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Boys and Girls.

/

The Dainty Dogz.

A dainty dog Lad chanced to note
The breakfast of a greedy goat—
Half-rotten grass, a shocking pile.
“Fie?’ =aid the dog; ‘““what wretched
style!
Good taste demands,
beast,
A dish to eat from, at the least.
And as for food, that garbage foul
Woulds even make a camel scowl,
Would make a very buzzard groan,
Would—" Here the goat laid bare a
bone,
YWhich, when our dainty dog had spied,
‘“Your pardon, friend!” the critie cried;
“I'm quite near-sighted, neighbor mine.
I see your meal is fair and fine.
Invite me, pray, witk you to dine.”
. 8 5

Miss Sally.

She had lived by herself a score or
more of years, In a tiny house on the
cvuiskirts of the village, and her mod-
est front door bore the following leg-
end:

you clownish

“Miss Sally QGosse,
Potato Chips,
Meat Tarts,
Crullers.”

She was spare in figure, with sharp,
thin features, and spoke rapidly, in a
sharp, thin oice, without a paause,
even of a comma’s length, from the
beginning of her talk to its end. She
disliked young people, and young peo-
pie disliked her, but they called upon
her often, for her wares were delicious
and not high-priced, except to those
unfortunate enough to have offended
her.
cense Miss Sally. Woe to the person
who rang her shop door-bell with ve-
hemence, or twice in succession, car-
ried a dripping umbrella or wmuddy
shoes onto her immaculate floor or
presumed to question her about her
business or personal affairs. It was be-
lieved she was hoarding money, for
she drove a thriving trade and spent in
her business only what was sure to
pring a good return, while as to per-
sonal expenses, they must have been
very small, for she wore the_game blue
denim gown and calfskin shoes year in
and year out, and uever gave a cent

1 charity or goodwill in any direction,
but drove sharper bargains and lived
more to herself with each succeeding
vear. Among the new pupils at St.
Cuthbert’s was Tom Bemis, an adven-
tvrous and fun-loving youth of 15 or 18
vears. He heard of Miss Sally’s eccen-
tricities and resolved on making his
first call in his own way. As he said,
“I will stir up the lion just to hear
her roar!” He selected a rainy
nt stormily to her door, opened it
th a jerk, setting the bell a-peal,
on closed it with a jam, set his drip-
ping umbrella against the counter,
stamped his muddy feet on the floor
and demanded of the irate lady:

“Pwo pounds of your best chips.
Your best, now! No seconds for me!
: I say, do you use butter or oleo

»” but he got no further. The in-
licnant woman came swiftly around
counter, and before he was aware
her intention, she had taken him
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 the shoulders, thrust him out at the |

door, and tumbled him unceremonious-
1y off the s
“Now,” | “you run right back
to St. Cuthbert’s and tell your teacher
T stan’ ready, an’ more’n willin, to help
him make a decent man of you. Sec-
chips, with vour slammin’ and
3 drippin’, an’ your pryin’ 2 and
the rest of her unpunctuated harangue
must be left unrecorded, for Tom in-
CC ently fled.
7,”" said

ur

7 ; the suprised and dis-
comfited youth, ‘“she’s as strong as an
eiecphant! T can just feel her grip on
my shoulders now! TUgh! But wait,
wait! I'Tl be even with her yet!”
course, had 3 athizers,
many had cause for dis ing the

> shop woman, and none for

her. I and it be-
nerally known among the pu-
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assed,

t's that Miss Sally’s|

vigited Hallowe’en,
n of attack and
greed upon. It was said
ss than twenty students.
vs and girls, wouid be active
while nearly all the

1 be aiders and abettors. They
e invited to a party at the house of
principal on that evening, which
hey knew would last until long after
«s Sally’s early bedtime, and the at-
ik was to be made by them on the
king up of the party.
he party was profitable as well as
sant, for as they passed from the
rracious presence of their beloved
teacher all felt secretely ashamed of
heir purpose to attack a lonely and
unhappy woman, even for “fun,” and
the farther they went the weaker their
purpose became, until, finally, Tom
the ringleader, declared his
viction that their mischief better
take the form of filling Miss Sally’s
window-sills and doorw with
apples, nuts, and candy which the
good professor had insisted on their
cepting from him. With this praise-
rthy intentien they emerged from
the elm-shadowed mainstreet of the
village to see Miss sally’s house ablaze.

“Fire! Fire! !” shouted the young
voices as on toward the burning house
they sped. They forced the door open
and found Miss Sally insensible, be-
jine half-suffocated with smoke. They
carried her out, and before other help
came had saved all that could be sav-
ed, which was her cow, some poultry
and several barrels of potatpes, all of
which were in a shed near the house.
volunteer fire department seated
hemselves at a safe distance, and
catched the progress of the flames,
ewailing the loss of their source of
toothsome supplies.

