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SUN SHADOWS,

all, like a somber
The vallev, bridge and Mn.m
Ocly s moment it lingors,
Edged with & living lizht,
Hoating awuy to the mountains gray,
Tt loses itself from sight, '
Botous e OUr SorTowa,
Bo to us i our pain;
st of gare laden the alp
teardrops fall as run.
Low bangs the cloud of trouble,
Low sighs the weary heart:
Yet soon glad gleams of sun-bright beams
Bhow where the storm-clouds part!

It seema 80 pard to remember,
When rain-clouds drcariiy lower,
That there's always shinisg a golden lining
As brightly as ever belore!
And when sur grief Is saldest,
-__And anguish darkens the ar,
¥ we only would know that no shadow of woe
Be gave the lizhit wers thers!
—Eva Best, ia Detroit Free Press.
— A — Sy

DOHEARTS EVER BREAK?

Acute Miseriea Often Memorised
into Chronic Grief.

Ambitisn sr Even Diuty May Asseage and
Indeed Quite Heal the Wounds of
the Slighted Lover—The Wos.
ship of Realities.

Since Washington Irving wrote his
slory of “The Hroken Heart,” no obe
else has ventured to write one bearing
& similar titlee. We have grown more
cynical and literal. It has been shown
that anatomically speaking, hearts do
not break—at least, they very seldom
do—and we rcfuse to accept the
phrase in its metaphorical implica-
tion. Probably no burlesque was ever
more enjoyed than “Camille; or the
Cracked Heart.™ Its enormous ab-
surdity was indorsed asa just satire
upon the facility with which that or-
gan was assumed to be shattered. At
very long intervals we read in the
newspapers of a heart that has liter-
ally burst from excess of suguish in
the person whose life blood it pro-
peled. Such a physiological phenom-
enon is sure to awaken iunterest at a
period which worships reality so much
that when Joshua Whitcomb in the
*0ld Homestoad," washes his face
with actusl water from a bona
file pump, the audience breaks
into a rapturous applause. But in
hearts that metaphorically break thers
is little beliefl. The world is apt to
turn up its nose at them and say itis a
pit.‘y' they had nothing better to do.
The world believes in being amused
when it is not at work: and thereis no
amusement in discovering that here and
there a human being is so worried and
stricken with life's bewilderment as no
longer to be capable of holding up
against it bravely.

There are a good many strong and
eoarsely healthy natures, incapable of
fecling pleasure or pain with extreme
intensity, who take the ground that
mothing is worth that abandonment of
porrow which leaves mind or body too

philosophy in that vulgar maxim which
reminds us there are as good fish in the
sea as ever were taken out? Can it be
possible that any two souls, in spite of
vasi divergences, are se made for each
that when sundered by imperative fate
neither again can ever find a twin?

We are not wise enough to answer
all these questions which we so blithe.
ly profound. As year after year multi-
plies one’s experience in human lives
he meets at distant intervals a tem-
perament so lovely in the warmth of
its sunshine, the brightness of its beau-
ty, the sweetness of its inhalations, the
purity of its labyrinths, and the tan-
talization of its mysteries, thatto yield
is as natural as for the plummet to seek
the bottom of the sea. Who shall define
the magic of a touch, the secret of a
tone, the enclisntment of a look, the
mesmerism of ascaress? Nay, who shall
explain the sorcery of a presence, the
witchery of an infiuenssf Shakespears
says

To keep an adjunct 10 reBember thos

Were w import forgetinlness in mo—

a beautiful exaggeration which only a
poet’s heart could invent. Yet who
that has ever loved does not keep an
“adjunct,” does not cherish a portrait,
& handkerchiet, a tress, a flower, sny
thing in which is blent the aroma of &
personality passionately’ loved, irre-
vocably vanished?

There is a good deal of upvoiced suf-
fering in life—the suffering that is due
simply to dispeled idean It is shallow
to hold that such suffering iy morbid
and easily remedied. Sorrow of this
kind is morbid only when it is so self-
encouraged as to parslyze action.
Whatever remedy exists is found
in the line ol constant effort
in  healthy directions. Unfort-
unate are they who, unable to make
eflort themselves, have no one to
arouse them. Sympathy acts merely
as a sedative il given in too large &

of medicine is necessary. The platitu-
dinous author of “Froverbial Philoso-
phy™ never sald any thing falser in its
meaning than *“If the love of the heart
be blighted it bloometh not agamin.™
The same love, of course, does mot
bloom again, any more than the flower
reblooms that is trampled in the mud.
But a fairer flower may burst its petals
and a sweeter love evolve to speech
through passionate silences.

