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AWAITING THE EXPLORER: 

Offiers of a fish commission steamship 

recently returned from a long cruise say 
that, with the exception of the Fiji and 

Tahiti groups, nearly every island in the 
South Scas is ““mischarted”—Ilocated, on 

charts, miles distant from its true position. 

The tact reminds us that there are still vast 

tracts of the earth’s surface of which geo. 

graphers have no exact information. 

Recent years have yielded material 
additions to our knowledge of the north 

polar region, but the expedition now pre- 
paring will readily find untrodden fields. 
As for the south polar region, maps of it 

are mainly imagined. If the unknown 

portion were transferred to the north polar 
region, it would not cover Europe, Asia 

and North America down to tha sixty-five 

degrees of north latitude, including the 

northern halt of Alaska. 

Africa is not so “dark” a continent as it 

was fifty years ago, but north of the Congo 

there is territory little known, and even in 

the Congo State there are many wide, un- 

explored tracts between the watercourses. 

The southern part of Madagascar is un- 

known also, 

In Asia, there is still mystery in Tibet ; 

the eastern half of the Himalaya system is 

known only in incomplete outlines, and in 

the southern part of Arabia is a great un’ 

surveyed territory assumed to be a desert. 

Australia, the island continent, has un” 

travelled deserts, too, and the maps of the 

older colonier show many blanks that 

geographers have yt to fill. 

Portions of South America—The Peru- 

vian Andes, the peaks in Bolivia, the 

mountain chains in soutbern Venezuela 

and Guiana, and regions in Brazil and 

Northern Paraguay—are as unknown, in 

an exact scientific sense, as anything in 

Africa. Even on our own continent there 

is a wide field for exploration, in the far 

northwest and in Alasks, in Labrabor, and 

batween the great lakes and rivers of the 

north. 

It will be a gord many years yet before 

any young scientist, aglow with the passion 

for travel and discovery, will be able to 

complsin that the world holds nothing new. 

“WHAT GOD HAS WROUGHT.” 

The peril of the foreign refugees in 

Pekin, their defense, their rescue, the 

diploatic questions which are pending— 

all these things the mewspspers have de- 

scribed and ¢xplained ; but behind all this 

rises scmething mightier still. 

It is this: that the day of christian mer- 

tydom has not passed ; that men and wo- 

men of our own blood, bred in our little 

eountry villages and educated in our com- 

mop schools, have laid down their lives 

not only for their faith, but for the privi- 

lege of carrying their faith to others. We 

road of STEPHEN stoned by the wob, of 

christians thrown to the lions in the Roman 

amphitheater, of the death of Jou~ WiLL. 

ams in the South Sea Islands; and be- 

sides these pictures dim with age we find 

this other picture ef supreme sacrifice in 

our own day, vivid with contemporaneous 

suffering, glowing in the light of nearness 

and affinity. 

The deaths of many of the missionaries 

have been accompanied by tortures too 

horrible to recount. ye! hardly was the 

naws received when other devoted men and
 

women were offering thems:lves ss volun- 

teers to go out in the places of those who 

bad fallen. 
Is their faith fanatical ? Is it fruitful in 

results ? Let us turn to a scene in be- 

meged Pekin for our answer, and listen 

to the one hundred and fifty Christian 

know that you are troubled about us, but 
we are praying and we are peaceful. If 

God is willing to rpare vs, we shall be 
glad; but if we must die, it 
will be all right.” Or let us recall that 

Chinese schoolboy who blistered hie bands 

in helping to build the breastworks, and 
when some one pitied him, replied: “It is 

not my hands but my heart that hurts. I 

think of these foreign soldiers coming 

away out here to fight for us snd being 
killed by my own countrymen in no decent 

sort of warfare. It is that which mekes 

me sad.” 
These msy be little things; but it is 

written that the young man ‘whose name 
was SAavL,” and who guarded the clothes 

of those who stoned STrerHE~N. became the 

great apostle to the Gentiles. 

HABIT. 