“Oh, to think of these delicious crul-

and chips {feeding the greedy

es instead of us,” wailled Nannie
(er,

risked my life for a pan of chick-

1 tarts, only to find them smoked and

iled,” said Brace Olmstead.

The next morning the students of St.
Cuthbert’s had a genuine se tion.
They came to chapel to find the fa-
fliar figure of Miss Sally, dressed in
er blue denim gown
arried out in the bedclothes, and the
rown was among them), seated on the
tform beside the principal After
he opening exercises he announced
that Miss Gosse was left entirely des-
titute. Her savings for years had been

lied towards the maintenance of a

iessly insane brother in the private

ird of 2 hospital, and she had come

thank the pupils of St. Cuthbert’s

what they had done for her the

ht before. Miss Gosse arose and
ald very much as follows:

“I've been used to doin’ everything
for myself, ’specially my own talkin’,
but I allow it's a favor to have your
te ier tell what's been done with my
nings, for it's something I
to speak of—” and Miss Sally
icked a tear out of her eye, “beside
X my own business an’ nobody
eise’s, but the time’s come when others
have done for me, an’ them others are
you, and but for you 1 shouldn’t be
in the land o’ the livin’ today, not to
gpezk of my cow, and potatoes an’
hens, an’ I desire to thank you each
ern’ every one, an’ to say that if I've

it not less
both bo
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Certain things were sure to in-}

day, |

de- |

school |

(she had been |

can't |

been high-strung I hope you’ll forgiw:e
my trespasses as I forgive them that's
. trespassed against me, an’ some of you
have, an’ you know it, with Yyour
ringin’ my ears deaf an’ muddyin’ my

as I said, I desire to thank you, an’
to say that this school is goin’ to have
a treat of potate chips just as soon
as I can get a kettle an’ ‘some dr}p-
pins,” if it takes the last potato I}te
got an’ no knowin’ where the nexis
comin’ from, an’ that's ail T've got to
say!”
The St. Cuthbert cheer followed, and
it was given with a will. Then Tom
Bemis, who during Miss Sally’s speeqh
had been quietly busy among his
friends, announced that the students
desired to give Miss Gosse, in token of
their good-will, provisions and utensils
sufficient for her to resume business,
and also to pay in advance the first
quarter’s rent of a new house. ]

Miss Sally did not at once part with
her asperity, but she softened visibly
day by day, until the students of St.
Cuthbert’s found her so changed they
believed in and adopted for their own
their principle’s favorite couplet:
“Kindness is. wisdom. There is none

in life
But needs it and may learn.”
—The Interior.
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Aunt Rachel's Four-Poster — A
Story From Real Life.
(By Phoebe’s Daughter.)

Going to Aunt Rachel’'s was to little
Puritan Hester and Phoebe as spicily
entertaining as the matinee to the

nineteenth century. For Aunt Rachel
was, in the mind of oid New England
wording,
tainly mean ‘‘cranky’” today.
nothing if not original.

and preparing herbs and essences, and
them. Aunt Rachel,

in state on horseback
Salem,

when mounted

talry. She had big saddle bags
stocked with her wares, and sat erect
and forbidding, like inexorable fate,
at the top of this display. It was said
she was a sharp one in trade, and had
so managed that a comftortable
had been put aside—think not,
‘ever, in a savings bank, but in
safe and mysterious spot in her
square bedroom.

As Aunt Rachel, cn return from a
successful trip, entered this bedroom
ione day late in the winter, she was
i closely followed by the two chiidren,
i whom she had invited to make her a
little visit, for though crusty, she was
fond of children in her way.

After taking off their wraps,
i wriggled onto two chairs, one on each
tside of a little light stand, and swung
their legs and watched Aunt
as she took off her things and put
them away, their talk consisting

some

iare wont to make about people and

things.

“My dress is in the blue-pot, color-
ing,” said Hester. “It’s going to be
ready so mother can make it before
the quilting, and I shall wear it then.”

“Wish we had a red-blue pot,” re-
i marked Phoebe (with an utter disre-
igard of the fact that the biue-pot was
lanything more than a coloring pot).
| “Hate all my things blue. Say, Aunt
! Rachel, how’d you get your shawl
red?”

By putting
i produce a red
{ chel, primly,
| day.”
1

together
color,””
“I'll show you

things that

some

bed?” boldly questioned Hester. Phoebe
was stunned. To sleep in that bed
Jwas a long dreamed of joy, and often
| talked of between them; but neither
dared to ask the boon. Sometimes at
{home the great question came up.
1“You ask her; youre the oldest,
Phoebe.”

