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0. why should man look down on man ?
How many anoble b

May make sweet muslo, though it threb
Lieneath a faded vest.

Our Bavlour Joved and Lleseed ko poor ;
And when to him we rise,

Ths rich and will share alike

the ekles. going to aleep. I wonder why my hands
Coirf:v‘l’ul:,p ;'eq:‘ e Mxs. C Hanus, '035‘ 80 when I want them to?
_— 0. H, Fosten,
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The mother ssld.
My good, Xind husband, as yousee,
And those thres children at my knee,
Who look tous so trustivgly

ma's baby, so it was,”

but I'll holler, aud maybo I'll 2nd out.

Bong of the Deoanter.

Thero was an old decan-
ter, and its mouth was

Fur dally bread.— gaping wide; the
o For thelr sweet sakey, who Jove 100 30, . "°'ﬁ' wins had
1 keep the fivelight in a glow ebbed away,
1n our dear home, and left
Thas, though the umg«t roar outelde, its crys-
And feroely thrsatan far and wide, N'-’?g .
The cheery blaze may serve $o gulde side;
Dear feet that roam, and lt;he wind
weat humming
“ And as the merry kettle bolle, "
Wa weloome blza who dally tolls bumming—
For u3 esch dav. up and
01 true lovo Sisses fullascore down the

He gete, I'm oertaln, it not more,
w?:f» tond ones meot him nu:o'door.

sides it flow,

At twilight gras. and through the
One gate tho slippers for his feet, hr?fddi °’k
**Ope mate thc Bl ollow nec
Mo’x‘?: n’ﬁ"&i‘.‘i"a‘.‘i."_" the wildest notes it

And while the children round bin slog,

and make the dear old satters A

Ong little daughter crowns him king
With blossoms falr,

% Ah, sir, weo are not rich or great,

Thn ownersof & vast estate,™
The mother sald §

« But w» have better far than gold,
Contentinent, and s little f0)d
As {ull of Jove as It can bold,

With daily bread.”

Merino, Cal.
{513)

Nus A, McMiiiax,

—Selected.
A Tiby Story.

Four gentlemon—a Baptist, Preabyterian,
Moethodist, and Roman Catholic—met by
agreement Lo dine on fish.  Soon as grace
was said, tho Catholic rose. armed himself
with knifeand fork, and, taking about one-
third of tho fish, comprising the head, re-
moved it to his plate, exclaiming, as ho sat
down, with great satisfaction, “l'aps cat
caput accleare.”  (The Pope is the head of
the Church.) Immediately tho Methodist
minister aross, and helping himself toabout
one-third, embracing thotail, seated himself
and said—*Finis coronal opus,” (The end
crowns the work,) The Presbyterian
now thought it was about time for him to
move, and, taking the remainder of the

«fish to his plats, exclaimed—*'In media est
veritas.” (Trath lies between two ex-
tremes.) Our Baptist brother had nothiag
before him but an empty plateand the pros-

ct of & slim dinncer, and anatching up the
E:wl of melted butter, ho dashed it over
them all, cxclaiming—*‘Ego baptiso vos.”
(I Laptiso you all)

Waelland, Oat.  Mns. J. H Pmirins.

(514) ) —Selected,
A Baby's 8oliloquy.

Iam here, and if this is what they call
the world, I don’t think mach ofit, It's »
very flannelly world, and smells of paregoric
awfully. It'ta dreadful light world, too,
and makes me blink, Itell yon. And I
don't know what to do witn my haods; I
think I'lldig my fistsin my eyea.  No, I
won't. Il acratch at tho coraer of my
blanket and chow it up, and then I'll hol-
ler; whatever happens, I holler. And
the more tic they give me, the londer
Tl yell. pi_hreso old nm‘ti;1 ta the apoon in
the corner of my mouth, sideways like, and
keeps taating my milk herself all the while.
Sho apilt sunffin it Jast night, avd when I
hollered;hoduotk?dng:.‘ Tb\st come;nsi
being a two daya’ o ‘y. Never m
when I'm a man I pey he; back good.
There's & pin sticking in me now, and if X
say a word about it, X711 be trotted orfed ;
and I would rather have catnip tea.

I tell you who Iam, X found ont to-
day. I heard folks say, “Hushl dont
vie up Emeline's baby ;" and X auppose
that preity, white-faced woman over on thoe

illow is Emeline. No, I was mistaken,
ora chap wasin hero just vow, and wanted
%0 906 Ilob's baby; and looked at me and
sald [ wasa fusny littlo toad, and looked
ust like Bob, Heamelt of cigare. 1 won-
whoelee I balong to? Yes, there's an-

blew. I placed it in the
window, where the blast was
blowing free, and fancied that its
pale mouth sang the queerest strains
to me, ¢ eﬂ tell me — puny con-
querors {—the Plague has alain bhis ten,
and War his bundred thousands of the

the bottle spoke —‘*but I bave con.
quered more than all your famous con.
uerors, so feared and famed of yoro.
Then come, yeo youth aud maidens,
come drink, from out my cup, the
beverage that dulls the brain and
burns the spirit op; that puts to
ahamo the conquerors that slay their
scores below ; for this has deluged
millious with the lava tide of woe.
Though in tho path of battle
darkest waves of blood may roll ;
yet while I killed tho body,
1 have damned the very socl,
The cholera, the sword, such
ruin never wrought, as I,
in mirth or malice, on the
innoceat have brought.
And atill I breathe
u;“’on then, and
they shrink beforo my breath;
and year by year my thou-
sands tread the 1 road" to Death.”
Byron, Oat. Wannes Eusox.

