the |
captain, going into conflict with his men,
will cry out, “*Now, men, aim high!” The
fact is that in life a great many men take
no aim at all. The artist plans out his
entire thought before he puts it upon can-
vas, before he takes up the crayon or the
chisel. An architect thinks out the entire
building before the workmen begin. Al-
though everything may seem to be unor-
ganized, that architect has in his mind
every Corinthian column, every Gothic
arch, every Byzantine capital. A poet
thinks out the entire plot of his poem be-
fore he begins to chime the cantos of
tinkling rhythms. And yet there are a
great many men who start the important
strueture of life without knowing wheth-
er it is going to be a rude Tartar’s hut
or a St. Mark’s cathedral, aund begin to
write out the intricate poem of their life
without knowing whether it is to be a
Homer's “Odyssey’ ora rhymester’s botch.
Out of 1,000, 999 have no life plot. Boot-
ed and spurred and caparisoned, they
hasten along, and I run out and say:
“Hallo, man! Whither away?’ *“No-
where!” they say. O young man, make
every day's duty a filling up of the great
life plot. Alas, that there should be on
this sea of life so many ships that seem
bound for no port! They are swept every
whither by wind and wave, up by the
mountains and down by the valleys. They
sail with no chart. They gaze on no
star. They long for no harbor. O young
man, have a high ideal and press to it,
and it will be a mighty safeguard. There
never were grander opportunities open-
ing before young men than are opening
now. Young men of the strong arm, and
of the stout heart, and of the bounding
step, I marshal you to-day for a great
achievement. :

Respect for Sunday,

Another safeguard is a respect for the
Sabbath. Tell me how a young wman
spends his Sabbath and 1 will tell you
what are his prospects in business, and 1
will tell you what are his prospects for
the eternal world. God has thrust into
our busy life a sacred day when we are to
look after our souls. Is it exorbitant,
after giving six days to the feeding and
clothing of these perishable bodies, that
God should demand one day for the feed-
ing and clothing of the immortal soul?
Qur bodies are seven day clocks, and
they need to be wound up, and if they are
not weund up they run down into the
grave, No man can continuously break
the Sabbath and keep his physical and
mental health. Ask those aged men, and
they will tell you they never knew men
who continuously broke the Sabbath who
did not fail in mind, body or moral prin-
ciple. A manufacturer gave this as his
experience. He said: I owned a factory
on the Lehigh. Everything prospered. 1
kept the Sabbath, and everything went on
well.  But one Sabbath morning 1 be-
thought myself of a new shuttle, and I
thought I would invent that shuttle before
sunset, and I refused all food and drink
until I had completed that shuttle. By
sundown I had completed it. "The next
day, Monday, I showed to my workmen
and friends this new shuttle. They all
congratulated me on my great success. I
put that shuttle into play. I enlarged my
business, but, sir, that Sunday’s work cost
me $30,000. From that day everything
went wrong. 1 failed in business, and I
lost my mill.”” Oh, my friends, keep the
Lord’s day. You may think it old fogy
advice, but I give it to you now: *“Re-
member the Sabbath day and keep it
holy. Six days shalt thon labor and do all
thy work, but the seventh is the Sabbath
of the Lord thy God. In it thou shalt not
do any work.” A man said that he would
prove that all this was a fallacy, and so
he said, “I shall raise a Sunday crop.”
And he plowed the field on the Sabbath,
and then he put in the seed on the Sab-
bath, and he cultured the ground on the
Sabbath. When the harvest was ripe, he
reaped it on the Sabbath, and he carried
it into the mow on the Sabbath, and then
he stood ocut defiant to his Christian
neighbors and said, ‘“‘There, that is my
Sunday crop, and it is all garnered.”
After awhile a storm came up, and a great
darkness, and the lightnings of heaven
struck the barn and away went his Sun-
day crop. ‘
The Crowning Virtue.

