ke f

e e s v

S5t. Tommanp Jormer.,

“ The Blessings of Covernment, Like the Dew from Heaven, Should Descend Alike Upon the Rich and the Poor.”

e

e

it

W. 6. KENTZEL, Editor.

COVINGTON, ST. TAMMANY PARISH, LA., SATURDAY, JANUARY 4, 18%0.

——e

VOL. XV.—NO. 1.

A SLIGHT DIFFERENCE,

Wby does Nemests follow me
And seem to camp upon my trafl 1

For each mistake. though slight, I make
Why do I have such cause to wail?

Two notes I sent on yesterday—
One 1o the angel of my heart;
Thﬂherr-zt 10 one whose age;

Is sure her most uncertain part.

This morn two notes o I receive,
My angel breaks each loving Ue;
Bince she's 90 old she will be boid,
She says, a life apart 10 try.
The other from the ancient maid,
Who senl a play for me to scan,
Belruys ber joy without alloy
At getting any kind of man,

1 told her that the theme was ol
And asked my angel me to w-d:
The notes got mized and now I'm Gxed—
Oh, dear, I wish that [ were
—Chicago Times.

INDEPENDENT MYRA.

Bhe Didn’t Disgrace the Family
Aftar AlL

Of all bonds that of sisterly affection
ought 10 be neaftst and tenderest, ac-
cording to all the dictates of nature.
Yet, nevertheless, when Myra Dol-
lard came home to live her five sisters
eyed her as dubiously as five guinea-
fowls might eye a speckled partridge
who had flultered unexpectedly into
their poultry-yard.

Fifteen years ago, when Aunt Dor-
cas came from the State of Rhode Isl-
and to visit her brother in New York,
she had taken the middle daugher
home with her to bring up.

*Bix girls are too many for any
houschold.” said she; *and the old
house at home is emply and silent.
I'll tuke one back with me.”

“Which oneP” said Mrs Dollard,
with rather an alarmed look at her
Rock.

*0Oh, we'll draw lots for that,” said
Aunt Dollard.

The lot fell on Myra. Consequently
Myra, a dimpled dumpling of four
years, returned to Rhode Island with
Aunt Doreas, and the home circle
knw her no more. Now the old lady
was dead, and Myra had come back to
her [ati:er's house.

“Hasn't she grown tall™ eaid Eu-
genia, who was herself inclined to be
short and stocky.

*Isn’t she pretty? said Jeannie
(who had been christened Jane).

“Even Il you and father are worked
to dea*h? said Myra, satirically.

Mra. Dollard sighed deeply.

“I don’t sec any help for it,” said
she.

*“But I do? cried Myra, her big
JAray eyes shining. *I dide’t come
oack home to hang mysclf like a sixth
dead-weight around father’s neek; and
if you won't let me send Bridget away
and take her place—"

*“My dear child, you would utterly
lose your chances for a good match by
any such proceeding!”

**Nonsense,” said Myra, laughiag.
*If. I say, in that case. I'llgo tobe a
type-writer or a book-folder or somo
such business."

Myra Dollard was as good as her
word. She entcred her name at the
nearest employment agency, and set
herself diligently to work to find
something to do. The five sislers were
scandalized past all description.

**And Doliard is such an uncommon
name,” said Adeclaide. *“People will
be sure to identify her with us.”

“I won't own her for a sister,” said
Marian indiguatly.

*I don't think!" cried Eugenia, **that
mamma ought to allow it!"

And with one accord the five Dol-
lard girls sent their sister to Cov-
entry.

*Father,” said Myra, coming home
one evening with a radiant face, “I've
got such a nice situation! Through
Mrs. Hartcombe's office.”

“A situation, my dear? What kind
of a situation?

*‘House-keeper, father.™

“I'm afraid, Myra, your sister won't
like it.™

“That's very likely. father,” said
the partridge, shrugging her shoul-

er daughter, who was eclining sleeplly
on the lounge with @ novel, “*Las he
been here?”

*Hias who been here, papaf”

*(lolonel Dale.”

Nelly blushed very prettily.

=What should bring Colonel Dale
here, papa? said she, feigning un-
consciousuess.

