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which assigns
specially favored place in the plans-of the Almighty.
The account given in Genesis is that when Abram, as
hie was then called, was ninety years old, the Lord ap-
peared to him and made a covenant with him in these
words: - “As for me, behold my covenant is with thee
and thou shalt be a father of many nations. Neither
shall thy name be called Abram, but thy name shall
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A CHOSEN RACE

Among the traditions of mankind one of the oldest,
nost  interesting and most influential is that
to the descendants of Abraham a

e Abraham, for a father of many nations have I
And I will make thee exceedingly fruitful,
ind I will make nations of thee and kings shall come
ut of thee. And I will establish my covenant be-

tween me and thee and thy seed after thee in their
generations for an everlasting covenant to be a God
unto thee and to thy seed after thee. And I will give
‘“unto thee and to thy seed after thee the land where-

JAn thou art a stranger, all the land of Canaan, for an

everlasting possession, and I will be their God.” Then

| ‘follow certain other promises, among them one relat-
ing to Ishmael and his descendants, but it ig expressly

stated that the covenant applied to Isaac, a son who
was subsequently to be born to Sarah, Abraham’s
wife. ¢
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among whom he spent his early life.
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gested that this implies a less complete monotheism

said w
XXII.
‘In blessing.I will bless , thee . and in m
will ~‘multiply £ tHee'

The date usually assigned to the birth of Abraham
5 about 2700 years ago, but it is proper to add that
ome investigators have been inclined to doubt his
istence as dn historical bersonage, just as doubts
ve been thrown upen the existence of Homer as an
adividual. - The idea advanced is not that the whole

Abrahamic legend is a myth, but that the founders of

e race, that subsequently was called by such names

as Hebrews: Jews, or Israelites, have been personified
in an individual to whom tradition ascribeg wonder-

¢ qualities and a direct intimacy with the national
ity. A very remarkable expression oceurs in Exo-

e Lord; and I appeared unto Isaac, and unto Jacob
)y the name of God Almighty; but by the name Je-
ovah was I not known unto.them.” It has been sug-

'n the part of Abraham than was
sraelites in the times of Moses, and that the patri-

arch’s western mfigration was due to a revolt on hil

art against the idolatrous practices of the people
It is suggested

This is not the only form in which it ap-

bears in Genesis. ; In Chapter XII. the Lord is repre-

ented as saying to him: “I will make of thee a great

nation; and I will bless ‘thee and make ' thy “name
great.

And I will bless them that bless thee, and
urse them that curse thee and in'thee shall all the

families .of the earth be blessed.”. In Chapter XII. we
have this. promise: “And I will make thy seed as the
dust of the earth, so that if a man can number the
dgst of the earth, then shall thy seed be numbered.”
In Chapter XV. we are told that the Lord a.ppea.'téd
to Abram in a vision and commanding him to look at
the ‘stars said: “Look now towards heaven and tell
the stars 'of thou be ablé“td “number them, and " ge g

‘s€ed  ber

> . Ipe, Chay
répeated in

BN 5
P tiplying ' T.
200 Ast the  stars: of
eaven - and ‘the sand which,' is

escendants of Abraham have held fast to a faith in

the promise, although there have been times when its
fulfiiment seemed utterly impossible, i

as indeed it
eems to be now for those, who are the universalty

recognized descendapts of Abraham through Isgac, in :
which line it appears the covenant was to be carried

ut. Abraham had other children; how many we do
ot know, The principal branch of the 'family, ex-
ept the descendants of Isaac, were those . who were

sprung from Ishmael, but the promise did not .apply
to these. : sl

But some, who may read this and’ who may not
ccept the Bible narratives as of historical wvalue so

far as details are concerned, may ask if we seriously
expect them to believe that the Almighty ever made

0 such promises are made nowadays and there is no
0 such promises are made nowadas and there is no

more reason for believing that God,was more com-
municative to men thirty centuries ago than He is to-

ay. We think we may freely grant the latter part

of the objection. So faras we know there was no more

kelihood of such communications then than there is
ow; but we have yet to be convinced that the Divine

Power does not speak to men today; not only by the
Voice of nature, But by direct personal

communica-
on. If there is any one thing upon which there is

any approach to a consensus of opinion among all
mankind, it is as te the possibility and comparative
frequency of just such communications.
believe that in a certain sénse men of

We can well
the ‘type of
braham were in closer touch with the Divine than

the great mass of thetr contemporaries or of people of
the present day, but we should be very sorry to be-
lieve ‘that therc has over been 2 time in the history of
rmankind, when.the race was without such a bond of

union with its Maker.

