
Charlotte wears the same still smile. 
The executioners proceed to bind her 
feet; she resists, thinking it meant as 
an insult; on a word of explanation 
she submits with cheerful apology. As 
the last act, all being now ready, they 
take the neckerchief from her neck; 
a blush of maidenly shame over
spreads that fair face .and neck; the 
cheeks being still; tinged with it when 
the executioner lifted the severed 
head to show it to the people. “It is 
most true,” says Forster, “that he 
struck the cheek insultingly; for I 
saw it with my own eyes; the Police 
imprisoned him for it."

“In this manner have the Beauti- 
fulest and the Squalidest come in col
lision and extinguished each other. 
Jean Paul Marat and Marie Anne 
Charlotte Corday, both, suddenly are 
no more. 'Day of Preparation and of 
Peace/ Alas, how were peace possible 
or preparable while, for example, thâ. 
hearts of lonely Maidens, in their 
convent stillness, are dreaming not 
of Love, Paradise, and the Light of 
Life, but of Codra’s sacrifices and 
Death well earned? That 25,000,000 
hearts have got to such a temper, this 
is Anarchy ; the Soul of it lies in this; 
whereof not Peace can be the embod
iment i The death of Marat; whet
ting old animosities tenfold, will be, 
more than any life. O ye hapless 
Two, mutually extinctive, the Beauti
ful and the Sordid, sleep ye well— 
in the Mother’s bosom that bore ye 
both!

“This is the History of Charlotte 
Corday; most definite; most complete; 
angelic-demnioc; like a Star! Adam 
Lux goes home, half delirious, to pour 
forth his Apotheosis of her in paper 
and print; to propose that she have; 
a statue with this inscription :'Greater 
chan Brutus." Friends represent his 
danger; Lux is reckless; thinks it; 
were beautiful to die with her."

Happily we in these days, and in. 
this happy land, have no need of 
Charlotte Cordays. Doubtless, as we 
have said above, she was not one of 
the world's greatest women; but 
doubtless, also, her brief life; her one 
great act and the tragedy of her; 
death abound in lessons which even. 
we may well lay to heart, especially 
when men freely talk of the necessi-r 
ty of revolution.

betterzvvorth- knowing than that of the 
characters of fiction. But there is no 
necessity tor making comparisons. It 
is sufficient to claim for crystallo
graphy as a popular subject for in
quiry, that is as a flatter which one 

^should have in- mind and investigate 
as from time to time opportunity of
fers, that it broadens 
things, that, It is like opening a door 
to a chamber full of unsuspected won
ders.

CRYSTALLIZATION

r containing some salifie ifiat- 
i I lowed to evaporate slowly, or 

iter containing certain salts is 
1 to cool slowly, in the first in- 
all the matter contained in it, 
the latter a portion of it will} 

■sited in the form of crystals.' It our ideas of
state of fusion are allow-

cool slowly they will also as-
i rvstalline forms. These crys- 
■ecur in various forms, but they 

the same in the case of
ta’

CHARLOTTE CORDAY.ways
substances. We refer to per-

;.r*
ft' Although Charlotte Corday can 

hardly be called one of the great wo
men of history, she is such a conspic
uous figure in a conspicuous age 
that we comply with the suggestion of 
an esteemed correspondent, and de
vote a little space to some references 
to her character and short career. We 
do this the more willingly because she 
was a typical woman in one sense of 
the word, being the incarnation of that 
spirit of sublime courage and heroic 
self-sacrifice which is exhibited by so 
many Russian women in our own age.
Her full name was Marie Anne Char
lotte Corday d'Armans, and she was 
born tok.1768. Her family was noble, 
and, her mother having died in her in
fancy, she was educated In a convent, 
her chief studies being the works of 
Plutarch and Seneca. She became a 
Stoic. Her beauty was great, her 
bearing noble, and it Is said that all 
with whom she came in contact felt 
the charm of her presence. The his
torian Guizot says of her: “Her imag
ination had been fired by Rousseau 
and Raynal and the breadth of the 
eighteenth century philosophy had re
moved from her mind every one of 
those inflexible principles which alone 
resist allurements and ideals. In the 
annals of the ancient Jews she only 
retained the story of Judith. Her 
family were royalists, but her mind 
was attracted by the republican ideal; 
but she saw that unclean hands had 
degraded and stained with blood the 
institutions which absorbed all her 
thoughts." She accordingly resolved 
to rid France of either Robespierre of 
Marat, and the demand of the latter 
of two hundred thousand victims of 
the guillotine caused her choice to fall 
upon him. How she gained 
cess to Marat is worth telling. She 
wrote to him, saying among other 
things “I shall give you an opportun
ity of rendering France a great ser
vice.' Receiving no reply, she wrote 
_again and in the letter she said “I 
have to reveal to you some secrets of 
great importance to ther repobiic.'^iT'egembles 
This letter gained her the desired in-

rystallization, but even in in- 
w here it is imperfect it is al- 

the same -lines. So invari- 
is this rule that the form which 

ta Is take is one of the tests used 
what substances are. 

