AUTUMN PAGEANTRY

REV. DR. TALMAGE D3LIVERS AN-
OTHER SEASONABLE SERMON.

#“We All Do Fade as a Leaf”—The Glory
of the Woods—How Like the Leaf Is

Our Life—A Great Variety of Dead
Leaves - From Youth to Age.

Washington, Nov. 1.—~The season of
the year adds much appositeness to
Dr. Talmage's sermon, which we send
out to-day. His subject is *“The Pa-
geantry of the WOOdS," and his text
Isaiah Ixiv, 6, “We all do fade as a
leaf.”

It is so hard for us to understand
religious truth that God constantly
reiterates. As the schoolmaster takes

a blackboard and puts upon it figures \

and diagrams so that the scholar may
not only get his lesson through the
ear but also through the eye, 80
God takes all the truths of His Bible
and draws them out in diagram on the
natural world. Champollion, the fam-
cus Frenchman, went down into Egypt
to study the hieroglyphics on monu-
ments and temples. After much labor
he deciphered them and announced to
the learned world the result of his in-
vestigations. The wisdom, goodness
and power of God are written in hiero-
glyphics all over the earth and all
over the heaven. God grant that we
may have understanding enough to
decipher them.  There are Scripturai
passages, like my text, which need to
be studied in the very presence of the
natural world.

Isabakkuk says: “Thou makest my
feet like hind's feet,” a passage which
means nothing save to the man that
Knows that the feot of the red deer,
or hind, are peculiarly constructed, so
that they- czn walk among slippery
rocks without falling.
fact, we understand that when Habak-
Kuk says, “Thou makest my feet like
hind's feet,” he sets forth that the
4 ian- can walk amid the nost
dangerous and slippery places without
falling. In. Lamentations we read
that “the daughter of my people is
cruel. like ‘the cstriches of the wild-
GrRess,” a pascgge that has no mean-
the man who knows that
wrich leaves its egg in the sand
to be haiched out by the sun, and that
the young ostrich goes forih unattend-
®d Dy any maternal kindness. Know-
ing this, the passage is significant,
“The daughter of my people is cruel,
like the ostriches of the wilderness.”

Those know but little of the mean-
Ing of the natural world who have
looked at it through the eyes of others,
and from book or canvas taken their
impression. There are some faces so
mobile that photographers cannot take
them. and the face of nature has such
@ flush and sparkle and life that no
buman description can gather them.
No one knows the pathos of a bird’s
voice unless he has sat at summer
evening tide at the edge of a wood
and listened to the cry of the whip-
poorwill.

There is to-day more glory in one
branch of sumac than a painter could
put on a whole forest of maples. God
hath struck into the autumnal leaf a
glance that none see but those who
come face to face—the mountain look-
ing upon the man, and the man look-
ing upon the mountain.

For several autumns I have made a
tour to the far west, and one autumn,
about this time, saw that which I
shall never forget. I have seen the
autumnal sketches of Cropsey and
other skillful pencils, but that week
I saw a pageant 2000 miles long. Let
artist stand back when God stretches
His canvas! A grander spectacle was
never kindled before mortal eyes.
Along by the rivers, and up and down
the sides of the great hills, and by
the banks of the lakes there was an
indescribable mingling of gold and
orange and crimson and saffron, now
sobering into drab and maroon, now
Muriing into solferino and scarlet. Here
and there the trees looked as if just
their tins ‘had blessemed into fire. In
1 wning light the forests seemed
they had been transfigured, and
in the evening hour they locked as if
the cunset had burst and dropped upon
the leaves. In mere sequestered spots,
where the frosts had been hindered in
their worlk, we saw the¢ first kindling
of the flanies of color in a lowly
sprig; then they rushed up from
branch to branch until the glory of
ithe Lord submerged the forest. Here
You would fingd a tree. just making up
its mind to ‘change, and there one
looked as if, * wounded at every pore,
it stood bathed in carnage. Along the
hanks of Lake Hur n there were hills
over which there seemed pouring cata-
racis of fire, tossed up and down and
every whither by the rocks. Through
some of the ravines we saw occasion-
ally a foaming stream, as though it
were rushing to put out the conflagra-
tion. If at one ernd of the woods a
cemmanding tree would set up its
crii=on hanner, the whole forest pre-
Pared to follow. If God’s urn of colors
Were not infinite, one swamp that I
Saw along the Maumee would have
exhausted it forever. It secemed as if
the sea of divine glory had dashed its
surf to the tiptop of the Alleghanies,
and then it had come dripping down to
the lowest leaf and deepest cavern.