“No, I sha’n’t; she
and you know she
You ask her; now do.”

But so many visits had been made

scowls at me,

it came like a thunder clap. A
“Please, Aunt Rachel, may we? We

will be real quiet,” they clamored.
“Well, if you behave well, and don’t

a virtual assent.

Night came, and bedtime,and the de-
lightful ascent (by four steps, kept for
the purpose of those days in moun-
tain high beds) into the billowy ex-

pered Hester.
“Yes, mother says she props it up on

joined Phoebe.
Aunt Rachel had a tiny side room

on this occasion.

When the children waked in the
It was like jumping in a hay mow, or
dancing up and down in the surf, to
rise and flounder and topple down
and struggle up again, and this, with
smothered squeals of eecstasy, Phoebe
and Hester did again and agaln, till,
breathlesss, they

minute. Then they discussed the look-

bies, there being four in the room,
one exactly in the middle of each wall.

‘“What do you guppose she has hil
four hung up for?’ asked Phoebe.
“Perhaps she looks in this one” (point-
;ing to the one over the head of the
jbed) “before she gets up. O Hester,
| if—if she sat in the midale of the bed,

of her, wouldn't she? Let's try it,
and see how many of us we can see.”

So they bounced into that part
of the bed which was about in the
middle of the room, and tried to see in
all four looking-glasses.
wildly exciting.

“Hester, Hester, I can see two of
you and two of me in two of ’em, and
part o’ your ni’ cap out o’ the corner
0’ my eyes in the other ones.

our cap frills bob! Let’'s sort o’ dance

up and down, an’ ’twill seem like a

whole party of Phoebes and Hesters.”
So, aided by the vivid childish im-

a maddening whirl of courtesying dan-
{cers whose heads bobbed faster and
 faster. But as the fun waxed furious,
| the big bed, though a thing not eas-
i ily moved
{ever tried to move one of like make),
bezan to feel the jerks more and more,
till with one great flop of the white

| the bricks (which Aunt Rachel really
'had placed under all four legs of her
bed) with a solid thud. Here was dire
calamity.

“What'll we do?” breathed Hester in
an &gony.

Phoebe was the oneé quick in re-
sources. They were good children,
and knew that to go straight and tell
Aunt Rachel, who had long since gone

down to help about the breakfast, was

the honest way. But the dread of the
inquisition that would follow, and per-
haps a dark closet as a penalty, weak-
ened the biddings of conscience.
Phoebe’s bad angel was at hand.

“I tell you; let’s go at it again and
jiggle it off the other two, and then
she won’t notice it; its only a little
higher, and we'll throw away the

i floor an’ pryin’ into my business. But, |

pampered darlings of the end of the |

“peculiar,” which would cer- |
She was |
Her time was |
chiefly occupied in collecting, distilling |

then going out on short trips to sell |

for a trip to|
was to childish minds invested |
wvith all the glory of a knight of chiv- |
well |

sum |
how- |

great |

they |

Rachel |

of
the isolated statements that children |

said Aunt Ra- |

“Aunt Rachel, may we sleep in your |

likes you better. |

and the favor never craved, that now |

kick up my mats, I'll see,””—which was |

panse of Aunt Rachel’'s feather bed. |
“How awful high it is, Phoebe!” whis- !

bricks; let’s look in the morning,” re- |
and a smaller bed, which she ococupied ;

morning the first thing was a frolic. |

fell back to rest a'!

ing glasses, one of Aunt Rachel’s hob- ! there are many women who are not |

tand had eyes all round, she’d see #our |

This was !

“And I see you, Phoebe, and oh, see;

agination, the great bedroom became |

(as one knows who has |

figures the head posts came down off !

bricks.” .
The fun was changed to labor. With

! the energy born of a guilty hope, they

| danced a second time, but if one had
‘ lcoked into the mirror, flushed, excited
| faces would have been seen instead
:of the smiling, dimpled ones befo_re’;
{ “Oh—I'm—tired; is It—coming off?
| jerked Hester, after a minute.
“Wait, let’s lean over and
isaid Phoebe, and she craned out over

!the billow’s crest, and drew back, re-

mearking encouragingly, ‘‘Yes, the cas-

tor is most off the edge; go this side.” |

So they swayed and bobbed and

 jerked till the deed was done, and &

| second thud, half welcome and half
| dreaded, since they almost feared it
| would be heard, betokened success.
| Then to dress, to put the bed to alir,
{to open the windows—all these were
| the work of a few minutes. But Phoebe
jand Hester had Puritan consciences,
]
| had become utterly miserable.
fast was the rack and torture of th