*“Nothing—only he asked my per-
mission, thia alternoon, to come coart-
ing here,” said Mr. Dollard, jocosely.

+ Oh, papa!” cried Nell, her color
growing more vivid than ever.

“Nell's fortune is n.wle!” cried the
four other Dollard girls in chorus, as
they viewed her with envious eyes.

Just then the bell rang, aund in walked
the hero of the hour.

*Congratulate me, sir.” said Colounel
Dale, wringing the hand of his father-
in-law elect. *'She has promised tobe
my wife.”

*“Why, man alive,” cried Mr. Dol-
lard, *vou haven't cven spoken to
her!™

Not spoken to her!” Why, shohas
accepted me!”

*Who has accepted you?” demanded
Mr. Dollard.

+*The swectest girl in the world—
your daughter Myra!”

So Myra Dollard was the first bride
of the family, alter all, to the immense
amazement and chagrin of the five sis-
ters. ller unvarying sweetness and
patienge with poor Celestine Dale, her
beauty and spirit, had won Harper
Dale’s heart

*You didn't expect, did you,” said
Mr. Dollard, rather roguishly. *‘that
the working-girl would get married
first?"—Fireaide Companion.
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HIS COPSHIP VANQUISHED.

ders. But I'm going to bea h
keeper, all the same, in Dr. Vivian's
sanitarium.  Mrs Vivian is an invalid,
you sea, and lives at the seaside—and
I'm to take entire charge of every
thing, with six servants under my or-
ders. To reccive the lady patients,
you know, and take the head of the
table and keep the accounta and give
out the linen, and all that sort of
thing—and I am (o receive §25 a
month, and I'm sure, father, I can
spare $2) every month. It will pay
Bridget's wages and help with that
out-ra-geous laundry bill!”
“My dear,” said Mr. Dollard, his
tacles moist with tears, *“‘you are

“Not exactly pretty.” pr d
fastidious Marian, *but stylish—yes,
quite stylish.™

*“But she doesn’t know any thing
about the “piano,” whispered Nell
“And she thinks oar Kensington-
stitched lambrequins are hideous—
and she was going to help Bridget with
the dishes, only mamma stopped her
just in time.”

“And her gowns are all last season's
cut!” said Adelaide, turning up her
Greek nose.

Myra, on her side, had ideas also.

“Why,” said she. *you girls don't
do any thing!™

*Yes, we do," said Jeannie
ol things.™

“We practice,” sald Nell, *and we
enibroider.”

“And we po into society,” added
Marian, "'and we read all the newest
literature.™

“Oh!" said Myra. “Father is very
rich, I suppose?"’

*No, he isn't," sighed Eugenia.
**How funny you do talk, Myra. His
focome is horribly small; and it's
growing smaller every year since
there’s so much competition in the
manufacture of wall-paper. We're all
as poor as church mice.”

*Then,” said Myra, **why don't you
do something? To help him. I mean.”

The girls looked blankly at each
other.

+It wouldn't do,” said Nell. “We
should lose our position in society.”

+®Oh, bother society™ said Myra.

Truly this nowcomer was more part-
ridge-like than over in the family of
guinea-fowls!

«Mother,” said Myra, “T'll make the
desserts; it costs too much to order
them from the conlectioner’s You
don't know what nice piesand custards
I can make!™

«Rut, my dear, what will Bridget
think!™

*What does it matter what she

“Lots

thinks?" said independent Myra. **And

look here, mother, the Chinese laun-
dry bill was three dollars last eweck
and five dollars the week before. Alter
this I am going to do up my own
frilled things, and yours, too, and I'll
show the girls how to do theirs.™

«0Oh, my dear, yeu can’t!" said Mrs.
Dollard.

“Why can't I?" said Myra. *I used
to do Aunt Dorcas’ fine things. She
wouldn't trust any one else.”

‘“But Parsley farm wasn't
York.”

*That makes no difference.” said
Myra. *The expenses here are some-
thing awful, and father looks so tired
and worried No wonder, with six
great, idle daughters to provide for!
There isn't a girl in Parsley Foint,
mother, but what does something for
a living. Ishould think Eugenia and
Jeannie and Nell and Marian and Addy
would be ashamed of themselves.
‘What do you think is going to become
of them?'