for example, iron pyrites. This 
ubes, and in no other 

when see a cubical crys-
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, ry-i a nine substances are irreg- 
; 'it it in any instance a piece can 

■'.nil where two plane faces meet 
ight line, it will be found on 

exhumation that they bear the samë 
relu;1-n to each other as they would In
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a p. rfect crystal. Let us consider the 
-ss for a little while. . .We have aproc

solution of common salt, and it is al
loy. .1 to remain at rest and evaporate 
fIov.1v. After a little time crystals be
gin t<> form, and the salt is deposited 
in layers regularly upon all sides of 
them, until all the salt has assumed 
the form of crystals. As a rule the 
slower the evaporation and the more 
perfect the state of rest the larger and 
more accurate are the crystals. This 
is one of the most mysterious pro

shapes can be seen in process of for
mation under the microscope, but so 
far no one has ever advanced any ex
planation of the phenomenon. All we 
know is that it goes on with in
fallible regularity or the slightest pos
sibility of error. Some years ago 
Sir David Brewster said: “Though the 
examination of these bodies has, been, 
pretty diligently pursued, we can at 
this moment form no adequate idea of 
the complex and beautiful organization 
of these apparently simple bodies,” and 
this is substantially what investigators 
say today. They can tell us how cer
tain things will crystalize, buV why 
they do so, and why one substance 
should assume a certain form and 
<&her another; they are as much in the_ 
4x\; a}s ever.

of nature. These beautiful

ac-

SENECA

Seneca, who was born just before 
the beginning of the Christian era,* 
taught through his works a philosophy 
and system of ethics that very closely 

the gospel preafiîîed - b j 
Jesus of Nazareth. Jésus is not men? 

tioned in any of Seneca’s writings, 
though it is probable that the philoso
pher must have heard something of 
the Nazarene. Like the rest of the 
Romans of the day, Seneca classed the 
Christians with the other sects of the 
“despised Jews,” and never mentions 
the new cult by name. It was his 
brother Gallio who refused to hear 
Paul speak in self-defence. But 
though Seneca's phUosophy was beau
tiful and admirable in every way, he 
did not make any profession of fol
lowing his own teaching. To the 
“dogs who yelped at philosophy and 
ask why we talk one way and act 
another," he thus replies, “1 am not a 
wise man and I will not bè one in 
order to feed your spite; so do not re
quire me to be on a level with the best 
of men, but merely to be better than 
the worst; I am' satisfied if every day 
I take away something from my vices 
and correct my faults. I have not 
arrived at perfect soundness of mind 
and I never shall arrive at it; I com
pound- palliatives rather than remedies 
for' mÿ gout, and am satisfied if it 
comes ' at rafér Intervals and does not 
shoot so painfully. Compared with 
your feet which are lame I am a racer, 
—I speak of virtue, riot of myself ; and 
when I blame vice I . blame my own 
first of all; when I have the power I 
shall live as I ought ; to do. »What 
you say shall not hinder me from con
tinuing to praise that life which I do 
not indeed lead, but which I know 
I ought to lead—from loving virtue 
and from following after her, albeit a 
long way behind her and with halting 
gait.” .

This is a fair introduction to a des
cription of the life of the philosopher, 
who, to his credit be it said, in spite 
of the fact of Rome’s utter degeneracy 
and the lack of all interest in ethical 
teaching, still had the courage of his 
convictions and endeavored to impress 
upon his fellow men the value of 
virtuous living. Born of illustrious 
parents, with his father, a scholar and 
rhetorician of great repute, his prin
cipal teacher, Seneca early evidenced 
his own superior Intellectual ability. 
In his early youth he attained great 
success as an advocate, preaching to 
a large following. Himself the 
wealthiest and the most finished of 
courtiers, he nevertheless assured his 
disciples that contentment and true 
happiness cannot go hand in hand 
with riches, while with characteristic 
inconsistency he entertained them at 
sumptuous banquets “spread upon five 
hundred splendid tables of cedar and 
ivory."