There is another safeguard that I want
to present. I have saved it until the last
because I want it to be the more emphatic.
The great safeguard of every young man
is the Christian religion. Nothing can
take the place of it. You may have grace-
fulness enough to put to the blush Lord
Chesterfield, you may have foreign lan-
guages dropping from your tongue, you
may discuss laws and literature, you may
‘have a pen of unequaled polish and power,
¥ou may have so much business tact that
you can get the largest sadary in a bank-

.| ing house, you may be as sharp as Herod

«and as strong as Samson and with as long
locks as those which hung Absalom, and
yet you have no safety against tempta-
tion.
with great despondency. I know it. I see
{ it in your faces from time to time. You
say, “All the occupations and profes-
sions are full, and there’s no chance for
me.” O young man, cheer up. I will tell
you how you can make your fortune. Seck

| first the kingdom of God and his, right-

and all other things will be

added. I know you do mot want to be

|

Some of you look forward to life'

mean in this matrer. You will not drink
the brimming cup of life and then pour
the dregs on God’s altar. To a generous
' Savior you will not act like that; you have

not the heart to act like that. That is not
‘ manly. That is not honorable. That is
{ not brave. Your great want is a new
| heart, and in the name of the Lord Jesus
' Christ I tell you so to-day, and the blessed
| Spirit presses through the solemnities of
| this hour to put the cup of life to your
{ thirsty lips. Oh! thrust it not back.
| Merey presents it—bleeding merey, long
! suffering mercy. Despise all other friend-
ships, prove recreant to all other bar-
gains, but despise God's love for your
dying soul—do not do that. There comes
4 crisis in a man’s life, and the trouble is
he does not know it is the crisis. I gota
letter in which a man says to me:

“I start out now to preach the gospel of
righteousness and temperance te the peo-
ple. Do you remember me? I am the
man who appeared at the close of the ser-
vice when you were worshipping in the
chapel after you came from Philadelphia.
Do you remember at the close of the ser-
vice a mag coming up to you all a-tremble
with conviction, and erying out for mercy,
and telling you he had a very bad busi-
ness, and he thought he would change it?
Thst was the turning point in my history.
I giive up my bad business. I gave my
heart to God, and the desire to serve him
has zrown upon me all these years, until
now woe is unto me if I preach not the
gospel.”

A Turning Point.

That Sunday night was the turning
point of that young man’s history. This
very Nabbath hour will be the turming
point in the history of a hundred young
men in his bhouse. God help us. I once
stood on an anniversary platform with a
clergyman, who toid this marvelous story.
He said:

*“Thirty years ago two young men start-

ed out to attend Park Theater, New York,
to see a play which made religion ridicu-
lous and hypocritical. They had been
brought up in Christian families. They
started for the theater to see that vile
play, and their early convictions came
back upon them. They felt it was not
rizlit to go, but still they went. One of
the young men stopped and started for
home, but returned and came up to the
door, but had not the courage to go in.
He again started for home and went
home. The other young man went in. He
went from one degree of temptation to
aioiher, Caught in the whirl of frivolity
amd sin, he sank lower and lower. He
lost his business position; he lost his mor-
als: he lost his soul; he died a dreadful
death, not one star of merey shining on it.
1 stand before you to-day,” said the min-
ister, *“to thank God that for twenty
vears I have been permitted to preach the
gospel. I am the other young man.”
Oh, you see that was the turning poeint
—the one went back, the other went on!
The great roaring world of business life
will soon break in upon you, young men.
Will the wild wave dash out the impres-
sions of this day as an ocean billow dashes
letters out of the sand on the beach? You
need something better than this world
can give you. I beat on your heart, and it
sounds hollow. You want something
great and grand and glorious to fill it, and
here is the religion that can do it. God
save you!

The Kingdom of God.
The existence and effective presence
of the Kingdom of God is evidenced
by the practical results which follow
from certain causes. The Savior's cast-
ing out devils by Spirit of God, in the
midst of doubters and enemies, is cited
by Him as proving that the Kingdom
of GGod had come unto them. So, also,
is the practical results of Christianity
an undoubted index of the presence of
God's Kingdom among men., As the
wondrous works of Christ in the days
of His ministry threw upon the people
of' his times the responsibility of their
rejection of Him, so the works of Chris-
tianity in the world put upon people to-
day the responsibility of deciding their

case.