Mary,
remarked upon this. T
“Yes’'m,” said Hester, “we hurried
when we were dressing.”
Poor Phoebe was mutely wretched.

filled with her mind was one idea, and
that remark was almost a disaster.
“Please’'m, I'd like a little syrup on
my bricks—oh—fritters.” And she re-
peated, to efface, if possible, the sound

on my fritiers, please.”
“Certainly, my dear,”
chel, and she poured on so much that

i amber syrup.
| of conscience caught. Phoebe pushed
| back her plate, her lip curled, and scon
“the rains descended and the floods
came,” and Hester, following in her
wake, collapsed from her bold front,
and wailed the louder of the two. :
“We jiggled Aunt—Aunt Rachel’s
bed—down off—the—the bricks!” -came
{in tearful explosions from Phoebe.
“An’ we meant to—to throw

ed Hester, determined to do her
Aunt Mary and Aunt Rachel lo
at each other, and
sober faces, for Aunt Rachel’s cri
ness gave way before the vision
“jiggling,” and the really slight u.l'—
fense d not weigh much against it.
But discipline must be maintained, and
i 80 ti fol
to the children, who bore it meek
i and then, as the storm of weeping d
{away into spasmodic sobs and lo
drawn breaths, Aunt Rachel gave ti
final calm to the troubled waters by
saying that Hiram, the hired man,
should help Uncle Henry put it
again when she wanted.

A little while after, when they were

alone together, Aunt Rachel and Aur

| for something, Hester said to Phoebe!
“Wasn’t that lie dreadful, Phoebe? I

felt after I told it as if somebody was |
holding me down and smothering me.” |

feel |
don’t |

“Yes,” said Phoebe, ‘‘and I
i smooth in my conscience now,
| you?” i
“*'M,” said Hester,

WOEN’S DUTIES.

The Quesiion Whether She Is Imvading
Business Too ¥Muech.
(The Christian at Work.)

There are some points on which
{advocates of the emancipation ot
imen are apt to get confused, and to
argue from a wrong premise. One of
{ them 1is that the aims of parental
| training differ with the sex of the
i child, that is, the sons
laway from home duties,
daughters for home duties.
old conventionality that the business
| of woman is always to make home for

and the

a man, and that man’s sphere lies al- |

ways outside the home,
| much of
{and against which she protests.

that causes

to push the boy out into the worla,
land to keep the girl in, and it is from

his inequality and injustice that she |
The view is a |

demands emancipation.
mistaken one, however, the final ob-~
{ject in the education of both sgexes
{ being the same—to fit them for living
iat home. In fact, it is, and always
has been, the conviction of mankind
{that the life of both women and men
i should be lived at home; and, accord-
ingly, the aim of parents is to pre-
pare their sons and daughters to prop-
terly discharge their duties towards
i the home. Their desire is to see both

 but recognizing the difference be-
i tween the sexes, and the greater share
tof responsibility assigned by nature

{to the man, they give the boy the

i training necessary to enable him to |

found and maintain the home, and to
{ the girl the training to carry it on.
Another misapprehension of the
{ modern woman is that the
ment in business of women who have
no real need to work for a living is
depriving to a very considerable ex-
tent their less fortunate sgsister of the

means of livelihood, and so retarding |

the emancipation of all women from
the slavery of home and marriage.
The truth is that the evil complained
of is more apparent than real. That

in want, and probably never will be,
yet who work for wages in order to
gain extra pin money, or for the as-
sociations into which it brings them,
is admitted. But the dislike of women
for regular work under contract, and
their lack of persistence in it, is quite
certain to prevent any overcrowding
of the market, to the detrimernt of
those whose needs are greater. It is
! probable that the mistake

for, have yet a pressing need of money,
iand soh must give a part of their time
'to earning it. This class is a much

larger one than is generally believed. |

It is madé up of widows who must
piece out a meager income by outslde
work, if they are to live the civilized

and are needed at home, but who see

i the time coming when the disappear-

fance of the family bread-winner, thelr

s0 must begin now to lay up some-
thing against the evil day.
| frequently such women krnow that b¥
| leaving home altogether they could
greatly increase their provision for
the future, but refuse to do so be-
cause of their duties towards the ihome.
No honest man or woman will blame
them for the compromise by which
they give a part of their time 1o
money getting, or acecusé them of re-
| tarding the emancipation of their sex.