It seems cold and hard to turn from
precious possibilities liks this and
maintain that ambition, to say nothing
of the russet-gowned virtue, duty, may
occuby the emergies which for-
merly thrilled to more palpi-
tant vibrations. Yet ambition is
practically a pgood substituta
for love, when faithlessness of lover or
sweetheart has left the feelings arid
but yearning. Duty is & better substi-
tute still; but ah! one must fall in love
with duty in order to do one's duty
with content. Such love is passion-
less. Duty is kissl and 1
Our hands, our lips, our hearts do not
thrill b th her touch, unless, in-

weak for battle. Take, for instance,
one of the deepest of all griefs, the
treachery, perfidy and ingratitude of
one whom we have long and profounds
edly loved, in whom we believed more
completely than in ourselves; for whom
we would have laid down. if necessary,

deed, she holds a martyr's crown be-
fore us and we reach to it through
flame. Still, let us take kindly to this
sad-suited duty, who generally wears
no garb but hodden gray- If we can
take to her kindly and make of her a
lifelong friand, she will reassure the

slmost all that the world good.
Whence is the compensation to come
that shall be balm to the wounded
spirit, cause it to feel nay thing like the
happiness which once is fell, and pre-
pent to the imagination anght where-
with memory will not interfere by eall-
ing back the presence that has so won-
tonly departed? What is the secret
which explains the fact that we still
cling, perhaps through years, perhaps
throngh a lifetime, to tenderest recol-
lections of those who have repaid love
with insolence, devotion with indiffer-
ence, generosily with selfishness, mag-
nanimity with meanness? Is such
tenacity weakness? Then it Is a weak-
pess in which some of the best women
excel and some of the best men are
proficient. Is it explicable on the as-
sumption that those who are as faith-
less as they are [ascinating have an in-
defectible charm of temperament and
manne~ which is the rarest possession
ol the most invincible virtue? Do the
falze and the treacherous bind us by
a spell which honor might be glad to
own? Does Lothario remain pdtent,
even 1o those he has abandoned, be-
eause his magnetism is sweeter, finer,
subtler than Chevalier Bayard's?

Then again, do hearts really break?
always in the metaphysical meaning.
Is the shock ever so violent and per-
manent that life loses forever after a
considerable portion of the comfort
and happiness it formerly had? [Does
pot the deceived friend, when the
frenzy of the first twenty-four hours is
over, soon recover from his disillusion
sand not only conduct his business as
though nothing important had hap-

ed, but eat with undiminished ap-
petite and sleep dreamlessly and well?
Does Werther, even if he abstains from
puicide, always live on with a heart
which simply performs its muscular
duty in & manner more or less im-
to be sure, but which never

more beats to passion, because passion
can never more be felt? Are there not
Camilles who forget their Armands as
they conquer their consumption and
settle down into unremorseful and
demi-respectable middle age? Do im-
measurable disappeintments  always
make existence a desert? Is there not
such u thing ad forgetfulness of
scute miseries instead of mem-
orizing them into chronie griefs?
Does not the expectant treatment often
cure the most bruised and bleeding
wsonl! ey that still looks for
happiness, both in this world and the
worid t0 come? ls thers ue Gwe

heart which feels that it is breaking
and give it a foretaste of happiness
perhaps when it shall really break at
last. —Home Journal.

e il A —
AN AID TO MEMORY.
Prof. Lamorens smd the Rulers of Pagiand

in Rhyme.

Prof. Wendell Lamoroux, of Union
College, son of the late Judge Lamo-
ronx, of Albany, is constantly doing
kindly things which have the merit
of usefulness. Several years ago he
rearranged the well-known lines that
give the rulers of England, from Will-
jam the Conqueror down to Victoria
The arrangement is simple, the lines
being easily commutitted to memory by
observing that each cehtury (except
the seventeenth, whioh has two linen),
is represented by a line, and that an
upright dash in the line indicates the
middle of the century-as nearly as may
be. For the benefit of our readers, es-
pecially our younger ones, Who are
studying Euglish history, we reprint
Prof. Lamoroux’s arrangement, with
his explanatory notes. Prof. Lamo-
roux deserves the thanks of all stu-
dents for thus making English history
easy:
11th. First, | Willism theNerman and Willlam

his som,
12th. Henry, Stepbon awd | Henry, with Rich-
come

ard, on.
inth. John snd Heary | she 3 sad Ist Edward
then reign.
ik, 30 Ed |ward, 3 Edward and Richard

again;
15th. Then 3 Hen | rys, 2 Edwards, Dick, Henry.