‘My boy there basn’'t a habit—not a 

habit of any kind,’ was tbe remark of a 

proud father one day. What he meant 
was that his son did not use tobacco,drink 

whisky, or do anything of that kind, His 
use ot the word “habit” is not uncommon, 

although it is incorrect. 
Prurarcn said: ‘Habit is second na- 

ture.’ WgeLLINTON added: ‘It is ten 
times nature.” Every person, it is oiten 
remarked, is but a bundle of habits. A 

great many of the physical and mental 

acticns of our lives 2re purefy habitual. 

We arise in the morning and dress mechan: 

ically, without considering which article of 
clothing we shall put on first, almost with- 
out any mental attention to the physical 

movements necessary for dressing. Our 

minds may be in the South Sea Islands, 
while our nervous system, through what 

we term the force of habit, attends to the 

dressirg for us. 
A learned college professor who has 

made a special study of ““babit” says that 
the great thing ia all education is thus to 
make our nervous system our ally instead 

of our enemy, by giving to it the csre cof 
as many details of daily life as possible. 

In other words, we should let habit attend 

to all the ordinary affairs, and so save our 

mental strength for other things. ‘‘There 

is no more miserable human being.” the 
professor remarks, ‘‘than one iu whom 
nothing is habitual but indecision.” 

Absent-mindedness is not to be desired, 

but it is still less desiravle to compel the 
mind to decide each time which sock shall 

be put on first. The happy mean between 

the two is to select the best way of doing 

the ordinary routine thing of every day 

lite, get into the babit of doing them in 

that way, and then let the nervous system 

carry out the programme. 
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The Blils Were in Order. 

There is always more or less doubt at 

election times whether the money that is 

handed out to some workers is actually 

spent or not ani two candidates in the re- 

cent contest bad practical evidence 

of this fact not very long ago. 

They were in the shiretown of 

a neighboring county, and to pass the time 

engeged with four of their friends in a game 

of forty-fives. The stakes were light, 

“‘just enough to make it interesting,” and 

at the end of a few games they started to 

settle up preparatory to taking the 

train. All of them bad money but 

none of them appeared to have any 

small change. A bye stander, who bad 

worked with a great deal of z:al during 

the election and who was known to have 

handled considerable funds, volunteered to 

change the bills and to the surprise of 

the candidates tbe money he produced 

were new one dollar Dominion bank 

bills numbered consecutively. He may 

have bad a preference for new money, and 

spent his own on election day but the cir- 

cumstances appeared to them tobe very 

curious. It is said that after the 7th of 

November there was plenty of meney 

placed in the savings bank and in many 

instances the bills were numbered con- 

secutively. 

It was unfortunate that Mr. Croker was 

compelled to go to England to gamble on 

horse races instead of staying at home and 

suppréseing wickedness, as he desired. 

You are always hearing of the ‘name- 

less’ longing in a woman's heart. If she 

is single, itis for a lover; and if she is 

married, it is for money. 

A girl in Virginis died of old age at 20. 

But, odd as this case is, it is an improve- 

ment on the more frequent one of giddy 

youth at the age of 80. 

A New York man of 80 has been a veg- 

etarian for 45 years. and still death has 

not come to his reliet. 

‘He made his money out of oil wells.’ 

‘No wonder, then, he's sach a bore.’ 

Ohatrs Re-seated Oane, Splint, FPerforat- 

od, Dwval, 17 Waterieo: 

That twice in the rnn of a year 

A ship is seen in & burning flame, 

And wide from it others steer, 

And shrink from the sight in fear. 

Two sesmen out of a foreign barque, 

Anchored within the bay; 

Put off one night to the ghostly craft, 

And after they told their tale next day, 

Their speech jor ever then flod away. 

The form of a sailor a trumpet blew, 

A tube from the burning sir; 

A spectre of flume he stood in the bow, 

With a wild and deathiike giare, 

And he cried **o! the dead beware!” 

“This is the Phantom ship of fire,” 

Of the flame that never goes out; 

But is doomed to float bere twice a year, 

In the darkness to drift about, 

And watch like a risen scout, 

We were of all seamen a gallant crew, 

And we sailed out of old Bordeaux, 

Laden with Franch aud with Spanish gold, 

Hid away in the hold below, 

Which we all of us he'ped to stow. 

Sailing for Louisburg all went well, 

Till mutiny on the sea, 

Broke out with a wild unearthly yell, 

And we murdered them all but three; 

Two of my mates and me. 

