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A SMAIili BOY. 
»Vom the Harpers W'oeklv. 

"Oh ! I say, she's out ," said small 
Ned, as ho opened the door. "She's 
gone to the dress-maker's, but she'll 
be ba°k soon, "cause sho's got to friz 
her hair lor dinner. Come in and 
wai t ." 

I accepted the invitation, and in
stalled m> self in the easiest chair in 
the parlor, after rolling it to *bo bay-
\\ mdow, so as to command a view of 
the street, while Ned ' dusted" him
self, as he called it, on amaible-top-
ped table beside me, and sat there, 
with the ciispy cheekiness of early 
boyhood, whistling and swinging his 
feet. 

Ned was a chap of ten years, with a 
remarkable memory—as 1 was fated 
to discover—the youngest brother of 
Miss Victoria Conrad: and Miss Vic. 
toria Conrad was a handsome dash
ing clever girl whom I had met at a 
picnic the pieceding summer.and with 
whom I had immediately fallen des
perately in love. 

T use the word '•desperately" ad
visedly, for it was my first really seri
ous entanglement, and my charmer, 
being a thorough mistress of the arts 
by which young and susceptible male 
hearts-are subjugated, had enthralled 
.me most completely. 

True, before I cast myself at her 
feet, I had felt a great tenderness for a 
sweet little third or fourth cousin of 
mine, a slight pale young girl, ' with 
hair of the faintest gold and eyes of 
the softest blue, and an innocent, 
trusting, child-like look in her pretty 
face. 

But beside Miss Conrad, with her 
magnificent form, glorious auburn 
tresses, and wonderful big black eyes, 
May Newton faded intoinsignilicance. 
It was though one placed a delicate, 
cream-colored lily in the same vase 
with a gorgeous, ttame-dashed-with-
crimson-leaved. brown-throated glad-
iole. 

And so I found on becoming ac
quainted with Miss Conrad, that my 
feeling for May, which had existed 
ever since our earliest childhood, was 
only a tenderness, while my feeling 
for Victoria, although but three 
months old, had already amounted to 
a passion. 

But in spite of my infatuation for 
the latter, I was not blind to the fact 
that she was a finished coquette, and I 
didn't half like the way, after the very 
decided encouragement she had given 
me, she flirted with my intimate 
friend,Charley Thornton. Sometimes, 
indeed, it flashed upon me that there 
was an old love affair between them 
which had not entirely ended even 
now, and i t was after one of these 
flashes I had sought her house, deter
mined to discover what her real feel
ings toward me were, and resolved 
that when I left her i t should either be 
as an accepted or rejected suitor. 

To speak frankly I had every reason 
to believe that it would be an accepted 
one. in spite of Hashes, For as much 
as Thornton was distinguished by 
Miss Conrad above her other admir
ers, just so much had I been of late 
distinguished above Thornton. And 
we two were equal in age, looks, fam
ily, education, (and our lady-love 
thought) fortune. I say our lady-love 
thought, for the t ruth was, compared 
to me Charley was poor. How i ich I 
was T had taken care should not be 
known; for although only three-and-
twenty, I had already grown tired of 
a single life, with its attendant board
ing-houses, and was looking for a 
wife, with a view to a comfortable 
home or' my own. And like Lord 
Burleigh and other romantic poetical 
fellows, I wanted to be loved tar my
self alone. 

Only Charley 3 hornton knew of my 
recently inherited wealth, and him I 
had bound by all that is sacred in 
friendship not to disclose i t . 

*->o in singling me out. for favor," 1 
argued, "Victoria leads me to suppose 
:die loves me. And if she consents to 
become my »\ if e, that supposition will 
turn into a happy certainty, for she 
certainly, with her beauty and talents, 
might make a much tiner match than 
the one I otier her. And what delight 
j l will be when the words are said that 
'eal 7 y happiness and make her all my 
own, to see her resplendent eyes grow 
larger and brighter as she learns that 
m accepting a few thousands, she has 
become the mistress of half a mil
lion !" 

But to go back to the small boy, 
^winging his feet and evidently anx
ious to enter into conversation. 

••I say," he blurts out at last, "do 
you like to look at photographs ? 
Charley Thornton does. lie and Vic 
looked at this book"—taking one from 
the table on which he sat—"for 
more'n an hour the other day. I like 
him. He gave me tw > white mice and 
a guinea-pig; the cat ate the white 
mice, and the guinea-pig's dead. But 
they wasn't looking at i t all the time 
either. They was talking. You 
picture's there, you know. He used 
to be on the other page, but he coaxes 
Vic to put it somewheie else." 