Persons who are absolutely

materialistic will naturally deny the Possibility. of in-

. tercourse between the human

and the divine, but

those, who accept the doctrine of the spiritual naturoc
of 'God and admit that men are in the possession of
at least a spark of the same Guality, will find no diff-

divinely appointed m‘ssions to perform.

ity in conceding the possibility {hat men may have
It s

necessary to argus in favor of personal a)ipsaranc.s

of the Deity to certain individusls. Allovante must -

be made for the imagery which: tradition among¢ all

Taces surrounds every narrative.

Strip  the Asra-

hamic legend of all such features, and there wiil - re-
main the exceedingly interesting fact that there has

[
t
tl

me down to us from a date that may have been
lirty ‘centuries age the legend of a Divine promise to

\is great leader of men—a promise which is cherish-

ed by millions today and is an active factor in the af-
fairs of mankind.

O

THE BUILDERS

i ki
(N. de Bertrand Lugrin.)
The term “builders” has a broad significance, We

are all of us builders in one way or another, building

te

' the betterment or to the depraving of mankind, as

'ur work be worthy and perfect or useless and sloven-

fic

And as the term is such a broad one, it will, per-
S not. be amigs to deal in this article especially
the designers and the executors of the designg
ne class. The two sclences or crafts of architec-
" and building are of course distinct from orve: -
|“f: and yet one implies the other, as without ‘a

" of architecture there could be no building,” and’

!Ing is simply architesture carried into execution.
‘efore it seems very natural to consider the two
""es together. Upon the work of those who bﬂi&:’f
“lonemasons, the carpenters, the plu‘mb!rg,;‘-» e
‘' the painters and the decarators, depends;, the
_ton or the imperfection of the completed edi-
‘U5t as much as it depends ypon the skill of the

ords. "'when it makes wages, not perfecti
'4 Ats ideale It is because the amount of the. wage ranks,
the -
: ¢ € ) ... \8rievances ' aris
his enemies and in thée shall all the nations of the:
arth be blessed, because thou hast heard my 'voice”
From that day to the present some, at least, of the”

‘not

-

"t thém not

architect’s drawings.

of the whole, and to each and every workman belongs
the credit for the task nobly done.

We all know that man must have begun building
as soon, if not indeed before, he began to be civilized,
Wechave evidences of some sort of human construg-
-tions. in the Neolithie period. Ten thousand or more
years ago the early Lake-dwellers and fthe first in-
~habitants of the shores of:the Baltic built their vil-

" lages upon piles in the water. ‘Discoveries show .us
that the ancient cities oI Babylon which flourished
some seven ‘thousand years ago,

architecture. The early Babylonians discovered the

arch and installed in therr buildings a splendid sys- P

tem of drainage. The buildings of a country are the
evidences of that country’s enlightnment and devel-
opment. They show the inclination of the national

mind. If we had, instead of written records, only the
pictures or the-remains of a country’s architecture we

could read from the latter a very fair history of the
people of that country. We are told that “Architec-
ture, as a practical art, has for its object the applica-
tions of the principles both artistic and scientific of
architecture to the elevation of national and individ-
ual character, and the increase of the physical com-
fort and well-being of mankind.” It must - follow
therefore that each of us who contribute to the mak-
ings of the buildings of a country is promoting the

welfare of that couniry and raising the standards of

its ideals, or undermining its prosperity and enfeebl-
ing all desire on the part of its citizens to aspire to
greater enlightnment. i

There is something very uplifting to the uninitiat-
ed in the watching of the progress of a building, be
it of small or of vast design. The beautiful precision

and method involved, the mathematical exactitude of

even the smallest quota of the work done, - from the
preparing of the ground and the laying of the foun-

dation, to the last sweep, of the brush across the

lovely exterior—lovely no matter how unpretentious
and plain if the workmanship be of the best, makes
it not hard to realize that the laborers are following

the wonderful system of laws formulated for them by

Archimedes, Galileo, Descartes, Pascal, Newton and a
score of others whose names come down to us as the
discoverers of the laws of mechanics. Ruskin, who
has probably written the most beautiful work on arch-
itecture in the English language, gives what he calls
the “Seven Lamps of Architecture” for the guidance

of those who design, and the Seven Lamps are as

follows:

The Lamp of Sacrifice,
The Lamp of Truth,
The Lamp of OWer,
The Lamp of Beauty,
The Lamp of Life,

The Lamp of Memory,
The Lamp of Obedience.