—

SAUCE FOR BOTH.
Fond Mother—My darling, it is bed
time. ,(All the little chickens have gone
| to bed.
Little
and so
Call,

i

Philosopher——Yes, mamma,
has the old hen.—~Philadelphia

look,” ;

iand in those few minutes each chi‘ld:
Break- |

Middle Ages; they ate little, and look- |
ed decidedly red and heated. Aunt
with whom Aunt Rachel lived,

and jumped around to keep us warm

Only one remark could she frame, $0.

of the suspicious word. A little syrub '
said Aunt Ra-

Phoebe’s plate was fairly a lake -of»
This was coals of fire .
too hot, and the smouldering embers !

the |

bricks away—an’ not to—to teii:” howl- |
o

could hardly Keep |
Btl- |

s
Oxr

+ = |
ved @ littie moral lecture

up !

the ‘

It is the |

modern woman’s discontent |
The |
purpose of all training, she insists, is!

happily settled in homes of their own; |

engage- |

arises |
i through misjudging the large class of |
| women, who, apparently well provided |

life; and of unmarried women who live |

means of support will have gone, and !

Not in- |

.

With~
- The Poets

Fidelity.

i I do not want you when your feet
| With buoyant fooisteps tread the air,
And you can smile on all you meet,

And banish care
But when the road is long and cold,
And cruel seemn the ways of men,
! And you are weury, sad and old—
| Come then.

I do not want you when your name

From lip to lip is proudly rolled.

i I do not want you when your fame
Has brought you gold.

But when you fight, and strive, and

Dress,

; And no one reads the songs you pen,

i And life is fuill of loneliness—
Come then.

el

A Hymn for Good Friday.

O patient Christ! when long ago
O’er old Judea’s rugged hills
Thy willing feet went to and fro
To find and comfort human ills—
Did once thy tender, earnest eyes
| Look down the solemn centuries
And see the smallness of our lives

| Souls struggling for the victory;

And martyrs finding death and gain;

| Souls turning from the Truth and Thee,

|  And falling deep in sin and pain.

: Great heights and depths were

surely seen;

But oh! the
tween—

} Small lives, not base perhaps, but
mean.

dreary waste Dbe-

Their selfish efforts for the right,
Or cowardice that keeps from sin;
Cortent to only see the height
That nobler souls will toil to win.
Oh,
should see
The souls contented just to be,
The lives too small to take in
Thee.
Lord, let this
shame,
That blessed
ife,

| Rouse us to live for

shame that stings to
Thy dear name,
Arm us with courage for the strife.
§ t! be patient with us still;
Dear Ct ! femember Calvary’s

Our little lives with purpose fill!
—Margaret Deland.
Her Treasure.
{ The whole world once to a
came
To buy her child away;
There were rich and .poor, there were
great and small,
There were wise men, old and gray.

mother

Said

“There is gold enough in
hair,”
She quietly said, ‘“for me.”

Mary having gone to the barn-chamber H

“Jewels!” a childless couple cried,
But, smiling again, she said,
| “My baby’s eyes are my diamonds
bright,
His lips are my rubies red.”
“My kingdom!” offered a gray-haired
king,
But strange was the look she gave;
“This is my king, who lies asleep,
And I his adoring slave.”

“The world and its treasures, all, will
take?
Its gold, iti castles and lands?”

chase not
The touch of my baby’'s hands.”

WO~ |

i S0 the world
and pride,
To sail ite saips on the deep:

returned to its wealth

' But none were so happy as she who |
are trained |

sat,
Singing her babe to sleep.
—Daisy M. Wright in Housekeeper.
A e i

Is Life Worth Living.

Yes, yes, we say, our lives are worth
All that they cost, whate’er befall,
And if the round, unresting eartn
And these poor, mortal days were all,

Faced all the time by pain and death,
’Tis worth our while to draw

! breath.

If only once we saw thé sun
March, like a god, across the sky,
And only once, when day was done,
We watched the fires of sunsat die,
These hints of other words could be
Worth all the years to you and me.

But once to see the stars at right,
And once the roses by the door;
To see but once the oceans smite
With awful strength, the quiv'ring
shore—
These, these alone would make our
breath
| Worth all the pangs
| death.
i
Is life worth living? Dearest eyes,
That look to ours in weal and woe,
How would ye flash in pained sur-
prise
If false to you we answered “No’—
By all that we can know or guess
Of earth of heaven, we answer—Yes.
—ELLEN M..H. GATES.

Ths Woe of & Humorist.

‘ For years I'd dwelt upon a thought—
no matter what it be.

'Twas full of wondrous import—or, that
is, it was to me.

I'd ne’er confided to a friend the very
slightest hint

| That I had dwelt upon it or had deem-
ed it had much in’t.

And after many years had passed I
tried to write it out,

But found it most elusive, for it put my
pen to rout.