«My dear, what becomes of all the
girls?™  reasoned Mrs Dollard
e il marry, of course.™

“ls it ‘of course?™ said Myra,
thoughtiuliy.

“Mr. Roper i wery attentive to
Jeannie, and Captain Stafford calls
here quite regularly—we think it is to
see Marian—and the Falkley girls, with
the handsome brother, are always
sending for Adelaide to spend the day
with them. You see, it is essontial,
insuch & eircle as this, 10 keep up
their social position.”

New

a heroine?”

The five sisters, however, took =a
different view of affairs. In their
cyes Myra had degraded not only her-
solf, but her family. And just as
Harper Daie had begun to show some
interest in Nell, the family beauty—
and Harper Dale's sister was under
Dr. Vivian’s care for diseased hip
joint.

*He'll b2 sura to hear all about it,™
said Nell, bursting into tears, *“‘and
then of coursz he’ll despise me! Oh!
how dreadful it all is!™

*] wish Myra had staid in Rhode
Island,” said Adelaide, with a flash of
her eyes.

=] don't think!" exciaimed Jeannie,
*that mamma ought to touch that
house-keeping money of Myra's.”

My dears,” said Mr. Dollard, “vou
don’t know how hard your mother has
to work, while you girls are enjoying
yourselves upstairs!™

*Hateful thing!" interjected Marian.
“She has set even our own father
agalust us!”

Butin spite of whispered innuendo
and boldly-spoken scorn, Myra kept on
the even tenor of her way, earning
wages “like any chairwoman,” as Nell
wrathfully expressed il. and actually
sceming to enjoy her independence.
“Nell darling,” cried Jeannie, one
evening as her sister came in from an
afternoon’s shopping, “*what has kept
you so long? Colonel Dale has been
here!”

+Has he? Nell changed color; her
bright eyes grew brighter still.

“And that poor young sister of his
is dead. Oh, Nell, I think he felt the
need of your sympathy and consola-
tion! I sai@d what I could, but, eof
course, it wasn't as if it had been you.
And oh, Nell! what do you think? He
said this family had always scemed
very necar to him—and he hoped one
day to call me sister!”

Nell flew up-stairs to her room, only
stopping to hug and kiss Jeannio. It
was true, then. Colonel Harper Dale
did eall for her.

Mre. Dollard thourht that under the
circumstances they were quite justified
in ordering Nell's trousseau.

“Such things take so long,” said
she. "And il Colonel Dale goes to
Europe in the fall, as people say he
will, he'll want to start off with very
little notice. It couldn’t do any harm
to be ready.”

But Mr. Dollard shook his head.
«‘Wait until he has formally proposed.”
said Mr. Dollard.

Colonel Dale, as it happened, pro-
posed that very alternoon, in the little
back offica at Mr. Dollard’s place of
busincss.

*You are aware, sir, of my poor sis-
ter's death,” said he, ‘“and you can
probably understand that it has made
me restless and anxious for a change.
I shall visit Europe earlier than I had
originally intended, and with your per-
mission and her consent. I shall take
your daughter with me as my wife.”
Mr. Dollard’s heart leaped within
him.

“Of my permission. Colonel,” said
he, “‘you may be very sure. Asto my
girl's eonsent—that you'll have to find
out for yoursell”

“] will go to her at once,” said
Colorel Dazea.

Mr. Dollard was delayed at his office

later than usual that evening. It was

past nine before he reached home.

An U Peli 'a Attak b
an Unfortunats Scholar.

A man was lying stretched dat on
one of the benches in the Court House
park the other night It was nearly
midnight. the leaves rattled dismally
in the autumn wind, the park was long
ago deserted and the bench was any
thing but a pleasant resting-place, and
yel the man lay thero until a police-
man rudely shook his shoulder and
gaid:

*You can't lay here."

“I'm not laying here, sir,” replied
the man.

“But you are; what're you givin’
me?”

*“But I'm not.™

*0h, come off. Get up, or I'il call
the wagon. You can't lay heie, I
“j'-“

*But I say I'm not laying here.”