While Ruskin wrote the above for the benefit more
directly of the Architect, the least of the builders may
accept the Lamps as his own guides, for .when they
illumine the work, no. carelessness, no shoddiness, nor

any conceit can exist, and the smallest of the tasks
shall be free from imperfections.
Do we ever pause, we who are the builders, to re-
alize what a responsibility is ours? We are all labor-
ers under Him, who is the Master-Builder, who has
* made this wonderful temple of the earth for our habi-
tation, and given us those other worlds, the wonder-
ful universe of the stars, for our inspiration. A task
well-done is a tribute to Him Wwho has made perfec-
tion possible if we follow out the laws He has laid
HONE. - Tt i s : :
.are so great as those ch Jabor
' nship,

‘higher in so many minds than the Quality of the. work,

:that so many suspicions are aroused and SO ‘many

or are invented.

i thus speaks of the rlots in Rome, ‘which precipitated
the downfall of that empire.

“Their sober, sane life put to shame
Because the noisome, drunken band
“That Howled in Labour's sacred name,
Nor ‘wrotght, nor even lifted hand
Save but to stong and mock and moil
The others who but asked to. toil.”

Just so:long ‘as our eyes are blindéd to the real
issues, the real diestions, we shall put poor work into
unworthy edifices, which instead of standing as mon-

uments “to ‘our.country’s development and - our own

P

‘enlighténment, shall represent the degeneracy of our
country and our own dishonesty.

The following words of ‘Ruskin’s only voice a truth
" that ,we have probably all been taught, but some of
us may have forgotten it and anyway the» writer has
expressed it ‘so beautifully that it is worth the read-
ing. A 5

“It has just been said that there is no branch of
human work whose constant laws have not clase ‘an-
alogy with those which govern every other mode of
man’s exertion. But, more than this, exactly as we
reduce to greater simplicity and surety any one group
.of these practical laws, we shall find them passing the
mere condition of connection or analogy, and beeom-
ing the actual expression of sorne ultimate nerve or
fibre of the mighty laws which govern ‘the moral
world. However mean or Inconsiderable the act, there
is 'samething in the well-doing of it, which has fel-
lowship with the noblest forms of manly virtue; and
the truth, decision and temperance, which we rever-

ently regard as honorable conditions of the spiritual’ .

being, have a representative or a derivative influence
over the works of the hand, the movements of the
framé, and the actlon of the intellect.
And as thus every action ‘down to the drawing of
a line or the utterance of a syllable, is capable of a
peculiar dignity in the manner of it, which we some-
times express by saying it is truly done (as a line or
a tunhe s (rue) so algo it is capable of dignity stinl
highber in the :inotive of it. For there is n- action so
slight, ner so mean, but it may be done to u great
hurpose and ennobled therefor; nor is any purpese so
great but that slight actions may help it, and may be
*0 dona as to help it much, most especially that chief
of all purposes, the pleasing of God. jo
Therefore in the pressing or recon{'mending of any
act or manner of acting, we have choice of two sep-
arate lines of argument; one ba,sed on representation
of ithe expediency or inherent value of- the wrok,
" which 18 often: small—the other basad on proofs of its
relation to the higher orders of human virtue, and its
acceptableness, so far as it goes, to Him who ig  the
origin of .virtue. The former is commonly the most
persuasive method, the latter assuredly the most con-
clusive; only it is liable to give offence, as if there
were ‘irreverence in adducing - considerations so
weighty in treating subjects of small temporal im-
portance, I believe, however, that no error is more
thoughtless than this. We treat God with irreverence
by I{,;s,nishlng- Him from our thoughts, not by referring
to His. will on slight occasions. He is not the finite
authority or intélligence which cannot be - troubled
with smail things. There is nothigk so small but that
we may honor God by asking His guidance of it, or
insult Him by taking it into our own hands;- and
what is true of the Deity is equally true of His Re-
velation. 'We use it most reverently when most ha-
bitually; our insolence Is in ever.acting without refer-
ence to it, ouf true honoring of ik is in its universal
; application /I have been blamed for the familiar in-
“trodtiotion of its sacred: words; Iam grieved to have
given ‘pain by so‘doing; but 'my‘excuse must be my
wish that those words Were made the ground of every
argument and ithe test of every , action. We ‘have
e ne 1 énough on our 1lips, nor deeply enough
. in our memories, nor loyally enough in our lives.