Banishéd by the Emperor Claudius, 
who was jealous of the young philoso
pher’s increasing success and power, 
he remained an exile in Corsica for 
more than eight years. In the solitude 
of His imprisonment he wrote thus, 
with sublime indifference to his situa
tion:

“There is no land where man can-

an-

terview, which took place while Marat 
was in hi-a bath. He had been ill for 
some time. She sat down near him

Yr.e formation of rocks may be di
vided into three classes, those that are 
crystalline in their origin, those that 
are sedimentary and those that were 
originally sedimentary but have be
come crystalline. We are chiefly con
cerned in this article with the first 
named class, and let us take 
ample granite. This well known rock 
exists in several varieties, but its ty
pical composition consists of three 
materials known as felspar, quartz and 
mjca, the first named forming the 
principal ingredient. These three sub
stances are held. together without any 
retaining material, the minutest micro
scopic examination failing to disclose 
anything in the nature of a cement. 
The felspar and quartz occur in crys
tals invariably and the quartz fills up 
the interstices between them. It is 
crystalline in structure but only 
ly is the peculiar character of quartz 
crystals sharply defined in granite. 
Originally it was supposed that gran
ite was the fundamental rock basis of 
the earth, and that it was thrown to 
the surface by somê eruptive 
cess, but chemical investigation cast 
some doubt upon this origin and the 
suggestion has been advanced that it 
is of sedimentary origin and the crys
tals are the result of the application of 
heat afterwards.

and he questioned her about the con
dition in Caen and received from her 
the names of all the leading people of 
that department. When this was 
completed, he said: “Very well, in 
eight days they will be in Paris and 
be guillotined." Instantly on these 
words being spoken, Charlotte stabbed 
him in the breast. He exclaimed : 
“Here, my dear," and died instantly. 
Marat's wife, accompanied by a man, 
rushed into the chamber, but she re
mained almost impassive. “I fully ex
pected to die in a moment," she wrote, 
‘but some courageous men, who are 
really above all praise, preserved me 
from the excusable ftiry of the unhap
py people I had injured. I felt touched 
by the cries of some Of the women, but 
he who 'saves his country takes no ac
count of the cost." She was arrested, 
and when three days later, she was 
brought to. trial, she made no pretence 
at denying the deed. She avowed that 
she had killed Marat for his crimes, 
and, when asked what she meant, ans
wered: “The evils of which he has 
been the cause since the Revolution. 
I knew that he was pervèrting France.1 
I killed one man to save a hundred, 
thousand. I was a, Republican long 
before the Revolution, and never 
lacked energy,"j THe only, excuse" hér 
counsel offered for her was that slie 

by “the enthusiasm of 
She was sefi-

as ex-

rare-

pro-

But this is riot ma
terial in the present connection, for the 
point to which we wish to direct at
tention is the marvellous 
which the constituent crystals 
formed. We do not know that

manner in
was influenced 
political' fanaticism.’*

are 
very
this ! ten^ed to death, and when asked if shetouch more can be said about

Phase of the matter than has just !had anythinS to say, simply thanked 
been said, 'but it can hardly fail to be i her counsel and told hlm that in proof 
deeply interesting to the student of j ?? eStee” Sh<T had conceived tor him
Pa,«re to follow the line of thought /*® "T

x _ debt which she had contracted in pris-
| on. She went to her death absolutely 
! unmoved, refusing to the last the of
fices of the church. About the per- 

belief that she

Most of us take Nature for granted, 
la leaves, flowers, rocks, soil and life j
" see her mafiy manifestations and j fect sincerity of her

“ 1 ul® regard them indifferently. | was doing a great work for France in 
■ ■ of us have means or leisure to I removing Marat, there can be no 

inquiries into her secrets to j doubt. When asked at the trial if she 
vreat extent, but we all have time thought she had killed all the Marats, 
Mnk a little about them, and if she replied: “No! but I thought the 
«ometimes ask the cause of what death of this one would make the 

around us, that is of the smal- others afraid.” She failed in this ob- 
,ails of the great fabric which ject, but as matters were then in 

1 has built up, we will find our- France, bloodshed had to run its 
" “encompassed about with a course.
' cloud of witnesses” to the ex- Carlyle tells the story of her exe- 

■■ of wonderful and subtle laws diction in his own inimitable style, 
lose origin we will seek in vain. We Quote: “On this . same evening 

ography is particularly in- therefore, about half past seven 
Ç because it is so easily stu- °’clock- from the «ateê of the Concier
ge materials for investigation gerle- t0 a city a11 on tlptoe- toe £atal 
t hand. It is of practical value Cart issue3; seated on H a falr young 
:iy in a country where mineral "ea‘Ure’ sheeted , in red smock of 

^ . , , , , Murderess; so beautiful, serene; soform so important a factor In ....... . . 7 , ,
. , .. * full of life; journeying towards deathn trial prosperity. One has only . * , -, „ . .