Most persons preaching from this
text find only in it a vein of sadness.
1 tind that I have two strings to this
gospel harp—a string of sadness and
a string of joy infinite.

“We all do fade as a leaf.”

First.—Like the foliage, we fade
gradually. The leaves which week
before last felt the frost have day by
day been changing in tint and will for
Mmany days yet cling to the bough wait-
fnz for the fist of the wind to strike
them. Suppose you that the pictured
leaf that you hold 'n your hand took
on its color in an hour, or in a day,
% tn a week? No; deeper and deeper
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the flush, till all the veins of its life |
Mow secem opened and bleeding away. |

Wfter awhile. Jeas after leaf, they fall.
Now thoee on the outer branches, then
those most hidden, until the last spark
. of the gleaming forge shall have been
Quenched.
- So gradually we pass away. From
day to dwy we hardly see the change.
But the frosts have touched us. The
Work of decay is going
8light cold.
fatigue, Now a fever. Now a stitch
In the side. Now a neuralgic thrust.
Now a rheumatic twinge. Now a fall.
Little by littla. . Pain by pain. Less
Steady of limb. Sight not so clear.
not so alert. After awhile we
take a staff. Then, after much re-
Sistance, we nm to spectacles. In-
Stead of hou i
Qre wil to Be. helps
theoewm rian fals.

Qecaying. No sudden change. Nc ¢
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make room for others. Next year's
forest will be as grandly foliaged as
this. There are other generations of
vak leaves to take the place of those
which this autumn perish, Next May
the cradle of the wind will rock the
young buds. The woods will be all
S-hum with the chorus of leafy voices.
If the tree in front of your house, like
Elijah, takes a chariot of fire, its
mantle will fall upon Elisha. If, in the
blast of these autumnal batteries so
any ranks fall, there are reserve
forces to take their place to defend the
fortress of the hills. The beaters of
gold leaf will have more gold leaf to
beat. The crown that drops to-day
from the head of the oak will be pick-
ed up and handed down for other
kings to wear. Let the blasts come,
They only make room for other life.

So, when we go, others take our
spheres. We do not grudge the future
generations their places. We will have
had our good time. Let them come
on and have their good time. There
is no sighing among these leaves to-
day becuuse other leaves are to follow
them. After a lifetime of preaching,
doctering, selling, sewing or digging,
let us cheerfully 8ive way for those
who come on to do the preaching, doc-
toring, selling, Sewing and digging.
God grant that their life may be
brighter than ours has been. As we
gRet older do not let us be affronted if
young men and women crowd us a lit-
tlee. We will have had our day, and
We must let them have theirs. When
our voices get cracked, let us not
£narl at those who can warble. When
our knees are stiffened, let us have
vatience with those who go fleet as the
deer. Because our leaf is fading do
not let us despise the unfrosted.
Autumn must not envy the spring. Old
men must be patient with boys. Dr.
Guthrie stocd up in Scotland and said:
“You need not think I am old because
my hair is white. I never was. so
young as I am now.” I look back to
my onildhood days and remecmber
when in winter nights in the sitting-
rocm the children played the blithest
and the gayest of all the company
were father and mother. Although
reaching fourscore years of age, they
never got old.

I not be disturbed as you see good
and great men die. People worry when
Some important personage passes off
the stage and say, “His place will
never be taken.” But neither the
church nor the state will suffer for it.
There will be others to take the places.
When God takes one man away, He
has another right back of Him. God
is so rich in resources that He could
Spare 5000 Sumumerfields and Saurins,
if there were so many. There will be
other leaves as green, as exquisitely
veined, as gracefully etched, as well
pointed. However prominent the place
we fill, our death wil not jar the
world. One falling leaf does not shake
the Adirondacks. A ship is not well
manned unless there be an extra supply
of hands—some working on deck, some
sound asleep in their hammocks. God
has manned this world very well.
There will be other seamen on deck
when you and I are down in the cabin
scund asleep in the hammocks.

