the bride by a lady fiiend, the strangg
present being accompanied by this quat-
roin e

‘“ This Krifling gift accopt from me;

JIts use T would commend ;

In eunshine, use the brushy psrs;

In slormsg the other end.

Thoe sentiments of another of the gen-
tler sex were cqually humorously and
tersely counveyed when she thus 2xpressed
herselt regarding matrimony : “ Get .nar-
ricd, young men, and be quick about it.
Dont ‘wait for the milleninm ifor the
wzir'a to become angels. You'd look well
heeide an angel, wouldn't you? yon
wrotches [’

Slightly ironical with regard to the fair
creatures was one of the toagts drunk at
& recent celegration: “ Woman!  she
requires mo eulogy—ishe speaks for  her-
self.”  This reminds us that an old bach-
clor at a wedding feast had the heartless-
ness to offer the following : “Marriago
—the gate through which the happy lover
leaves his enchanted regions and returns
to oarth” But thie wae comewhat atoped
for by a more gailant avedding guest,
who, at the marriage of a deaf and dumb
couple, wittily wished them unspeakablo
bliss. Ly,

To talk humorous’y on such ioccasiony
requires thought before speech, lest . one
should be considered mote amusing .than
romplimentary. To quote a case ¢ in
point. A gentleman was walking down
the street the other day with his friend,
Jackson, when they met a clergyman.The
reverand gentleman, though possessed of
a large brain, has sut a diminutive body
to support it. Quite recently he had
united himself, for good or ill, to & buxom
widow. The minister blushed & little as
they passed. ¢ What is the meaning of
that, Jackson?’ asked his companion.
“Well,you fxe,” ‘wag the reply,“we had a
tea-fight fit the mmister’s shortly after
he hvas married.l was called upon to make
a epcech. You know you are expected to
be humorous on such occasions, 80 I re-
ferred in & casual way to the minister as
the widow's mite. He has acted strange-
1y ever since.”

A farmer was at an agricultural ; ban-
quet at which a round of saccessful gen-
crals were being toasted. Some gave one
famous name and some another. When
it came to his turn to add to the list,he
said: “I'll give ye Sanders Pirgivie, o’
Crichtondean, for he hnd o eair fecht wi’
the world a' his life—an honest man wi’
& big family!’” That was a novel, if
‘homely scntiment.

Appropriate, but not very enlivening or
comforting, must have appeared the toast
lately said to have been, proposed at a
banquet given to n writer of comedies in
honor of his latest work. A gyaggish
guest rose to his feet and said : ¢ The an-
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thor's vory good health. May he live to
be as old as his jokes.”

This toast was given at a recent con-
vivial gatuering :  ‘ The bench and ghe
bar. If it were not for the bar there
would be little uec for the banch.”” As
pithy, &and, if anything, still more to tha
point, wag the following, given mt a
dinner of ehoemakers: ‘ Moy :we have all
the women in the world to shoe, and all
the men to boot.”

Theee last cxpressions of s:ntimont
must, we imagine, be after the style re-
commended by Charles Lamb when he
gave some advice about speech-making to
this cffect: “**A speaker should not nt-
tempt to express too much, but should
leave bomething to the imagination of
his audience; " and ho tells how, being
called on to retarn thanks for a toast
to ‘his health, he rose, bowed to his au-
dience, aud snid ‘ Gentlemen,” and then
sat down, leaving it to their imagination
to supply the rest.—~Chambers' Journal.

A MCODERN PYGMALION.

(From Loudon Truth.)