We launched the boat [with our blood stained 

gold, 

And we set the ship on fire; 

When the magazine with a mighty shock, 

Spread devastation dire; 

And destruction of all cutire. 

Down went the hull and our laden boat, 

With us and our golden store, 

And here in the deep eea sand it lies, 

And twice in a yesr near shore, 

We haunt the waters for ever more, 

--(_YPRUS GOLDE. 

Brocklyn, 1900, 

The Test That Falled, 

Lenora sang high in the choir 
While Roy sat in the pew below; 

Her clear voice thrilled with sacred fire 
He listened with hie heart aglow, 

He bad not told his love as yet, 
Although she knew it all the time; 

But at the last he bad to 'et 
Its stream flow out in gushing rhyme. 

The olden go'!den tale he told, 
Aud of her charms he wrote with ease; 

Her voice with Melba’s he enrolled, 
And ended up with lines like these: 

#7] love you for your voice's powers; 
I know it for the fact is 

That I could sit for hours and hours 
And listen while you practice.” 

And she believed esch word he wrote, 

And sang a rapture song of joy; 

Then sent a little loving note 
That to her arms scon brought fond Roy. 

She sang for him. Oh, how she sang! 
I really cannot teil you how, 

And then she said, without a pare, 

«For just an hour I'll practice now.” 

She did, she took him at his word 

Her voice soared high snd sank to low; 

Roy really trembled while be heard 
Twelve pages of solfeggio. 

His head was dazed, his heart was crezed, 
But yet be knew just what to say, 

Her wordrous execution praised, 
And kissed her as he went away. 

Alas! he could not stand the test, 
For him her voice’s charms were o'er, 

Instead of church he seeks for rest, 
And to her house he goes no more. 

Young man, be careful what you write 
When rbyme too loose your fancy frees; 

Be satisfied when meals delight, 
Nor solve the kitchen’s mysteries. 

Young woman, never risk tbe test 
To tuke a lover at bis word, 

When what he vows - vou stould know best— 
Is undeniably absurd. 

George Birdseye. 

When Mary does ber Thinking, 

When Mary does her thinking 
'Tis twilight and the sun 

Is tucked to bed ’neath curtains red 
And star's peep, one by one, 

From far-off, pearly spaces, 
With glad lights on their faces, 
Some smiling and some winking, 

While Mary does her thinking. 

The day, with song and laughter, 
With happy work and play, 

Glides swiftly by on wings that fly— 
The grest,, glad, golden day; 

And light as any bubble, 
With not a grief or trouble 
The hours to vex and vary, 
#80 light seems little Mary. 

But when the sunset splendor 
Floods all the glowing west 

And sinks and fades to opal shades, 
A twijight dream of rest, 

Then to a slower motion 
Moves Mary,—some 8 weet potion 

Has set her brown eyes blinking. 

And Mary does her thinking. 

Far thoughts, mysterious, tender, 
Great tnoughts, majestic, wise, 

These come snd go with ebo and flow 

In little Mary's eyes, 
As close she sils by mother— 
By her and by no other,— 
Sweet i1 finences dunking 
The while she do-s her thinkicg. 

It I could spend a twilight 
Benerthiwee Mary's curls, 

And closely heed and clearly read 

The thoughts of little girls,— 
The gladness sud the beanty. 
The sweetness and the duty, 
The chime, and rhyme, and reasony== 
Oh, what a happy season. 

But only just my fingers 
Can creep beneath her hair,— 

A mass of golden wealth untold — 

And sweetly nos'le there 
The clinging ring.ets under; 
And so I sit and wonder, ; 

While the stars are smiling’ w nking, 

And Mary does her thinkiog. 
Ida “Whipple Benham, 
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Lullaby, 1900, 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
As the shadows creep, 

Father it oft on the hills away, 
Chasing the golf ball on its way : 
#o00n he'll come home end bring to thee 

A wrophy fine tor his babe to see, 
So sleep, Laby, sleep | 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
Sink te slumber deep ! 

For you must grow as {4st a3 you can, 
To chase the golf ball like & man; 
Your iather is cosmpion of the game, 
And yours ‘twill be to surpass his fame, 

So sleep, baby, sleep. 
” 4 —Gertrude Rogers. 

