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HOW PEOPLE LAUCH.

Wit wonld oor homes be, asks & writer, but for the hearty
and ringing laughter of oor little ones? These ar mnch as
aoything enable ns to forget the cares and the burdens of
business, and make ns feel youog sgain. Now, what is 80
natuaral to children and te youug ladies is equally natural to
us all, and let us, if we would consider our health and
hsppiness, secura as opportunity oceurs a deap, vigorous,
and werry laugh. But though laughter ia so beantiful and
useful, though it i at once a good miniater, and & ministry
for good, a minister to whom we should give a call, and
attend his ministry regularly, and love to seek much of bis
society, yet we have forms of laughter which are at once
hateful and onnatural.

There is no amusement, no glee, no mirth, noe joy in the
laugh of the hysterical. It in a body withont & soul, a
casket without the jewel, the puines stamp without the
gold ; it is the oarcase without the life, hence it pains,
wounds, grieves, and distresses the onleokers. [t aprings
pot from health, as it ought, bat from weakness; not from
gladuess, but from a wounded spirit; and a laugh which
atherwize would have heen meaningful and beautiful is
mesnningless and unsightly,

Some men bave & M%phisr.nphelinn laugh—a devil’s laugh
—the laugh of the fiend. Their grin—ccld, chilly, awfol —
ia offensive ; their smile ia insulting, sickening and blight-
ing, and their lauph ia altogether from the pit. Their
utterances are all misanthropic, irritating, and wonndiog.

The eynic is cynicsl in all his pone, repartees, jokes, and
anecdotes, He is ever spiteful, vindictive, and eruel, and
let him diegnise it as he may by assaming a humane veneer,
it all comes off in time, and the real man himself is seen and
heis seen to be a hatefal erenture. A young cynical husband
was oub with his wife one day, and pointing to a monke
catting capers on the top of a barral organ, he brutaily said,
¢That’s a relation of yours, Mary.” ¢l know it is,” replied
the wife, promptly, * but it is by marriage.” Ha richly de-
served that answer.

Some laughter is not unlike the chirping of a bird. With
this difference : the chi.rpinq of the bird 1s patural and be-
coming, whereas the chirpy langhter is not either natural
or comely. It is thin, soulless, and foolish. It has neibher
soul nor subsience, sincerity nor significance, beauby nor
blessing. We often wonder whether the poor creatures
have any idea of the aounds they emit. They eanoob have,
or na sach words as * he-he-be,’ ' a-ha-ha,’ and 'o-ho-he,’
would ever escape their lips. Sic Morell Mackenzie de-
elared that no man hears accurately the sound of hiz own
voice, and hence he does not know it when he hears it from

the phomograph. Lmughter, though wonderinily varied,
like music, lika the human face, like the voice itself, haa u
substantial unity which ia sadly outraged by those who
chirrup.  We miust be natnral in our langhter, and if we
are to ba 80 we must not be arvificial, but really natural in
ourselves. Our laughter will never be batter than we are.
It will be a retlection of our own eoculs, and it reveals
whether there be depth in u= or whether the svunds we
make are but the ontcome of habit. If your langhter is
not patural and becoming, make it so. A bridegroom
solemoly tokl the bride's youngeat brother, *I take lMary
awiy to-day, and will have her all to myself.' * All right,’
said the youngest, *if you can stand it I can.’ But neither
speaker nor hearer onght to be able to stand chirpy
laughter,

THE WAY OF THE WORLE.

He loved me so—he lovedme so ! Could T
Do sught bat love him when be loved me s0?
And thus it never struck me to deoy
Love's fire on my heart's altar, all aglow,
Baraed brightly, too, and would for evermo’,

¥ loved him so—1 loved him so ! Could I,
Lackiug experience’s wisdom, Know

A love like that conld ever fade and die?
Love I deemed firm, and pure as unsanned snow
In some deep mountain cleft, for evermo’.

He loved me 30—1 loved him so—could we,
Ay, either dream of such love ending se ?

Buat yet —or mine for him, or his for me—
The fire upon love’s altar ceased to glow,
And we walk different ways for evermo’.

I loved him so—he loved me so—yet fear,
Ah me ! not merely fear, I surely know,
Tho' two be sweetest aweet and dearest dear,
Not ours alone, bub much love even so

Has ended, and will end for evermo’.

HOW ° WEE STILE® WRISKY IS MADE.

THE process of making whisky by the "wee still'is & very
simple one, knd requires no great chemical koowledge. An
old baod at the business, with whom we once foregathaad,
deacribed to ux the primitive method with ae mueh ferveur
8e & scientist eould describs an importsat experinient in his
laboratory. * You see,’ he said, as he tapped his sopuft mull,
t the way to make the good apeerit is not an easy way at
all, but I will make it plain to yon, so yon can practise it
without deefticulty. Firet the bailey is put into bagsand in
a Tunaing waler bo soak it. Then it i2 pub in a roem under-
ground covered over with wood and divota, Yuu could
walk over the placa withont knowing what was there, it
was just like what the Ward says of treasure hidl in & field.
Ay, many & time [ thonght on thet, people moving all about
it and over it and never knowing it was there! Then it
waa taken to the kiln. This was & business of great deeili-
enlty, for the emoke wonld lat people know what was going
on, you see. But, howsomever, it had to bedone. Tha
malt was placed on cross sticka coversd with straw, and it
was dried by a fire of peats in a hole below,

¢ [v's the peat that gave it the fine taste, Ach | not like
what they call & ** blend.” Them and their blends1 ILnt,
As the minister says—to proceed. When the malt was dry
it was bruised or ground in & mill, and after that it was
carried on the back of a horse or man to the bothy, anel he
would be a clever fellow that would find it there. Then
they put the ground malt in caske with water to what yon
call ferment, and a boy or lassie was left to stir it with a
stick of willow or the birch. Then they placed the sinit
which was in the caska iu the still. The still was mada of
copper, jnst so large as could be carried on the back of cne
man. 1f there was no money to buy & copper, we nsed to
yet one of tin, though it is nos se gond. he crooked pipe
or worm that was screwed into the still must have water al.
ways ranning over it to keep it cool, and so the bothy was
always beside a stream. The whisky came poutiog ont of
the worm into a tub below. Ay, it was a grand spout !
The same thing was done a second time, with not so muach
heat, and a minall piece of veap was put in to makae the
whisky clear. Then the work waa done, and what we had
then to do was to drink it and to sell it. Where will you
get the like of it to-day ¥ Truth to teli, however, * Wees
atill > whisky can only be drmuk by the makers. The taste
is poisonous and the strength ouirageous. A amall * tot '

will give anyone Lut a Highlaud * crofter’ a swelied head
for a month.

INDISPUTABLE
EVIDENCE of SUPERIORITY
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* My analytical and practical expar=
s“ognce of PEARS’ SOAP now extends
“gver a very lengthened period—nearly

“fifty years—-during which time

’ have found it
mafchiess for the
fands and complexion
L - - - :}

| have never come across
t another TOILET SOAP
“which so closely realises

“ my ideal of perfection;

“ ity purity is such that it may be usal
“with perfect confidence upon tha
% tenderest and most sensitive skin—

“EVEN THAT OF A NEW BORN

“BABE.”

S:’nce using Pears’
Soap | have discarded §
Il others.
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