THE EDITOR’S FYLE.

Several clippings have lately found
their way to the fyle, from across the
border, which {8 not only satlsfneto-y,
in proving that “The Antidote” {8 grad-
ually extending its circulation, but is
much peaslanter and more neighborly
than retaliation. Some of our lady
subsecribers may inform the Editor that
the said clippings arce “‘just lovely,”
while ‘others will descerike them as
“gweet” both of which compliments on
the selections, would make the Editor
feel happy for the success of a family
pupen  depends largely upon the fair
beings who rule the housechold.

It is true one lady to whom some of
the clippings were shown observed with
stinging surcasm, that she had already
read the originals, but then she wus
one in ten thousand, an Yorgot that
the remaining nine thousand nine hun-
dred and ninety-nine had not her ad-
vantages, ‘¢ Neither a lender nor a bor-
rower be,” can hardly be applied to
knights of the pen; but rather the mot-
to “Ixchange (properly aceredited of
course) is no robbery,” By casy trans-
ition from clippings we pass to trans-
latious, one of which—from the IFreuch
—was given to our readers last week.
Miss Isabel Smithson is well known
, = the New York literary world as a
s ver translator, her great charm be-
ing, that she renders into recadable mod-
ern ‘English, the language and ideas
of the author whose writing she trans-
lates, in which there 18 more art than
people are apt to imagine. A mere
literal translation will generally pre
sent a stiff unnatural composition,
which neither does justice to the auth-
or of the original, nor pleases the read-
er, but Miss Smithson does not do her
work in this school girl fashion. With-
out §n the least destroying the na-
tionality of the original, she gives you
o story toldin the English the author
himsel! would have used, had he been
perfect master of that language and
written in it in place of his own, which
is what a translation ought to be,
When such reach the file, the Editor’s
rest is tranquil and undisturbed.
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We shouldn’t despise the day of small
things, Galilco’s firet telescope was
made of a pilece of lead pipe with two
spectacle glasses {or lenses.

FTHE RINTIDOTE#®

BETWEEN THE ACTS.

Some of the pleasantest meetings oc-
cur Detween the acts In a theatre, and
although we have heard those about
us, complaining that the interval was
too long, we have seldom found it so,
but ai1ways managed to make good use
of the time. ‘In former days may be,
there was a certain fan in & box or
stall, over whith a pair of bright eyes
would 1ash the signal to us—answered
promptly of course—and we shall never,
never, forget the cestacy of the ensu-
ing five minutes! We receive fan sig-
nals no longer, and the eyes s0 bright
have faded, but a decorous bow, accom-
panied with & smile, will still claim our
atention, and when the drop scene
falls, we trot off in response to the
invitalion and chat over the times when
Charles Mathews acted ““Cool as a Cu-
cuniber,” or old Chippendale stood forth
as Sir Peter Teazle, “How many years
2,70 was that ?” is asked in whisperea
aceents. * Madam,” is our reply,
‘‘gazing at our r:flection in the mirror
it was about hall a <entury since but
looking at you, it would scein only yes-
terday.”  And then we wat h a young
fellow, making his way to a damse)
just as we used to do, so that when
the footlights are turned up, we almost
feel annoyed, that oar dream is Qis-
pelled.

In the real drama of life, there are
occasional halts, which resemble be-
tween ‘the acts, when we rest for a
while, and have our attention divert-
ed from the pilece in progress. Per-
hape something sad has happened up-
on the true stage, the loss of fortune,
a dear friend, or relation, and just
when you are bowed down with sor-
row, the scene is blo.ted out, and you
are given relief, No doubt you are
awarce that the play must be contin-
ued, and that the respite is short,
but you are thankful for the brief space
between acts.  Again it is well for us
to learn now and then, that the most
sunny iife has its shady corners and
we must not be too sclfishly interested
iz our own drama (however light and
sparkling), and thus as the drop de-
scenils your doctor’s wwife beckons to
rou, and relates how, while the house
was in & voar of laughter, her husband
had been summoned to ome sud(ienl_y
stricken down in his home:
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Yes, whae.ever the plece, or our life
may be, tragedy or comedy, we nced not
grumble but be grateful that the thread
is here and there interruptedl.  Let us
make the mosxt of those little inter-
Iu les, cheer or condole with our friendd
fenve o plettsant {mpression behind us,
for it will not be long before there are
no more stoppages, when the dark cur-
tain falls and we all g, home,
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CHARACTER SXETCHES.

X0, 10 OUR UNLUCKY MAN.

There are many who maiuntain that’
there is no such thing as *‘luck,” and
that & man makes or mars his fortunes,
by his own intrinsic merits or demerits.
While we are not prepared to deny
that there is a certain cmount of
truth in this asscertion it Is not the
whole truth, and as we have known
many who without more than ordinary
ability sometimes even less, seem al-
ways to succeed, where others more
deserving fail, so there are men, who
in spite of sound sense, perseverance and
integrity appear doomed to {lounder
among the shallows and quicksands of
life, and the “tide” whiec. is snid to
*“lead on-to forwune* only buoys them
up for a time, when an under currentg
sets in, and dashes them back again,
Our unlucky man is onc of these last,
and there s a kind of pathos in his
history, which makes it impossible for
us to judge him harshly. When we
made the acquaintance of our unlucky
msn, he was in a good position, having
Just been made a partner in a mercan-
tile house, he had served faithfully for
years, He was sober, energetic andin-
dustrious, well informed upon the sub-
jeets of the day and clever in his busi-
ness, After a year or two, the firmy
failed through the speculations of his
partners on the opposite side of the
glole, and our urlucky man was forced
to start his career afresh. His friends
found bhim a fairly lucrative appoint-
ment but the firm sold out, and his
services were no longer required. He
tried various things but always with
similar results, and as he began to age,
his hope and energy flagged to acer-
tain extent, bésides which some of his
former friends died or removed to other
cities, and he gradually sank a little
below his former standing in-the.world.