guess,
16th. 5th Henry. | 622 Bdward, Quesn Mary,
Quern Hess.
J.\'en do Jamie, Charles, | Cromwell,
come on:
o i:mmu;ponwuu_ and Mary
as one;
15th. Until Anne and 2 Georg | s retived from

the scene,
19th. With 4th George and 4th William, Vie-
to | ria’s Quesn

Each line presents exclusively tha
record of the century whose number is
before it—a couplet, however, being
given to the 17th.

The upright dash in the line marks
the middle of the century. When di-
viding one name, it shows the King or
Kings of that name to have reigned in
both halvea of the century.

In the fifth line Richard 1L, the
usurper and murderer, is nick-named
thus, not more for rhyme than reason.

In the seventh line, James 1st is
salled thys, to indicate his Scotch de-
seent. "

In the eighth, William and Mary
are mentioned ‘‘as one.” because both
were called o reign jointly.—Albang
Journal, :

dose. There comes atime when change |

DIME MUSEUM LOVE
Sew the Liviag Sheleton Wosed mad
Won Fiossle, the Fat Lady.

“Flossie, I yield to the magic of
your charms. 1 lay my heart and my
fortune at your feet.”

The eager, passionate volee was that
of the living skeleton. He was ad-
dreasing the fat woman.

*1 would cherish you, O so tenderly,
Flossie.” he went on, pleadingly. “Give
me the right to shield and protect you
from the perils of life's tempestuous
journey—to stand between you and the
barbed shalt of malies, the venomous
tooth of slander and the stuffed club of
Injustice.™ F

**Lycurgus,” replied the fat woman,
with downcast eyes and & tremor in her
woice that shuok the room, while a
‘Blush suffused her fair cheek and cast
3 pinkish glow on the eage of per-
forming snakes, *this comesz upon me
50 unexpectedly. so embarrassingly,
that I scarcely—"

“Flossio,” said the living skeleton,
gently, ““forgive me il I have shocked
you by the suddenness of my avowal.
Yot you must have seen that I have
appeared more ill at ease in your pres-
ence and less sell-possessed, less
haughty and dignified, if | may so ex-
press mysell, for some months past
than you formerly kne« me to be.”

“I have observed it, Lycurgus,” she
replied, “but I attributed it to—to
liver complaint—or—or corns. [ am
80 inexperieneed, you know, Lycur-
gus,” she continued, softly; *so un-
used to the ways of men that [—[—"

“My darling™ he exclaimed, with
startling energy, *‘your maidenly hesi-
tatign, your artless and innocent timid-
ity, only deepen the passion that pos-
sesses me 80 entirely and confirm me
in the resolve to win you. Permit
me!”

With an effort that zwelled the veins
on his forehead and nearly broke his
back, Lycurgus picked up one of her
gloves that had fallen to the floor and
replaced it on her lap.

The fat woman thanked him with a
quivering sigh that appeared to lift
him from his feet, but he went on un-
daunted:

“Flossie, in my professional career [
hawe accumulated acompet:noe that is
ample for us both. My finaocial re-
sgurces—beg pavdon, did I step on
your toe?”

*[ think not, Lycurgus,” she mur-
mured. *I did not feel it.”

“——Are ample to any demand that
is likely ever to be made upon them.
My personal expemges for clothing and
——blister that bgirless dog! Get out,
you mangy brute® He shall not harm
you, Flossie—be. careful, my darling?
You are about to step on the tail of
that stuffed gtter and make a beaver
out of the mrimal——my personal ex-
penses, I was about to say, are natur-
ally heavy but my income is Iar heavi-
er- It may require a whole bolt of
silk w maake you & dress or an entire
onlfskin®—his voice [altered slightly—
*10 make a shoe for you, but I can face
all this gheerlully, bravely——"

“Bay no more, Lycurgus!” she said.
with shy, bewitching tenderness
“Yorr manly devotion has won my
heat! ] am yours. But O, Lycurgus!
Be kind to me. Be tender——"

“Ladies and gentlemcu™ yelled the
excited manager, appearing at the out-
side door and waving bis arms wildly
at the crowd of passers-by on the
street, “the livin' skellenton, the most
ramarkable specimen of skin and boues
that ever drawed the breath of life, is
at this dientical momont a-sparkin’ of
f Big Flossie. the mountain of flesh, the
most colossal hunk of humanity that
| ever lived! Together with forty thou-
i sand other curivsities. T:n conta ad-
mits to all. Pass right in!"—Chicago
| Times.