Having Peace.

“We cannot have peace if we are liv-
ing our own life, striving for our own
will, seeking to walk in our own way.
But if in very truth we have faith in
our God, if we believe that he is com-
panioning us, redeeming us, that all
material things are simply the instru-
ments preparing us for another world,
that our failures here are the secret and
the starting point of a grander succesg
hereafter; if we are willing to leave
the past in His hands because we can-
not alter it, and the future because we
cannot control, we may walk as He
walked in the midst of the tempest, and
go over the sea, and the sea shall not
engulf us and the tempest shall not de-
stroy us.”—Lyman Abbott.

The Life Which Follows.

“Nature teaches that the life which
follows the resurrection will be higher
and nobler, and more abundant than
‘the present. You take up a grain of
corn to examine it, but its smallness is
such that it slips through your fizgers;
but, small as it is, it has within it the
germ of a larger life. Bury it in the
greouind, and from that one grain there
cowe several stalks, and upon each
stalk several grains, reaching some-
tin:es more than the standard of a hun-
dred fold. And revelation clearly af-
firms that the corruption, dishonor,
weaknress and naturalness of the pres-
ent li'e will be replaced by the incor-
ruption, glory, power and spirituality
of the resurrection life.”—Rev. 1. Lloyd.

Divine Help.

The strength, the force which Is ap-
pointed to live your burdens, to run
your race, to find your truth, to hold the
canopy of faithfulness over your head
is not you. Itis you and God. For you
to try and do it alone is natural. It is
almost as if the engine tried to carve
without the artist. It is engine and
stecam that are to make the running
power. It is the artist and power that
are to carve a statue. It is God and
you that live your life. I'or you to try
to live all alone is to try to do all the
work with one part of the power, God
is not a crutch coming to help your
strength. The stronger you are the
niore thoroughly you are yourself.—
Rev. D. S. Hamilton.

Reasons for Being Thankful,

He who sees in the heavens and the
earth the loving power of Almighty
God is never in want of reasons for
being thankful. The light of the sun by
day, the moon and stars by night, are
evidences of the sustaining strength
of our God. Knowing these things,
how can we fail to be thankful? For
food and health, for home and its com-
forts, for liberty and friends, our sense
of obligation ought to be great.

Arrangemg¢nts have been made by
the German military authori¥es on
the first intimation of war to instantly
conyey by rail all the women and chil-
dren in such large towns as Metz and
Strasburg, as well as smaller places,

into Germany,
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HORSE MEAT AS FOOD.)

TIS SAID THERE IS ALREADY
QUITE A DEMAND FOR IT,

Two Regularly Organized Horse Pack-
ing Plants in the United States—
Meats Used by the Poor of Large
Cities and Much Is Shipped Abroad.

It's a New Industry.

It was during the dark days of the
Paris commune that horse flesh as a
table viand first came into metropoli-
tan use. The necessities® of the be-
leaguered citizens drove them to its
adoption, and there are many Ameri-
eans now living who were shut up n

AWAITING THE KILLER.

the ' famine-stricken metropolis, who
could probably confess to more than
one meal from some ancient charger
worth his weight in gold on the butch-
er's block. At that time it was consld-
ered a rather unique and valorous op-
eration. To-day, however, the sys-
tematic killing of horses on the market
is by no means a new thing, and cap-
ital {s reaching out to utilize the indus-
try for all it is worth. No one can be

ebsolutely sure that in buying a can/

livers a blow between the eyes that
instantly kills the animal. It is then
skinned, its legs being chopped off, and
the marketable part is hung up in the
cooling room, the treatment being
identical with that awarded beef. Some
of it is salted, other parts are thrown
into iron cauldrons with a capacity of
300 gallons. The packers claim that
only parts are thus treated that are
sold to the glue makers, but an out-
sider insists that he saw the necks of
horses in one of these vats which were
made “into “beef extract;” another
thought it was soup stock, and yet an-
other was certain that saloon free
lunches were supplied out of these
kettles.

