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| cannot say. The painters of the differ-

“FIVE PICTURES.” THE SUBJECT
e : OF A THRILLING DISCOURSE.

“Bohold I Ses the MHenvons Dpenod™—

lnhrﬂ:ll—ll——*llﬂi“ului-r
of Musle, New York, Sunday, Sept
15, Lo6s.

i TEPHEN HAD
= béen preaching a
P8\ rousing sermon,
yii and the people
Y could pot stand it
They resolved o do

A8 mén sometimes
would like to do In

this day, If they
dared, with some
plain  preacher of
righteousness— kill

 bim. The only way to silence this man

was (0 knock the breath out of him.
8o they rushed Stephen out of the gates
of the city, and with curse, and whoop,
and bellow, they brought him to the
cliff, as was the custom when they
wanted to take away life by stonlng.
Having brought him to the edge of the
cliff, they pushed him off. After he had
fallen they came and looked down, and
seeing that he was not yet dead, they
began to drop stones upon him, stone
_ after stone. Amid this horrible rain of
' misslles, Stephem clambers up on his
knees and folds his hands, while the
blood drips from his temples; and then,
looking up, he makes two prayers—one
for himselif and one for his murders.
“Lord Jesus, recelve my spirit:” that
was for himsell. “Lord, lay not this
sin to thelr charge:” that was for his
murdereérs. Then, from pain and losa
of blood, he swooned away and fell
asleep.

I want to show you to-day five plet-
ures,

Stephen gazing Into heaven. Stephen
looking at Christ. Stephen stoned. Ste-
Phea In his dylng prayer. Stephen
asleep,

First, look at Stephen gazing into
heaven. Before you lake a leap you
want (o know where you are golng to
land. Before you climb a ladder you
wWant to know to what polint the ladder
reaches. And it was right that Stephen,
within a few moments of heaven,
should be gazing lote IL. We would all
do well to be found In the same posture.
There is enough in heaven (o keep us
gazlag. A man of large wealth may
have statuary In the hall, and patatings
Ia the sitting-room, and works of art In
All parts of the house, but he has the
chief pleturea In the art gallery, and
there hour alter hour you walk with
catalogue and glass and ever increas
lag admiration. Well, heaven la Lhe
gallery where (od bhas gathered (he
ehlef Lreasures of his realm. The whele
wniverse ls his palace. [In Lhis lower
reom where wo stop there are many
adornmenis; tesssllaled foor of
amathyst, and on he windiag clond-
Mairs are asirediched oul canvas oa
which commingle asure, and purple,
Asd saffron, and gold. Put heavea s
the gallery In which the chief glories
are gathered. There are the brighiest
robsa. There are ithe richest erowaa
There are the highest exhilarations. Bt
John sayn of It; "The kings of the earth

| bring thelr homor and glory Inle
q And | see the procession formiag
AR In the line come all empires, and
the stars apring ap Inte an arch for the
hosts (0 march under. They keep step
o the sound of earthgquake and the
piteh of the avalanche from the moun-
talma, and the Kiz they bear ln the
Rame of a consaming world, and al
heaven turns out with harps and trum-
pets and myriad-voiced acciamation of
angellc dominlona to welcame them In,
and 20 the kings of the earth bring their
homor and glory Inte It. De you wonder
that good peaple often stand, like Ste-
phen, looking Into heaven® We have
many friends their,

There is not &4 man here pa_ |solated
in life but there |a some one In heaven
with whom bhe once shook handa As
A man gets older, the number of his
celestial acquailatances very rapidly

nitiplles. We have not had ane

impse of them since the night we
kissed them good-bye, and they went
away; but stlll we stand gazing at
heaven. AR when same of our friends
g0 Across the sea, we stand on the dock,
or on the steam-tng, and wateh them,
and after awhile the hulk of the vessel
disappears, and then there la only a
patch of sail on the sky, and soon that
ia gone, and they are all out of sight.
and yet we stand looking In the mame
direction; so when eur friends go away
from us into the fatore world we keep
looking down through the Narrows, and
gazing and gasing as though we eax-
pectad that they would come omt and
stand on some clowd, and give us one
glimpse of their blisaful and trans-
figured faces