*Well, what are you doing, then.
you blame fool?"”

“I'm lying here, sir, not laying; I'r
no hen."

“Well, lying, then,” said the blue
coat, in intense disgust; *‘you can't lie
here, then.”

*But I differ with you there. Isa;
1 can lie here.™

“And I say you can's"

“But I can.”

“Well, I say you ean't,” and the
ofiicer gave a strong tug at his coa’
collar, which sent his hat rolling off oz
to the grass, notwithstanding the ex-
plicit orders to keep off.

“My friend,” said the weary one, a¢
he arose and preparcd to accompanj
the officer, **you could nover follow
your calling in Boston. You say I ca~
not lie on that bench, when I have al-
ready proven to you my eminent abilit;
in that direction. Had you remarked
to me: ‘You may not—'"

But the copper was puliing the box
by this time, and told his ward to **drop
his chin."—Toledo Blade.
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FACES IN WATCHES.

Wives aad Sweelhearts Now Go Round
Ia Chronemeters.

*Try and bring out the soft expres-
sion of the eyes, and be sure io have
the hair deep brown as in lifa, won't
you®”

A swell young grain broker stood in
a Jobn street jewcler's talking with
the head of the house. As he spoke he
snapped the chain from his heavy gold
watch and placed the time-piece on the
counler. i
“We will make a perfect likeness of
the young lady, have mo fear of
that,” said the jeweler. With another
injunction to be excecdingly particular
about the eyes the Produce Exchange
man left the store.

“Photographs in watches are becom-
ing very popular,” said the manager
ol the house to a reporter, who stood
at an adjoining counter. “The young
gentleman whose order we have just
taken wishes the portrait of his in-
tended wife placed in his chronometer.
The face ot the young ludy will be
photozraphed directly oa the inner
case of the watch.

“Dyring the past month we have
taken orders for over three hundred
photographs. Hore is one of eox-
Mayor Seth Low of Brooklyn. Isn't
it ap excelent likeness?”

“What does it cost to put & man's
best girl inside his walch?”

*About fifteen dollars. All our work
is done by a French photographer up-
town, and once a pretty face is placec
ina watch by his method it will re-
mainas long as the watch lasts. And
another thing,” said the jeweler, with
asly wink, “‘once a fellow places the
picture of his wife in his watch, the
chances are ninety to one that it will
never find its way to a pawnbroker.”—
N. Y. Journal -

—Thres burglars worked all night
on a safe in aa office, and when they
finally got it open they found six post-
cards and five postage stamps to re-
ward them. The only reveuge they
cculd take was to stick the stamps on
the wall and write on one of the cards:
«A feller who keeps a big safe withoul

“Well. Nelly.” said he to his young-

any thipg in it is & fraud.”

DEALT FOR THE BOYS.

How Judge MeClure Cured Hia SBon of
the Gambling Hablt

Judge John McClure went from Ohlo
o Little Rock, Ark., during the days
ol recoustruction, and soon becamo a
politieal leader. lle was elected to
the Supreme Bonch and drow up the
decision that oustel a Governor and
brought about the Brooks-Baxter war.
During the past few years the judge
has been a quiet observer of politics,
rather than a participant in the fizht;
he has devoted himself to his profes-
sion, and is now regarded as one of the
foremost lawyers of the South. Judge
McClure is @ quaint humorist. Une
day, several weoks ago, he met hisson
in the street.

sAyres, I understand that youn were
secn in a gambling-house the other
nigi:lt. "

“] was there,” the boy answercd.

*“Why did you go¥"

“To gamble.™

“What was your game?”

“!“ﬂm“

“Like the game, do you!'

“Yes, sir."

*“Why do you like it?"

“Beeause it is fun.”

*Now let me tell you something. It
is very bad for a boy ns young as you
are to visit such places, and yet at the
same time I ean appreciate your fond-
ness for gaming. for all intellectually
sound human beings are natural gam-
blers. Now, I'll tell you what I'll do.
If you are determined to play, I will
sct you upa room at home. I will get
a faro outfit and put it in the back
parlor and will deal for you.”

“But I can't bring any of the boys
with me.”