_ , . , J —alone amid the world. Many take
iround him to see what a vast ...... , ,, .. „. , . off their hats, saluting reverently, for
or knowledge we might ac-
u'e gave up a little time to 

vr|d the study is not a matter
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what heart would not be touched? 
Others howl and growl. Adam Lux, 
of Mentz; declares, that she is greater 

it is a genuihe pleasure. The than Brutus; that it were beautiful to 
of Nature are Infinitely die with her; the head of this young 

toed and more interesting than man seems turned. At the Place de 
art;the story of a crystal is ' la Revolution, the countenance of

days ago, brought 
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Fourth Floor ! rtster. ‘You don’t know whether he’s 

dead or not/
“Whereupon the witness cooly con

tinued: T was saying, sir, that I don’t 
know whether he is dead or not; but 
I do know this, ^hey buried him about 
a month ago on suspicion.’ ”—Harper’s 
Weekly.

CURRENT VERSE
This Canada of Mine

They sing of lands more beautiful, 
Away across the sea.
Where the poets of the olden time 
Wooed at the Muse’s knee,
When they sang of gods and maidens 
In Parnassus’ sunny clime 
But they never knew the beauty 
In this Canada of mine.

Bathos *
Prof. Branfier Matthews, at a re7 

cent dinner talked of bathos with his I 
usual wealth of apt illustration. I They never saw the mountains

“We find a deal of bathos In the ‘ That the clouds of heaven kissed, 
law courts," he said. “An excellent Above the dreamy forests 
example occurred in a Massachusetts ! ï£ *he Autumns’ purple mist.

up of a larceny summer 
, said. _ On the arms of Mother Nature,

For forty centuries the thunders In this Canada of mine.
the Xof Sinai have echoed through 

world : Thou shalt not steal. This is 
also, gentlemen, a principle of com
mon law and a rule of equity.’

“In a murder trial (the accused had 
killed a soldier) another judge said:

“ ‘John Jones, not only have you com
mitted murder, but you have also run 
a bayonet through the breeches of one 
of our august Republic’s cavalry uni
forms.’

“A Sunapee justice of the peace re
buked a thief thus:

“ ‘Prisoner, a bountiful Providence 
has endowed you with health and 
strength, instead of which you go 
about stealing chickens. ”—Washing
ton Star.

Where the hills are shadow laden!
And the winds are flecked with gold; 
While they whisper dreams of beautj 
That to us are never old.
For we hear the lutes of heaven, 
Softly trill about the pine;
When the Autumn leaves are falling 
In this Canada of mine.

Golden, red, and yellow laden;
Rich the Autumn’s purple sheen.
With a tint of heaven’s halo 
When the woods begin to preen,
And the wild sweet dream is painted 
With the Hand we deem Divine,
For it bears the brand of heaven 
In this Canada of mine.

When the smoky distant sunset 
Lifts the forests trees ablaze,
Over crystal streams a-winding 
Through a soft of leafy maze:

The coolness and presence of mind Then I dream of heaven’s purple 
of General Bruce Hamilton are well And the lands beyond the Rhine, 
illustrated by an incident which oc- But the gods have left Parnassus 
curred during the South African War. For 0118 Canad* °* mine.
Sid Zen/Lal, ZnS T'"15 a d?apaî£h Every shrub we have about u, 
ï?5d t?! hlm while they were in the Bears a rainbow in its leaves, 
nring line, and a bullet whizzed past And the envied coat of Joseph 
going right between two fingers of { Seems to hang upon the trees, 
the A.D.C., who was reading, as well While the rose may bloom In Britain, 
as he could through the despatch With her ships upon the Tyne,
The A.D.C. stopped short and looked ’ Fera.t,w<L gTOY t]ie r,ose ot Sharon 
at the hole made by the bullet in dis- In thls Canada °* mine, 
gust. “Go on,” drawled Hamilton, “it ! 
can only have knocked out a word or

Cool !

Wild and wayward is the beauty 
In the land we love so well,
And it covers hill and mountain, 
Every hidden nook and dell.
Still they tell us of the heather! 
And they sing of Auld Lang Syne! 
But the tree of life is blooming 
In this Canada of mine.

A “Disorder"
Representative Lorimer of Chicago 

who is a great walker, was recently 
,0r a tramp along the conduit 

road leading from Washington, when
to’rlsf01”6 a f6W mlIeS' he sat down

‘Want a lift, mister?” asked a good- 
vvay1 Fed Maryland farmer driving that

—William Leonhard.

The Temple of The Ages
These mountains sleep, white Winter's 

mantle round them.
The thunder’s roar no longer breaks 

their rest,
From bluest heights the sun beholds 

with rapture
The, noble pose of each gigantic crest.

