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MAN AN IDEAL WORKER. .L“mu:lmtnuhhtbmmwd Sosbil o
—_— i The steamship whooled
Our scientists have been a little puzsled to thmqhtho&-p'ol the I:niml hdonn.ltm

ooin & definition of man that would discriminate | down into tho sea, and in the noissles looms of
him thoroughly from all ather animale  Ha has ruh.‘lm‘f“:;u“ El'.l“ whirred l;::fﬂ:“m:' ﬁ:i
been called the tool-handling animal, the only |{inventions  are merely. iess in harsess
animal that wears clothes, and knows how to | thoughta under saddle, All men are more or
eook ita food. The ideal worker is a definition | 1o inspired to action by ideals, or the hope of
that seems to far more aptly discriminate him, :ﬁ',’;f:ﬁﬁ?:d:minr ln‘:t mhrn .
The power to creata archetypal thoughts, plana | The most careless and {houghtless, even, do
and schomes in the mind, and then deliberately | not travel all day aimlessly, and then try and
woek to realizo them in some form, shape or aet, Hﬂk"“t ;l: the :lwning wlhuu they are .‘"i"ﬁ‘l
y . LY 8 motley orowd ou hda n

is the most distinguishing characteristicof man. | 4, ‘jong up and “dows hose stony % of
The beaver may show great skill in felling treen | trade, How diverse their mental and sooial
across & stream to make a dam; the bird may

exhibit a very delicate taste in the neat way it

weaves sprigs of moss, feathers and leaves into

condition! Yeb there is not oue in that basy

throng, from the Pharisee to the Publioan, from
& coxy little nost; tha bee is certainly quite a
geomoter in the way it economizea in

the soayenger on hin offal cart to the
ths"ﬂ'.’n the culls of & honeycomb—but all these

OUR NEW MINISTER'S WIFE'S BONNET,

Well, Sophronia Ann, I'm 'vo come,
A great many things have hwmu you
ware hore (n honsonloanin® Hme  Von bnow
then 1 hadn't beon noar the Methodiat ohurch
for nigh onto a month; and all Clarence Conter
was A laughing and making fun of our new
miniater's wile, How ful thay ddid talk
about that blue velvet bonnet of hernl Ad
last the women in the ohurcl couldn't atand it
no longer; so they went to Mis Brown, an'
they told her that pooglc thought she wero a-
injurin’ and a-keopin' back the Lord's work
by a-wearin' such s wicked, worldly bonnet,
And thon says Mise Brown; “‘Ladies, 1 should
like & new bondnat vay mnol'lb. "l‘lu blue vel.
vot wan my waddin' hat, maarly bwo
Sinoe then my husband has Lun {:‘v’:ﬁ;‘
paid, he has nok besn abls to buy me auything
now, Ho I have been obliged to wear .l;{- bas,
sammer and winter,” Now Siater Pipkin, she
had an old black silk w jook ua A
new, And uhe said if the others would take
hold sod help, she would have s sawing bes,
and make up Miss Brown s decent bonnet,
1 dido't care nothin' 'bout the booned, bub
nlin;i:li.u Pipkin '"'Txf:wu"l the palos ul:
agottin' up a supper, I hought [ wou A
IuT ‘om, p\’c'-ll? {1do lu'il, wo n.uE' one
of the purtiest bonnots you ever lay eyes on.
There was none of them highfalutin® Shings
about the bonnet,  And we seat ib 10 hor that
very night. Now in meotin' noxt Bu
mornin' they all looked ab Miss Brown's ses
to mee how the new bounet looked on her head,
but she wasn's there, Aller the W
over, who should they mea but ‘hl Heown
a-comin' up the aisle, a:holdin' her head higher
than s kite, And do you supposs she on
our new bonuet! No indeed! Bat she did have
o one of them new black felt hats, that come
down over & person’s eyes, and are all coversd
over with black hen foanthers, 1t looked a grant
sight wuss than hor old one,  And the meansst

all was, next mornin' when old Bysr the
waah.woman, asme to do Miss l'iflln‘l washin',
aho had on that very same black silk bounst,
that we had took sigh paine to make for Mise
Brown, — Woman's Journal,

Srmine ':;:l Kn:z. -"auh-::oumk.:n" mid
A man one 10 hisson, w WoArY,
e loaning o hia ax over & Jog whish be: had
in vain been trying to cleave, looking at
the log, the geutloman waw how the h'!
haoked and obj all round the knot without
hlwnﬁ& Taking the ax, ho wirnok & fow
sh ows on the koot aad aplit the log with.
out difioulty. Bmiling, he retarned the ax to
hin son, saying: “Always sirike the knot!"