I could not do it up In prose or write
it down in verse,

And every effort that I made seemed
than the other worse.

| But one day like a rush the words to

! give it to the world

Came to me, and a sonnet—yes, a son-
net—was unfurled.

It ran in stately periods, and when I
had it done

. It seemed of all the sonnets quite the

very greatest one,

‘ friend that I had—

{ And as I finished up the lines his face

looked mortal sad.

{ “I truly think,” sald he, and sighed,
“my mind has left me quite.

I cannot truly see the point of what
you’ve read tonight.”

I read it to my wife, and s',he, sweet-
hearted soul—she said,
“I always like your verses, dear’—
then shook her bonny head—
“But you can do much better work
.than this, it seems to me.

You waste your genius and your time
at writing parody.”

A last resource, I tried it on my eldest
little boy

{ And he received it with a smile that
tokened inner joy.

“It’s bully, dady, dear,” said he, and
snuggled to my vest;

“But I must say I like your rinkty-
dinkety nonsense best.”t

shame to think Thine eyesI
thold up

ught awake our, ;
s {indeed, to youth what scent is to the
| rose.

. Sl
LY babys-the dandy youth may be a hero who
t has found no other way of expressing |
his |

' sense paragraphs.

|

|

|

i

: to
| for

I sent it to an editor. ‘“He'll under-
stand,” said I. :

A day, a week, and e'en. a month
brought from him no reply.

But finally the answer came.
like the serpent’s hiss.

“Dear Blank,” said he, “I swear I've
tried, but can’t find fun in this.”

And so it goes. The worst of woes is
all my mortal span,

Has been to find myseif set down as
just a funny man—

To find, when I am serious and try to
do my best,

‘'Twas

My friends and family opine I'm much |

in need of rest.
—Carlyle Smith, in Harper's
zine for November.

fe (he Youlh Decaea(?

Maga-

Not Vanity, But Its Abuse, Which Is
the Sign of Decay.

The Young of Today an Improvement
Upcen Thoss of the Past.

( From the New Age, London.)

Are the youth of today decadent? A
writer in a recent number of the Twen-
tieth Century has discussed the mat-

ter, and has concluded that they are; |
i but
{ vanus Urban disposes of this judg- |

in the current Gentlemen’s, Syi-

iment upon us in two short common-

It is true that the
young man of the time has many
down-grade qualities. HEven
column we must admit that.
am not sure that our critics are very
accurate in applying either their blame
or their commendations. We hear

a

 great deal, for instance, of the vanity

of modern youth,and are told to believe
that it is at the root of our sin and

decay. Mut what youth has not been |

vain? And how can we have youth
without wvanity?
its head in the world is na-~
ural. That is, in fact, its special fune-
tion in the divine order of the uni-
versge.

are but aspects of vanity.  Vanity is,

I am not merely apologizing; I am
defending. Of course, some of this
common vanity may produce

oni the other, as the youth who thinks

something of himself may either put
on clothes as a sign of his appreciation,
or may do something as an exercise
of his powers. He may prefer to be
part of the gaily-clad stage crowd ot
may aspire to be one of the leading
actors, but unless he is vain enough
choose his place and then quaiify

holding it, he 'will not even an-

land dressing, we need not disown the

| pear
| to expres

in a stage crowd.
s the differenc

But, in order
e between doing

i and dressing, we need not disown the

i common impulse of both.

i
|
|

i
i

l

|

l

{

|

of
ito himm mnot

. family.

| moment

‘held by

Our friend,
Sylvanus, has an apology for even the
atter form of vanity, inasmuch

his seif-respect
clothes.

than through

That is too serious an indict-
for it means that the channels
sm are in these days largel;
cut by tailors. I will not defend youtn
by maligning society, nor play into the

hand of those who believe in social de- |

has |
itself | ©
ender |
is too great a price to‘

cadence by allowing that heroism
nothing for it but to content
with a badge of frockcoat and la
gloves. That
pay for my
of today.
What decadence there
us is not in our vanity,
quality of its expression.

faith in the young man
is amongst
but in the

A

in bad taste.
attack on the dandy.
because he
he is vuigar,
hero, but is
In this
much to answer

We object
is wvain,
He is vbrother
a disgrace to the
respect, society has
for, and here for a
we nod approvingly to the
school of the prophets of the decadent.
Being “well dressed” does not
being conventionally, but appropriately
dressed. Every man has his clothes
and his cut—except the dandy. Mr.
Keir Hardie was one of the best-dress-
ed members of the House of Commons,

because

to the

and set an example in good taste to |

those Labor members who came from

{the bench and mine to fan the lobbies
our |

of the House with the sweep of their
surtouts. So, in every other aspect,
it is not vanity, but it is abuse that
is a sign of ddcay in youth; and if
you say that vanity implies abuse, you
miss the real meaning of the word,
which includes the idea of self-re-
straint (vanity in self-respect) as well
as of self-assertiveness (vanity in self-
confidence.)