Each workman has it as his
privilege to contribute to the beautiful completeness

boasted oreditable

‘We' hear much of ';!:i-wrongs:‘otjrabor‘, “but nore 2L
i et uipon jtself,” F
oitﬁ%vérg;éf oI afe

A recent poet -

| Harriét Martineau said of her:
| old 'age was never seen. Her figure was small, light
‘and active; her countenance, in its expression of ser-

‘ reached the age of twent;

The snow, the vapor, and the stormy wind fulfil His
word. - Are our thoughts and acts lighter and wilder
than’ these—that we should forget it?”

JOANNA BAILLIE

The life of Joanna Baillie covered nearly the latter
half ‘of the eighteenth and more than the first half of
the nineteenth century. She was born in 1762 and
died in 1851. She was one of the first of Scotland’s
daughters to win a place in literature, pure and sim-
ple. 'She did not deal with history or biography, nor
did she seek to hold a mirror up, to contemporary life,
but in the quiet of her own home she gave her imag-
inatien full rein and produced poems and plays of
conspicuous merit, Her. father was a Presbyterian
clergyman. Highly educated himself, he saw that his
daughter enjoyed the best advantages in the same
direction. He had a son, . who was educated as a

physician .and went to ‘Tiondon, where he established.

himself in a fine practice, When she was quite young
her father died and Jo#nna, joined her ‘brother in
London' and the metropolis was her home throughout
the rémainder of her long Jife, She was greatly liked,
and,l,lez_' home was a place where literary men and
womén. were always glad to assemble. There was
hardly an Ineident in. her whole. career that can be
described as . conspicuously “striking, and her - life
was .gingularly happy, even the:severe criticisms, to
whieh she was .at times. subjected, failing to disturb
her serenity and spirit.«: She seemed protected by the
armor of her own-gentle nature, which was so attrac-
tive that her harshest critic, Jeffreys, became one of
her dearest friends and rhost devoted admirers. She
never married, and so far ‘as her blographers state, she
does™not appear to have any very serious love affairs.

Miss Baillie's studies were ‘chiefly in English lit-
erature, and she was an enthusiastic ' admirer of
Shakespeare,. and perhaps it was this fact which more
than any other caused her to direct her attention
to the writing of plays, although. she herself says that
the thought that she could write drama came upon
her suddenly one summier afternoon a8 she sat sewing
with' her mother. As a playwright: she followed"a
plan of her own. She set very little value upon plot
or incident, but relied for her , success upon the
strength and clearness with which she depicted the
passions of her characters. Nothing whatever turned
upon “situations,” which are the chief features of so
many dramas of today.
work, which excited the satire of Jeffreys, who in-
sistéd that the object of a drama was the entertain-
ment of an audience, nat its instruction, and yet he
said of her “she cannot write a tragedy or an act of
a tragedy without showing genius and exemplifying a
more dramatic concep‘ion and expression than any of
her ‘modern contemporaries. In point of Popularity
her most successful play was “Constantine Palaeolo-
gus,” the hero being the last emperor of Constanti-
nople. Her chief dramas; and they were really. her
greatest a.chlevement_s, were contalned in three vol-
umes issued in 1800, 1802 and 1812, respectively. Later
she ‘brought out a volume of “Miscellaneous Plays.”
Sir Walter Scott thought her  best play wasg “The
Family Legend” and he said of-it: “You have only to
imagine all ‘that you :eould wish to give success to a
play, and your conceptions wilk fall short of the com-
plete and decided triumph  of The Family Legend.”
Perhaps ‘the fact that' it was founded on the tragic
history of the Campbell clan 'may have had something
to do with' Sir Walter's Hedrty praise. - b