While you long to join thelr com-
panionship, and the years and the days
go with sach tedinm that they break
your heart, and the vipers of pain. and
sorrow, And bereavement keep gnawing
at your vitals, youn will stand, Iike Ste-
phen, gazing into heaven. You wonder
i they have changed since yon saw

‘them last. You womder If they would
recognize your face now, so chan

has it been with trouble. Yon Inﬂﬁ
if, amid the myriad delights they have,

L they care as much for you as they used
. 1o when they gave you a helping hand
i and put their shonlder under your bur-
* . dens. Yon wonder if they look any

.Mgr; and sometimes in the even
;tig:_m if youn should call them by their

ing-

‘tide, when the house Is all quiet, yon

L first name If they would not answer;
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and perbaps sometimes you do make

experiment, and when no ane but
pd and yonrself are there yon distinet-

E Iy eall thelr names, and listen, and sit

" gasing Into heaven,

i “Pass on now, and see Stephen look-
‘Ing Christ. My text saya he maw
' "rﬂ Man at the right hand of
how Christ looked In this
how he looka in heaven, we

ent ages have tried ‘to Imagine the
features of Chrlst, and put them upon
eanvas; but we will have to walt uatil
with our own éyes we see him and with
our own ears wé can hear him. And
yel there is a way of sesing him and
Hearing him now. I have to tell you
that unless you see and hear Christ on
earth, You will pever see and hear him
in heaven.

Look! There he is' Behold the Lamb
of God! Can you not see him? Then
pray to God to take the scales off your
eyes. Look that way—try to look that
way. His volece comes down to you this
day—-comes down to the blindest, to the
dealest soul, saying, “Look unto me,
all ya ends of the earth, and be ye
| saved, for I am God, and there is none
else.” Proclamation of universal eman-
cipation for all slaves. Tell me, ye
who know most of the wor!d's history,
what other king ever asked the aban-
doned, and the forlorn, and the wretch-
ed, and the outcast to come and sit be-
slde him? Oh, wonderful lavitation®
You can take it to-day, and stand at the
head of the darkeat alley in all this
city, and say, “Come! Clothes for your
rags, salve for your sores, a throne for
your eternal reigning.” A Christ that
talks like that and aets like that, and
pardons llke that—do you wonder that
Stephen stood looking at him? 1 hope
to spend eternity doing the same thing.
I must see him; I must look upon that
face once clonded with my sin, but now
radiant with my pardon. 1 want to
touch that hand that knocked off my
shackles. I want to hear the volce that
pronpunced my deliverance. Benold
bim, Hitle children; for if you live to
three-score years and tem, you will see
none s0 failr, Bebold him, ye aged
ones; for e only can shine through
the dimness of your falling eyenmight.
Behold him, earth. Behold him, heaven.
What a moment when all the natlons of
the saved shall gather around Christ!
All faces that way. All thrones that
| way, gazlog om Jesus

His worth If all the nations knew
Sure the whole earth would love him,
Loo,

| pass on now, and look at Stephen
stomed. The world has always wanted
to get rid of good men. Thelr very life
Is an assault wpon wickedness. Out
with Stepbhen through the gates of the
eity. Down with him over the precl-
ploes. Lot every man come up and drop
A stone upon his head. BPut these men
did pot se much kill Stephen as they
killed themselves. Every sione re-
bounded upon them. While these mur-
derers were tranaflzed by the scorn of
all good men, Blephen lives in Lhe ad-
miration of all Christendom. Stephen
stosed, but Hiephen alive. Ho all good
men must be pelted. “AN who will live
godly In Christ Josus must siffer per-
secution.” It ls no eulogy of a man to
say that everybody llkes him. Hhow
me any one who s doing all his daty te
sale or church, and | will shew you
scores of men who uiterly abbor him.