The enterprise at Portland, Ore., has
a much wider scope than its Eastern
prototype. There it was simply sought
to utilize the thousands of half-starved,
semi-wild horses roaming the plains,
Last July a big bunch of these animals
were rounded up for the butchering
block. They were forced to swim the
Columbia River, driven to Umatilla,
and then transported by rail to Port-
land, en route for the abattoir at Linn-
ton. Here extraordinary preparations
were, made for them. The horses were
corralled and, as needed, were driven
up an inclined plane into an inclosed
pen, leading into convenient buildings,
supplied with cooling rooms, large,
modern taks, canning rooms and all
the varied departments of a first-class
packing house. On the ground floor
were the vats for steaming the fat out
of the meat, 2 number of smaller tanks
of galvanized lrom, two large vertical
digesto¥s or retorts, a press for pressing
the oil out of the meat, a kiln heated
by steam for drying the bones, a bone
crusher ‘resembling a rock crusher, a
disintegrator: or machine for grinding

St
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CORRALIL. AND HORSE PACKING PLANT NEAR PORTLAND, OREGON.
—New York World.
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branded “corned beef” he is not secur-
ing an equine preparation masquerad-
Ing as the genuine article, and all be-
cause horses are cheaper to kill than
to keep. So far, popular sentiment is
against the noble steed as an article of
diet, but among the lower classes of
Poles and Bohemians, in large com-
munities of cheap workers, and espe-
clally abroad, there seems to be quite
a demand, and liking, too, for “roast
horse,” ‘*‘horse steak,” “fried horse,”
“horse soup” and “horse sausage.” One
of the men now largely engaged in the
industry insists that horse meat is
wholesome and palatable, and “unusu-
ally fine with cabbage,” himself and
family occasionally indulging; but, as
his men were engaged in butchering an
animal with-an ulcer big as a silver dol-
lar as he made the statement, there was
certainly nothing of an inviting char-
acter in sight to engender kindred
tastes In persons of finer susceptibili-
ties.

There are two regularly organized
and tolerated establishments in the
Unlited States operating horse packing
plants, and any number of smaller
ones. One is located on a wild prairie

)

T Bl

~ax 0 [ LI(opar iy EC

e - ‘ o -
S

e - = W

o e e
TR T L »

3 P g;_. el —

PSTE= T

PACKING PLANT NEAR CHICAGO.

at the outskirts of Chicago, occupying
a building 30x70 feet,"but fitted up with
every accessory for @onducting a gen-
oMl slaughtering business. Its capac-
ity is about 100 horses a week, which
are purchased at an average cost of
$1.75. The animals secured for sacri-
fice are wornout horses from liveries,
mines and street car and omnibus com-
panies, and generally weigh about 700
pounds. After killing, about 200 pounds
can be utilized. This brings three cents
a pound from commission merchants,
who distribute it among the 8,000
workers on the drainage canal, and in
other industrial centers, as demanded.
By canning it and shipping it to Ant-
werp, packers get 4 cents a pound. The
hides and bones are also marketable,
bringing the value of a butchered an-
imal well up to ten dollars.

A visit to this horse-killing establish-

ment reveals system, if not cleanliness.

the refuse into a fertilizer. a boiler and
an engine. All the by-products are util-
ized, so that the profit is not only on the
flesh.

After being killed, the legs of the
horses are cut off at the knee, the mane
and tail removed, a slit made the whole
length of the skin, and the head
skinned and also a part of the neck.
A rope is made fast to the skin, so it
cannot slip, a chain put around- the neck
and fastened to a post, and power is
applied. In ten seconds the skin comes
off, a few cuts and slashes ensue, and
the horse is on the way to the cooling
room, or being boiled up for canning
purposes.

Recently various State Boards of
Health have taken coghizance of this
and kindred slaughtering establish-
ments and their methods, and there &
a determined effort being made to sup-
press the industry, at least so far as the
indiseriminate sale of the product is
concerned. It is charged that quite
reputable retail butchers have more
than once palmed off choice horse cuts
as prime beef, and large beef packers
are very much concerned for fear these
exposures will injure their trade, and
induce foreign governments to lay an
embargo on legitimate products.