éss Baillie wrote Doetits and essays,” the latter
beingof a religious maturg “Her poems have a light
Y grace, hut being chiefly in ..Scotch dialect

ot .have quite ag mug

are ¢ Woo'd and Married and'A’,” *“It was on a Morn
when we were Tiring,” “Fy, Let us a’ to the Wed-
ding” and “The Weary Punds O’ “Tow.” A pretty vein
of satire runs throngh most of them, but it is never
crueél., ‘The first stanza of oneé of them may be cited
to give an idea of ‘her flowing style. i

. "Fy, let us'a’ to the Wedding,
<! For they will be lilting there;
JFor Jock’s to be married to Maggy,
The lass with the gowden hair.”

With easy lines like these the song runs on for
twenty odd stanzas, the story of the wedding, the
supper and the dance being very prettily told in ad-
vance, and the whole closing by a repetition of "the
first stanza.  Her poem to her friend, Mrs. Sjddons,
is d splendid tribute to this great actress, and-at the
same time a consummate analysis of her wonderful
powérs,. Her wrmngs do not lend themselvps very
freely to quotations, for just.as in her plays  she
avoided laying stress upon incidents, so in her poems
she ‘avoids climaxes. <

She had very many friends among distinguished
peaple} and might easily havé' become prominent in
brilliant society, but she preferred the quiet triumphs
of friendship to the glittering sSuccesses of social life.
Among those who were her visitors were Mrs. Sid-
dong, Maria Edgumth, Madame de Stael, Sc¢ott, Lucy
Aikin, Mary Berry Harrlet Martineau, Jeffreys, John
Kemble, and in fact all the leading lights in literature
and art, who made England conspicuous during more
than half a century. She grew old gracefully, In her
seventy-fifth year she wrote to a friend: “May God
support you and me, and give us comfort and conso-
lation when it is most wanted. As for myself, I do
not wish to be one year younger than I'am; and have
no desire, were it possible, to' begin life again, even
under the most honorable circumstances. I have great
cause for humble thankfuiness and I am thankful”
“A sweeter picture of

enity, harmonized wonderfully with her gay conver-
sation and cheery voice. Her eyes were beautiful,
dark, bright and penetrating, with the full innocent
gazé€ of childhood. Her face was altogether comely
and her dress did justice to it. She wore ‘her own
silvery hair and a mob cap, with “Its ‘delicate lace
border fitting closely around her face. In her whole
appearance there was always something for even the
passing stranger to admire, and never anything for
the ‘most familiar friend to wish otherwise? It is
pleasant to read that “she died without suffering, in
the ‘full possession of her faculties, in the ninetieth
year of her life.” In the long list of literary women
there is surely no more lovable character than Joanna
Baillie.

S i, b e e
; Uncle Henry’s Experience

“It's all nonsense and a.waste of time,” said Uncle
Henry, “to tell a young mamn ‘what kind of wife he
ought to pick out when he gets réady to marry. Nine
times out of ten he has picked her out already, and if

he hasn't, he doesn’t need anybody’s help.”

“What do you know sbout {t?” he was asked.

‘“I know something about it by observation,” he
answered, “and a .ut_u.e;b:(; experience.  When I had
-five, with a fair = income
and good prospects, -1 thought it was time for me to
marry.! I had almost décided’to ask a certain Naomi
Henthorpe, but difn't altogether like the family, and
was' in an ufcértain frameé of mind' about her, when
Some of my friends began fo take it upon’themselves
to dssist me.” They told me Naoml was the very
girl for me—that'l coyldn’t d a better wife i/l
were to huntw the: counfry, .and so on. In
short, they pralse rmoo:blgu that 1.made up my
mind I'd follow thelr advice.' I’began paying atten-
tion to her, and id'a few wegks ¥l “popped-the ques-

togM e Loy e 7k rR
“Well,” sald Ungle Henry, 'w'iﬁl; some reluctance,

‘she*sald she iqﬁldn't‘xﬁam;”?k Ewas the lf’ast man

on garth.'—Ynuth"s' Companian,’

It was this feature of her ,

} datiraction to those who
Tn south-of the Tweed ms to their amorve fortun-'
‘porthern.cousins, .Aniong them the best known

<
- ———

__THE STORY TeLLer ) ( WITH THE POBTS |

The priest of the struggling little parish had done
all he could to clear off the debt and pay for building
the church, but he and his people were poor and the
struggle was long. At last all the money was raised
but a certain sum, for which he pleaded in vain.