‘He suggested that possibly 1 might 

learn to love him,’ said the spinster. 

‘Yes, of course,’ returned her dearest 

friend. ‘Doubtless he realizes the truth of 

the saying that ‘One is never too old to 
learn.' b} 

ABSOLUTELY PURE 
Makes the food more delicious and wholesome 

ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., NEW YORK, 

AUNT SALLY'S 8!LK DRESS. 

She Gave the Minister a Few FPoluts on the 

Benefits of Black Silk, 

A writer in the|Cbristain Observer tells 

of two women who, in the early part of 

this century, lived [in Virginia. They 
were noted for their common sense, and 
many of their sprightly sayings are quot- 
ed and enjoyed to this day. They 

were both Methodist, and their house was 
a place of — tor the clergy of that de- 
nomination. Of one of the women, known 
as Aunt Sally, the following story is told. 

She had a black silk dress which che 
was accuetomed to slip on when she at- 
tended church. It seems that once, while 
conference was being held near her house, 

8 Methodist minister, who had enjoyed her 

hospitality and was saying good by, ven- 

tured to remonstrate against her use of 

costly apparel, 
“Well, Aunt Sally,” ssid Le, ‘you have 

been very kind to me and my wite during 

our stay at your hoate, and we appreciate 
your kindness. We shall never forget it. 
But, my dear sister, before parting with 

you I must say that it bas troubled my 
wite and myself very much to see you a 
devotee to the tfaerhion of the world. 1 

notice with pain that you wear your silk 
dress every day to church, cortrery to the 

rules of our order, and 1 hope that here- 
after you will retrain {rom such a dispiay 

of worldly-mindedness. 1 also hope you 
will pardon me for calling your attention 

to it.” 
““My dear brother,” said Aunt Sally, “1 

did not know that my plain black eilk was 

troubling anybody. It hangs up there be- 
hied the door, and as it needs no washing, 

it is always ready to slip on when company 

comes or when I go to church, aud I find it 
very handy. 

“‘But, my dear brother, since you have 

been plain with me, I must be plain with 

you. Since you and your wife have been 

staving here, I aud my cook have some 
days bad to stay st bome and be absent 
from church because we were doing vp the 
the white dresses of your wife that she 
might look well at the conference. Par- 
don me for explaining, and when you and 
your wife come this way, call again.” 

A Rattlesnake Trap. 

Rattlesnakes were the most dangerous 
wild animsls with which the early settlers 

of New Jersey had to contend. They were 

very numerons, and their bite, if not treat- 
ed properly at ence, was generally fatal. 
In ““Stories from American History” F. R. 

Stockton cites an incident which gives an 
idea of the abundance of rattlers in the 

new colony. 
In a quarry, from which the workmen 

were engaged in getting out stone for the 
foundations of Princeton College, a wide 

crack in the rocks was discovered, which 

led downward toa large cavity; and in 
this cave were found about twenty bushels 

of rattlesnake bones. 
There was no reason to believe that this 

was a snake cemetery, to which tha crea- 

tures retired when they supposed they 
were approaching the end of their days; 

but it was, without doubt, a great rattle- 

snake trap. 
The winding, narrow passage leading to 

it must have been very attractive to a 
snake seeking retired quarters in which to 

take its long winter nap. Although the 
cave at the bottom of the great crack was 
easy enough to get into, it was so ar 

ranged that it was difficult, if not impos. 
sible, for a snake to get out of it, especially 

in the spring, when these creatures are 
very thin and weak, having been nourished 
all winter by their own fat. 

Thus year siter year the rattiesnakes 
must have gone down into that cavity, 
without [knowing that they could never 

get out again. 

Respectiulness and Sel{-Resp rel. 

*“The cabman and conductor would be 

kind to you, but they would not be respect- 

ful,” quotes Mr. Howells in his recent re- 
miniscences of James Russell Lowell, in 

mentioning the little wsys in which Mr. 

Lowell, on his return from the ‘‘comfort- 
ably padded environment” of London, 
four! America less comfortable than the 

cou try he had left. 

N + doubt, kindnees in deed is more than 

resp-ctiulness in word. Nevertheless, Mr 
Lowell was not the only American who, re- 
turning from England, has missed the 
smoothness, ease and pleasantness in the 
conduct of the small affairs of life with 

which English respecttulness has much to 
do. At its best, it is the good manners of 

the uneducated ; at its worst, it degener 
ates into servility. 