Again, as with the leaves, we fade
and fall amid myriads of others. One
cannct count the number of plumes
which these frosts are plucking from
the hills. They will strew all the
streams, they will drift into the cav-
erns, they will soften the wild beast’s
lair and fill the eagle’'s eyrie.

All the aisles of the forest will be
covered with their carpet and the
steps of the hills glow with a wealth
of color and shape that will defy the
looms of Axminster. What urn could
hold the ashes of all these dead leaves?
Who could count the hosts that burn
on this funeral pyre of the moun-
tains?

So we die in concert. The clock that
strikes the hour of our going will
sound the going of many thousands.
Keeping step with the feet of those
who carry us out will be the tramp of
hundreds doing the same errand. Be-
tween 50 and 70 people every day lie
down in Greenwood. That place has
cver 200,000 of the dead. I said to the
man at the gate, “Then,. if there are
80 many here, you must have the larg-
est cemetery.” He said there are two
Roman Catholic cemeteries in the city
each of which had more than this.

grave is the great city.
mightier population, Ilonger streets,
brighter lights. thicker darknesses.
Caesar is there and all his subjects.
Nero is there and all his victims. City
of kings and paupers! It has swallow-
ed up in its immigrations Thebes and
Tyre and Babylon and will swallow all
our cities. Yet city of sileace. No
voice. No hoof. No wheel.
No smiting of hammer.
flying loom. No jar. No whisper.

Great city of silence! Of all its mil- |
lion million thands not one of them is

lifted. Of all its million million eyes
not one of them sparkles.
million million hearts not one pulsates.
The living are in small minority.

If, in the movement of time, some

great question between the living and '
the dead should be put and God called i

up all the dead and the living to de-
cide it, as we lifted our hands,

they lifted their hands, the dead would
outvote us. Why, the multitude of
the dying and the dead are as these
autumnal leaves, drifting wunder our
feet to-day. We march on toward
eternity, not by companies of 100, or
regiments of 1000, or brigades of 10,000,
but 1,600,000,000 abreast! Marching on!
Marching on!

Again, as with variety of appearance
the leaves depart, so do we. You have
noticed that some trees at the first
touch of the frost lose all their beauty.
They stand withered and uncomely
and ragged waiting for the mnortheast
storm to drive them into the mire.
The sun shining at noonday gilds them
with no beauty. Ragged leaves. Dead
Jeaves. No one stands to study them

We !
are all dying. London and Peking are )
not the great cities of the world. The |
It hath

'bla.ck, white and colors,

No clash. |
No clack of |

Ol all its |

and |
from all the resting places of the dead

their families, tnéfr friends, thelr
books, their pictures, and step out of
the sunshine into the shadow. They

Quit the presence of bird and bloom |

and wave to go unbeckoned and un-
welcomed. The bower in which they
stood and sang and were chaplets and
made themsélves merry has gone
down under -an awful equinoctical. No
bell can toll one-half the dolefulness
of their condition. Frosted!

But, thank God, that is not the way
people always die.

woodbine are as bright as they are
to-day. So Christian character is
never attractive as in the dying hour.
Such go into the grave, not as a dog,
with frown and harsh voice, driven
into a kennel, but they pass away
calmly, sweetly, grandly. As the leaf!
As the leaf!

Why go to the deathbed of gistin-
suished men when there is hardly a
house on this street but from it a
Christian has departed? When your
baby died, there were enough angels
in the room to have chanted a coro-
nation. . When your father died, you
sat watching, and after awhile felt of
his wrist, and then put your hand
upon his arm to see if there were any
warmth left and placed the mirror to
the mouth to see if there were any
sign of breathing, and when all was
over yocu thought how grandly he
slept—a giant resting after a battle.
Oh, there are many Christian death-
beds! The chariots of God, come to
take His children home, are speeding
every whither. This one halts at the
gate of the almshouse, that one at the
gate of princes. The shout of captives
breaking their chains comes on the
morning air. The heavens ring again
and again with the coronation. The 12
gates of heaven are crowded with the
ascending righteous. I see the ac-
cumulated glories of a thousand Chris-
tian deathbeds—an autumnal forest
illuminated by an autummnal sunset.
They died not in shame,but in triumph.
As the leaf! As the leaf!