*Yes, you may bring as many you
please.”

“But we can’t have a supper at mid-
night-“

“Yes, I will have supper served at
midnight.””

**When can you get the layout?’

“Immediately.”

“Well, get it and wo'll open up to-
night.”

That night the back parlor of the
MecClure residence had the appearance
of a well-appointed gambling room.
The son and several companions soon
arrived. The judge, as solemn as a
“bookmalker,” took his place and bo-
gan to deal. The boys laughed hearti-
ly and recklessly put down their
money. At midnight an excelentsup-
per was served.

«How much nicer it is to play here
than it is in a regular gambling-
house,” young MeClure remarked:
“How long will you let us play here?”

*The present arrangements shall be
permanent, il you are pleased.”

“{h, we are delighted,” one of the
boys exclaimed. **You are such a good
man, judge.™

«Pon't speak of it,” the julge an-
swered.

“Oh, [ must.,” the boy persisted.
“You are giving us all the fun we
could get anywhere.”

Alter supper the game was resumod.
Just before day young McClure re-
marked that it was about time 1o go to
bed.

+All right,” said the judge.

«“We'll play again to-morrow night,”
the boys declared.

*The room is at your disposal.”

The next night the boys met again
The judge took his place. Young Me-
Clure approaching his father, said:

“Let me have ten dollars of my
money."

+0OI your money?”

..Ye&§|

s« haven't any of your monoy.”

*Oh, that money ol mine you won
last night."

“Yes. but the money I won last
night is mine.”

“What!" the boy exclaimed, *ain’t
you going to give it back to me?”

*No; why should I? Do you think
that I can afford to run & gambling-
house for nothing "

The boy began to whino. *“You ain't
going to take the boys' money, are
you?"

] don't take any body’s money bul
mine.”

“Oh, you know what I mean. The
boys lost all their money last night
Are you going to give it back?”

“Gentlcmen,” said the judge, *if
you have no money [ shall be com-
peled to closo the house. Good-night.™

The judge had won nearly two hun-
dred dollars, money which the boys
had been saving up for years. He did
not return a cent of his winnings, and
he did not have occas’on to reopen the
establishment. —Arkansaw Traveler.
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His Claim Badly Spoiled.

What could make o man feel shab-
bier than to have his lost trunk come
to light just after he had convinced the
railroad officials that it was filled to
the brim with valuable goods when he
committed it to their care? THhis was
the experience of somebody in lMaine
the other day. He had presented s
bill of §77 for a lust box when a rail-
road employe found it in the Bangor
depnt, and the box contained a peck
of peanuts, a monkey wrench and a
jack for lifting wagons, only these and
nothing more.—Lewiston (Me.) Jour-
nal

o e e

Marriage Not a Failure.

«How ia your darter Nancy gittin®
"long sinco she married an’ moved out
ter Californy?" said the first Indiana
yan.  *‘Is she doing well?”

«Doing well! Why. blesa ye, she's
gittin' 'long perfectly lovely. Her first
husband died, leavin' her $5,000 in
cold cash, an’ ’twar'n't three months
“fore she tied om ter a consumptive
worth $10,000. O, but she’s a rattter.
that gul jo!"—Time.

GREENLAND WOMEN.

Whra na Esqu'man Wants o Bride He
Simply Seals Her.

The men seem to be proud of thelr
wives The four married men, in the
tent we visited, introduced their wives
to us. On account of the peculiar
way in which these natives ganin their
bride, viz., by rapine, one might ex-
pect to find them melancholy and
grave, but the four *‘missuses” whom
we learned to know seemed to enjoy
themselves and to take their fate quiet
ns a matter of course. When an
Esjuimaun wantsa bride he calls at the
girl’s house with some iriends and
takes her by force; propriety enjoins
the heathen woman reluctantly to
marry. Occasionally the suitor isso
strenuously resisted that he is com-
peled to pull his heart’s elect
out of her palernal home by
her hair. Arrived at the bride-
groom’s dwelling she wears hor
hair vabound, as a sign of sorrow, and
tries repeatedly to run away, but is
always overtakem, until after a fort-
night she resigns hersell to her Inte
and remains with her husband. Should
she not care for her suitor she contin-
ues running away. until the man be-
comes tired of hunting her up and lets
her goo But if he is deeply in love
he docs not give up, but resorts to the
cruel romedy of culting the soles &f
her feet with a sharp instrument. By
the time thess wounds have healed she
has usually velented. Not wanting the
man in question under any eircum-
stances, the girl cuts off her hair and
runs. As she in this way renounces
marriage forever, the extromity is
very seldom resorted to. The men, as
a rulo, have only one wile, but occa-
sionally they take mure. The first
wile, though, is generally the most
important, and she is sure to retain
her position, provided she bears her
husband children, and particularly
sons.