The Electrician at Play.

“An electrician who amuses himself
by devising odd applications of elec-
tricity, which may or may not have
practical value, tells chemists that he
has a much better plan for removing
the glass stopper from a bottle than the
usual holding. of the bottle neck for
awhile over a Bunsen burner. This
method is open to the drawback that
the bottle must be held in a horizontal
position, and the fluid may easily be
spilled gut of the bottle. The up-to-date
‘improvement is an adjustable clamp
with coils of plantinum wire embedded
in a strip of asbestos attached. The
clamp, which is connected to a battery,
is put on the neck of the bottle, the cur-
rent is turned on, and the glass is
brought to any desired heat. This is,
in fact, an adaptation of the electro-
therm, or heating pad, which is now
used in hospitals.in lieu of hot water
pads formerly in vogue. Another nov-
elty of this resourceful electrical trifler
is an electric annihilator of moths, flies
and mosquitoes. It consists of an in-
candescent electric lamp placed inside
a large globe, which is coated external-
ly with a mixture of honey and wine,
or any other seductive sticky mass.
The window and doors are to be closed,
the blinds pulled down, and the room
is to be made as dark as possible. The
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IN THE BUTCHERING ROOM.

The animals are allowed to roam in a
kind of corral, and when one is se-
lected for slaughter, a man places a
gunny sack over its head and leads it
into the killing room, where another

man stands ready with an axe and de-

current is then turned on, and in an
hour the insect life of the room will ba
found sticking to the glass globe. The
final instructions are to “remove the
victims with hot water and set the trap
afresh.”
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“'Tis 10 p. m.,” the maid exclaimed,
But useless did it prove
He didn’t seem to understand
That p. m. means “please move.”
—Truth.

“Why, professor, you have two um-
brellas.”

“That’s all right. I expect to lose ona
of them.”—Fligende Blaetter.

Wiil somebody please tell us why
our lawmakers are never arrested for
passing worthless bills?—Boston Tran-
script.

1d?” “Very. She was even shy ten
years when it came to giving her age.”
—Indianapolis Journal.

She—If I had my live to live over
again— He—I thought that's what
you were doing; yoa said you were 23.
—Yonkers Statesman.

A mine is like a woman's dress;
Oft when you hunt around,
It takes a year or two before
The pocket can be found.
—New York Herald.

“By Jove, I left my pocketbook under
my piflow!” “Oh, well, your servant is
honest, isn’t she?” “That's just it—
she’ll take it right up to my wife!”—
Chicago Record.

Skinnum—Remember, if anybody
calls I am in to nobody. Servant (sotto
voice)—Well, this is the first time I
ever saw you when you weren't into
somebody.—Philadelphia Record.

Marriage, we own, is a lottery,

Yet here a great difference lies;

There are times when we do not envy

The man with the capital prize.
—Judge.

“Henry,” said Mrs. Peck, “I am going
to get a bicycle.”
Peck, mildly, “isn't one man enough
for you to run over?’—Indianapolis
Journal.

Young Wife (at'the fancy ball)—
| You're improving wonderfully as a
dancer. Don’t you remember how you
used to tear my dresses? Young hus-
band—Y-e-s; I wasn’t buying 'em then.
—Boston Globe.

Papa (enraged)—Why, Constantia,
daughter, I've never, in all my life, seen
as soft, green, unsophisticated, spoony
an idiot as young Puddington— Mam-
ma (emphatically)—I have!—Cleveland
Plaindealer.

“I can see no reason,” said the S. P. P.
A. boarder, “why it should be thought
advisable to dock a horse’s tail.” “Prob-
ably,” suggested the Cheerful Idiot,
“they are docked for being behind.”—
Indianapolis Journal.

“I'm sorry now, mamma,” sobbed
Bobby, “that I stole those apples.”
“Oh, yes,” said his mother, “your con-
science hurts you, does it?” “No,” re-
turned Bobby, “it's my stomach that
hurts.”—New York Herald.