Lastly, as the leaves fade and fall
only to rise, so do we. All this golden
shower of the woods is making the
ground richer, and in the juice and sap
and life of the tree the leaves will
come up again. Next May the south
wind will blow the resurrection trum-
pet, and they will rise. So we fall in
the dust only to rise again. “The
hour is coming when all who are in
their graves shall hear His voice and
come forth.” It would be a horrible
consideration to think that our bodies
were always to lie in the ground.
However beautiful the flowers you
plant there, we do not want to make
our everlasting residence in such a
place.

I have with these eyes seen so many
of the glories of the natural world and
the radiant faces of my friends, that
I do not want to think that when I
close them in death I shall never open
them again. It is sad enough to have
a hand or foot amputated. In a hospi-
tal, after a soldier had had his hand
taken off, he said, “Goodby, dear old
hand, you have done me a great deal
of good service,” and burst into tears.
It is a more awful thing to think of
having the whole body amputated
from the soul forever. I must have
my body again, to see with, to hear
with, to walk with. With this hand
I must clasp the hand of my loved
ones when I have passed clean over
Jordan and with it wave the triumphs
of my King. Aha, we shall rise again!?
We shall rise again! As the leaf! As
the leaf!

Crossing the Atlantic the ship may
founder and our bodies be eaten by
the sharks, but Ged tameth leviathan,
and we shall come again. In awful
explosion of factory boiler our bodies
may be shattered into a hundred frag-
ments in the air, but God watches the
disaster, and we shall come again. He
will drag the deep and ransack the
tomb, and upturn the wilderness, and
torture the mountain, but he will find
us and fetch us out and up to judg-
ment and to victory. |

We shall come up with perfect eye,
with perfect hand, with perfeet foot
and with perfect body. All our weak-
nesses left behind.

We fall, but we rise, we die, but we
live again! We molder away, but we
come to higher unfolding! As the leaf!
As the leaf! |

|
|

For Woemen's Wear,

Eton jackets of black, blue or dark
green trimmed with black braid.

Chiffon frillings of different width,
for dress |
trimmings.

Otter fur and velvet, embroidered in |
pearls and jewels, for evening gown
trimmings.

Underwear of silk, batiste, etc,, ;
either of black trimmed with white or |
vice versa. !

Black cloth gowns made up with a |
waits nearly all of black velvet brocad- |
ed with a color.

Black chiffon dotted with turquoise |
and rhinestones for vests in silk gowns
or odd waists.

Simple gowns in figured black goods, !
with a black satin stock and high .
corselet belt, and white linen collar |
and cuffs.

Immense neck ruches of fluffy mous-
seline or chiffon studded with ribboen |
bows, flowers or tiny tufts of estrich |

feathers.

Jewish Substitute for Butter.

The Jewish Chronicle of London de-
scribes a new Jewish product, to be
used as a substitute for butter, which |
it calls nucoline. It is simply the fat |
or butter of sweet cocoanuts. Cocoa- |
aut butter, like that from cow’s milk, i
rapidly becomes rancid and this haal
prevented its introdiction into Europe |
as an edible fat. This difficulty
overcome by a patented process of re-
fining which removes the characteris-
tic odor and taste of cocoanut oil and
transforms it into-palatable fat or but-
ter of such remarkable stability that
it remains, odorless and sweet for
many months.

Sarony’s Memory. _

Sarony has a most remarkable me-
mory for faces. He will remember a
gitter a number of years after the
h is taken, and can éven tell

what kind of a picture he turned out.

Tell me on what ¢
day of all the year the icaves of the !

is i

A LOCOIMOTIVe fUTrt.

The Baldwin Locomotive Company
has just filled an order for a two-foot
gauge mountain climber for a. Mexican
ralflroad, one a little , and the
first of a large number ordered for the.
Russian trans-Siberian Rg‘::d. a

e

THE HINDOO AT HOME

LIVE OUT OF DOORS.

