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with the utmost eagerness, and with the gaming
fovor stroug upen him. ‘“You won't say that
of mo when we'rs done.’ .

o] will, if you're fool enough to try,” said
the stranger, with quiel assurance a and con.
temptuous look which brought a flush of anger
to Lagratle’'s face.

«Then I'm fool enough, and I'll clean you
ont though 1 have to sit all night to do it,"" was
the hot-headed reply of Lagratle ; and the cards
were dealt, and in & minute wore they were hard
at it, the cleaned out gambler and many more
of his kind crowding round the players and
watching their movements with the most search-
ing strictness, eager to detect the slightest at.
tempt at cheating or ‘unf_mr practices. The
winning began from the first and continued
steadily in favour of the suilor.  They played
for pounds first, then five, then twenties, then
fifties ; but it made no difference to Juek lo.
hinson. The surrounding cirele of blacklegs
drew long breaths, and rubbed their distended
eyes, and pronounced it marvellous.  Lagmifs
was deathly pale, and a0 excited that he eould
searcely d'(mf the cards.  The stranger awlone
was cool and smiling.

At the end of an hour and a half Lagrafte,
who had brought with him serip and seenritines
for upwards of a thousand pounds ~the entire
savings of “his wife—wasx “ eleaned out,”™ and
sat back with hiy brain recling, and & demon-
iacal wish in  his heart that the eool winner
woulld drop dead in hiv chair,

“ Are you done?  Got enoungh of it?” enolly
asked the winuer. **You've a goal watch
there. Il stake a twenty pound noteagen that
if you likn."”

Lageaffe, still hoping to retrieve, obeyed and
Tost his watch,

“You've got a houseful of furniture, 1" puse,
somawheres * sgrrested the cool winuer, ¢ You
can stake that, af you like, and Tl sllow full
~atly --that is, if you want a chauce of winning
back what you've lost.”

Lagrathe jumped at the otfer. The farniture
of his hause had cost £400, and the stranger
agreed to siake that sum against it “in four
goes of L1 each,” but the resalt was the ~ime
as before,

* Nothing more to stake I jnguinngly pue-
sued the winner.

*¢ Nothing --nothing,”
graffe in hollow trmes. ' 1 can never face my
wife mow. 1'm a lost man.”

CWhat's that 7 A wife veun say.”’ sand the
winner, with more intercst than asual. * Well,
Fdont mind playing for her oo —auyvthing'll do
for a stake, and I dessay she'll be of as much use
to me as you, tome aloug: iUl always give
vou  chanee of winning back vour own.”
© Horrible as it may seem, Lagradle agan as.
sented, and staked his wife and her carnings
against all he had lost. The cards were tarned,
amd played and he tost? Then he rose from the
talle and groped his way out of the circle.  He
saw nothing of the grinntag faces around him,
and even the cool stranger, as he gathered up
his winnings, excited neither interest nor ran-
cour in his breast.

*You will ruin yourself and me tos,” his
wife had once sand to him while remonstrating
with hing, and ouw he hesrd nothing bat those
words.  He got out of the hot reoms, down into
the coal street, and steod under a strect lamp
and scribbled a line in peneil, which he (alded
up and inseribed dua o hond with his wife's
theatrieal name, Al the pujwr contained was,
1 hiave rained you, bt ‘qhnll never trouble
you more, Forgive me.”  Nelly received the
note just as she was leaving the stage for the
night, and, guessing the worst, fell inzensible an
the spot,

And the very worst was just then happwning ;
for Lagraite slung away down toa dark spot on
Princess Parade, muttered o few words under his
breath, threw off hix hat, and jumped ints the
river--that is, he made the spring, intending to
land in the river, but a grasp of ivon held him
back, and looking round in surprive e found
his late gambling companion, Jack Rabinson,
shaking him violently by the collar, much ax a
schoolmaster might shake a truant scholar,

“ Lot me go!” furiously exclaimed the would-
be suicide. ** You have mined me--let me go 1

 Raved vou, 1 hope,” said the b awuy sailor,
cooly dragging bim back from the river, **T'was
ouly & lexson to show vou what a baby you are
in the hands of swindlers, Come np the lane
and I'll give you all you've lost back again, and
then we'll go and save Nelly from being flus.
trated with that line yon wrote her under the
tamp-post.”’

“You will not?’ incredulously exclaimed
Lagraife ; then neticing a peenliar smile on the
other's face he suddenly suspected the truth,
and eried, ** Why-—who are you 1

** Juck Neville, Nelly's brother,’ was the
Inughing reply. ** Here's your losings-—but
first. promise never to gamble auy more.”