One July Sunday, at the close of the morning
service, he locked the door of the church and put the
key in his pocket. “My children,” he said to his con-
gregation, “none can leave till he has paid the sum of
10 cents. Those who have no money can borrow from
their friends.”

There was a faint murmur, but none thought of
rebellion. Many people paid the 10 cents at once.
Those who had no money borrowed, but a quarter of
a dollar was lacking when all the treasury resources
had been exhausted. Suddenly there came a sharp
tap on the frame of the open window, and a hand,
with a silver quarter held between the thumb and
forefinger, was thrust inside.

“Here, father,” an impatient voice began, “here’s
the rest, and now will you tell Judy Monahan to come
out of that, I'm tired waitln' for me dinner.”

Barney Malloy, and Mike Cairey were shingling a
QoL

“Barney,” Mike asked, removing a bunch of shin-
gle nails from his mouth, and settling’ back comfort-
ably, “what is the difference between satisfied and
content ”

“The difference? Sure there’s none,” - answered
Barney. “If you're satisfied you're " content, and if
you’re content you're satisfied.” :

“That was my opinion, too, Barney, me boy, up to
now, but it struck me sudden like as I put that last
nail in that I am satisfied all right that Mally Cairey
is my wife, Bt I am durngd sure I am not content.”

James J. Hill, the railway magnate, recently said

of a certain rise in stock Quotations:

“It looks well, but I am afraid it is dubious. Yes,
it is dubious. It reminds meof the Turkish bashaw
and his wife, "

“A Turkish bashaw lay dying. He summoned to
him the youngest and fairest of his forty-six wives,
and said to her in a low, weak voice:

“‘Put on your richest costume, your most brilliant
jewels, Deck your hair with pearls, brighten your
finger tips with henna.’ N

“The young wife blushed. Even in her grief she
was flattered.

“‘And why, my lord, she sald, ‘do you desire me
to make this sumptuous toilet?

“‘So that Death, when he comes,” the man replied,
‘seeing you so very beautiful, may perhaps carry -you
off instead of me.’”

—

A college boy, shabbily dressed, applied to the
foreman of a sheep camp one fall day for some em-
ployment. The foreman looked him ' over somewhat
critically and inquired what he could do.

“Oh, I don’t know much about ranch work, but I
used to be on the track at college and I ean run
bome,” replied the youth. 3 2 s

“Well, go over on that hillside and run those sheep
into the corral, and then we'll see What we ean do for
you,” said the foreman, yss

The bBoy was gone a long time, but finally returned
and reported to the foreman. 3 :

“Did you get them all In?" asked the boss as he
looked at the young fellow, who seemed somewhat
out of breath. .

“The sheep werée no trouble, but the lambs were
8o nimble they took most of the time; but I finally suc-
‘ceeded in getting them in, ‘too,” said the boy, proudly.

“Lambs, Jambs!” repeated the foreman; . “why,
thére aren’t ‘any lambs; you must be QPETY.". i
< _ “Just come down to thercorral,and see for your=
sell,) said the vouth. : i oty

. The foteman put on his hat and went to the cor-

- He looked at the

' gﬁl and found’'two jack-rabbits.
0

Y. _ ’
“T told you T could run some,’ returned the latter,

e

A small colored bellhoy at one of the hotels was
seeh by a guest late the other night intently Tumag»
ing through the big wicker hamper = containing the
soiled individual towels used in the wash room.

“What 'are you looking for there, ‘sonny?” inguired
the guest curiously. :

“Oh; m huntin’ fo’.a dmon’ ring,” says the little
bellhop. : . e N

“Some one lose their ring, eh?” said the guest,
getting interested. . . i ! ‘

“No, sah,” explained the boy,-“no one ain't jes’ los’
no ring, but ev'ry now and then somebody pulls one
off their finger when they wipes their han’s and some
o’ these days they’ll drap one in here and not know
'bout it. Then ah'll find it and get the reward and
be a man of megns.”, 4

Omne of the witnesses in a lawsuit, who had just
been sworn, was. agked to give his name. He replied
that it was Hinckley. Then the attorney for the
brosecution requested him to give his name in full..