Miss Antique—People are always
talking of self-made men. I wonder
why they never speak of a self-made
woman? Miss Austere — Because a
self-made woman generally doesn’t like
to have it known.—Harper’s Bazar.

When he asked for her hand she re-
plied, “No, George; my heart.is quite
at your service; but I thifk I had bet-
ter keep my hand myself. It might be
useful to me in case you couldn’t sup-
port me, you know.”—Boston Tran-
script.

'Tis now, alack! the toothsome chestnut
falls,

Where'er Jack Frost has laid his chill-

ing hands;
And that, forsooth, a paradox recalls,

For un the streets you’ll see the chest-

nut stands.
—Philadelphia Record.

Daughter—This piano is really my
very own, Isn't it, pa? Pa—Yes, my
dear. “And when I marry I can take
it with me, can I?” “Certainly, my
child; but don’t tell any one. It might
spoil your chances.”—New York Week-
ly.

Father—You may as well give up
thinking about that young man, Dash-
ing. He does not love you. Daughter
—How do you know, papa? Father—I
met him at the club just now, and he
refused to lend me a fiver.—Boston
Globe.

Heé—I come here so frequently that
I'm beginning to think that you look
upon me as a sort of chestnut—a roast-
ed chestnut, as It were. She—No, not
a roasted chestnut. When a chestnut
is roasted it pops.—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

New woman aspires-to reach man’s posi-

s

tion,
But she’ll not catch the man, we're
afraid;
For when she’s attired to her cherished
ambition

The new woman will die an old maid.
—Judge.

“I wonder,” said the man who was
about to start to Atlanta, “if I'd bet-
ter take a heavy overcoat along?”’
“You will not need it,"”" replied the man
who had been there, “but you’d better
take a heavy pocketbook.”—Chicago
Tribune.

Housekeeper—You - don’f look as if
you had washed yourself for a month.
Tramp—Please, mum, th’ doctors say
th’ proper time to bathe is two hours
after a meal, and T baven’t had any-
thing you call 4 meal in six weeks.—
New York Weekly.

Various Uses for Mushrooms.

Some European species of mushrooms
are used in coloring. One ylelds a yel-
low dye, another an exquisite green
which colors the tree on which it grows;
and from this wood is manufactured
the celebrated Tunbridge ware. The
poor people of Franconia, Germany,
dry, press and stitch togetuer a certain
kind of mushroom, which is then made
into garments; and in Bohemia a large
round toadstool is dried and the inside
removed; it is turned bottom upwarad,
fastened to the wall, and used to hold
a beautiful trailing vine, which grows
luxuriantly.

“Wasn’t the bride delightfully tim-

“Dear me,” said Mr."

handsome society matron?

A $i0,000 OVERCOAT.

It Will Be Worn by General Torrence,
of Chicago.

Genersl Joseph T. Torrence, the Chi-
cago elevated railway king, of whose
expenditures for the pleasures and lux-
uries of life much has been written,
has again distinguished himself by pur-
chasing a $10,000 overcoat. The gen-
eral attracted widespread attention in
Chicago by his indulgence in coaches
and four-in-hands of various types. Of
these he secured the finest collection in
the United States, and it is doubtful
If it can be surpassed abroad. In ten
years he has spent a sum exceeding
$100,000 on coaches. iraps, drags,
brakes and other fine specimens of the
rarriagemaker’s art.

In general outline the $10.000 dainty
Is in the shape of a long ulster, made
of Canadian buckskin eloth and reach-

GENERAL JOSEPH T. TORRENCE.

Ing from the heels up to the head. It
will be of black and perfectly plain, ex-
cept for the collar, which will be made
of sable. Inside the coat is lined with
the elghty skins which run its cost up
to a moderate-sized fortune.

Good Imitations ot Amber.