Lagrafle prow ised —almost going down on his
knoes to worship his deliverer ; and they went
home together. And when Nelly saw Jack
bring in te’r hnsband safe and sound, she didn®t
constder her dress, but hugged him madly.  La.
grafle isn't o perfect husband even yet, but he
never gambley,

blankly suswered La.

IN the Figaro of July d4th, in describing a
shrimping party, Emile Zoln says:—**Then
thoy all three began to fish. With their nar-
row nets they explored the holes, Fstelle brought
all her woman's passion to the work, 1L was she
who enyght the first shrimps, thyee little rose-
ooloured shrimps {grois petites crevettes roses) "

A RIDE FROM TUNIS TO CARTILAGE.

Oune bright bracing morning in January we
sot out from Tunis on” an excursion to the ruins
of Carthage.  The sun was just rising in a pa-
noply of glory over the sharp-edged rocky range
which bounds the horizon, and turning into a
mountain of gold the rugged surfuce of Jabel
Rasas, or the “mountain of lead )" asg the Arabs
call the huge Gibraltar-shaped rock which stands
out xo boldly in the Tunisian landscape. The
native nomenclature is not wholly hyperbolical,
for the mountain does contain a vast lead-mine,
which was worked by the Carthaginians, and,
after them, by the Romans, and was, at the
period of my visit, being picked and scraped at,
1 a perfunctory but profitable way, by ene of the
Buy’s officials—not, as was the geueral opin-
ion, to the profit of the Bey's own needy exche-
quer.  We were all mounted, for Tunis is nat,
as many people imagine, built on the site of an-
cient Carthage, but is at least two houry' ride
distant from the place on which once stood the
proud eity that dared to rival Rome, and was so
ruthlewly efficed by its conqueror.  Our caval-
cade was of the usual Arab type @ wset of weak-
uecked,  high-quartered, long-tailed  animals,
high iu bone and low in flesh, equipped with
harness and saddlery of a very mixed ocder, in
which string and rope predominated.  These
desert steeds were no donbt descensled from the
purest Arab sires 5 but in the course of their de-
seent which must have been a long one, they had
dropped most of the noble charucteristics of their
rquine ancestry, and retained only those pro-
winent features which were so conspicuous in the
franie of the famous Rosinante,  Mine was tle
only animal in the collection which would have
been admitted to a London cab-rank on the score
of quality.  They were a sorry lot § but they did
therr work, und carried us to Carthage and
back, if not in stately tignity, at least in safety.
Our departure from the somewhat iucongruous
establishment which is called an hotel in Tunis
was assisted by a number of brats and cars,
*“atreet Arabs™ both, who velped and shouted
in gratified excitement, and accompanied us to
the prates of the city.  Here we passed, without
challenge, the mangy group of dirty loafing fel.
lows who constitute the Bey's soldiers, and
mount guanrd for his Highness with rusty match-
locks, and uniforms which appear to be compiled
according to the exigencies and opportunities of
the individual, and are uniform only in dirt.
Outside the gates we were at once in open coun-
try ; for the peculiarity of the roads about Tuauis
is that there are no roads, except cne to the
Bey's palace of the Bardo, about three miles
distant; the rest speedily merge into mere tracks
and rongh lmhs of trodden clay, innocent of ma-
cadam and guiltless  of paving-stones. These
primitive roals lead through what are called
olive-groves. The olive, in North America at
feust, 13 one of the rustiest and most dingy
shrubig, —for they are hardly ever big enough to
deserve the name of trees,-—and an *““olive.
grove,” than which nething can be more posti-
cal in sound, is a most prosaic atfair in substance
-—nothing but a lot of serubby, ynarled, and
stunted bushes g owing here and there in a soil
which is as rongh as ui:\h’-ylnughml turnip-fiekhd.
Through these olive.groves we made our way,gm-
nerally in single sile, noting the iuge aloe. plants
which now and then feneed iu a semi-cultivated
plot of wround, surrounding an Arab house, and
calll by the owner a “ ganlen” —an etfort of
hyperbole rivalling that which gave the name of
groves to the olive.grounds,