"Why i" I asked, ceasing to watch 
for the coming of my divinity, and 
turning toward the small boy with 
awakened curiosity. 

" 'Cause," said Ned, evidently try
ing to repeat the very words—" 'cause 
he couldn't bear even his picture to 
have always before it the face of his 
rival, his successful—yes. that 's it— 
his successful r ival ." 

My heart gave a bound. She did 
love me, then. Poor Charley! 

"And what reply did your sister 
make to that ?" I asked. 

"Oh ! she said 'nonsense ;' but she 
took the picture out—Charley's you 
know—and he kissed her hand, and 
she carried it up to her room, and i t ' s 

there now hanging between the 
«Huguenot Lovers' and •His Only 
Friend.' He's a poor bare-footed boy 
a-lying fast asleep in the road, and his 
only friend's a dog—one of them big 
fellows, you know—" 

"Yes, yes ," I interrupted, rather im
patiently ; " I know all about i t . " 

Ned, evidently somewhat offended, 
was silent for about three minutes,and 
then began again. "Oh, ray, didn't 
they talk that day ? Vic sent word to 
everybody else that came that she was 
out. Wasn't that a whopper ! I was 
snuggled up on the sofa over in that 
dark cornea- there, and they didn't see 
me, and I heard every word they said. 
Wouldn't Vic have boxed my ears if 
she'd caught m e ! " 

" I wonder what they talked of," I 
said to myself, with a jealous qualm— 
to tell the t ruth , I'd been a little stag
gered by the picture episode; and then, 
though it wasn't exactly the right 
thing to do, although certainly excus
able in a case like this, where a man's 
whole happiness was at stake,I made up 
my mind if possible to find out. 

"Ned," said 1, " I saw a splendid 
knife the other day—six blades." 

"Six blades !" repeated Ned, his eyes 
sparkling. 

"Yes, or Ave blades and a file, I don't 
remember which. I t was a beauty, 
though, and if I wasn't afraid you'd 
cut yourself with it, I 'd buy i t and 
give it to you." 

"Cut myself!" said the small boy 
with infinite scorn ; " I ain ' t a baby!" 

"Wel l , " sa id l , " t h e knife shall be 
yours ." And then I continued in a non
chalant way: "What is i t you said your 
sister and Mr. Thornton were talking 
abou t?" 

" I didn't say nothing," said Ned. 
"When' l l you bring the knife ?" 

"You shall have it to-morrow," I re
plied. "Did they say anything about 
me, for instance?" 

"Oh, lo t s ! " said Ned, starting off 
rapidly. "Charley said, 'Oh, Vic, you 
would never have given me up if I 
hadn' t told you how rich he was. 
what a fool I 've been! 1 might have 
known that that would have been too 
much of a'—let me see : 'Lead us not 
into temptation'—temptation for such 
a girl as you are. Good heavens! ' and 
he ^grabbed hold of his hair just as 
though he was going to pull it all o u t ; " 
and the small boy suited the action to 
the word, and tugged at his own curly 
locks with such an assumption of des
peration as brought the tears into his 
eyes. " 'Good heavens!' he says, 'how 
selfish and cruel you a r e ! I 'm sure I 
don't know how I can love you. Are 
you going to marry him ?' And Vic says 
'I am. ' 

"Oh, you a re , " thinks the attentive 
listener. 

" ' I t would be awful siily,' she 
says," the small boy rattles on, "for us 
to get married. I might think I was 
happy, for a little while, 'cause I be
lieve I love you as well as I could love 
anybody, and then I'd be jolly misera
ble, for I must have a seal-skin jacket 
and a n e w switch, and hair like mine 
costs like'—Oh, no, that ' s what she 
said to ma this morning. I mean, she 
says, 'For I never could be happy with
out a fine house and a carriage, and all 
sorts of nobby things, and ever so much 
more I can't remember. 'And so be a 
good boy,' she says, 'and console your
self with May Newton. She likes you, 
I 'm sure, and she is a sweet little 
thing and would make you an excellent 
wife. 

" I don't believe sh^ ever will then." 
I mutter between my teeth. "Go on, 
Ned." 