TWOD KINDS OF RESINS
Thess That Were in Use Among the An-
rlent Egyptiane.

Among the minor incidents of recent
explorations in Egypt is the unearth-
ing of two resio8 which were not
previously known to have been includ-
ed in the materia medica of the ancient
Epyptinns. The first of these was
found in & small jar that was disin-
terred in a perfect state from a heap
ol rubbish among the ruins of Nau-
eratia, the site of a Greek colony, and
attributed to the Sixth Century B. C.
This resin, of which there was about
eight was of and of a
brown color on the surface, but under-
neath was partly of a clear golden yel-
low color and partly of a darker tint.
though still transparent. When chewed
it softened in the mouth and tasted
like mastic, but it had also the
pecular flavor of Chian turpentine
and gave off the elemi or fennel-like
odor of that drug when rubbed be-
tween the fingers. It alsor bled

Ia odor peculiar to Slam benzion
There is no direct evidence that bene
20in was known to the anclent Egyp-
tians, but lignum aloes, which Ia fre-
quently mentioned together with it in
later recurds, was known to the Jews
In the time of Solomon, and it may be
that Benzoin is identical with an In-
dian frankincense mentioned by Dios-
corides. But Mr. Holmes seems to fa-
vor the identification of benzoin with
the onyx or onycha of the ancients,
partly on account of the resemblance
of the tint and opacity of the white
tears of benzoin in the human flager-
nail. At any rate, the Ecclesiasticus,
wisdom i3 compared fo the “‘pleasant
odor ylelded by galbanum, onyx and
sweet storax,” but it is quite certain
that the opercula of certaln shell-fish
with which onycha has generally been
identified, can not be sald either to
possess a sweet odor or to give off
fragrance while burning. —British Med-
ical Journal.

A ———
EARLY ENGLISH MELODY.

The Kind of Rongs fusg In the Haleroa
Days of Minstrelsy.

The earliest specimens of English
National melody we believe to be found
in the now well-known madrigal
“Summer is & coming in,"" which dates
about 1250. One of its earliest sr-
rangements was as a six-part song for
men, but it is now generally accepted
that this was formed om an original
national song, *‘selected according to
the custom of tha time as a basis for
harmony.” Its character is purely
pastoral, suggestive of shepherds'
pipes and birds' notes, that there is a
very English ring about the music
must be allowed; as melody, however,
which indeed is only to be expected, it
bears no comparison with those of
more recent date, and is principally
interesting as being the earliest speci-
men attainable of English Na-
tional music. It iz not within our
province to deal with the harpers and
minstrels who preceded and followed
the time of *“*Summer ia & coming in.”
Their songs, no doubt, held a national
position, interesting the people and
being sung by them; but little of their
art has come down to us, and the es-
tablishment of printing in England
was the signal for their decadence.
People ceased 1o care to listen to their
long yarns when they could buy the
little printed collections of songs called
“Garlands” for themselves. Suffice it
to say that in those early daysthe posi-
tion of minstrel was s vety prominent
and important one; no great house was
without its minstrel band, whose pay-
ment was far in advance of that of the
ordinary clergy. In the fourteenth
century music seems to have been al-
most as general as it is at present; the
instruments used were the “harp,
psaltery, rebec, fiddle, bagpipe,
flute, trumpet, rote, and git-
tern.” Abundant passages can be
found in the works of Chaucer (from
which both Burney and Chappell have
largely drawn), showing that all his
most important characters wero cred-
ited with some skill in musie, and thus
testifying to the fashion of the day.
The minstrel's dress, we are told in a
later account, was & long gown of
Kendal green; “after three lowly
courtesies he cleared his voice with a
hem—wiped his lips with the hollow of
his hand, tempered a string or two
with his wrist, and, alter a little
warbling on his harp for prelude, came
forth with a solemn song.” We also
know that the minstrels **flourished ex-
ceediogly,” indeed, too much so; for
toward the end of Elizabeth’s reign,
when their decline was already far nd-
vanced, so0 many dishonest persons had
adopted the calling that an act of Par-
liament was obliged to be passcd de-
ciding that minstrels wandering abronad
“‘were rogues, vagabonds and sturdy
beggnars, to be punished as such."—
Murray's Magazine.

e e,
Returnishing a Small Parfor.

