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of the Duke's personîal friends, and to get fronm thein letters of re-
commîîendation whicl aven Wellington could not easily disregard.

"Somiething miust ecarly bu dlone, howrever ; for, althoughi the
fellow hadl hitherto been kept at ba;y, hie wvas eridenstly determnined

to give the Duke no peace till the mnatter hadl been fully gone inito.
For a momtent Wellington looked so grin that the secretary began
te hopa for the order, which lie would gladly have obeyed, viz., to
kick the inventor into the street forthwith. But the next instant
the iron face clcared again, and over it played the very glost of a
simile, liko a glean of winter sunshine upon a precipice. Show
him in,' said he, briefly.

" The observant secretary noled both the tone and the smnile that
ace.n.upanied it; and he inwardly decided that it would have beei
bg tte. for that inventor if he lad not insisted on seeing the Duke.
L came the great discoverer-a tall, slouching, shabby, slighîtly
red.nosed man, with a would.be jaunty air, which gave way a little,
however, before the 'Iron Duke's' penetrating glance.

"'I am glad to think that your Grace appreciates the mnerits of
'my invention,' said hs, i a patrûnizing tone. ' They are, indeed,

too important to be undervalued by any great commander. Your
Grace cannot fail ta renember the havec made by your gallant
roops at Waterloo anong ic French cuirassiers, whose breast.

plates were not bullet-proof ; whereas, if -

"Have you got the thing withyou (' interrupted Wellington.

"The inventer unwrapped a very showy looking cuirass of
polished steel, and was just beginning a long lecture upon its
nerits, when the Dulie cut hini short by asking:--

Are you quite sure it is bullet-proof V
Quito sure, your Grace.'

'Put it on, then, and go and stand in that corner.' The other
wc.nderingly obeyed. 'Mr. Temple; shlouted Wellington te his
secretary, 'WI1 the sentry outside te load with ball cartridge, and
coie in here te test this cuirass. Quick, now !'

"But quick though the secretary was, the inventor was quicker
still. The nomcnt ho realized fthat he had been set up there on
purpose te be fired at, and to be shot dead on the spotif his cuirass
turned out to be not bullet-proof after all, ho lcaped hcadlong
through the open window with a yell worthy of a Blackfoot Indian,
and, darting like a rocket across the court yard, vanished through
the outer gateway; nor dira the Duke of Wellington, fron that
day forth, ever sec or hear of him again."

DE WAS APPRECIATED.

A San Fraicisco paper tells of a well-known member of that
c.îanimunity, now dead, who, wlien State senator, was engnged in
soie very radical measures which sorely eut into. mnany people

BILL NYE'S PLIILOSOPRY.

To the yioung the future lias a roseato hue. The roseate hue
comles higlh, but we have tu use it in this place. To the young
there spireads out a glorious ran.ge o'f possibilitics. After the youth
lias indorsed for an intimiate friend a fcw tiacs, and purchased the
paper at the bai.k himself later on, the horizon wvon't secn to hori-
zon su tumultuously as it did aferetimie. I remneiber at one timc
purchasing such a piece of accomimod.tion paper at a bank, and
I still have it. I didni't need it any more than a cat needs cleven
tails at one and the saine tiiie. Still the bank made it an object
to ie, and I secured it. Such things as these harshly knock the
Iluff and bloou off the cheek of youth, and prompt us te turn the
strawberry-box bottoi side up before pourchasing it. Youth is gay
and hopeful, age is covered with experience and scars where the
skin lias been knîocked off and hlad to grow on again. To the
young, a dollar looks large and strong but to flic niddle-aged and
the old it is weak and ineflicient. When we are in the heyday and
izz of existence, ie believe everything, but after awhile we mur-
iur, "What's th at you're givin us," or words of a like character.

Arc brings caution and a lot of sliop.wnrn experience purchased at
the lighest iarket price. Time brings vain regrets and wisdom
tecth that can be left in a glass of water cver night.-The Ingleside.

HOW TO CRUSH A CRITIC.

Mr. Iobert Burdette, the humîourist, gives the following ae-
count of the nanmer in which lie crushes his journalistic enenies:

'-Let nie tell you how I write mîlean letters and bitter editorials,
ny boy. Soietiiies, wien a nman lias pitched iîtoe aand cut me
up rough, and I want to pulverize him, and wear lis gory scalp at
iny girdle, and hang his hide on ny fonce, I write the letter or
editorial that is te do the business. I write socething that will
drive sleep from his ees and pence froin lis soul for six weeks.
Oh, I de hold him over a slow fire anid roast hiin! Gall and
aquafortis drip fromn my blistering pol. Then, I don't mail the
letter, and I don't print the editorial. There's always plenty of
tiie te crucify a nan. The vilest criminal is entitled to a little
repriove. I put the manuscript away in a drawer. Next day I lock
at iL The ink is cold ; I rend ià over and say : 1 don't know about
this. There's a good deal of bludgeon and bowieknife journalism
in that FlIl hold it over a day longer. The ner.t day I road it
again. I laugli, and say : Pshaw ! and I can feel my cheeks
getting a littIl hot. Thie fact is, I ai ashamed iever wroteit, and
hope that nobody las secn it, and I have half forgotten the article
or letter that filled ny soul with rage. I haven't been hurt, I
laveni't hurt anybody, and the world goes right along, aaking
twenty-four hours a day as usual, and I am all tho happier. Try

whm lie thought were in need of reform. They abuscd him i my boy."
thîoroughly, but in his honesty le maiitainled the fighit stronîgly.
A friend f lis from the city visited him in Sacranctîto while the QuCStïoil trab)r.
measures were per ding.

Well, what do they say cof me in San Francisco i"
"They don't speak very well of you." A correspndent asks the following questions

1. Are Dufferii, Canwell, and Bothwell counties, and, if so," What do they say about me? That's what I want to know.'' what are the Capitals o'f the two former ?
"Well, they say very rough things about you. I don't care 2. loir many cities are there in Ontario?

"Spcak it out. Tel nie how they talk."
"They call you a liar, a scouiidrel, a thief, an ignoramus, an

idi~'tevcryhing toy ea tlîin cf Uats *~~* ,villag~e- The couuity ?.owm o! Duflicrim is 0nuicile
iio.t-everything they can think of that's bad." Tecte fOtroc a d ulh

"Ah," said the Senitor, rubbing lis hands in glee, and chuck- ImamiltuiiKiiîgstoît, London, OLL-nm-; St. Catharines, S. Thomas
Imig in perfect cnjoymncnt, " they feel me, zuy boy, they fel mne) 1 and Torento.