If all mon speak well of you. It Is he-
cause you are slther a laggard or a doit

through the wavea, the water will bholl

of Jesus Christ will hear the carbines
click. When | e 2 man with voilge,
and money, and Influence all on the
right side, and some ecaricature him,
and some encer al him, and some do-
poance him, and men whe pretond to
be actunated by right motives conapire to
eripple him, to cast him oul. o destroy
him, | say “"SBiephen stoned ™

When | see a man In some great
moral er religions reform battling
against grog ahopa, exposing wicked-
ness In high places, by active means
trying io purify the charch and better
the world's estate, and [ Aad that the
néewspapers anathematize him, and
men, even good men, oppose him and
denounce him, becanse, though he does
good, he does not do it In their way, |
say, “Hiephen stoned.” Beat you notice,
my frienda, that while they assanited
Stephen they did not sueceed really in
killing him. You may assanlt a good
man but you can not kill him. On the
day of his death, Stephen apoke before
A few people In the Sanhedrim: this
Sabbath morning he addresses 3l
Christendom. Panl the Apostle stood
on Mars’ hill addressing a handful of
philosophers who knew not so much
about sclence as a modern aschoolgirl.
To-day he talks to all the millions of
Christendom about the wonders of
jnstification and the glories of resnr-
rection. Johmn Wesley was howled
down by the mob to whom he preached,
and they threw bricks at him, and they
demounced him, and they jostled him,
and they spat upon bim, and yet to-
day, in all landa, he Is admitted to be
the great father of Methodism. FRooth's
bullet vaeated the presidential chair-
but from that apot of coagnlated blood
on the floor in the box of Ford's theater
there sprang up the new life of a na-
tion. Stephen stoned, but Stephen
alive.

Pass on now, and see Stephen in his
dying prayer. His first thought was
not how the stomes hurt his head, nor
what would become of his body. His
first thonght was about his spirit.
“Lord Jesas, receive my spirit.” The
murderer standing on the trap-door,
the black cap being drawn over his
head before execution, may grimace
about the fature; but yon and [ have
e shame in confessing some anxiety
About where we are going to come out.
Yon are not all body. There Is within
you & soul, T see It gleam from your
eyes to-day, and [ see it irradiating your
countenance. Sometimes [ am abashed
beforz2 an andience, not becanse I come
under your physieal aye-sight, but be-
cause T realize the truth that [ stand
before 0 many immortal spiritsa. The
probability Is that your body will at
least find a sepuichre In some of tha
cemeteries that surround this eity.
There is no doubt but that your ob-
sequies will be decent and respectfnl,
and you will be abie to pillow your head
under the maple, or the Nerway sproce,
or the cypress, or the blosseming fir;
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but this spirit about which Stephen
prayed, what directlon will that take?
What gulde will escort it? What gate
will open to recelve it? What cloud
will be cleft for its pathwvay? After
it has got beyond the light of our sun,
will there be torches lighted for it the
rest of the way?

Will the soul have to travel through
long deserts before it reaches the good
land? If we should lose our pathway,
will there be a castle at whose gate
we may ask the way to the elty? Oh,
this mysterious spirit within as! It
has two wings, but it i3 In & cage now.

If & stoamer makes rapid progress |

and foam all around It Brave soldiers |

It Is locked fast to keep It; but let the
door of this cage open the least, and
that soul is off. Eagle's wing ecounld
not cateh it. The lightnings are net
swift enough to come up with it. Whea
the soul leaves the body it takes fifty
worlds at a bound. And have [ no anx-
lety about it? Have you no anxlety
about it?