Again, the charge that the youth of
the day is losing its manly qualities
may be met by another induiry into
the real meaning of words. What are
manly qualities? They are generally
our pessimistic critics to be

' the characteristics of the past genera-

of birth and:
| sentiment grumbles

tion or two. The o0ld crusted Tory in
that we cannot
bow or talk gallantly to ladies; the

gentleman of the Georges

oats is considered bad farming nowa-
days; Mr. Lowther would like us to
assert our manliness by joining the
Sporting League and maintain betting;
the Marquis of Queensberry has given
us up because we do not patronise the

prize-ring; men like Mr. Henley would |

readily vote the New Age decadent
because it does not believe in the moral
value of war and hanging. In short,
the manliness of culture and civiliza-
tion passes at this moment as a sign
of decadence,

But why is it that every young gen-
eration has to defend itself against a
charge of decay? Simpiy because the
vanity of youth has to defend itself

ragainst the vanity of maturity. Most
| men live two lives, for Gladstones are
| exceptional.

During our life they lock
ahead; during the next they locok be-
hind. So, curiously enough, the peo-
ple of a generation face each other.
The last recruits to life’s battle see the
faces, not the backs, of the veterans.
Spring is the season of the vanity of
life; autumn of the vanity of ex-
perience.

Hence, from time immemorial, the
elders have been bemoaning the de-
cadence of youth. The autobiography

i Charti d rit 2
I read the sonnet to my friend--the best ! B S BESS U WU & e

over the excesses of his youthful suc-
cessor, just as the old Radical moaned
over his own; the Cardiff Congress is
the counsel of the old Unionist that the
new should not go too far, and recalls
the counsel of the worldly-wise to the
old Unionist while he was yet young
himself. Some of us are so well on in
the lines of the battle, and there is
such a crowd gathering behind us, that
our time of wheeling round may be at
band. I never see a little unformed
face without thinking that it may be
that I shall have to charge it with de-
cadence by-and-bye. If I do I shall be
wrong, just as he will be if he riges in
his vanity and calls me an old fogey.
The inner meaning of the matter is
that in his various stages of growth
man has different functions to perform
—the function of him who lives by
hope and of him who guides by mem-
ory. The world of progress can do

.éwithout neither, .

in this |
But 1!

That youth should |

The enthusiasm and faith of |
yo&h keep the world green, and they |

dandy |
coats on the one hand or great deeds |

as |

youth !
“The world,” she replied, “could pur-}|of the decadence _expresses his vanity
This is the proper base !

but |

mean ;

bemoans |
{that many of us are teetotalers, that
{ the universities are becoming seats of |
learning, and that a spring crop of wild |

A Smile_»
And a Laugh.

Teacher—~Peter, you are such a bad
boy that you are not fit to sit in the
| compahy of good boys on the bench.
{Come up here and sit by me, sir.

3 T ¢ w

A little girl, aged 5, going to bed
one night, and kneeling down to say
her prayers, said: ‘O, mamma, may I
only say Amen tonight? I am so tired.”

* % £ ¥

She—No, George, I like you,
can never be your wife., He (languid-
ly)—Never mind. There are others.
She—I know there are, George, 1 ac-
cepted one of them this morning.

¥ ® ¥ %

Doctor—Countess, I should be glad if
you would let me hear you cough.
Countess—I don't feel disposed to do
so just now. (To her maid)—Eliza,
please cough as I did tuls morning.

T ¥ %S

Dudley—You look at me as if
| thought I was a fool, eh?
{.\Vhy, no,

i

but I

you

Stranger—

you can’'t be such a fool

after all. Your remarks show that

i you read a man’s thoughts at a glance.
* = ¥ %

A soldier leaving barracks is stop:
'ped by the corporal of the guard:
‘“You cannot go out without leave.”
“I have the verbal permission of the
(captain.” “Show me that verbal per-
| mission.” !
¢ ¢t 3z e
“Why do you have such a bare neck,
mamma?”’ “I'm going to a dance, darls
ing. One has to dress like this for »
dance.” “Do the ladies dance in one
‘room and the gentlemen in another,
| mamma?”’
S ez
Husband of the New Woman—Don't
i send me to jail, judge. It will be the
ruin of my young wife. Judge—How
| s0? Husband—S8he will lose all her
eflmbition, not having anyone to work
or.
% ok Kk %