Their Simple Customs Jay Be Observed
Each Morning on the Banks of Any of
the Rivers-A Life of Peace When
Evening Falls,

No one can be surprised at the
rapidity with which reports circulate
in India when he observes the open-
2ir life led by the people. The day
begins by the tanks or river side.
There may be seen numberless men
eénd women washing their clothes and
themselves all at once. A woman un-

rolls one end of her colored sari, or |

cloth, about  eight yards long, stand-
ing herself meanwhile in the water,
then she winds herself up in the wet
end and washes the cther—a decorous
but uncomfortable fag:ion of public
bathing. The sari, wity a short jacket
coming a little way belyw the should-
€rs, constitutes the orainary costume
of a Southern woman, the sari being
wrapped around the legs, and also
drawn over the head and shoulders.
In the north she generally wears a
petticoat and a shorter sari or chudder
worn more like a mantilla. Not only
people but elephants and buffaloes
may be seen at times enjoying a
morning bath. The elephants lie right
down in the water while their attend-
ants scrub them with cocoanuts.

The rivers have very wide beds,
which are covered during the rains by
rushing streams; afier these subside
great expanses are left bare on which
pumpkins and water-melons are plenti-
fully grown. From the river one can
return to the town and observe the
further domestic arrangements of the
population. A great deal of hair-
dressing goes on in the streets; many
men have their heads shaved bare with
the exception of one little tuft on the
crown or a strip on either side.

Here a man, extended on a bedstead
of rope laced backward and forward
on a woeden frame, is being rubbed
with sandal-wood oil; there a wo-
man is adorning the space in front of
her door by sticking little flowers into
the earth; here again are girls com-
ing from the well bearing on their
heads polished brass lotas, or earthen-
ware chatties; there are the bheesties
carrying the water in skins tucked
under their arms, or in vessels piled
one above the other in nets suspend-
ed from the long poles which they
carry over the shoulder. Everywhere
are little brown babies whose sole cos-
tume is a piece of string tied round
their waists, and possible bracelets
and ankles.

Now pass flocks of goats to the milk-
ing,
ing rough wooden carts or carrying

burdens; perhaps a line of camels fas- |

tened together with total disregard
of their comforts by means of a
string tied to the tail of one and pass-

panion immediately following.

Here g¢omes a merchant borne in a
palki, or a great man reclining in a
carriage driven by a gaily but un-
tidily clad coachman and preceded by
mounted sowars carrying little flags
or lances. Turning into the bazaar,
the scene is even more animated. On
either side of the narrow street are
little open shops, like platforms raised
about a couple of feet above the
ground, sheltered by projecting awn-
ings of bamboo, thatch, or tiles. The
side-posts and lintels are sometimes,
as at Muttra, curiously carved; some-
times, as at Baroda, gaudily painted
red, green and yellow. On the plat-
form the master of the establishment
often spreads his charpoy -and bolster,
such -a bed as the healed paralytic
would have carried away with him,
and watts placidly for the bargaining
customers. Even the pie, about a
third of a farthing, is not minute
enough for native transactions, and a

presents yet smaller change.

Here you see every kind of petty

! ware in process of manufacture or dis-

played for sale—grain of all Kkinds,
pink and yellow flowers to offer in the
temple or to hang around the neck of
an honcored guest, tempting gold and
silver braid, colored cloths, folded as
they arrived from Manchester, or held
out to dry as they are drawn fresh
from the dyeing vat. PBoys squat with
strings tied to their toes which they
are twisting ready for bead necklaces;
men are concocting from sugar, milk,
cocoa and grain the endless variety
of sweetmeats for the native palate;

women are grinding cern with circular |
{ Succeed daily in effecting their escape.

stones or spinning cotton with rudely-
fashioned hand-wheels.

Heavy silver crnaments and glitter-
ing native jewelry with imitation
stones attract the ycung wives—nose-
rings, ear-rings, arklets and particul-
arly lac bracelets which have to be
squeezed over the hand without break-
ing previous to payment, at the ex-
pense of a crushing of bones, which
brings tears to the eyes. Native wo-
men, moreover, often have their arms
elaborately tattoed, but this custom
does not obtain among the men.