This is the tragady of a hunchback—
aot a hunchback of amazing strength;
Lke th> foundling of “Notro Dame de
Parig;” not a *poisonous hunchback'l
toad,” like Richard Duke of Gloucoster ;
not a hinchback with loug nose, goggle
eyes, and protruding breast, like the penial
gentleman who from Fleet-streot Jokes
his ‘weekly fun o‘ ths world. OQur hunch-
buck ‘war very much other than these.
¢ 'Pygmalion 8mith (for I owe it to many
10w living to conceal the true names of
the pareous ol my tragedy) was a hunch-
back of no ordnary type. Truoe, his spine,
like Pope’s, was an animated note of in-
terrogatiod, This he had in common with
all his race. But his legs and arms were
strong wnd supple b2yond the average of
other men, and his head, neck and fuce
were of the noblest type that Nature knows
of. Added to this, the heart of a trans-
cendent genjus beat bencath his crumpled
chest. ¢

At the time of which I write, Pygmal-
ion Smith had proved himself to be the
foremost of living sculptors. Of an obscure
peasant-farmer stock, at the age of thirty
this man found hims:1f sought out, curted
aml flattered by the men and women of
taste ol our most exclusive aristocracy.

_ Dukes ddeferred to him, Duchesses showed

a desire to pet him; but Pygmalion would;
have none o! that. He was conscious off
his own superiority, and refused to ba
treated lJike a tamo bear. He never une
jot abated his independence, but, if neople
wore content to worship him, wel! and
good. He rather Jiked it. And this uncom-
promising sclf-reliance had made a thing
possible, which certainly at the time had
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taken the world by surpriso, but in which
it had acquiesced, when accomplished, with
a quite becoming resgnation. This Pyg-
malion 8mith, of obscure peasart.hirth and
broeding, had wooed and won tho most
beautiful debatanto of a scason, the grand-
daughter of an Earl, the rage of every
{nflammable butterfly of the ball-room.

Hormione Farrington, which name con-
ceals the identity of the most lovely and
dainty of tho decbutantes of our century’s
cigth decads, was somethiag more than
o pink-und- white dressed-up doll. 3he was
a [genuine woman, high-spirited, and fired
by tho lofticst ideals. As a child she had
hated dolls and fluffy lambs, that squeaked
when hit about their middles, and to her
tho toad, which she visited daily. and kept
in a hole in the garden, was worth a
world of dolls, a flock of flufly silunes-
ses. For long hours Hermione and that
solemn toad wduld sit and gaze at one
another, until a wonderful fairy story
wove itself in her brain, in which she
became the toad’s bride. YWhat story wove
itself, on the othor hand, in the old tosd’s
Drain as 1o sat and gazed in ner Deautifui
faco wo have no mears of knowing; and
now Hermione was the bride of a hunch-
back, and she knew that her “ Richard),”
however much any Queen Margaret might
call him ‘‘ hunchback'd toad,” wore *yet
o precious jewel in his heal.”

8he was Smmensely proud of her hus-
band, and loved him as only a faithful
single-hearted fvoman could, and he, poor
sensitive fellow that he was, lovéd her
passionately, jealously, hay, almost des-
pairingly, for fiow could so peerfess a
brauty, so unrivalled & woman, he asked
h'msoe!!, sco wore in him to love than in
many anothar? How could it be othor than
o hassing caprice which had led lher to
bestow herself upon him ? Nature had de-
signed her for marriuge with an Antinous,
and he was at b:st but a “ pocket Her-
culee.” Any how he could and would do
this much for her. He would make such
a* transcending marble portraiture of her
that, so long as ¢he Dying Gladiator had
lasted, so long should her beauty iast to
gladden mnd delight the world.

Now Pypmalion held, with some,. that
tiue art depends not upon choice of sub-
jeet or choice of dress, but wholly upon
the treatment which subject and dress
meet with at the hands of the artist. He,
therefere, determined that this portrait of
Hermion - shonld b2 a picce of true modern
realism. And, as he had been carried away
by his first passion, when he saw her
dressed in a whito Isco ball-gown, with
bare arms nnil neck, thrown back tired
from the dnnce, half recumbent on a sola,
40 he determined that her portrait should
go down to posterity. The canons of
classic art might be rgulast him, but what
cared Pygmnelion? Transcendently bean-