The generations of clouds have vanished 
Which lingered idly here through 

Autumn days,
The leaves have gone, the voices of the 

tempest
No longer roll to heaven their hymn of 

praise.

‘Thank you,” responded Mr. Lori- 
oifer” 1 WiU avail rayself of your kind

The two rode in silence for a while 
Presently the teamster asked : “Pro
fessional man ?”

“ye,s'” answered Lorimer, who was 
thinking of a bill he had pending be
fore the House.

After another long pause the farmer 
observed: “Say, you ain’t a lawyer 

you’d be talkin’; you ain’t a doc
tor, cause you ain’t got no sachel; 
and you shore ain’t a preacher from 
the looks of you. What Is 
fession, anyhow ?”

T am a ^politician,” replied Lorimer.
The Marylander

or Deep hid in snow, the streams with 
muffled murmurs

Pour down dark caverns to the infinite 
sea,

This awful peace has vexed their rest
less childhood,

They hurry from its drèâd solemntty'.

Even the climbing Woods are mute an) 
spell-bound.

And halting midway oft the steep as
cent,

The patient spruces hold their breath 
for wonder,

Nor shake the snow with which their 
boughs are bent. •

your pro-

.. , gave a short of
disgust: ‘Politics ain’t no prbfession: * 
politics is a disorder.”—-Success Mag
azine.

A Golf Story
There is a certain Western congress

man, a golf enthusiast, who, when he
came to Washington for the _____
time, was accustomed to get to the 
Chevy Chase club’s links early in the 
morning, when there would be 
tQ witness his lack of skill.

On one occasion a caddie had fol
lowed him to the tee and offered to 
go the course with him for the mod
est compensation of fifty cents.

“I don’t need you, my boy," said 
the representative. “I’ll go it alone,”

first
Now, as the sun goes down with all 

his shining,
Huge shadows creep among these 

mighty walls,
And on the hauntiftg ghosts of bygone 

ages
The dreamy splendour of the star

light falls.

no one

“I don’t need 
the representative.
and as he spoke the Westerner, mak
ing a tremendous swing of the ball, 
missed it by a foot.

“ril go round with you for a quar
ter, sir," said the caddie.

Again the amateur declined the cad
die’s attendance; and again he swung j The king that reared these mighty
~ ............................. courts was Chaos,

His servants fire and elemental war, 
The Titan hands of earthquake and of 

ocean,
These granite slabs and pillars laid 

in store.

Not Nineveh, not Babylon,
In all their treasures ’ne; 

gry sand,
Can show a sight so awful and majes

tic
As this waste temple in this newer 

land.

gypt,
hun-

nor E 
ath the

at the ball, with the same result.
“I’ll go with you for fifteen cents," 

said the boy.
This so rattled the newcomer that 

he made three more wild swings. The 
caddie, as he retreated a bit, called 
out: And lauding here the vast and living 

Father,
The ages one by one have knelt and 

prayed,
Until the ghostly echoes of their wor

ship
Come back and make man’s puny 

heart afraid.

“Say, mister, won’t you take me 
round#for nothing? I’ll go for the fun 
of it!”—Harper’s Weekly.

No Chesterfield
A Christian Scientist of Boston was 

praising the late Earl of Dunmore.
“Lord Dunmore," he said, “was a 

good Christian Scientist and a good 
man. Tall and robust and supple. I 
can see him still with his short grey 
beard and his kind face, 
fault—a fault due to his aristocratic 
upbringing, no doubt—was the exag
gerated value that he set upon cor
rectness. He insisted on correctness 
in eating, in dress, in everything.

“At a dinner in Beacon street last 
year I heard him tell a story about an 
incorrect self-made man, or ‘nou
veau riohe,’ as he called him.

“This man was dressing one even
ing to go out. His wife bustled into 
the room before he started to look 
him over.
“ ‘But, George/ she said, reproach
fully, ‘aren’t you going to wear your 
diamond studs to the banquet?’

“‘No. What’s the use?’ George 
growled. ‘My napkin would hide ’em, 
anyway.’ ”

—Frederick George Scott

Do You Bemember?
Do you remember the drive we took 

Years ago in the early Fall,
When the moonlight lay like the visible 

look
Of God, deep-brooding over all?

The prairie had broken into bloom 
Of golden-rod, like a web unrolled,

And there wasn’t a tree to cast its 
gloom

Over all that lustrous sweep of gold.

Never a house for miles and miles, 
Save our airy castles, columns and 

towers,
That rose in dimly magnificent piles 

Above a foundation of moonlit flow
ers.

Miles and miles through the loneli
ness,

A boy and a girl and a slow, slow 
steed,

The young hearts fluttering to express 
Their highest thought and their deep

est need.