The only proof that the women hore
ore at times obtrusive we have now.
A member of the expedition carries a
pearl-embroidered belt, which scems
to be the object of their admiration.
They swarm around him like bees.
with their well-known *Eheugh!”
They do not content themselves by
looking, however, but feel it. too, and
to get a good look turn the poor owner
completely over. If the women were
handsome we would not mind having
them around us, even knowing that it
is only an object that attracts them;
but, wilh one exception, all the womeon
are far from being comely. This
single exception is, thongh, & woman
whose beauty not ouly contrasts with
the others’ ugliness, but who would by
her beautiful features and hall-dream-
ing eyes demand attention evenm in
places where the standard of leminine
beauty would be placed far higher.—
N. Y. Times.
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THRIFT IN TRIFLES
The Value of Potty Savings Cam Not Be
Too Highly Estimated

The conscientions habit of saving
every thing that may be turned to any
sccount, fitting the object. however
small, into its right place. is a habit in
itsell enongh to Insure thrift. There
are s0 many things about the house-
hold which are thrown aside which by
careful thought may be turned to use
Wise providers buy only goods of gen-
uine value, which may bo used to the
Iaet shred. This is true of market-
buying, of shopping, of every thing
that may be purchased There is a
good brand of flour and & makeshrift
brand; a cloth firm and well made, of
wool, and a cloth to take its place
cheap snd flimsy, of colton wool. lu
all these cases the genuine cloth is the
cheapeit in the end; the good brand
flour will give the best and moat nour-
ishing bread. The well-made cloth
may be washed or cleansed again and
again, and be made over till nothing is
left of it A great deal may be saved
even in buttons, threads and pins and
needles, little minutine of which we
seldom think. It Is in the sedulous
care that every article shall be
used, that pvery bit of cloth
shall be turned and made over till
it has passed usefulness. that consisis
tho chance of the average family for
an orderly, well-fed, well-clothed
home. Lavishness is the worst of
providers It is the sysiemalic. steady
hand, careful of minutine, that pro-
vides a home and table where genuine
comfort and good cheer prevail. 5im-
ple spending of money can not accom-
plish the same result that care can
The children of poor men, brought up
to habits of thrilt. usually snjoy more
actual luxury than the children of a
spendthrift. There is no poverty so
hopeless as that of the spendthrift,
who varies from feast to famine, from
rags to velvet, with the regularity of
a clock pendulum. Extravagance
should be looked upon as & sin, a fail-
ure of trust 10 use honestly the goods
God has given us, not considered in
the light, trivial way it is, as some-
thing the individual alone would suf-
fer from. And after all his own affairs
Christ continually refers to money. He
recognizes its value and limitations.
and visits with doubled scorn those
who devote themselves purely to mon-
wy-getting, as the money-changers and
buyers who peopled the Templs with
their stalls in their eagerness io secure
their gains.—-N. Y. Tribune.

—The coldest region in the United
States is the streteh of country on the
northern border from the Minnenota
lakes to the western line of Dakota
At Pembina, which lies near the forty-
ninth parailel, the lowest temparature
recorded in the great storm of the
winter of 1873 was 56 dog. below zero.
This ia belioved to be the lowest tem-
porature resched in the United ates

TACT IS SUCCESS
The Ims of Rubb Lightly

Apningt Wenknews and Prejedios.