banker on ‘change, from the miserable-looking
lit y, vivacious workers are conacious of

somat in faded and tattored garments ploking
rags out of the mnd to the fashionable lady
dashing by in her stylish turnoat—not one but
what is animated by some seorot hopa or luring
1o creative skill. They are animated in their | desire, that gives to lifo all the aest and mean-
toil Ly no ideal plan or system of architecture | ing it possensos, and without which the hours
they wonld seek to realize, They seem to be would drift by sa drearily as the dead, yellow
driven to their work by a vital forco as unerring | leavea of autumn, The only thought uppermost
and as irresistible as that which shapes a 1.".‘} in the minds of many may be: What ahall L eat,
or painta a clover blossom.  But man takes the drink or wear; how scare the woll from the
raw materinl—wood from the forest, stones from
the quarry, ores from the mine—and builda
them into forms of basuty and utility socording
to a plan or idea of his own devising.

door and drive winter from the fireplace; or

how to make & fortune, and glitter and dazalo

in a drawing-room for an hour. Hat whatever
Let ua illuatrate some modoea of ideal work-
hﬁ What is science? Morely star-gazing,
collooting fossil bones and bita ol petritied

it may bo, it is something that causes thom to
think more of the morrow thau the presont, and

wood, pinning bugs and beetles on s card, piok-

ing a flower to picoes and giving to each parl a

in whioh hope builds its neat, thwrh % bo on
hard name. Why all this in only the orude

the ground or in the aky. And in this ideal
working woe find the glory and dignity of man.
material out of which seience is made. Truo

solence is an effort to group all the facta and
phenomena of pature in the unity of some one
groat law or controlling principle, Thua astron-
omy, for instance, now the most sublime and
acourats of all sciences, was once a huge heap
of apparent contradiotions and absurditics, The
planota seomerd looped and tangled hike a lot of
pwl{‘boyl aod girls in a wild country dance,
until Newton caught sight of the primal law of
the universe, and then all these jarring discorda
foll into tuneful order, This is the ideal scionce
aver sooks to roalize, The svientist, whether
studying stars or polliwoge, in an ideal worker.
And what is art but an effort to embody the
ideal? A thought dawna upon the mind of &
iiftod artist. It comes at first, perhaps, like a
ray of pale, unsteady light, gleaming and shim-
m across the troubled waters of his imagi-
nation. It in a beautiful Ihmghmm how coy
it sooms. It flios timidly before the ardent pur-
suer, and w!hum: gives nphitlu %mhuomu
toasing him w pro-
?h{r,m. He cannot rost, he cannok
Ilﬂﬁ.llﬂ in smitben with ita b-utiimd- ain
guago of the old painter: ** il sk
in me, and must go forth of me." He throws
and to work, chipping and hew-

BORRROWING TROUBLE,

—

] beliove in workin' and earnin' your honest
biroad, eto,, snd wo forth; but still 1 believe in
makin' things agreeable and pleasant,very. We
Americans as & nation are & dretful anxious.
lookin', hard.workin', long-faced, smbitions,
go-ahead race, and weo taokle a holiday as if it
waa s hard day’s work we had got to git through
with joat aa quick aa we poulil; and we faoe en.
joymaonta wils: considersblo the same counte-
nance weo do funerals,

“And traly, if u:,hhody in goin' toset up in the
worry husiness, nights in the boat time for it in
the hull 24 hours,  Middlin'.aized troubles swoll
0 in the dark; tribulstions that haunt much by
daylight, at miduight will look 'n & barn,
I doolare for't I've had bunuets before now
that didn't suit me—wea trimmed up too gay
or come overmy [ace too muoch, or sunthin’,
and when 1'd wake up in the night and think
on 'em l.:n 'd !‘?ﬁr an llndlnlt -l:ndblnhl bas.
ket, and humblier; 'd lay Krosn to
think of ever wearin' "um to meetin', But ab
daylight they would kinder dwindle down again
to their natural shape. And Josiah Allen! 1
spose [ have buried that man as many timos s
he has got bairs on his head (he is pretty bald),
wheo he'd have s cold or anything, I'd wake
| up in the lstter part of the night, w it was

s dark aa Egyptian darkness, snd ['d get to
the | thinkin' and worryin', and belore | kuow it there
Josish would be all laid out, sod the procession
mosnderin’ off toward Jonssville buryin' ground,
and 1 s follerin’ him n' widow —and I

10 far aa to wee mywoll lny dead by the
side of him, killsd by the feclin’ 1 had for
man, and there we'd lay, with oune stone over

Home-Mazs UNprnororums,—A correspond.
wnt of the Hural New Yorker says: 1 have
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and lpili'lih of our houses; that has

ﬂnﬂbﬂﬁwwmmd

. set it o running on our errands; and has com
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