(316) —Selected.

Only Six Months Dead.
A Hungarian peasant went to a Munich
painter and asked him ¢o paint tho portrait
of his mother,
¢ Certainly,” said tho painter; ‘‘scnd her
to me,”
“But she is doad; if alie was alive I
wouldn't want her portrait.”

«“Well, have you any picture of her?”

“No; it I lnxl wouldn't want one.”

“Well, my fricnd, describo herto mc;
what sort of eycs, hair, etc.,”

Ho socured that, and appealing o Lis ar
tist friends who had somo Hungarian
studies, ho painted a head. Sccreting Lis
fricnds about the room he sent for the pea.
sant, Tho man came,looked at the picture,
his eyes filled with tears, ho put up hishand
%o wipo them awsy. . .
“Poor fellow,” said the artist, patling
him on the back; itis a good likencss, then,
{t affects you so much?”

*No,” said the man; “‘poor mother, to
think sho kas been only dead aix montha
and Jooks lize that ¥”

Detroit, Mr. Mcerue

(517) =Sde:ted.

The Impressive Question of a Eaintly Man,
A distinguished Boston divine, of unu.
azally solemn and impremive appoarance,
went out to a country townnot ongagoto
lecture, }earrived oartly in the afternoon,

and all the town, ol coarze, **apotted” him
withlr five minntes as & very greatand,very
salntly man,

Ilo went into a drug atore, and, in toncs
that froze tho yoang blood of tho clerk be.
hind the counter, said :

—— e

other ono—that's ‘gamma.” “It was gam.
I declare, I do not know who TIbelong to;
There comes snufly with catoip tea, I'm

very best of men; but I"—'twas thus

¢ Young—~man—do—you--smoko1”

¢ Y—yes, air,” said tne tremblivg clerk ;
¢ I'm sorry, but I learned the habit young,
and baven’t been able to quit it yet.’

¢Then," said the great divine, without
the movement of a muscle or the abatement
of & shado of the awful solemnity of his
voice, ‘‘can you tell me where Ican gota

good cigar!"—
Winnipeg, Man. M, M, Marks,
(518) Selected.

The Troubles of a Post.

While Col. Bangs, editor of the Argus
(Amerlcrn) was sitting in his office ono day,
& man w}iose brow was clothed with thunder
cntered.  Fiercely seizing & chair, he slam-
med his hat on the table, hurled his um-
brella on the floor, and sat down.

“Are you the editor?” he asked.

“Yu. 1]

“Can you read writing?”’

“Qf course,”

¢‘Read that, then,” he said, thrusting at
the Colonel an eavelope with an inscription
on 1t.

“B——,” said the Colonel, trying to
apell it,

““That's not & B; it's an S,” said the

man,

“8? Oh, yes, X sce, Well, the words look
a little like *Salt for Dinner,’” said the
Colonel,

““No, air,” repl'ed the man, *nothing of
the kind, That's my name—Sam'l H.
Bruoner. I knew you couldn’t read, IX
called to see about that m of mine you

rinted the other day, on tbe ¢Surcease of
Sorrow.,’”

*¢T don't remember it,” said the Colonel.

“Qf course you don't, because it went
into the paper under the infamous title of
¢Smearcase To-morrow.’”

¢ A atupid blunder of the compositor, I
.npw ."

**Yecs, sir and that io what I want to see
you fir, The way that poem was matilated
waz simply acandalous. X haven't slept a
night since, It exposed mo to derision.
People thiok I am a fool. Let moshow
you."

“Go abead,” said the Colonel.

“The first line, when I wrots it, read in
this manner:

*L,irg by a weeplog willow, nndemocath a gentle
slope.’

That is beautifal, poetic, affecting. Now,
how did your vilo shcet present it to the
public? Thero it is. Lookatthat. Madeit
read this way—
*1.ying to awerplag widow, Lo induce her 20 elope.s
That is too much—it's enough to drive a
man ¢ I
“J'am sorry,” said the Colonel ; ¢ but—"
¢ And then take tho fith verse. In the
original manuscript it mid, plain aa day-
light—
*Take away the Jingling money ; it is only glittering
droes.’

A man with only ono eye, and a cataract
over that, could have read the words cor-
rectly. But your pirate up-stairs therc—
mou know what he did? He mado it

*Tako away the Jeering monkeys, cn a acrely gland.
ered hoes.*

By Georgo!l I felt liko braining him with

a shovell I was never s0 cut up in my life.”
¢ It was natural, £00,” said the Colonel.

I “There, for instance, was the sixth vorse.
wroto:

I amwoary wlth thetoming ol the 0oean as it heaves.’