A story is told of a dignitary of the
church who somewhat astonished an
audience of young clergymen by tak-
ing the above words ss the text of an
address, in which he impressed upon
his hearers the importance of tact in
dealing with their lay brethren
Speaking generally, it may be said
that in every walk of life delicato
treatment and gentle handling are
ofton the sccret of success in dealing
both with persons snd things. The
groat gift of tact so difficult to define,
80 easy to appreciate and admire, is
nothing more than the art which en-~
ables ita possessors to “rub lightly” in
all the relations of life. The instinct
which helps us to understand char-
actors widely different, which gives us
& quick perception of the susceptibil-
itles of others, is essential to all who
aspire to deal successfully with their
fellow-men.

Even in the most commonplace du-
ties of every-day life the art of rub-
bing lightly will often enable us to
overcome difficulties and obstacles
which have resisted all other methoda.
The servant who possesses a *light
band™ is Indecd *=a treasure” in the
eyos of her mistress, and will succeed
in many litlle domestic duties where
clumsy fingers would utterly fail.

Though of most importance, and
oeen in ita highest form io the world
at large, there is ample scope for the
oxercise of tact in the narrower circle
of home life and social gatherings.
And here it may be observed that this
natural instinct and insight into char-
acler, connected as it is with the finer
feelinga of our nature. is seen more
commonly and in a higher degree
among women than among men. Who
does not admire the ready tact which
enables & popular hostess to make a
mized parly *'go off.,” or, in other
words, to harmonize the somewhat
discordant elements of a miscellaneous
assemblage. **What can equal wom-
an’s tact,"says Oliver Wendell Holmes,
*her delicacy, her subtlety of appre-
hension, her quickness to feel the
changes of temperature, as the warm
and cool currents of talk blow by
turnst™

If we consider the importance of
tact in the wider relations of life, we
shall ind that those who can rub light-
Iy achieve a large measure of success
in dealing with others.

Perhaps tho value of tact will be
most readily and most commonly rec-
ognized in the region of diplomacy.
And while it may be said to attain ite
highest development in the suecesaful
ambassador who carries on negotis-
tions of the most delicate natare, on
which the issues of peace or war may
depend., it i of almost equal Im-

10 the great party leader, the
popular Biahop, the eminent physican,
the successful head-master. One and
all of these in their different sphercs

y out more or less unconsciously
the principle of rubbing lightly in
their intercourse with their fellow-
men. If it be too much to say that
*stact s success” in life, it may at any
rato be safely asserted that o those
whose work consists mainly in man-
aging or influencing others, the art of
rubbing lightly is a most important
factor in the attainment of popularity.
—Chamber’s Journal

AMERICAN HUMOR.
Semetimes It Fxpresses liself In Pro.
4 Exsge

The disposition of Americans to ex-
aggerate is especially prominent in
what is known as American humor. A
story associated with *picket-firing,”
during the civil war, brings out this
festure of National character.

Ono day thore was a truce between
the two hostile picket lines.

*Ho, Yank!” called out a lank Mis-
sissippian, who had just been posted.
“Can you fellows shoot?

“Wal, Johnny, I guess mo can, some!
Can you?!

*Shoot!™ shouted back the Con-
federate. “Why, down in Mississip
we knock s bumblebes off a thistle-
blow at three hundred yards!™

“Oh, that's nothin’ to the way we
shoot up in Varmouut! I belonged to
a company up ther’ of a hundred men,
and every week we used to go outto

The Cap'n would draw us
up in single file, and set a cider barrel
rollin' down hill. Each man tooka
shot at the bung-hole as it turned up.

*The barrel was then examined, and
if there was a shot found that didn’t go

Mﬂdlun' a Bad Boyn

Young Lady from Bosioo—I notice
that you always personify the ship—
call it *she,” *her,” etc.

Jack Servemalet—Ayes, mum.

“Why so?

*The ship reminds us of our moth-
ers, mum.”

“Indeed! What is there about o ship
 remind you of your mother?

*The spanker, mum."—N. Y. Sum

EUYPTIAN WAX PORTRAITS.

Cerious Warks of Art Foand in the Rulas
*  of Buried Citlen.