His one

One of Them
A foreign tourist who had received 

permission to visit one of the large 
asylums for the insane in the United 
f in+es was surprised at the neatness 
quietude and good order that prevailed 
w^hin the walls of the lnstt* uîion. Tie 
asked if it was always like that, and 
the pod to attendant who was showing 
him through the buildings said it

‘ \V3 have what we call -he violent 
wardof course, but I presume you 
wnuid not care to see those. ’

“I think not.”
“It is just as well, perhaps. They tie 

rathe- roisy, although, of ^oj.st,, v e 
exercise the same care in providing for 
the welfare of the inmates that you 
see in this part of the institution. We 
also have a section where we keep the 
‘incurables.’ ”

“These inmates, then, are considered 
curable."

“Their cases are at least hopeful.”
“I am greatly interested,” said the 

visitor,” but I will not take up any more 
of your time. You have other duties 
to attend to, have you not?”

“Yes, sir. This is merely one of my 
recreations. In one of the roo ns in the 
main building I am engaged, during 
most of the time, in pursuing what *nay 
be called mv life-work.”

“Your life-work? May I ask what 
that is?”

“Hadn’t you heard?” said the atten
dant. in a tone of astonishment. “I 
a n compiling an index to Webster’s 
Dictionary.”

No hill of hardship, no vale of despair. 
But a golden plain, and a golden sky. 

We felt that life was thrilling fair 
And cared not to ask the reason why.

Ever so long ago—and wc
How have we drifted each from each? 

Achievements height where we longed

Is all untraversed by smile or speech

But still you remember that vanished 
year,

When we rode alone in the smile of 
God.

And all of our wealth on this mortal 
sphere

Was noetry, youth and golden-rod.
—Ethelwyn Wetherald ih Canadian 

Courier.

On the Way to Peace
Peace may not come while you and T 

Remain to strive and live to hope: 
Dark war clouds still shut out the sky 

And blood still flows on many a slope.

We may not live to see the day 
When all the nations shall agree 

To stack their useless arms away 
And call their navies from the sea.

But thoughtful men may gravely meet 
And say the warring ought to cease, 

And be unhooted in the street—
We’ve started on the way to peace.

—S. E. Kiser.

THE STORY TELLER
Merchant (entering his office sud

denly), to jiis clerk—Ah, caught you 
this time.

Clerk—What do you mean, sir? I 
am working, am I not?

Merchant—Y es, that’s just it. Strange 
to say, you are.—Lustige Blaetter.

Apropos of vanity. Secretary Root 
told at Yale about a politician who the 
day before he was to make a certaift 
speech, sent a 41-page report of it to 
all the papers. On page 20 appeared 
this paragraph: “But the hour gr 
late, and I must close. (No, no! Go 
on! Go on!’)"—Argonaut.

Evelyn—Some of our proverbs are so 
ridiculous. For instance, “Where ig
norance is bliss—’*

Ethel—What’s the matter now?
Evelyn—Why, Xxm know, Fred gave 

me an engagement ring last week and 
I simply can’t find out how tiiuch it 
cost him.—Judge.

“You look worried. What’s the mat
ter?"

“Oh, we’re all upset at our house. 
There’s been another drop in copper.”

"But I thought you never specula
ted?”

“I don’t. Our cook let the coffee pot 
fall on her foot, and she has had to go 
to the hospital.”—Chicago Record-Her
ald.

ows

It was at the Saturday night ball in 
the East End ot London. They met at 
the second dance and sat out and 
danced alternately until, just after 
midnight, he resolved to unburden his 
bosom of a load of care.

“It’s funny, Ethel," he whispered, 
tragically, “but that glum-looking chap 
over there by the conservatory door is 
a-follerln’ us wherever we goes. Wot’s 
’is little game? WTho is ’e?

Ethel looked in the direction indica
ted and answered nonchalantly. “ Tm ? 
O, ’e’s the bloke wot bought me my 
ticket.”—Tit-Bits.

J. E. Clifford, general press repre
sentative of the big Sells-Floto shows, 
recounts a good one on Senor El Ca- 
zador, who, with two handsome lady 
assistants, does a thrilling empalement 
act with this circus.

In Wallace, Ida., two rough looking 
cowboys sat quietly watching the show 
until, the feature appeared.

Nudging his companion, one of them 
said:

“Come on, Bill, let’s get out; this 
show is rotten.”

"What’s the matter?” queried the 
other one.

“Why, that guy has thrown sixteen 
knivqs at those gals already and he 
hasn’t hit either one yet.”