" 'No, she wouldn't, ' says Charley ; 
'and as for her liking me you never 
were more mistaken in your life : or, 
if she does like me, i t is because I am 
the friend of the man she loves—Ar
thur Bell' " I 'm Arthur Bell)—" 'yes, 
she loves him as dearly as I do you, 
and has loved him for years. It was 
for his sake she refused handsome 
Phil Akers, to say nothing of that 
rich old bachelor, Quimby, that all the 
other girls are hulling caps for.' Poor 
little wretch ! I know how to pity her. ' 

'You'll both recover,' says Vic, 'and, 
ten chances to one, fall in lovu with 
each other. There's nothing like 
catching a ball on the bounce.' "' 

" 'A heart on the rebound,' I think 
you mean, Ned,' I say, with astonish
ing calmness. 

"Well, perhaps I do . " assents the 
small boy, whistling a couple of bars 
of 'Yankee Doodle, thoughtfullv. 
"Anyhow," ending with a false note 
that makes me shudder, "Vic stuck 
to it she'd marry you, 'cause yon was 
so slap-bang-set-'em-up-again r ich ; 
and Charley smashed his hat on his 
head and walked out of the room like 
th i s , " and slipping from the table, the 
small boy seized my hat from my 
hand, literally "smashed" it upon his 
curly head, and strode out into the 
hall in such a melodramatic manner 
that I smiled in spite of myself. 

When he returned, I left the easy-
chair—not quite as much at ease as 
when I sat down in it—took possession 
of my hat, restored it as nearly as pos
sible to its original | shape, and said: 
"Ned, you've been remarkably enter
taining—in fact, I never met such an 
entertaining small boy before ; but 1 
won'tfwait any longer. Give my re
spects to your sister—" 

"Don ' tyou mean your love?" asks 
Ned, with wide-opened eyes, and adds, 
confidentially, "Oh » come now, you 
needn't be bashful. T know all about 
i t , you know." 

" I don't mean my love," I say, most 
emphatically. 

"And when'll you ctme again." 
"Impossible to te l l ." 
"But the knife—the one with six 

blades, or five blades and a file." 
" I ' l l send i t to-morrow morning 

ear ly." * 

"You're a t r u m p ! " exclaims the 
small boy, cutting a caper. "And, I 
say, when you marry Vic and ask me 
out to your country-house to spend my 
vacation, will you give me a boat and 
a Shetland pony—one of them real 
jolly ones with hair hanging all over 
their eyes ?" 

"When I marry Vic I will ," I prom
ise, solemnly. "Good-by." 

But 1 never marry Vic. 
Mr. Ojuinby, the rich old bachelor, 

does, though; and a precious time, 
they say, she has with the cranky, 
hot-tempered. asthmatic old fellow. 

My wife has soft blue eyes and faint 
golden hair ; and I have come to the 
conclusion that a delicate, cream-col
ored lily is much to be preferred to a 
gorgeous llame-dashed-with-crimson-
leaved, brown-throated gladiole. 

• • • » 

Marvelous Matrimonial Infeicitics. 

One of the most marvelous complicat
ed divorce cases ever brought into 
court is that of Madeline Strickland vs. 
George W.Strickland, of N. Y. It gives 
a slight insight into the ways of law
yers who practice tricks that are dark 
and vain upon their victims. The wo
man was once a belle in Brooklyn, and, 
according to her own story, had been 
twice badly fooled by men,—the first 
time in marrying a man by the name 
of Larkin who she afterward found 
had an undivorced wife still living. 

She was advised that her marriage 
was null and void, but she retained the 
name to avoid scandal. Then she was 
fooled again by marrying Strickland. 
She had some property, and now she 
claims that he married her for her 
money. In this he was partially fooled 
himself, but he succeeded in getting 
all the funds jewelry and other valua
bles she possessed away from her, and 
then by most shameful abuse compell
ed her to leave him. He even persuad
ed her to let him sell a lot (deeded to 
her by her grandmother) in Greenwood 
Cemetery. Strickland had the old 
grandmother's corpse taken out of the 
lot, and sold the ground for 8500, and 
spent the money upon himself. Then 
he sued her for divorce, and pending 
the case ptiid her &5 per week for her 
support. Being thus dependent on his 
charity, she sought and obtained em
ployment. While in a destitute condi
tion, and worried in body and mind by 
his abuse, she was approached by her 
own lawyer and advised to consent 
to a divorce. She agreed to do 
so upon Strickland's agreement to pay 
her a regularly stipulated sum. After 
her consent was obtained, he failed to 
pay the agreed amount, and her own 
lawyer, she now claims, was in collu
sion with her husband to cheat her. 
Earning money by her labors to get a 
new lawyer, she now comes into court 
and asks that the decree to which she 
consented be set aside, and a trial of 
the issues of fact ordered. The has 
band and lawyer deny these charges, 
and accuse the woman of vaiious aw
ful things, including a furious temper. 
The case has been sent to a referee, 
to take testimony, and report to the 
Court. 