Stain your floor a dark walnut and
get a rug of mixed eolors of whalever
material you can afford. Those of
American make imitating Persian rugs
are good, and will not cost more than,
if as much as, a Brussels earpet. Paper
the walls with a medium shade of olive
green, with small pattern of n darker
shade of the same color. This will
harmonize with the wood-work. Your
walls are too low for a frieze, but you
might have a simple border of a lighter
color than the field. In your windows
have sash curtains of India or Persian
silk of a soft shade of yellow and loug
curtains of Madras muslin with a very
light olive-greenish tone. Your corner
shelf may be ebonized as you suggest,
with the addition of a curtain of Per-
sian silk running on a narrow brass
rod, maiching the sash curtains. A

Chian turpentine, but was not mastic,
in solubility in alcohol. For these and
other considerations this ancient resin
has been pronounced by Mr. Holmes,
the curator to the museum of the
Pharmaceutical Society, 10 be identical
with Chian turpentine, although there
does not appesr to have been any
previous evidence that the drug was
known to the ancient Egyptians. The
earliest extant mention of Chian tur-
peatine is by Theophrastus, who lived
from 370 to 285 B. C. The discovery
of this pot, therefore, if the identifica-
tion be correct, carries the history of
the drug back another two centuries.
The second resin, which has slso been
reported on by Mr. Holmes, vecurs on
a mummy cloth found ina cemetery, in
the Fayum province of Lower Egypt,
and supposed to date from the Second

When burnt it gave off

Tur striped portiere would do
very well if judiciously selected. Try
and get one with olive ground and
stripes of deep blue, red, old gold and
white, with perhaps a thread of gold
running throogh. Throw an afghan
of harmonizing colors over your un-
sightly sofa, if you can not make up
your mind to remove it from the room.
Cover the rush-bottomed arm-chair
with the rich dark stuff resembling old
tapestry which comes in quaint de-
uignl;ﬁhhwmmgpn silk
you suggested. Cover the small chair
with *'old gold™ plush and ebonize the
frame. Do not think of such a thing
as painting your “ginger-jar.” Leave
itasitis Put s few peacock feathers
in it, and stand it on your corner-shell
—Art Amateur.

— el A,
—France, with a population of 38,-

000,000, uses as much wheat bread as

vapors of beasaic acid, with the vanil- | the Usited States with 63,000,000

PERSONAL AND IMPERSONAL.

~—Prince Bismarck, though s capital
French scholar himself, detests every
other German who parades the same
accomplishment.

—One of the best lawyers in Virginia
says he would on no account leave hia
children any considerable smount ol
money, and he gives away not-less
than $1,000 a year.

—The will of Edson, the late mil-
lionaire who was one of the foumlers
of Uakland, Cal., is one of the brief-
est on record. It disposes of $3.000,-
000 in less than one hundred words.

—A retired merchant, aged eighty-
three, ol Providence, and = Boston
widow just one year his junior, were
married the other day. It was o case
of love at first sight, the couple hav-
ing met for the first time only three
weeks before.

—A certain English comic opera
librettist went to see Mr. Gilbert's
“Hrantinghame Hall."™ He eame back
gunite enthusiastic. *It's a fine play,”
he said. *I like it very much. In
faet, I think I like it better than any
man in London—except Mr. Gilbert.”

—Mr. Barney Bamato is the *‘dia-
mond king™ of South Africa. Sixteen
years ago he was a penniless boy of
nineteen years. Three years later he
had $15,000. Then he bought four
claims at Kimberley which paid him
net $3,000 a week for four years, and
then he sold them for §600,000.

—The late Lord Eversley was a
most successful Speaker of the House
of Commons, and never failed to rec-
ognize the right man when a score or
more eprang to their feet apparently
at the same instant. *I have been
shooting rabbits all my life,” he once
explained, “and have learned to mark
the right one.”

—The story is told of Mortimer
Mempes, the portruait painter, that at
the beginning of his eareer he went to
Miss Ellen Terry, who is one of the
hardest persons for an artist to get
hold of, and said: *“Look here, Miss
Terry, 'm a young Australian, with
few orno friends here, and I want to
make my way in the werld. Won't
you let me paxit your portrait?” She
consented, and it gave hila a long lift
toward success.