“Jeffrey - Alias Hinckley.”

“No trifling in this court, sir!” sternly spoke the
Judge. “Which s your right name—Jeffrey or
Hinckley 7" % '

“Both of 'em, your honor.”

“Both of them? Which is your surname?”

“Hinckley.”

“And Jeffrey is your given name?”

“Yes, your honor.”. ;

“Then what business have you with an alias?”

“I wish I knew, your honor,” said the witness, rue-
fully. “It isn't my fault,”

“What do you mean, sir?” demanded the Judge,
who was fast losing his temper. y

“I mean, your honor, that Allas is my middle namae,
for some reason which my parents never explained to
me. I suppose they saw it in print .somewhere, and
rather lil\eg the looks of it. I'd get rid of it if I could
do so without the newspapers _finding
Joshing me about it.” :

“The Court suggests that hereafter the witness be-
gin his middle name with an E . instead of .an A,
Counse: will proceed with the examination,” said the
Judge, coughing behind his handkerchief. G

it .out and

.~ Willlam J. Bryan, on his last visit to New York,
declined to answer one of a ‘Washington . correspon-
dent’s  questions, |

“I shouldn’t know my business if.I answered such
a question as that,” said Mr. Bryan, gmiling. “Every
one must know his business; otherwise failure fol-
lows; and I’m ‘sure you wouldn't want me to fail like
the young salesman of fountain pens,

“There was, you know, a young fountain pen sales-
man: who, to his great joy, succeeded on his first trip
in persuading a stationer to order five hundred pens.
But all of a sudden the stationer's manner changed to
the young man,

‘I countermand that order, he barked ‘and hur-
ried into his private office, slamming the door behind
him,

“Later in the day his bookkeéper said to this sta-
tioner; :

“May I ask, sir, why - yvou so suddenly counter-
manded your order for those fountain pens?”

“ ‘The young salesman,’ the other answered, ‘Book- -

ed my order in lead pencil’”
i / e
Opposite the Union depot, on Canal street, in Chi-
cago, there is a line of cheap saloons devoted ex-
clusively to the patronage of more or less undesirable
cltizens. .. - ..

The other day, two Swedish laborers, looking for .

work, came to Chicago and landed-—stranded—at the
Union-depat.. .., * ;

As they started out the main entrance one of them
looked across the street: a huge red sign caught his
eye: “WANTED-—1,000 Men to Unload Schooners.” .
. - Grabbing his friend by the arm, he dragged him
acrogs the street toward the enterprizing saloon which
bore the sign. A ) :

“I tank we finda plenta wag: ta do right  hair,
Oley,” he grinned, pushing hig

“One moment, Svensky,” said the Other, who had
lived longer in America, and spoke glmost perfect
English, “that is' only a sign to attract persons to the
bar. The schooners mentioned are beer-g Bsses, not
‘gga.” Let us stay out and save our energles for real

8 g 2

8 s R
80 the oldest joke in the world failed.

« %

lend toward the door, -

Equality
I have a home, a pleasant spot,
It did not cost me such a lot.
No marble statues deck the halls,
No Rembrandts are upon the walls,
No stupid servants wait around
To hear the tea-bell's silver sound.
But’ tis a home both clean and neat,
The frontage only twenty feet.

Three meals a day I always get. \
The food is plain, but good, you bet.

I have a common iron bed,

But there I rest my tired head”

With ev'ry comfort. You may note
That I with just one overcoat

Am warm and auppy as can be,

Why should I yearn for two or three?

I have one suit of decent brown,

'Tis true, it is a hand-me-down,

But really, anyone can tell

The trousers fit me very well.

Indeed, I should be quite content,

1 do not owe a man a cent. «

What need I more? For, goodness knows
I have a bed, with board and clothes,

The rich man has a noble home
‘With Grecian pillars and a dome.

A practised chef is in his pay,

He gets three splendid meals a day.
His garments are of graceful style,
He wears a polished silken tile,

And patent leather decks his feet,
His whole “get-up” is simply sweet.

His bed is made of hammered brass.

We simply notice as we pass, ’

The mattress, quite the best in town,

The comforters of eiderdown.

But still he is & man, that’s all.

Like me, his vital needs are small.

Why should he proudly tilt his nose?