HOUSE, FARM AND GARDEN. 

How a Young Life W<»nt Out. 
San Francisco News-Letter. 

Aii affecting incident occurred at the 
Academy of Music lately. Among the 
audience was a wealthy family, one 
of the members of which has for years 
been in delicate health, and was born 
deaf and dumb. I t has been the cus
tom of the family to take their afflicted 
daughter with them to the theatre, as 
she seemed to enjoy the excitement 
and action although she could not hear 
a sound. I t was observed that she 
seemed very much amused at the com
icalities of Mr. Sol Smith Russell, and 
enjoyed the changes of his facial ex
pression as much as any of the audi
ence. When Signor Tagliapietra came 
on to sing it wTas noticed that a curious 
light came into her eyes, and stretch
ing out ner arm to her mother, she 
spelled on her fingers with the greatest 
excitement, the words, "Mamma, I 
hear ." The next piece was an orches
tral arrangement of "Trovatore*" As 
the composition proceeded the tears 
flowed down the poor girl 's cheeks and 
her excitement became so great tha t 
it was deemed prudent to leave the 
theatre. On reaching home the ex
haustion produced by the events of the 
evening was such that the family phy
sician was summoned. As she lay on 
the couch she reachjed for her slate and 
wrote : "Mother, I think heaven must 
be music." The next day, in accord
ance With her wishes, Mr. Russell w&s 
sent for, and he kindly came and sang 
for the little sufferer. I t was too late. 
Death had marked the child for his 
own, and she did not even smile. The 
little lips are cold now, and there is a 
vacant chair in the family circle. 

A Word of Joy. 
From the Hon. James ltosn. Grand Lecturer of I. O. O 

T. of Wisconsin. 
From a feeling of gratitude, I take 

great pleasure in giving testimony to the effi
cacy ol Hale'B Cough Cordial in easily curing 
a persistent cough. For a month while en
gaged nightly in public speaking, I had sui-
lered with an annoying couqb. which stub
bornly resisted the various cough remedies 
that Iliad taken. Through the advice of 
friends I fortunately gave Sale's Cough Cor
dial a trial, when my coughing cased at once, 
and the following day it had done its work 
complete and I felt all right. The first dose 
went directly to the cold spot in my lungs, 
and in the midst of a general warmth ana 
perspiration the stubborn cough seemed to 
dissolve. In gratitude and esteem, I am 

Yours truly, JAMBS ROM. 
»«« 

A'hotel furnishing all the comforts of home, 
together with the luxurious appointments rn 
more pretentious establishments is anecean 
Bity demanded by the refinements of modeSt. 
life. Snob, an establishment is the Greenman 
House, (John Baugh, Proprietor), corner of St. 
Peter and Fourth streets, St. Paul, tfhere the 
best accommodations can always by secured 
at reasonable rates. 

About "Balking." 
A writer in the Golden Rule makes 

some very sensible remarks on th is 
subject. If the eduoation of the colt 
has been conducted in accordance with 
correct principles he will not balk. 
Balking on the part of the colt is, for 
the most part, the result of the train
er 's ignorance or passion. Veiling and 
whipping on the part of the trainer or 
driver, overloading, sore shoulders, or 
ill-fitting collars—these are trie causes 
that make horses balk. But if you 
have a horse or colt that balks, while 
one cannot, without a personal knowl
edge of the subject, tell you what to 
do, we can tell you what not to do -
never whip. If he won't go let him 
stand still and think it over. He will 
very often think better of i t , and after 
a few moments' reflection and a few 
tosses of the head go on of his own ac
cord. Or if this does not answer, get 
out of the wagon and pat him and talk 
to him kindly. A horse is very sus
ceptible to kindness: and the writer 
says he has known more than one quite 
vicious horse soothed into good behav
ior by a few gentle pats by a lady's 
gloved hand on the moist neck and 
veined muzzle. Sometimes i t is well 
to loosen a strap or s tar t a buckle. 
The mere act of unchecking and re-
checking the animal has sometimes 
answersd the purpose. I t took his at . 
tention off in another direction, chang
ed the current of his thought, and 
broke up his purpose and determina
tion to resist. For this same reason 
an apple, or a bunch of grass from the 
roadside, or a handful of oats, or a few 
kernels of corn, will often accomplish 
what an hour of beating could never 
effect. 