—Miss M. E. Orr, of New York.a pale,
delieate-looking young girl, recently
gave a remarkable exhibition of rapid
work on the type-writer in the ns-
sembly room of Packard's Business
Colleze. She printed sixty-six char-
acters in five seconds, or an average of
over thirteen characters a second.
Then she printed from memory 137
words in one minute correctly. Upon
a second trial she printed 133 words in
a minute. Miss Orr holds the gold
medal for the championship, which
she won last August by writing ninety-
eight words a minute for ten consecu-
tive minutes.

—
A LITTLE NONSENSE."™

—A little girl, being asked ‘0 define
a volcano, answered: *'It's a mountain
that throws up fire, smoke and liver.”

—=De darkey’s hour am jes' befo’
day,” said Uncle Aaron, as he invaded
his neighbor’s chicken-roost ai three
a m.—Tuck.

—*The churn must go,” says an
agricultural exchange. Of course it
must, in order that the buiter may
eome.— Burlington Free Press.

—Somebody recently tried to blow
up a Chicago distillery with dynamite,
but the whisky blew its breath upon
the dynamite and it went out and
roosted on the prairies.—Drake's Mag-
azine.

—Mr. Popinjay—*They say that
Judge Pompous has lost his voice, my
dear.” Mrs. Popinjay—*It was so
heavy I should think he would have
heard it drop."—Burlington Free
Press.

—Aunty—*S80 you're studying Ro-
man history, Bobby? Why did Cawsar
hesitate when he came to the Rubi-
con? Bobhy—*“Oh, "cause he wanted
to see if he had the Ganl to cross it.™
—Harvard Lampoon.

—Tommy—*You ought to see how
much butter my stepmother puts on
my bread.” Johnny—*l guess it's
some of this bogus butter, and she is
just trying it on you before she eats
any of it hersell.”"—Texas Siftings.

—+Senator GGordon possesses the
lineamenta of George Washipgton,”
read Mr. Fangle in the evesing paper.
+] wonder why Congress doesnt buy
them for the Washington museum,”
commented his wife.—Drake's Maga-
Zine.

—Wormley—*I've at last discovered
the answer to the question: ‘Is mar-
riage a failure?’” Wife—*Have you,
my dear? Why, that's very interest-
ing.” Wormley—*When it takes
place it's a [ailu and when it
doesn't, it's a ro —Epoch.

—Dr. Ebbonie—*Dat chila o' yours
am lookin' poo’ly Mrs. Yallerby.
What's he done gone an' swallowed
this time?" Mra. Yallerby— **A bit ob
lead-pencil, doeto’.” Dr. Ebbonie—
“H'm! What he wants now, ma'am,
am an erasive remedy. I recommend
him ter chew a piece ob Injy-rubber
half an hour afore each meal.” —Judge.

—George— “That is & beautifal
piece, Laura, and you have played it
most soulfully. But what is that
rumbling noise I have been hearing
nearly all the time since I came in?"
Laura—*It must be the wind. Ex-
cuse me o moment (Goes into the
xitchen.) Mother, can't you take that
washtub into the back basement? [t
doesn’t chord with the pian™-
Chicago Tribune,

[ the subordinate, chagrined

ABOUT CONVERSATION.
Good Sense, Humer nad Wit Shosld
Ba Its Four Chisf Ingredieats.

According to Sir William Temple
the four ingredients of conversation
should be truth, good sense, good
humor and wit. To this I would add
the knowledge of what not Lo say, and
the faculty of listening. There Is a
story of a great talker who chatted in-
cessantly to a man he met at an even-
ing party. The next day a common
friend asked him how he liked his new
acquaintance. *“The most intelligent
person I have met for a long time,”
cried the talker. “I thought you
would "like him.” was the dry re-
joinder: “he is deaf and dumb.”

Conversation, in the sense In which
1 use the word, is not monclogue, nor
is it even dialogue, it is the inter-
change -of idens among a number of
people who are assembled together for
social intercourse and amusement.