We may bo too feeble to employ
either of these familiar forms: but this
prayer of Stephen Is so short, Is so con-
cise, Is 80 earneat, 1a sp comprehensive,
we surely will be able to say that:
‘“Lord Jesus, receive my spirit.” Oh,
if that prayer i3 answered, how sweel
it wlil be to die! This world is c'ever
enough to us, Perhaps it has treated
us & great deal better than we deserve
to be Lreated; but if on the dying plilow
there sha!l break the light of that bet-
tér world, we shall have not more re-
gret than about leaving a small, dark,
damp bouse for one large, beautiful,
and capacious. That dying minister in
Philadelphia, some years ago, beautl-
fully depicted It when, In the last mo-
ment, he threw up his hands and cried
out: "I move into the light™

Pass on now, and 1 will show you
one more picture, and that la Stephen
asleep. With a pathos and simplicity
pecullar to the Seriptures, the text
sayn ol Stephon: “"He fell asleep.”
| “Oh,"”™ you say, “what a place that was
to sleep! A hard reck under him,
stones falling down upon him, the
blood streaming, the mob howling.
What a place it was to sleep!” And
yel my texi takes that symbol of slum-
ber Lo deseribe his departure, so swoet
was it, so contented was I, so peaceful
was It. Btephen had lived a very la-
borious life. His ehief work had been
lo eare for the poor. How many loaves
of bread he had distributed, how many
bare feet he had sandalled, how many
rols of sickness and distress he had
blessed with minkstries of kindness and
love, | do not know: yel from (he way
he lived, and the way he preached, and
the way he died, | know bhe wasa Ia-
borioua Christian. But that Is all over
mow. He has pressed (he cup Lo he
last lalnting llp. He has taken the last
Insult from hin enemien. The last
stope o whose crushing welght he Ia
suscopiible has been hurled. Hisphen
s dead! The disciplen come! They
take him wp' They wash away the
bicod from the wounda They
siraighten out the bruised limbs. They
brush back the tangled hair from the
brow, and thea they pase around to
look upon the calm countenance of him
who had lived for the poor and died
for the truth. Stephen asleep!

I have seen the sea driven with the
burricane antll (he i(angled [foam
caught ia the rigging, and wave rising
above wave seamod as If about 1o slorm
the heavena, and then | have seen the
lempest drop, and the waves erouch,
and everything become smooth and
burni:hed as though a camping plare
for (he glories of heaven. Bo | have
seen A man, whose life has been tossed
and driven, coming down at last to an
infinMe calm, In which ihere was a
hush of heaven's lullaby. Btephen
Asleap’

| saw anch an one. He fought all his
days against poverty and against abuse,
They tradoced hia name, They rattled
At the door-kmob while he was dying
with duns for debta he could not pay;
yet the peace of (Jod hrooded over his
pillow, and while the world faded,
heaven dawned, and the deepening twi-
light of earth’s night was only the open-
ing twilight of heaven's morn. Neot a
sigh. Not a tear. Not a struggle.
Hush! Stephen asleep,

| T have not the faeunity as many have

to tell the weather. 1 can never tell
by the setting sun whether there will
be a drought or mot. 1 cannmet tell by
the blowing of the wind whether It will
be fair weather or foul on the moerrow.
But | can prophesy, and | will prophesy
what weather It will be when you, the
Christian, come to die. You may have
it very rough now. It may be this week
one annoyance, the next another an-
noyaice. [t may be this year one be-
reavement, the next amother bersave-
ment. But at the last Christ will come
in and darkness will go owt. And
though there may be no hand to close
your eyea, and no breast on which to
rest your dying head, and no eandle to

your bedside will halt the chariota of
the King. No more rents to pay, no
more agony becanss flonr has gone
up. no more struggle with “the world,
the flesh, and the devil;” but peace—
long, deep, everlasting peace. Ctephen
anleep!

Asleep in Jesus, bleased gleep,

A calm and nndisturbed repose,
Uninjured by the last of foes.