The t ru th is, a man must govern 
himself before he can hope to govern 
lower animals. A man flushed with 
passion, his brain charged with heat
ed blood, and eye3 blazing with rage, 
is not in a condition to think clearly ; 
and i t is just this thinking clearly 
that is, above all else, needed in di
recting and controlling horses. Hence 
i t is that contact with horses, and an 
actual experience in teaching them, is 
one of the finest disciplines a man can 
have. He grows to love the colt he is 
teaching; and no nature is utterly de
praved in which is going on the exer
cise of affection, no matter how hum
ble the object may be. His employ
ment makes i t necessary for him to 
th ink : and this keeps intellect, which 
might otherwise have no develop
ment, alive. The language of the 
stable is not, as many pious and igno
rant people inagine, all slang. Care 
and anxiety are felt in the groom's 
room, and consultation held upon the 
issue of which the health and safety 
of valuable property depend. Plans 
are formed and methods of procadure 
adopted, upon which fame and vast 
sums of money come and go. Faults 
of nature and errors of education and 
practice are corrected, and the trainer 
discovers that in schooling God's crea
tures he is being schooled himself. 
Thus, in all other branches of honor
able industry, the horseman discovers 
that he is the point from which one 
current goes forth and another enters 
in. He bestows, and he receives; ho 
educates, and is educated ; and the life 
which so many thoughtless people de
spise closes, as in the case of Hiram 
Woodruff—the upright in heart and 
actsjr-with honor, and a fame which 
can fail only when kindness toward 
animals and integrity among men are 
regarded as of no account. 

Farmers.' Wives. 
Some years ago I was talking with 

Dr. Gray, chief physician in the New 
State Lunatic Asylum at Utica, and he 
told me that, as a class, more farmer's 
wives were brought to that institution 
than people of any other occupation. 
He said:—"The reason why this is so, 
is that their minds are constantly on 
one changeable routine of work, from 
daylight in the morning till late at 
night:—no change—no relaxation—no 
res t . " 

Farmers should note this fact, and 
be forewarned before i t is to late. I t 
is astonishing what a vast amount of 
labor farmers' wives perform! Many 
of them get up and have breakfast 
ready before their husbands are out 
of bed. Then it is work, work, work, 
till near midnight ; the mind all the 
time being on their duties—how they 
shall supply the meals—how the wash
ing and ironing are to be done—when 
can the floors be scrubbed—how the chil
dren are to be clothed and kept tidy ; 
and many other things, all combined, 
are enough to break down the strong
est woman in the land T 

" In no case," said Dr . . Gray, " i s i t 
safe to be constantly thinking upon 
one thing or subjec t ; " and in cases 
where the brain has become weaken* 
ed by too great a strain on it, as with 

students and literary men, the remedy 
is rest and out door recreations. Then 
when men are in trouble, a constant 
brooding over i t is dangerous. The 
mind should be drawn away from it 
as much as possible. 

Farmers, your duties to yonr wives 
are plain. Don't allow them :o over, 
work, to wear out prematurely. I t is 
better to leave a few acres less to your 
heirs, and less in bonds or mortgages, 
than to see your wives go down to pre
mature graves with the epitaph— 
'•Died of farm drugery." 