One of the many unexpected discussions 
arising from the South African war touch- 

es this matter in its military aspect. The 

ready deference of the uneducated English 
private toward his officers, has induced m 

some of the officers an attitude of kindly 
but arrogant personal superiority. But the 

colonial soldiers, although obedient and 
well-drilled, and although they fully accept 

their officers’ right to command them, re- 

gard the right as professional only. They 

do not consider that it implies a superior 
manhood. 
They will not endure bullying or swag- 

gering or slanging, and they resent super- 
cilousness. They are, in short, like our 

American soldiers, respectful and self re- 

spectiui; and the reluctant authorities 
have found that instead of greater inde- 

pendence imparing their usefulness, their 
greater initiative has made them more val- 

usble than the machine like, home trained 
Tommy Atkinses. 
As a result, there is a growing opinion 

thst England’s semipaternsl,semicontempt= 
uous attitude, which has cheerily ticketed 

them the world over as ‘‘absent-minded 
beggars,” plucky but irresponsible, is 
neither wise nor fair. Tommy himeelt 

accepted it, but it was not good for him; 

now kis spirited colonial cousins repudiaie 
it entirely, and England agrees that they 

are right. 

Toe Brigh: Side of Things, 

‘He declares absolutely that he will 
| look only on ‘the bright side of things,’ 

aad bis mother and sister declare that they 
have never seen him low-spirited or ina 

bad temper.’ 
There are many people to whom cheer- 

fulness is an easy virtue. They are none 
too numerous, and they ought to be grate- 
ful daily that a healthy mind, a light heart 

and a vigorous body make it easy for them 
to see the bright eide of things. 

But the yourg men of whom the St. 
Louis Globe-Democrat speaks in our open- 

ing sentence is a hopeless cripple. To 
him cheerfulness is not the mere efferves— 

cence of high animal spirits nor the over 
flow of good health, but the expression of 

religious peace. It is the attitude of a 
spirit that has met pain and disappoint- 
ment, and has conquered them. 

When Johnnie Walsh was four years 

old his trouble began. It was rheumatism 
and for some years he hobbled about on 

crutches. But hip disease eetin, and the 

original trouble grew worse and Johanie 
took to his bed. 
Fer eight years he has iain there, slowly 

and steadily losing the use of arms and 

legs, and suffering also in more recent 
years 8 partial loss of sight, so that the 
comfort of reading long at a time is denied 

him. His mother and sister have iittle 
time to read to bim. and it he were in- 

clined to grow morbid or impatient he has 
abundant opportunity. 

“Yet, let no one go to Johnnie with 

words of pity. He will laugh them away,” 
says the reporter. Indeed, his strong will 

and gentle spirit bring others to him, both 
for comfort and for counsel. Children 

throng about him to hear Bi“l: stories 
and fairy tales; people who read little sre 
instructed by his descriptions of new in— 

ventions and of foreign lands; and all sre 
cheered and helped by bis patient, Christ- 
ian spirit. 
He is twenty-two years of age, and was 

carried to the polls this tall to cast his first 
vote, for Johanie has a man’s interest in 
politics. He is a member of the church, 
elso, and when, at long intervals, he is 

able to be carried to church, he treasures 

the experience through succeeding months. 
‘No cone can talk long with Johnnie 

without finding out that he is a very ear- 
nest christian,’ says the reporter, and he 
adds. *A visit to Johnnie is a cure tor the 
blues. His affliction bas been turned into 

a blessing, and his presence breathes 
sweet pesce and comfort.’ 

Cheeren by the hymns which he loves, 
the crippled boy has written others of bis 
own, which his friends delight to hear 
from him. It is uot the accuracy ol rhyme 
or meter that makes theses verses musical 

to those who know their author bet the 
spirit which they hreath of strength and 

gentle trust, 
“There is no silver lining to this cloud,’ 

says many a man whose affliction is less 
tban halt that of this brave lad’s. In ser- 
ene taith and belptul affection Johnnie 
Walsh has found the bright side of a very 
dark sorrow, and this has brightened not 
only his lite, but the lives of many others. 