When the Motor Passed
Old Coachman (exercising supersed^- 

ed carriage horses)—Well, all I can 
say is, when the ladies went out with 
me they used to take a pride in mak
ing themselves look nice; but when 
they goes out In that bloomin’ thing 
,they iooks-like patients out of one of 
thefn eye^and ear hospitals.—1-Punch.

For Harmony’s Saké
Medders, who had eaten a hearty 

breakfast of ham and eggs, with the 
usual evidences of the meal on his 
shirt front and waistcoat—for Med
ders was a bit careless in his feeding 
—leaned back in his chair with serene 
satisfaction.

“Well," he said, ‘1 feel better. I’ll 
go now and order that suit of clothes 
I have been Intending for the last 
month or more to add to my ward
robe."

“If you will take my advice," sug
gested the feminine autocrat of the 
breakfast table, surveying him with 
marked displeasure, “you’ll get a pep
per and salt suit."

“What for?"
“To go with all that egg!”—Chicago 

Tribune.

Looking For Trouble
Israel Ludlow, the aeronaut whose 

experiments with flying machines have 
so greatly impaired his health, still 
perseveres in his 
searches, and one day he said:

“I bear my ^accident patiently. It 
happened, no doubt, because it was to 
happen. I shall keep on with flying. I 
am something of a fatalist, I suppose.”

He mused a moment.
“You know how profoundly-they be

lieve in fate in the East?” he said 
“There is a story that they tell about 
it there.

“A certain sultan was giving audi
ence one morning when the grand 
vizier came and prostrated himself at 
the foot of the dais.

“ Rise, vizier,’ said the sultan,. gra.- 
clously, ‘and tell me why are you so 
pale, and why do you. tremble so V

“ ‘Alas, lord,’ the vizier answered, 
in that shadowy .corner by- the ivory 
screen the Angel of Death is stand
ing. For a long while he has stood 
there, and continually he fixes 
an earnest and strange look.’

“The vizier wrung his hands.
“ ‘Lord, I would not die/ he said. 

‘Lord, grant thy slave permission to 
set out forthwith for Smyrna. Thus, 
it may be, I will escape the dreadful 
visitant/

“The sultan, with a nod, granted the 
vizier that wish and the poor man 
hastened forth with all speed to make 
ready for the journey. Then the sul
tan beckoned the angel to him.

“ ‘Art thou/ he said, ‘truly the Angel 
of Death?’ 6

“ ‘Yes,’ replied tjie other, indifferent-

aeronautical re-

!

iy.
“The Sultan nodded his head. Then 

he said gravely:
“ ‘Why hast thou looked with such 

strange earnestness at my vizier?’
“ ‘Because,’ said the angel, T won

dered what he was doing here, for I 
have orders to kill him in Smyrna.”— 
Washington Star.

Could He Have Survived?
“It is a rule, to which good lawyers 

usually adhere,” says a Philadelphia 
attorney, “never to tell more than one 
knows. There was an instance in 
England, not many years ago, wherein 
a lawyer carried the rule to the 
treme.

“One of the agents in a Midland re
vision court objected to a person 
whose name was on the register 
the ground that he was dead. The re
vision attorney declined to accept the 
assurance, however, and demanded 
conclusive testimony on the point.

“The agent on -the other side arose 
and gave corroborative evidence to the 
decease of the ifian in question.

“ ‘But, sir, how do you know the 
man’s dead?’ demanded the barrister. 

“ ‘Well,’ was the reply, T don’t 
It’s very difficult to prove/

‘As I suspected,’ returned the bar-

ex

on

not dwell—no land where he cannot 
uplift his eyes to heaven; wherever we 
are the distance of the divine from 
the human remains the same. And 
while I may look upon the sun and 
the moon and fix my lingering gaze 
upon the other constellations, and con
sider their rising and setting and the 
spaces between them, and the causes of 
their less or greater speed—while I 
may contemplate the number of stars 
glittering throughout the heavens, some 
stationary, some revolving, some sud
denly blazing forth, others dazzling 
the gaze with a flood of fire as though 
they fell, and others leaving over a 
long space their Wail of light; while 
I am in the midst of such phenomena, 
and mingle myself as far as man may 
with things celestial—while my soul 
is ever occupied In contemplations so 
sublime as these, what matters it what 
ground I tread.”