When the moderns read in Pliny of
the extreme degree of excclence 12
which Greek artists had attained in his
day, and of the prices which some of
their works fetched, equivalentio £10.-
000 or £12,000 of our money. scholars
and other competent authorilies dis-
missed these as travelers' tales. They
could not bring themselvos to believe
that these stories were trus, or that
Rubens, Holbein, Sir Thomas Law-
rence and other later celebrities had
been anticipated, if not surpassed, in
the centuries before the Christian era-
And yeot it was so, and Fliny no more
than Herodotus deserved to be called
the father of liars. The graves have
given up their dead and revealed
secrets which it was thought had been
forever hidden in the tomb. It is
from the land of Egypt that these dis-
coveries come The explorations en
the site of Memphis and Thebes had.
prepared the way for the discoverlea
in the province of Faijum. These
consist of s number of portraits found
in the sand at Rubaijat. which are in
the possession of Theodore Graf in Vi-
enna, and are now on view at the So-
ciete d’Encourngement pour I'Industrie
Nationale, 4¢ Kue de Peunnes. Ac-
cording 1o an ancient Egyptian cus-
tum the countonance of the decessed
was represented at the head of the
mummy or coffin. This cusiom was
adhered to In the Greco-Roman epoch
of Egypt. but instead of the plastic
head, which up to that time had boen
alone in use, a painting was substitut-
ed representing a real portrait of the
decensed. Theso portraits, which
were painted on & thin panel of wood,
were lald over the face of the mum-
mies, the outer bandages of the
shrouds being then wrapped about
them s0 as to cover the mar-
gin of the picture, the Ilatter
alone being visible A mummy of
this kind, therefore, presenied the ap-
pearance of a living body, looking out
of an opening in the bandages for the
survivors 10 gaze upon in the coffins,
the lids of which were made to be
thrown back for that purpose. The
only other graves where these curious
pictorial works have been found were
opened in the winter of 1887-8 by the
Eunglish cngineer, Mr. Petrio, at Har-
vard, but the pictures in them are said
to be not nearly equal to the speci-
mens discoverod at Hubaitat. The
tombs themselves, bullt in the rocks,
were ransacked ages ago by thieves,
who, in their search for gold, destroyed
boih coffins and mummies. Luckily,
the pilferers deemed the pictures to be
of no valie, so were thrown away—
but not 1o perish—in the dry dust of
the desert. ¢

Herr Gral's collection numbers nine-
ty-fivo specimens of varying interest
in point of execution, but all valuabie
as works of art They gre
on cypress wood, the more a: t be-
ing painted in wax colors, Inid on with
the cestrum or spatula, a lancet-shaped
instrument—the later specimons being
produced by water colors, to which
was added the yelk and white of eggs
or other resinous binding substances.
The painting with wax waa done with-
out the employment of heat, and with-
out using the brush, the ancients be-
ing ignorant of the process of dissolv-
ing wax in turpentine. On examining
these rows of heads gazing calmly out
of large, lustroys eyes. shutnow for
over 2,000 years, ono scems to be
brought face to face with the last of hu-
manity in a more real way than has
bitherto been in our power. Une is
also struck with the modern look of
many of these ancient portraits There
isa face of an old man of wonderful
force of character and intellectual
power. The phinter Menzel. of Borlin,
has declared that nothing fner than
this has been done in portrait painting.
The female faces are nearly all tinged
with melancholy, but some are of great
beauty, and they almost without ex-
ception reveal traces of the distinction
of the originale. There is a very mod-
ern head of ap old lady with short gray
locks. The fidelity of execution in
these paintings is so great that doctors
have been able to detect the exisience
of dropsy.- The French Governmeat is
in treaty for the collection, the value
of which is estimated at about £40,000
—Architect.

A Glimpse of Alma Tadema.

A trim, rosy-checked parlor maid
answered my ring at the door-bell, and
in a few minutes conductod me to the
artist’s work-shop. He was busily en-
gaged with a palette and brush as I en-
tered. He produces more wonders in
marble than many first-rate sculptors,

As [ enter he drops his brush, pushes
his great Leghorn back on his head,
blows a big blue cloud of smoke into
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for a moment, and says:
down to work; I pray you will do se
t00."—London Letten. .

and his flowerings and columus are il
ways the talk of & London exhibition.
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