The sparks do not fly untii the flint
and steel have been struck together.
The attrition of one mind upon another
whets them both. The beat conversa-
tionalist ia he who, while contributing
his fair quota to the general entertain-
ment, at the same time extracts the
most from other people's stores of wit
and knowledge. The man whose mind
is wholly domioated by his own ideas
may bea ready speaker, but he will not
be a good talker, or an agreeable com-
panion, nor even a persuasive advo-
cate. A drawing-room full of men
and women is not a debating forum
wherein each is forever secking to
trip up an unwary antagonist. He is
but an underbred man who turns the
dining-table or the fireside or the
smoking-room into an avena for the
display of his controversial talenta
A self-conceited and irrepressible
talker will be as ineffective from a
conversational point of view as a shy
man or even a stupid one; people will
be bored by his tedious harangues, and
will breathe more freely when the in-
cubus of his overpowering egotism is
removed.

All men, and especially young men,
should be modest in conversation. It
is very wholesome for a young fellow
to associate occasionally with persons
who are oldor than himsell. It will
not fAatter his vanity to learn—as learn
he will, sooner or later—that the crude
notions which had seemed to him quite
a glorious revelation, are by no means
inspired, or even original, but have
been all well sified, and for the most
part decisively rejected, by men of an
sxperience a good deal wider than his
own; but it will lead him to form a
more lowly estimate of himself and
hisabilities—and that will do him no
harm. *Let us remember, pgentle-
men,” said Dr. Whewell once to the
members of his college,” that we are
not infallible—not even the youngest
of us.”

Be easy and unconstrained—as mer-
ry and cheerful as your nature will let
you be; but never try to be either im-
pressive or funny. Be what you are.
If the mantle of Sydney Smith have
descended on you, the wittier and more
humorous you are the better; but do
not joke on solemn or serious subjecta,
and do not hold up to ridicule or sar-
casm any member of the company in
which you find yourself. Butif any
one else so far forgets himsell as to
make personal or fll-bred remarks
about you, keep a tight rein on your
temper, and laugh it off as best you
can. Remember Cowper's couplet:

A moral, sensible and well-bred man
Will not affront me, and so other can.
—Notes for Boya
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Men Who Followed the Plow.

Adam was a farmer while yet in
Parndise, and after his fall he was
commanded to earn his bread by the
sweat of his brow.

Job, the honest. upright and obe-
dient, was a farmer, and his stern en-
durancyg has passed into proverbs.

Socrates was a farmer, and vet
wedded to his calling the glory of his
immortal philosophy.

Cincinnatus was s farmer, and the
noblest Roman of them all.

Burns was a farmer, and the Muses
found him at the plow and filled him
with poetry.

Washington was's farmer, and re-
tired from the highest earthly station
to enjoy the quietof rurnl life at Mount
Yernon, and present to the world a
spectacle of human greatness.

To these names may be added a host
of others who sought peace and repose
in the cultivation of their mother
carth; the enthusiastic Lafayette, the
steadfast Pickering, the scholastic Jel-
ferson, the fiery Randolph, all found a
paradise of consolation from life's
cares and troubles in the green and
verdant lawns that surrounded their
homesteads.—N. Y. Ledger.
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Talent Promptly Recognized.

“Mr. Hosslekus,” said the editor-in-
chief, I was a good deal amused at
your relerence this morning to our
beastly contemporary as an editorial
chimpanzee.'™

*Is that the way it appearsed?” asked
“I wrote
it ‘editorial echariatan.” Some fool
compositor has taken liborties with my

copy.

“Mr. Wagstafl,” said the editor-in-
chief, a few hours later, to the manag-
ing editor, *you may tell Slug 14 of
the newsroom to occupy the editorial
desk of Mr. Hosslekus hereafter. Mr.
Hosslekus will go back to the news-
room.”—Chicago Tribune.

—Every dog has his day, my boy;
but how much better off is the mule,
who has his years. Haw, naw. baw.—

Burdette.

FuULL OF FUN.

—"Well, Patrick, what struck yov
most during your Southern tri p2”
“The mule, sor!” replied Patrick with
a grin that disclosed the absence of
pine molars.—Burlington Free Press.

—If the human race was evolved
from the apes, it at least has the salis-
faction of knowing that its ancestors
were intelligent—they were educated
In the higher branches.

—+Eat, drink and be merry,” is all
right enough, but the man who has to
eat salt fish-balls and drink river-wa-
ter finda it sorry work to be merry.—
Binghamton Republican.

—Governesa (to little Miss Ethel,
who is making famous progress in
mythology)—*Now, Ethel, what do
you know of Minerva?" Ethel—
sMinerva was the Goddess of Wizdom;
she never married.”—Town Topies.