Cheap purchases are made standing
in the street, but if you wish to in-
dulge in more costly wares you are
invited inside, and perhaps to an
upper rcom. Then a lengthy process of
weighing silver goods or goldworked
cloth in scales against rupees, and
of wearisome bargaining, has to be
gone through, It begins with the un-
varying protest that the vendor does
not tell lies and asks the price he
means to take, and ends with his ac-
ceptance of such a deduction as you
are strong-minded enough to insist
upon.

As the day wears on, wedding parties

rambulate the streets, women come
g:..ring on their heads baskets of bridal
gifts, and if the marriage is a tolerably
rich one the bridegroom approaches
mounted on an elephant and preceded
by nautch girls. Evening falls' sud-

One minute you have mt
light, the next a gorgeous western
bt ing before you have gazed your

stars.

The natives will not retire yet awhile
to their closely-packed houses. They
light little fires out of doors and,
squatted around them, gossip far into
the night. If you drive through the
town at midnight you may see figures
wrapped in blankets or quilts lying
everywhere; under verandahs, on the

'dlhopﬂ,onbedltead_ulnl;ltl_:
; : R

| He feared no bucking broncho that went

A PEOPLE WHO UNOSTENTATIOUSLY ‘]
| He

' In mystifying zizzags close

or little humped bullocks draw- !

 what did not constitute an habitual

ed through the nostrils of his com- | drunkard, and he carefully remarked
| that he did not want to be misquoted

{ er husband for confirmed and habi-
| tual drunkenness.
| which raised a question which brought

| after his week’s work was over and
| remained drunk over Sunday was not |
{ an habitual drunkard.
{ would be compelled to divorce two-
ithirds of the labor population of the
| country.”

! indignation against Justice Williams,
i afterward wrote to the Premier, mak-

| thought of the

pile of cowrie shells by his side re- ia:night be put on his hurriedly spoken |

| to a rigorous examination and obliged
| along the frontier line to prevent de-

| sertion from other parts, but notwith-

| were all their companions subjected to

fill at its beauty comes darkness with !
twinkling

CONQUERED-

suo:ting o or the plain,
He had tamed the brute for pleasure and
could do the same again ;
had steered the ponderous mail coach
where the rocky passes sweep
to chasrs
broad and deep, :
And sometimes he had ridden, in an econ-
omic stress,
Out in front upon the pilot of the cannop
.. ball express ;
Iils reckiess hungering for speed uft texzt
- ed him to seek
The joy of a toboggan down the nearest
mountain peak.
But success must have its limit. Bre hig
mad career was through
He boasted once too often and he met his
Waterloo.
He thought no path too devious or swift
for him to strike,
But he howled for help and weakened when
they got him on a hike.
—Harper’s Bazar.

The Care of Harness

Harness should never be allowed to
get greasy and dirty, so as to need
scraping and cleaning and scrubbing
with stiff brush and soda water; but
if it is in that condition, then take it
x.part, so far as practicable, and clean
ach part thoroughly, and work be-
tween the hands in warm, soapy water
antil quite soft and pliant. Castile soap
Is considered the best to wash with,
but any good white soap will answer,
and is cheaper. When quite clean,
hang up in a room where it will dry
slowly, and before it is entirely dry,
rub it we¥ with cod-liver oil, which is
better than neat’s-foot oil, because rats
and mice won’t touch harness rubbed
with it, while they will that greased
with the latter oil. Moreover, cod-liver
3il has more body than neat’s-foot oil.
When well boiled,hang up to dry. When
iry, give another coat of oil. When
again dry, wipe carefully with a dry
woolen cloth. This for heavier harness.
For carriage harness finish - with a
wet sponge and castile soap, using a
chamois skin to dry with.

An old but very good receipt tor

OWS ...

the perturbation of spirit a woman suf-
fers in cooking with a bad stove. Our
constant aim has been to furnish the best @
article possible for the use intended. The &

«++« RANGE ...

for coal or wood, fulfils every require- -
ment. The design and ornamentation ¢
of this range are in advance of anything @
reviously attempted. 1he ovens are
Farge and provided with draw-outrack, ¢
oven dcors lined with tin, fire box pro- @
vided with genuine duplex grate and it &
is aperfect and sure baker. Fully ¢
equipped with oven shelf, tea pot shelf, @
footovendoortrip, door hearthandextra &
large broiling or toasting door with mica g
frame, made with four or six cooking @]
holes. Send for descriptive catalogue. :
THEJAMES SMART MFG. CO.. LTD., =  BROGKVILLE, OnT. *

For sale by W. G. Woods, Lindsay.—2048. 26,
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MISS MITCHELL'’S

NMIX:IXIIN ¥R Y ROOMS,

Over MR. A, CAMPBELL'S GROCERY, Kent-St

Larger assortment of Trimmed Hats than ever before shown,

Large and beautiful stock of Iiress and Mantle Goods, Ready-made Mantles and
Trimmings, just opened out.