Asleep in Jesus, far from thes

Thy kindred and thy graves may be:
But there Is still a blessed sleep,
From which none ever wake to weep.

| Youn have seen enough for one day.

No one can successfully examine more
than five pictures in & day. Therefore,
we stop, having seen this cluster of Di-
vine Raphaels — Stephen gaszing Into
heaven; Stephen looking at Christ:

Stephen stoned; Stephen ih his dying
prayer; Stephen asleep,
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From which none aver wake to weep; |
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lIN QUAINT IPSWICH.

FORMER HOME OF FAMOUS BAY
STATE FAMILIES,

g

interesting Puritan Regineing — Firet
Meayer of the Place--Hev. Manssssh
Cutler of fapwich Hamilet — Uicturssgue
Uharactors of the Oid Buargh.

¥ (Special Correspondence.)
meny, ILGRIM PLY-
mouth and Puritan
Salem—old celony
aristocrats — are
fairly ostentatious
in setting forth
their claims to his-
toric remown, and
the visitor has
gulde book and re-
printed annals with
every famous local-
ity and landmark pla‘nly noted ready
to hand-—colonial history on tap. Bul
just off the line of the tourist, a HNttle
back among the hilla and sea marshes,
arg the anclent hamlets of Essex coun-
ty of subtler charm, with seventeenth
century homesteads that must be sought
for, whose fascinating Old World as-
soclations anly reveal themselves to
the student who loves to delve Into
the old-time records for thelr famous
mames and early beginunings. Such 2
quaint old town Is Ipswich, basking on
the sllvery curves of Its river near the
open seA.
I love to think of old Ipswich town,
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Old Ipawich town In the East coun-
tree,
Whence on the tide you can float down

Through (he long salt grass ie the

walling sra.

Betwenn John Endicott's first Purl-
lam gettlement at Halem and sca-blown
Newburypert. of ancienl lincage, hut a
daughter of Ipawich, are the meadows
and hills—"the bald Ipawich Hun-
dreda™ —that made the fair hunting
grounds of Masconomet, Ragamore of
the Agawam Indians, which he sold o
John Winthrop, Jr., and his twelve as-
sociates in 1633 for (20. [t was a sorry
bargain for the cheflain, for he endod
Illn days dependcnt wpon the colonists,
Bat for the gentlefolk whe came from
England with Gov. Winthrop's son John
| It was an attractive and strategle poir:
to be appropriated —"being the best
place for tillage and rcattle,” and., aa
the ald record has it, "lest an epnemy
finding It should possess and take it
from wa" So did these determined
Puritans head off a mizsion, which it
was proposed (o plant here. John-
son, im his “Wondor-Werking Provi-
dence.” wrote that “the peopling of
this towne ia by men of good ranke and
quality. many of them having the year-
Iy revenue of large lands in Eagland
before (hey came to this wilderness ™
Thus it comes to pass that Ia this

|

|
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lift the night, the odors of God's hang- |
ing garden will regale your soul, and at |

REV. MANASSEH CUTLER,
Of Ipawich Hamlet.

quiet, comely town, where there are
more ancient houses than In any other
single village in New Enagland, there
are associatloms of the earliest learn-
ing, wit, and dignity of the country.
Cotton Mather sald of Ipswich that
“here was A renowned church, consist-
ing mostly of such illuminated Chris-
tinns that their pastors had not mo
much disciples as judges.” No need to
record that the organizing of the
chureh was the first act of Puritan
Johm and “h:m“lﬂ of as-
sociates! Winthrop himself on
oo - gecasion walked the whole dis-

H .

v

'|

| L 3 ]
Ir. ¥ 'y - r E 2 _aF = b =
- s * Sy o _:I L;"‘!ﬁ. ' .1'_ o ._-:::'.';
s s Vel L R 2