He has a bed with board and clothes.
—Toronto News.

—

Old Friends
We just shake hands at meeting
‘With many that come nigh;
We nod the head in greeting
. To many that go by—
But welcome through the gateway
Our few old friends and true;
Then hearts leap up, and straightway
There’s open house for you,
Old Friends,
There’s open house for you! i
—New ¥York Tribune.
The Cynic
I say it to comfort me over and over,
Having a wearisome heart to beguile,
Never had women a tenderer lover—
For a little while,

Oh, there never were eyes more eager to read her
In her saddest mood or her moments gay; L

Oh, there never were hands more strong to lead her-.
For a little way. :

There never were tenderer promises given :
Of love that should guard her the ages through
As great, enduring and steadfast as heaven—
For a week or two: S ¥
Well, énd as it’ does, ¥ have had if, known it; ;
or this shall IT"turn me-to ‘Weep or Pray? ‘-
Nay, rather I laugh' that I thought to own ey
For more than a day.’” = = . b ¢
—Theodosia Garrison in The Smart Set
e :

In Autumn Rain
What spirit is it calling in the Autumn rain,.

That bids me cast my needle by, set wide the door?

The day is troubled with its voice and on the path
The footfall of the dead that come no more.

To reminiscent langours now the gardens yleld, .
' In Spring they ardent press—in Fall resigned they
know ¥ A i
‘They have fulfilled the fate of summer—now to sleep
Beneath fhe lullaby or winds that strow. o
The drifting yellow leaves from unresisting trees, |
To weavet in mellow strands along the lane and
° street S R B i
Vague Moorish pattérns of forgotien :Ens?and ns,
A golden tapestry Yor Autumn’s fee

Well hath the Spring a throbbing fever of her own,
Wak!ngl and breaking from reluctant thralls in
§ vain, ¢ 5 §
Since all her prophecy at last is lulled to peace
In Nature's sure narcotio, Aytumn rain.
O guest beloved of my heart and wailing wind

For you I light the heartl, entreat your will its

way, : §
Pile high the cones and hesitate—perchance
That haunting spirit o’er my gill should stray!

Let us elude tonight the intervening drear, !
While in thi
thrill,
Until as southing birds we cry, “'Tis but a sleep,
Ere April call us b{ the daffedil!” * 4
—Martha Gilbert Dickinson Bianchi, in The Smart Set

Beati Possidentes
Blessed are ye, ye wealthy!
-Not that the T man whose heart is co:
Longs for your gold and silver,
Or that, foolishly, he thinks .
You are exempt from the toil which all
Who breathe must pay to sorrow.
No. He knows full well :
That pain lives in palaces also; 7
Despair, may drive proudly in coaches:
That jewels worn by your ladies may
Be symbols of sterilized teardrops,
Bitterly wept, and in secret,
He knows it, and has for you o
Rather the sigh of compassion ¥ =
Than the bitter word of envy, A :
But one thing you have that he lacks;
For it you should humbly give thanks
To the gods, the givers of all,
For you may stand all aloof .
From ‘that which drags men down into the dust,
And no one ever places you
On the narrow cliff-edge of dire want
Between the noblest ‘aims
And actions vile, unworthy.
Nor do you know the care and fret
That gnaws with cunning rat’s tooth down
Into the very soul. :
Chains lofty thought to vulgar deed,
Forces a noble heart G
Into the slough of inactivity,
Till, at the end of the long fight,
Despair creeps on, and then a man xou down,
epths,

Laden with guilt, into the darksome
Be faithful to yourselves.
If you but will, you may unto end
Naught hinders you. from being
Loyal and nobly true. Therefore,
* Blessed are ye, ye wealthy!
—From the German of V. von Saar.

Veos Non Vobis
There was a garden planned in Spripg's young days,
Then, summer held it in her bounteous hand;
And many wandered thro' its blooming ways;
But ne'er the one for whom the work was planned;
And it was vainly done—
For what are many, if we lack the one?

There was, a song that lived within the heart s
Long time—and then os: Music's wing it strayed,
All sing it now, all praise its.artless art:

But'ne’er the one for whom the song was made;
: A nly done— i {
2 if we lack the one?

~Edith M. Themas.

s

 And it was
For what are m

leaping flame hope's drooping pinions .
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