—The ancients belicved that the
whole earth was square, but up to the
hour ot going to press we have not
heard that they expressed asimilarbe-
liel in regard to the inhabitants there-
ol —Norristown Herald.

—1It is hard enough, anyway, fora
bachelor to hold a baby, but it is sim-
ple torture when it is the baby of the
girl who jilted him heartlessly only
three years before.

—Miss Wideawake (to young agri-
culturists from Vermont)—*1 fancy,
Mr. Sidehill, that you are fond of
husbandry?® Mr. Sidebill (with an
unutterable expression) —*'1 suppose
I would be, Miss Wideawaka, if I could
find the right kind of a gal.”"—Texas
Siltings.

—First Thespinn—*How did yeu da
in Gawkville?” Second Ditto—"We
played to public buildings.” First
Thespiasn—*"How’s that?”  Second
Thespian—*The first night we played
to a light-house and the next to a poor-
house."—America.

—*I might have known better than
to steal & white horse,” said the thief
in New York, *for the Auburn locks
were sure 1o follow.” And then the
jailer at the Auburn penitentiary
turned the key on him neatly.

—Mr. Nonreddin Noddy—+*Ah, Mad-
sme! Do I have the pleasure of taking
in mine the hand that has penned so
much charming verse?” Madame-—
*Poetry, sir—poetry. and Luever write
with a pen, but always use a typo-
graph."—Time.

—+You would be sorry to loose your
sister, wouldn’t you, Johnnie?” aske
the visitor, suggestively to the little
boy who_was entertaining him in the
drawing-room. *Nope,” replied John-
pie. *I guess I could stand it, Mr.
Hankinson. Maw says I've got to wear
short pants till after Irenc’s married.”
—Exchange.

—«How do you feel now?" asked
the general manager of a tar-and-
feather social, as he poked n handful
of feathers between his victim's teeth.
+] feel down in the mouth,” the latter
replied. Whereupon six revolvers
were instantly emptied inte the same
cavity.—Puck.

—Teaching Her a Lesson.—Uncle
Rastus (who has caused thearrest of his
wife for assault)—*‘1 want yo' ter gib
it to her, jedge; gib her de limick ob
de law. Dis ain’t de fust time she
‘sanlted me.” Judge—*T'm afraid,
aunty, I'll have to fine you ten dol-
lars.” Aunty—+Well, yo' honah, [
ain't got ten cents.” Judge (to Uncle
Rastus)—*Itll be ten dollars, Uncle
Rastus.” Unecle Rastus (handiaz over
the money with a bewildered look as
who should say, this may be right or
this may be wrong)—**All right; jedge;
dere’s de money.” (To wife as they
leave court together): *“Dar, ole wom-
an, I trus' dis yere 'sperience 'll U'nrn
y0' & lesson what yo' won' ferget™--
Harper's Bazar.
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An Interesting Industry.

Making buttons of blood is one of
the many ways known of utilizing
waste. There is a large factory in
Bridgeport, near Chiecago, employing
about one hundred boys and girls, in
which waste animal blood is converted
fnto buttons. The same firm has
another large [lactory elsewhore. A
man named Hirsh was the first to in-
troduce the business into this country,
some years ago. He lost $16,000 the
first six months, but he stuck to it and
is now immensely wealthy. There are
& number of similar [actories in En-
gland. From eight thousand to ten

thousand guilons of blood are
used im the Bridgeport [(actory
every day. Nothing but fresh

beel blood is wused. I fds said
that pig's blood is just as good,
but it is too much trouble to collect and
save it. Considerable of the blood
evaporates during the process of dry-
ing, but what remains is pure albu-
men. Some of it is light in color, and
some dark, aceording to the chemical
treatment given it. These thin sheets
of dried blood are then broken
up, and are ready to be worked into
various shapes and sizes. Not only
are buttons made from blood in this
way, but tons of ear-rings, breastpins,

belt-clasp bs and trinkets are

made annually there from bleod—

Phrenological Journal.
—— e e —

in Fashionable Society.

«]s there any thing so hard io find
as s peedle in a haystack?” he said,
with a sudden flash of meteorie brill-
jance.

«Yes,” she responded, softly, “it is
quite as hard to find a haystack in a
needle. Did you ever try to find a hay.
stack in a needle, Mr. Bradly?"—Wash-

isgton Critie,
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