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AMBIGUOUS.
MfR. COPAL VffRNrSH-"«There ! I cali that sublime ! What dô YO
MR. PLAIlNAI.K-" Weil, 1 can't say its exactly sublime, but its o,

OLD FRIENDS.
THERF is another hoary-headed old falsehood that

cornes dancing around in its Sunday clothes every once
in a white, looking so much like truth that people have
at last corne to consider it with a good deal of respect.

I always thought old friends were the best, probably
because I had beard people say se so often. I frequently
rernerbered rny school chuins and fancied if the whips
and cords of time ever chased me into a hole, the old,
old boys would corne around witb smiling faces and out-
stretched hands te pull me out again. But I>ve changed
rny mind. The other day a rniddle-aged man blew into
my office, sat down beside the table, grasped my nervous
palm with a fat and flabby hand and smiled at me with
such warmn affection that I had to lean up against his
breath for support.

IlI hope you are glad te see me H-ennery," he at last
with some emotion.

1 Èaid 1 was.
IlIt's a good rnany years now, since we were young

and friskey together."

"Yes," I replied thougbtfully,
'H /1' a goed many years."
4i <i/I Then he launched out. He car-

I .'~' ried me through my school-days
~Is-~ f\ when we stole apples and water-

il~ melons together, and quarrelled
y 't" about Mary jones. Sweet littie Mary

i -how the rnemory of tby pale child.
face cernes back te me now, brigbt,

adpure, and tender as the wayside
violet that blows in peace and happi-
ness 1

i - Tears came te rny eyes with the
*. thought of her. But rny alleged old

7iIi friend went on. He recounted anec-
III 'dotes of my older days, many of
"" "" which I had forgotten and rnany ef

%vhich I would have gladly left at
III',Test. With pitiless pertinacity he

wrestled with them ail. WVeil I bore
'l thern because-strange egotismi of

iman-he talked about myseif. Pres-
entiy he left that engressing subject
and cornmenced teliing me of people

~; ï, that 1 had known and peopie I
I >/ jdidn't know. I tried hard to keep
'I up the enthuse but it was ne go.

The foreman was bowling around
fer copy and wvhite this irrepressible,

red-nosed, ioud-voiced taiker wan-z " dered on 1 couid net write a line.
~i) 1 had lest ali interest in the people

he spoke of, sorne of themn I had
fiorgotten. what did 1 care about

Ithe rerniniscences ef his hurndrum
village life ? I had made new friends

jjjjj..and many. I lived in the present ;
1 hated like thunder to be dragged
back te a stuffy, stupid, uninterest-
ing past.

When the evening came he got
ready te, start back toô bis excursion

Itrain. I was giad te see it. He
u think ? leaned over te me and told me that
rily one step from it ~"he had been s0 giad te see mie. He

hadn't had such good Urne for
years. Hewould corne again and

corne often, and would corne prepared te, linger, and
speculate on the price ef arsenic. As 1 speculated he
said, haif apologeticaliy, haIt confidentiaily: " lBy the way
I-Jennery, do you rernember that $25 yeu borrowed
from me, betore you left home thirteen years ago, old
man-thirteen years, but 1 didn't forget it. Could you-?

I could and I did, He went away. 1 feek sore. If
any old friends et mine cati again, they wili find me
armed-old friends are not the best. There is ne friend-
ship in thera. They are the niost baretaced, brazened,
out-and-out frauds that this world of shams, and hypocri-
ties, and unwholesome creations of shallow sentimentality
can boast of.

HE-NNErPY SPIs-.

A SWALLOW tail-"« Ten Nigbts in a Bar-room.»

I love you not, My IRES, yoa Cee,
That tact is very plain,

If you should give me ene swcet kiss,'
l'il give it back again.
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