•n Ounce of Prevention. 
For obvious reasons more farm prop

erty is destroyed by fire in winter than 
during any other season, and since the 
appliances for controling fires after 
they breakout are few and nearly al-
ways|inadequate, extreme and con
stant vigilance should be exercised. 
The most frequent causes are defect
ive flues, especially where the stove 
pipes are inserted or where ceilings 
are pierced for pipes; and carelessness 
in the use of matches and kerosene. 
Where pipes enter brickwork a large 
sheet of t in or iron closely fitting the 
pipe should be nailed firmly to the 
brickwork and the lower part turned 
up to form a gutter in which casual 
sparks may fall. Kerosene is always 
a treacherous article.nearly as danger
ous and destructive as gunpowder, and 
should be used only in stationary 
lamps set into brackets. I ts use in 
portable lamps of the usual pattern is 
a perpetual menace to life and property. 
This is especially true of the ordinary 
lantern with thin glass sides and chim
neys used in barns and stables. The 
old-fashioned t in cylinder pierced with 
small holes and lit with a bi t of tallow 
candle does not give as much light, 
but has the merit of perfect safety. 
Mrs. O'Leary's famous cow might have 
kicked one of them to atoms without 
endangering the city of Chicago. The 
common match is only less dangerous. 
They should be kept in boxes, nailed 
to the wall so high that neither chil
dren nor mice can obtain access to 
them. The former like them just a 
trifle more than any other dangerous 
and forbidden article, while the latter 
have a strange avidity for the phos
phorus with which they are usually 
tipped. 

Jelly Rolls.—Three eges, half a cup 
of sugar, one cup of flour, one and a 
half teaspoonfuls of baking powder, 
the whites of four eggs, two-thirds of 
\ cup of pulverized sugar, half a cup 
of flour, half a teaspoonf ul of baking 
powder, a little salt. 

Cocoanut Cake.—Two eggs, one cup 
of white sugar, half a cup of sweet 
milk, a quarter of a cup of butter, one 
and a half cups of flour, one and a half 
teaspoonfuls of baking powder. Bake 
in a moderate oven in pans one inch 
deep. 

To prepare the dessicated cocoanut, 
beat the whites of two eggs to a stiff 
f roth.add one cup of pulverized sugar 
and cocoanut, aftar soaking it in boil
ing milk. Spread the mixture between 
the layers of cake and over the top. 

Spanish Cream.—Three pints of 
milk, one ounce Cox gelatine, six 
tablespoonf uls of sugar, beaten with 
the yelks of six eggs: this stirred into 
the boiling milk. Beat the whites 
and stir them in last. Flavor to the 
taste. Soak the gelatine in a little 
milk first put into melds. Make the 
day before i t is wanted for use. 

A Story of Keen Bidding. 

An English paper relates the follow
ing story of keen bidding : A certain 
East of London Jewish firm had re
ceived a commission from Birming
ham to sell a batch of 150,000 Sniders. 
The other day a stout, foreign-looking 
individual called, saw the patterns,and 
agreed to buy the whole lot at a cer
tain price. IIis offer was accepted and 
he went away, agreeing to call next 
day, pay a deposit, and conclude the 
affair. An hour or twro after he left 
another person, also a foreigner, call
ed and offered an advance of nearly 20 
per cent, upon the price agreed on by 
the first purchaser. The Hebrew deal
er said he did not feel bound to sell to 
any one who had paid a deposit, and 
that if purchaser number two paid in 
his deposit before purchaser number 
one, the muskets would be his. Num
ber two went away, saying he would 
be back again in an hour and bring 
with him the deposit-money required. 
He had hardly left the counting-house 
when a third party put in an appear
ance, offering more by nearly 10 per 
cent, than number two, and more by 
about 30 per cent, than number one. 
Moreover, he brought with him in 
bank notes, a considerable sum, which 
he paid down as a deposit. The arms 
w%re then said to be his, and the usual 
sale note duly made out. I t afterward 
turned out that all the three purchas
ers were agents or brokers for the same 
firm, and that in their eagerness to ob
tain their commission they had been 
bidding against each other. The arms, 
together with 30,000 more of the same 
description purchased at Birmingham, 
have since been shipped off for Servia 
via one of the Russian ports in the 
Black Sea. 

Misuse of Words. 

On one occasion a dinner was* being 
given at a certain gentleman's house; 
one of the servants, in bringing in an 
ox tongue, let the plate and i ts con
tents fall with a splash ; the host,how-
ever, was master of the occasion— 
"Oh ! never mind; i t ' s only a lapsus 
lingufe." The roar of laughter at this 
sally was both loud and long. A neigh
boring fox-hunter who was present, 
thought the joke so good that he could 
take i t away with him. So the next 
time he had a dinner party he instruct
ed a servant to let fall a leg of mutton 
and he was much surprised when his 
remark, that i t was only a lapsus lin-
guro, was not greeted with the hearty 
laughter he expected. 