-

all the distinctive oharscteristics of
Puritanism in its pastor and teacher, its
deacons and tithing men, the stacking
of arms at the door, the separation of
the men and women, its timing of the
preaching by the hour glass, and its
long sermons—the minister’s salary be-
ing shortened If he shortened his dis-
course. [t whipped the Quakers at the
pillory on Meeting House Green, jalled
the witches, and fined Anthony Pot-
ter's wife for wearing a silk bonnet to
meeting. Oune chronicler says: “The
town and the parish, the town house,
and the meeting house, were all one,
and that one the church. In 1601 the
Ipswich selectmen were ordered to sell
the farm of a man and his wife who
made the distance an excuse for their
absence from the sanctuary. A per-
son could not be a hogreeve till he ox-
perienced a change of heart. To make
tho town a theocracy and to keep the
devil out of its corn by putting the Lord
Into the fences—that was the alm." [t
was stern, hard Hving, but who shall
deny that it lald rock foundatiom for
this Nation?*

One of these “illuminated Chris-
tians” was Anne Dudley Bradstreet, the
frlend and ship companion of the Il-
fated Lad,; Arbella Johnson, who died
50 soon after her arrival In Salem. This
Anne Bradstreet was New England's
frst writer of verse who made old
Ipswich the birthplace of American
poetry. Bhe was the wife of Governor
Simon Bradstreet, and they lived onm
High street, mear the Burial Hill. The
Girst farm lald out In the early town-
ship of Ipswich--New Meadows, now
Topsfleld—was the one given by Gov.
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Bradstroet to his som Bimon, whowe
descendants bearing the name of Ilrad-
street occupy am old-fashioned home-
stead close (o the eriginal one of 1625
it In naid that while Anne Dudley, the
poet wife of Cov. Rradetreet, has trans-
milied her genius (o some of her de-
scendanis, among whom are Miver
Wendell Holmen and Richard H. Dana,
the benevelent fratwres and amicabls
tharacteristicn of her husband, the old
colonial governor, can be easily traced
In pome of his descendants In the vil-
lagr. Bhe was the danghter of that
rigid old Puritan, Oov. Thomas Dudiey,
and every generation since her time has
had a Dudley Hradstreet, evea to the
present occupant of the hill farm on old
Ipawich river,

There Ia romance In old Ipswich, tra-
ditions, and tragedy, too. Cella Thax.
ter sings of the Indian malden of Heart-
break Hill, and all the New England
poeta have erystallized its legendary
material. The young wife of young
John Winthrop was death’'s first vie-
tim in the ecolony, and was borme out
of that old house on the Essex road, in
the farming distriet. John Winthrop's
wife's mother married the celebrated
Hugh Peters, Cromwell's chaplain, who
aunfered dealh an a regicide. and his
residence in Lhis locality probably se-
counts for its being the reireat of the
regicidea Coffe and Walley. Thelr
shelter in the handsome and Interest-
ing old Appleton house (now Mra,
Wilde's) is stil) shown—a secret cham-
ber conmected with the chimney by a
ravernons fAreplace,

Quaint homesteads crown the river
banks; on "Tuarkey Shore” lived the
axcesator of Ralph Waldo Emerson, and
Capt. Ebenezer Caldwell, grandfather
of Mra. James (). Blaine, who has the
blood of two of the original colonists
of Ipswich in her veins. Down in Ips-
wich Hamlets (now known as Hamil-
ton and the home of “Gall Hamilton,™
whose mother, Hannah Stanwood
Dodge. came of a prominent Ipawich
family) lived the gealal Manasseh (ut-
ler, minister, statesman, ploneer, re-
former, diarist, lawyer, doctor and sei-
eatist. The stody of botany In New
England began with him: he knew
every growing plant bhetween Ipswieh
and 8alem. In 1783-4 bhe prepared “an
account of the vegetable produection
growing in this part of Ameriea, bo-
tanically arranged.” It was published
in the first volume of the “Memolirs of
the American Academy of Arts and
Sciences,” 1785. Many species of flow-
ering plants were described, and pev-
eral important sclentific points sug-
geated, which have since been adopted
in botanical treatines,