CALL AND INSPECT OUR
GOODS.

Dress and antle Making in the Latest Styles and Designs,

MISS MITCHELL.

2008.t1.

making harness and leather blacking is

e e |

as follows: Mutto# suet,2 0z.; beeswax,
3 0z.; white sugar, 6 o0z.; soft soap, 2
2z.; powdered indigo, 1 oz.; When all
have been melted together and well
mixed, add four ounces of turpentine.
A good grease for heavy farm harness
may be made as follows: Melt three
pounds of clean beef tallow, melting
slowly and no tallowing to get hot;
pour slowly into this one pound of
neat’s-foot oil, and stir until the mass
is cold. Much depends upon the stir-
ring; if done well he mass will be-
come thoroughly amalgamated; other-
wise the tallow will granulate and
show white specks. It should be soft
and smooth. Add a little bone-black
to color it.—London Farmers’ Advocate.

What Is a Drunkard ?

Mr. Justice Williams, who presides
over one of the Criminal Courts of
Melbourne. Australia. was recently
asked, during the progress of a divorce
case. to define what constituted an
habitual drunkard. His reply defined

or misunderstood.
The case before the court was one of
divorce brought by a woman against

It was the defence

from the judge a reply that “A man
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JOB WORK

of all descriptions neatly and promptly

done at ‘““The Warder’ office.

who got drunk every Saturday nighti

If I classed
such men as habitual drunkards I

This latter sentence raised a howl of

and formed the subject of inquiry in
the House of Assembly. The Judge

ing apologies, and saying that when
he made the remark he had not
construction which |

words.

{
Spanish Deserters.

The Spanish authorities have order-
ed a strict watch to be kept along
the French frontier of Spain, in order
to intercept the great number of young
Spaniards who take refuge in France !
to escape being sent to Cuba. All the |
trains that cross the frontier are visit-
ed, and every young man submitted

to furnish papers establishing his
identity. Guards are also stationed all

standipg these efforts a large number

Many of these deserte.s assert that
a like duty they would willingly take
their chance with the rest; but as their
richer comrades can escape the Cuban
campaign by paying 1500 francs ($300)
for a substitute, they see no reason
why they should be sent to death
while others, blessed with a large?
share of this world’s goods, remain
happily at home. Whatever the reae
son, the number of desertions is daily
on the increase.

Man’s Bitterest Enemy,

“Sin is always man’s bitterest ene-
my,” writes Dwight L. Moody, in “Mr.
Moody’s Bible Class,” in the November
Ladies’ Home Journal. ‘It separates
him from his Maker. It separates him
from his fellow-beings. No position is
too high for sin to debase; no place s0
hallowed but it seeks to corrupt; no
home so sacred but it seeks to destroy.
‘Sin, like holiness, is a mighty leveler,’
says a distinguished divine. And what
may be the cause of the tkousands of
suicides which have occurred during
the past year if it is not a loathing
of self? It is sin, then, that makes
a man loathe himself. It is sin which
makes man’s life become a ‘burden
from which he so often seeks to frze
himself by his own hand.”

American Horses in Germany.

One of the influential German illus-
trated papers, using the report of the
U. S. Consul at Bremen as a text,
says there is a good market in Ger-
many for American horses. Since 1835
it appears that fully 10,000 horses have
been shipped from this country to the
yarious German ports, the chief mar-
kets being in Hamburg and Bremen.
They bring on an average about $175
each,and are often resold, according to
the paper, for $350 at Leipsic and other
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from the South side of Kent street, next to the
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made of good materials, to fit properly, and well trimmed,
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Suits for Boys,
Overcoats for Men,
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made to orderfor ready tu wear, :
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