When a man buys a pipe or cigar
holder with a mouthpiece, which the
dealer declares is amber, the chances
are ten to one that the purchaser is be-
ing deceived. This assertion may seem
hard upen the seller, but so clever are
the imitations of amber now in the
market that dealers need not fear in
selling them, as none but an expert can
tell the false from the real. Celluloid
and amberine are the cheapest of the
imitations, says the New York Press,
and no dealer would think of recom:
mending them as amber to any one who
appeared to know much about what he
wanted. But with amberoid it is a dif-
ferent matter, for, as this substance is
made from the amber itself, there is no
perceptible difference in its appear-
ance or properties. This is made from
small bits of amber ground fine and
compressed by hydraulic power. The
process is a secret possessed only by a
few manufacturers in Vienna. All
the long stems of a clear, beautiful am-
ber, which give a meerschaum or briar
so fancy a price, are made of amberoid,
excepting, perhaps, pipes of the highest
value. The belief that the sure test
of amber is that it will pick up paper
has deceived many people, for amberoid
will do the same thing, as will am-
berine, which is a still cheaper com-
position made in England. Experts
tell celluloid at a glance, but any one
may distinguish it by its smell of cam-
phor, which enters largely into its com-
position. Most of the amber sold comes
from along the Black Sea in Turkey
and Germany. Here, buried in the
sand, is found the sea-green amber of
almost priceless value. This is chiefly
used for jewelry, although smokers’ arti-
clesaresometimes made from it. Green
amber is seldom seen in this country.
Black amber, used for jewelry and in-
laying, and milk-white fmber are also
valuable.

Unanimity of Opinion.

The mighty Sheik Abdullah, desiring
to test the sincerity of his councilors,
asked the court sage, old Enekazi, how
he could carry out his wish. “Very
easily,” replied the sage. “You never
composed a line of poetry in your life.
Go and write at'once a long ballad and
read it to your courtiers. You will
judge of the effect for yourself. To-
morrow I will come again and learn the
result of your observations.” Next day
the wise Enekazi entered the sheik’s
tent, saying, “Did you follow my ad-
vice, mighty sheik?’ “Certainly. I
was completely taken by surprise at
what followed the reading of my poem.
The councilors were unanimous in its
praise. One exclaimed that this was
the long-sought-for ballad of the great
poet Ibu-Yemin; another, that I was a
bright luminary in the firmament of
poetry; a third craved permission to
cut off a small piece of my robe in
memory of the eventful occasion and
the immortal bard—in a word, they
were all in ecstasies, and praised my
ideas and my language up to the skies.”
“And what about old Henriadin?’ eag-
erly questioned the sage. “H’m! He
dropped to sleep while I was reading.”
“Ha! ha! What did you conclude from
that, mighty sheik?” said the old man,
trinmphantly. “What conclusion could
I come to?” replied the sheik, with some
surprise, “if not the same as all the
rest, namely, that I possess very great
talent for poetry!” Enekazi salaamed,
lighted his chibouk, and—held his peace.
For he was in sooth a wise man.

Color of Flowers.

Originally, all flowers were yellow,
say the botanists. The order of devel-
opment in color appears to be yellow,
pink, red, purple, lilac, up to deep blue
—probably the highest level—while
white may occur in any normally col-
ored flower, just as albinos are found
among animals. “As flowers become
more specialized they become morg/de-
pendent upon the visits of special<in-
sects, purple and blue flowers, for in-
stance, benefiting most from and being
most preferred by bees and butterflies.

“A trout is the queerest fish,” said
Brickley; “it will bite, get hooked bad-
ly, and bite again.” - The Widow Smith
looked at him absent-mindedly for a
minute, and then added, “Yes; but the
poor fellow’s to be excused; it’s human
nature, you know.—Adams Freeman.

Grandpa—Don’t get scared, Willie;
the tiger is about to be fed; that’s what
makes him jump and roar so. Willie
(easily)—Oh, I ain’t afraid of him,
grandpa. Papa’s the same way when
his meals ain’t ready.—Standard.

D’Aubex—Who is that homely woman
rhapsodizing before the picture of the
D’Angelo
—She’s the original of the painting.—
New York Herald.