A minister once, in preaching on the 
family relationships, had three heads 
of discourse: First, the duties of pa
rents to children; second, the duties 
of children to parents ; third, the du
ties of parents who have no children. 
Typographical errors in words are 
sometimes very amusing. What an al
teration in the sense is made by even 
misplacing a letter, or a comma, or a 
space ! Some one meanL to say in a 
certain case, " I sent a bulletin to 
h e r " ; the compositor made it, " I sent 
a bullet into he r . " Not long ago a 
document was presented to us begin
ning, " I , the undersigned." 

Slang is, par excellence, the misuse 
of words. The word is borrowed from 
the gypsy tongue, where i t is used 
for the secret language of 
that t r ibe. I t is, indeed, a secret 
language. The words used in i t are 
used in a sense so different from their 
proper, meaning that only the initiated 
can understand them. Slang, in its 
usual significance, suggests a burlesque 
of conversational language. Strange is 
i t that a style of expression which be- • 
gan in thieves' cant should insinuate 
itself into the talk of people of al! 
classes. The insidious nature of the 
evil, the way in which i slang terms 
have become adopted, is to be explain
ed by the fact tha t secret language 
has a certain fascination for many 
people. Secret societies have their se
cret passwords. No doubt many a 
man has been led to join a secret or
der just because he wanted to know 
" the word," as seme people term their 
grand secret. The love of being in
itiated into mysteries known only to a 
few is as old almost as the world. 

Fashionable talk has become very 
much Frenchified in the way of the 
use of surperlatives. Can there ever 
be any excuse for saying tha t anything 
could be "dreadfully funny," or 
"fearfully ridiculous," or "awfully 
jolly" ? We have "loud colors" and 
"tal l ta lk ." We have the genus "cad," 
or the "howling swell." Just think 
of these terms for a moment. A man 
who never heard the expression of 
thought. Good English is the lan
guage of the people. Thieves may, 
if they choose, take a word, and say 
among themselves: "This word shall 
among us mean such a thing, and who
ever does not know that i t means such 
a thing is none of u s . " But leave that 
talk to thieves, and let all honest men 
and women use words in their t rue and 
proper sense. 

The confusion or careless use of pro
nouns is the cause of much misunder
standing both in written and spoken 
language, more especially, however, 
in the latter. Young mothers do not 
like the baby called " i t . " Dean Alford 
tells ns of a deputation which wras to 
wait upon a Bishop; the spokesman 
was a grammarian,and he could scarce
ly be prevented from addressing the 
Bishop as "Our Lord," thinking" that 
when more than one was present " m y " 
must be wrong. 

I t is unnecessary to give further ex
amples of the misuse of pronouns. In 
fact, i t is quite a common thing to err 
in the way of being too particular about 
their use. In the fear of being misun
derstood, the simplest old woman in
terlards her conversation with "says 
she" and "says I . " "Says she to me 
eight days past on Sunday, says she, 
Mrs. So-and-so said to me, says she, 
tha t you were no better than you 
should be, says she ; and, says I, Mrs. 
So.and-so. says I, you may say, says I. 
what ye like ; " and so on ad libitum, 

We have often tried to discover the 
necessity for the numerous "says I"s" 
and "says h e ' s " which occur in such 
talk, and have come to the conclusion ' 
that the reason of the use of these ex
pressions is to be found in the desire 
to give a graphic and word-for-woid 
account of some past conversation. 
Novelists in giving a dialogue can vary 
the thing by'saying " h e said," "she 
repl ied," '"he remarked," " I respond
ed," , " " she returned," and so o n : 
whereas the "says she ," and "says I , " 
are the only terms ordinary people can 
lay hold of. The painfulness of the 
very frequent use of these terms need 
not be incurred, if the people would 
only remember that i t is unnecessary 
to attempt to detail any conversation 
and tha t "says s h e " may be quite 
abolished by simply giving the gist of 
what she said, without trying to repeat 
i t in the exact words. We have thus 
endeavored, by illustration, to give 
examples of the most ordinary mis
takes in composition. We spoke of 
the r ight word in the right place. 
Doubtless Dean Alford would have ob
jected to the t i t le. He says the simi
lar expression, "The right man in the 
r ight place,"came Into use during the 
Crimean war, and he asks : "Was 
ever the right man in the wrong 
place?" We think this hypercritical. 
The r ight word may be in the wrong 
place often enough, as is evident from 
the necessity of attending not only to 
the use of proper words in writing, 
but to the way in which these words 
ought to be placed. 