Returning to Rome, at the command 
of the infamous Agrippina, he under
took the tutorship of her ungrateful 
son, the future Emperor Nero, who, 
during the first five years of his reign, 
gave some, proxqise of statesmanlike 
development, of character. Probably the 
Influence of his teacher had much to 
do with what few good deeds are at
tributable to this profligate ruler. But 
the madness inherent in his blood 
bound to show itself sooner or later, 
and the crowning horror of this 
ster’s reign was the murder of his own 
mother. Seneca, who had amassed a 
large fortune through the bounty of 
his pupil and the gifts of the many 
nobles, who were his friends, soon af
ter this became the object of the tyr
ant’s envy and dislike. In Seneca 
Nero no doubt saw a constant hind
rance and a reproach to his increasing 
depravity and self-indulgence, and his 
teacher quite understanding his peril, 
and perhaps desiring even at that 
late day to put to the test the efficacy 
of his own doctrines, offered the whole 
of his enormous wealth to the emperor, 
and begged permission to retire to his 
old home in Cordova. Nero, whose 
whole nature had become utterly dis
torted by vice, and indulgence in 
crime, accepted the generous gift of 
the philosopher, but accused him of 
treason and commanded that he should 
put an end to his life. There is a 
pathetic little story of Seneca’s lovely 
young wife, a story 0$, whose end we 
are perhaps mercifully in ignorance. 
It is Said that when the command of 
the emperor was made known to her, 
she begged her husband upon her knees 
that be would permit. her to die with 
him, so greatly did she love him. 
Against his will she followed him into 
the chamber where the deadly bath had 
been prepared. But before life was 
extinct she was rescued and revived 
by Nero’s order.

Seneca’s works are- his best praise 
for he lived an inconsistent life. He 
had the mdst lovable fcralts of charac
ter, being a .faiy^ULÎrjLend in a cen-i 
tury where betrayaiji* £he mqsjt sacre.d 
ties" was a pitiftdi$rf*cemmon thing* 
and unlike most ‘ Romans, he dearly 
•loved all little children. But wealth 
and fame and power were too preci
ous to him to sacrifice them for the 
sake of noble principle, though he was 
honest in ills confession of his inabil
ity to prove the value of his philosophy 
by his own example. “After all the er
rors of his life are inferred rather than 
proven,” writes a fair-minded critic, 
“and have long since ceased to do 
harm. Many of his ethical doctrines 
are of so lofty a nature that he has 
actually been recognized by popes and 
councils as at least in part an author
ity for the Christian doctrine.” _

The following is a charming little 
essay of his on accommodation to cir
cumstances. *

“Suppose that your life has become 
full of trouble and without knowing 
what you were doing you have fallen 
into some snare which either public 
or private fortune has set for you, and 
that you can neither untie it nor 
break It; then remember that fettered 
men suffer much at first from the bur
dens and clogs upon their legs; after
wards when they have made up their 
mind not to fret about them, but to 
endure them, necessity teaches them 
to bear them bravely and habit to bear 
them easily. In every station of life 
you will find amusements, relaxations, 
enjoyments; that is provided you be 
willing to make light of evils rather 
than to hate them. Knowing to what 
sorrows we were born, there Is nothing 
for which nature deserves more our 
thanks than for having invented habit 
as an alleviation of misfortune, which 
soon accust^pis us to the severest 
evils. No one could hold out against 
misfortune if it permanently exercised 
the same force as at its first onset. We 
are all chained to fortune; some men’s 
chain is loose and made of gold, that 
of others is tight and of meaner metal; 
but what difference does this make? 
We are all included in the same 
captivity, and even those who have 
bound us are bound themselves, unless 
you think that a chain on the left side 
is lighter to bear. One man may be 
bound .by public office, another by 
wealth; some have, to bear the weight 
of illustrious, some of humble birth; 
some are subject to the commands of 
others, some only to their own; some 
are kept in one place by being ban
ished thither, others by being elected 
to the priesthood. No condition can 
be so wretched that an impartial mind 
can find no compensations in it. Call 
good sense to your aid against diffi
culties; it is possible to soften what is 
harsh, to widen what is narrow, and 
to make heavy burdens press less se
verely upon one who bears them skill
fully.”

was

mon-

On Anger
“Although anger arises from an ex

cessive self-respect and appears to 
show high spirit, it really is contemp
tible. and mean; for a- man must be 
inferior to one by whom he thinks 
himself despised, whereas the truly 
great mind, which takes a true esti
mate of its own value, does not re
venge an insult because it does -riot 
feel it. As weapons rebound .from a 
hard surface, and solid substances jhurt 
those who strike them, so also no "in
sult can make a really great mind 
sensible of its presence, being weaker 
than that- against which it is aimed. 
How far more glorious it is to throw 
back all wrongs and Insults from one
self, like one wearing armor proof 
against all weapons, for revenge Is an 
admission that Vwe have been hurt. 
That cannot be a great mind which 
is disturbed by an injury. He who 
hurts you must either be stronger or 
weaker than yourself: If he be weak
er, spare him; if he be stronger, spare 
yourself."

** ' -vs-
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