. Mamma—RBobby, I notice that your
little sister took the smaller apples.
{ Did you let her have her choice, as
{I told you to? Bobby—Yes, I told
her she could have the little one or
nene, and she chose the little one.
& & 2
“TI am glad to be wid ye, b’ys,” ex-
‘claimed an enthusiastic orator at a
political meeting. “I was borrun at
the old North Ind of the city of Bos-
i ton, d’yer mind, but it has alwa vs been
me regret that I was not borrun in
me native counthry.”
=
- Mamma—Yes, those dear
)httl? boys have no father and no
i mother—and no good aunt Jane. Aren’t
you sorry for them? Freddy—Oh, poor*
little boys! (With cheerful alacrity)

v};{ummy, dear, may I give them Aunt
|Jane?

a

* 3 B
darling,

ok R &
“It is wonderful wha

been made in the way
i remarked Mr. Figg. “I see there has
been a machine invented that can
make a complete pair of shoes in six-
| teen minutes. Why, that is faster than
i Tommy can wear them out.”
! ¥
|

t progress has
of machinery,”

® % %
”An old lady who does pot believe in
| the co-education of the sexes was re-

joiced the other day to flnd that, al-
in a large

though the boys and girls

minary seemed to he playing some
§ At of a game together, the school
i authorities had wisely hung a long mnet
i between them.

® % % &

An absent-minded professor in going
i cut of the gateway of his college raz
against a cow. In the confusion of the
moment he raised his hat and exclaim-
gd: “I beg your pardon,
Soon after he stumbled against a
;11_1 the street. In a sudden recoilec-
tion 0§ his former mishap, he callod
:t . with z}‘ klook of rage in his coun-
bi"?l;:'g'? Is that you again, you

ut,

% % 3

Agg.ssiz’s Snakes—That famous na-
turalist missed one morning three
| snakes he had brought home with him
the night before. On searching high
argd low he found two, but one was
still missing. Mrs. Agassiz (who was
dressing) in putting on her boots,
found it coiled inside her boot. HNer
screams of surprise brought Agassiz,
\\.'ho exclaimed: ‘““Oh, Lizzie, how ter-
ribie it might have been!” “What?”
§aid his wife, *“are they poisonous?”’
Oh, yes, the most poisonous little
| serpents you can think--so rare—and

you might have crushed the nice little
thing.”

—_——

SIDE COMBS AND JEWELS.

——— S
Their Correct £rrangement— Tortoiso
Shell Oraaments.
(Domestic Monthly.)

From the little unobtrusive inch-and-
a-half combs that used to plaster back
refractory bangs during the Madonna
craze, the side comb has developed into
circling half the head, and variously
ornamented and filigreed. The teeth are
fine and far apart, to suit soft or
coarse hair, and variously graded, be-
ing perhaps only half an inch deep
on one end and two inches on the
other. In the matter of coiffure, sweet
i simplicity, has been relegated to the
;background, and authorities predict
{ that feminine heads at the opera and
other evening functions this wiater
wiil be works of art.

Put two side combs !n with the teeth
| toward the face or neck. In that way
they will puff the hair softly about the
face, not drag it back. The effect is
wonderfully different if a woman has
been wearing them the wrong way.

A favorite way of arranging the
hair for the evening is to turn the
hair back from the face in soft puffs,
the fluffier the better, and mass it in
an oval twist at the back of the head.

There seems to be a different way of
arranging the hair for every face, and
yet all are stylish. The woman with
dark, glistening locks, must wear her
hair in the evening after the style
of the Empress Josephine,if she has the
face to stand it, and the diamond and
pearl tiara which gives the finishing
touch to this very fetching arrange-
ment of her locks.

Medium sized tortoise-shell combs,
ornamented with applied silver, are
more popular than anything else just
nhow, but are better in light hair than
any other. Black, garnet and mat jet
combs and hairpins are very popular
Many of them come in crescent and
butterfly shapes.

The silversmiths report a big run
on the enameled and jeweled bodies of
butterflies. These ornaments have an
arrangement at the back which permite
of ribbon wings of the color of the
gown.

Few women can afford to dress
their hair low on their necks, even with
the aid of crimps and puffs, but those
who do must not fail to set off the
knot with an immense tortoise-shel
back comb, curving almost from ear te
ear, if they wish to be in the very
latest style.

Everybody is going to wear her hair
pompadour this winter, and there is
such variety in the arrangzement of
this style that it can be made just as
becoming to the woman with a long,
lank face, and cadaverous eyes to to
the one with a round face. Medium siz-
ed combs in tortoise or jet are becoms
ing, but pearls never in gray or white
hair, i ey 0 e i
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