Itis a lovely line, too; but imagine m;
horror and the anguish of my family when

opened your paper and saw the line trans-
formed into—p

*lam weatlng out wy trousrs, Ul they'ro cpenat
tbo kntes.’

That is a littlo oo much 1 That seems to me
liko carrying the thing an iach or two too
far. I thiok Ihwve a constitutional right
to munder the comporitor; don't you”

“1 think you have.”

“Let mo road you ono more verse. X
WTOW ~—
* 1 swelltho fslag achoos asthey rosm along thehlils,

“ntgt‘m'S‘ my 02l mistaken In the eatasy hat

Now whatdo you supposo yonr miscrable
ontcaat turned that into? WWhy into this—
*T emell the [rylng shots asthey roastalong thebulls
AM&{:{:" my woul mistaken In tho cosfasy that
®, e .
Gibberish, air, awfal gibberish 1 I muat slay
that man. Where is ho?”
“Heo is out now,” said tho Colonel, ¢‘Como

in to morrow.”

¢ I will,” sald the poot ; *“‘and I will como
armed.”

Thenho put on his hat, shouldered his
umbrolla, and drifted off down stalrs.

Mns. Bersy,
Moulton P, 0., Brunfield Co., Ohio.

(619 ~—Sdected,

)

The Bashful Young Man,

If thero is any defoct more striking than
another in tho American character it is bash
fulness. Young Amevica, in particular, is
painfully affectod by it. An incident is
mentioned bg a bashful young fellow who
was deaired by his aunt to go to neighbor
Shaw's and sco if ho had for salo any straw
suitablo for filling beds,

¢ Mr, Shaw,” says he, ‘ was bleased with
a number of Misses Shaw, and I thereforo
folt a little timid at encountering them. To
mako the matter worse I arrived just as tho
family wero scated for dinner, Stopping in
the doorway, hat in hand, Istammered out :

¢¢ ¢ Mr, Straw, can you spars enough Shaw
to fill a couple of beds?’

€ ¢Well,” replied the old gentleman,
glanciog around at his larﬁe family and en-
joyini my mistake, ‘X don't know but I
can ; how many will you need?’

¢ Before X could recover, those hateful
Shaw girls burst into a chorus of laughter,
and I returned to my excellent sunt,”

Keowecnce, Ill,

(520) —8clected,

Getting Ber Theology Slightly Mixed.

Yhelittle girl in a family of my acquaint-
ance hasbeenin the habit of attending a
Preabyterian Sunday-school; but recently
tho family moved into another neighborhood
whero the nearest Sunday-school was of the
Episcopal perauasiou,

With economic liberality of belief they
straightxay sent her to this Episcopsl Sun.
day-school ; but tho result was a strango
jangling of theological methods in tho littlo
ono's brain. A few days ago sho overhicard
the chambermafd callthe coachman a “fool.”

¢ 0.0-0-h 1" exclaimed tho child.

¢ Bat he is," retorted tho sngry servant.

““ Don't you know what tho Biblo says,
Annie? *\Who 8o calleth his brother a fool,
shall—~shall—suffer under Pontius Pilate.’*

Lypia V. Hagr,

—

St. Louis, Mo, NARY LisTER,
(521) ~S8elected,
The Foor Woman Nearly Wont Into Hiero-
glyphics.

¢ Yes,” 30id Mra. Brown to Mrs. Smith

“tho poor man suffered awful paina. Ho
was in a tomatoes state for three long days,
cauged from suspensisn. Tho doctor said
that ho was troubled with animation of tho
stomach and also a alight confusior. of the
bowels, which ut firat acemod liko an attack
of sporadic coloric._ But tho poor man's
timo had como and Isupposo hisdeath could
not bo helped, 50 at exactly five o'clock his
sonl parscd to that home from which no
man retarneth, I felt sorry for his wife.
The poor woman necarly went into hiero-
glyphics.”

Batavia, N. Y.  ArTienr Maxsriein,
522 —Sdected,

Yor the Sako of Others,

Dr. Coulter, in a work Jetailing his ad-
ventures in a sail over tho Pacific, narrates
an anccedote of ono Terence Conucl, an Irish
convict, who egscaped from Australia, Ho
had become chiof of a triboe of Xorroforas in
New Guinea, After rendering somo service
to an cxploring party, homado a farewell
visit on board ams. Asked by the captain
whether howould take brandy or wine,

0od Terry replied, ** No, thaakee, sit ; it's
fon since I tasted tho likes, and it might
bothermo. 1 often had & notion of muking
adrop hero for myrzli out of them sugar
cancs growing wild along tho banksof tho
river; but, yez sce, if I did, the reat of the
tribonight lamn tho trade,and then I would
have » purty thronblo to dalowith, sv I said
to mywelf 'l do no such thing s they'rewild
and mad cnough without that, and that'a
tho maip, captain, I takes zono myaelf.”
Mcre is a Jesson womight well take to heart.
11al tho wisdom, oven without tho personal
abstinoncoof this tuler of a savago tribe,
would rid our beloved Canada of its grcatest

curso.
McIntyte, Oat. Mgs, F Laxo.