LB

Farmer FHayseed (registering)—I
don’t want yer ter think, young

out.
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Bitraction at this bBeautiful theater fs -

Hdward B, Rice's company of comedi-
aAns, presonting the “'Globe Trotter”

| Louls DeLange’'s new comic play. Mr. 5

Rice, whe Is acknowledged to be the

foremost manager of buriesque and

comedy, has on this occhslon gotten to-

Eether & company of rare excellence,
headed by that unctuous comedianm,
Willlam Hoey, and Iacluding M, A.

Kennedy, Lorimer Stoddard, Frederick
Perry, R. D. Abbey, Mrs. Dion Bouel-
cault, (Loulse Thorndyke) Gerome Bd-
wardy, Ada Alexandra and Aubrey
Bouelcault. The “Globe Trotter” is
pronounced a success, having the ele-
ments that make success. The plot is
& popular one, the story being founded
on the Paul Jones' wager to circle the
globe with’'n a given time, leaving Bos-
ton without & eent and returning with
$5,000. This particular “Globe Trotter”
would have falled ignominiously in his

1 effort if it were not for the assistanoce

of “Buttsy” a tramp, Impersonsted by
Willlam Hoey, who not only plays the
part of the tramp but lncidentally dis-
guises himself as a deal and dumb old
woman and an Epglish Lord, causing
ne end of merriment by his original
diplomatic methods of advancing his
employer's Inlerests throughout the

piay.

McVicker's Theater.—An  audiefce
that was effusive In its greeting to
Comedlan Crane and llkewise effusive
in Its acknowledgament of the good
polnts In Martha Morton's comedy,
“His Wife's Fiather,” filled MeYicker's
Theater to the doors on Moaday night
and fergol the heat in lis thorough en-
joymeni of the play. In “Hia Wile's
Father” Misas Morton has written a very
wholesome Llitle comedy, which one
cannol soe without feelilng the betler
for It. Bhe made her people (hose of
respectabliity and after (he immioral
plays which the public bas beem sur-
feited with for some time i(he little
comedy had a mosl reflreshing effest.
While the story used Is a very simple
ope siill it Is cleverly handled. M In
A story of domesticily and, thamk
Heaven, Lthe mother-ln-law, that much
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bore hia only ehild,
port was good. Miss O"'Naeill
her admirers by the streagth
played an (the danghter whe n
the love of a worshipping
dutiful hosband and whe has
between them. Arden played
of the young hmsband with
Misse Barry, In the part of a
widow who opena the old man’s eyes to
the fool he has made of himeell In In-
terfering in his danghter's happinem,
lent a charm to the scenes in which she
was omne of the participants, Mr.
Crane’s engagement al MeVivker's o
for four weekna, '
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1Hher Amussassnts for Wext Waak.
Colombla .......... . .John & Dreams

Charley’s Anst

Ty T e Bhenandoah.
Academy of Musle

Hopkina' (West Side)..........
Continnons performanes,
Hopkirms' (South Side)
Continnous performanes,
Olymple. .... .Continnous performance.

Vandeville.

RELIGION AND REFORM.

Over 250,000 persons have signed the
special appeal to the house of commons
in favor of woman suffrage.

i

Andrew Carnegle has subseribad $408

to the testimonial to Dr. 8. F. Smith,
the anthor of “America,” making the
desired total of $2.000.

The City Park Mission of the First
Presbyterian church, Brooklyn, will
erect & new bullding to cost §50,000,

it will be built on the Insfitutfonal

plan,

The Catholle Total Abstinencs
now numbering 62000 membors
socleties, celebrated it silver Jubiles
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recently at Carnegie Musie Hal, H“ﬁ‘g i

York oity.
Andrew Marray, the

thor of ralfgions books, resanily
two weeks st the Bible inet

09, delivering lectures und Sidriin gl
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