¢nly one of our party had ever visited Carth-
age, rud to him we naturally turoead every now
and then toask when the rains of the famonsanid
unfortunate city woukl come in sight. ‘There
was something rather proveking in the assamp-
tion of mysterious superiority with which he iu-
variably enjoined on us to be patient, ‘and we
should be at Carthage presently. When we had
vompleted nearly two heurs’ nide, during a part
of which we had skirted the sencoast, we came
upoit o dpeary tract of rough uncultivated geound,
and our experienced companion covdescendrd to
inform us that we were nearing our destination.
{, for one, looked out eagerly for the ruined
columus, the mounldering  walls, the broken
arches, and the fragments of the ancient temples
of the ill-fated city. 1 hal seen Pustum with
its three solitary and stately temples in the wil-
derness, and  Pompeit with its streets  and
sqnaves, and all its ruined resurtection, snd 1 ex-
weted to find  similar remains of the onee
Lnughty rival of Rome. Suddeniy our exper-
ienced comrade reined.up his Amb steed, and
said, ** Hereyouare I” There we were certainly ;
but where was Carthage t There was no Carth-
age.  Not a column, fallen or standing ; not an
areh, broken or perfect ; not a ruined wall or
aqueduct—simply nothirg, The rough ground
lay here and there in hillocks, and we could see
depressions like marlpits in many directions ; but
whatever there might be left of Carthage subter-
raucous, our eyes conld cateh nothing of the
lenst maghitude or importance above the ground.
Naturally enongh we were a good deal disap-
pointed.  We were rapidly surrounded by a
squalid set of ragged Arabs-—wiserable hungry-
looking creatures—who ¢lamoronsly contended
for leave to hold our horses, whilst we, conduct-
ed hk' one of the lot, descended to ¢ soe Carth-
age.” We were shown numerons lumps of
monldering brickwork projecting n litile from
the soil, and we were takeu down into some huge
substructions with vaulted roofs, which we were
told were the remains of the ancient water-stor-
ing tanks of Carthage ; but we veally saw noth-
ing of any importance ; and, paradoxicsl as it
way appesr to say so, the deepest interest

oxcited by a visit to Carthage is in the fact that
there is no Curthage left. Dulenda est Carthea-
go/ and destroyed it was, with a vengeanea.
Scipio did his work well in that year one hand-
red and forty-six ; so well that it might almost
be said that no stone was left upon another to
tell where old Carthage stood.

We bought a few coins from the miserable
Arabs who burrow among the soil where once
stood the fair city of Dido. 1 purchased my
portion with a full belief in the capacity of the
antiquity-manunfacturers, to whom so many col-
lectors are indebted for precious relics. Bat on
my return to London | took them to the British
Museum, and wus informed that they were all
genuine, though not rare. Oue was a copper
coin of the Emperor Julian *‘ the Apostate,”
which is somewhat curious, as being of his pagan
period,

Our ride to Carthage way therefore a disap-
pointment, regarded from au antiquarian and
archiological point of view; but it was very
pleasant, and by no means devoid of all interest.
After we had duly seen the place where Carth-
age was not, we went 1o inspect the chapel of
St. Lonis.  That kingly and saintly personage
diel on or about this spat so long ago as the
25th of August 1270, Nothing appears to have
been done to mark so interesting a locality until
the time of Charles X, when in 1330 a treaty
was eoncluded between France and the Kegent
of Tunis, containing a special article, by whieh
a site for a manument to 8t. Lsuis was ceded for
ever to the King of France. But troubles came
in France, and it was not until 1341, in the
reign of Louis Philtippe, that the present chapel
was erccted. It is not magnificent ; itis simply
ugly and mean, and nnworthy of the man whom
it commemorates, the site which it occupies, and
the nation by whieh it was raised.

We were shown a number of places where
great temples and amphi-theatres and forums
““had been,”" but these structures have passed
away and left no wreck behiud, at least none that
we conld see.  The most really interesting sights
we saw were the old ports aud harbours, where
the proud Carthaginian fleets luy anchoreq, and
the view from the hill.top whenee unhappy Dido
{who never existed) heheld the departure of that
meaun scamp Fueas, who, it issome consolation
to know, never had any existence either, save
in the fertile imagination of Virgil. But where
we stood, Marius, and Cato, and Scipio must
often have stood, to say nothing of Hannibal
and older heroes of histary, and that was some.
thing. That we were on the ground where once
stood the great rival of Rome was beyoud ques.
tiou ; and perhaps it was quite as impressive to
find that such grandeur and such glory had so
utterly vanished from off the face of the earth as
it would have becn if we had found acres of
ruined walls, and tons of mouldering masonry.
We rode home very quictly under the mooulight,
and after all we felt that we had not quite wast-
ed our day in our ride to Carthage, — 1 he 1Torld.

VARIETIES.

Tue Nationa! Zoitung of Porlin gives a little
anecidote of Uhlund and his wife, whose Jdeath
way recently recorded.  The narrator says that
thirty years ago he was in the poet’s garden at
Tubingen when Uhland propounded with yreat
gravity and emphasis the opinion that there was
nothing in the world that had not twe sides.
**Yes, " said his wife laughing, *‘there tsone thing
that has only oue side’” ““ Whatis it 7 asked
the poet.  ** Yonr letters have vever more than
one side,’” was the mischievous reply, which
completely eonguerad (hland,

ONE evening lust week, writes a correspond-
ent, | met an old man aud a boy retaruing from
their day’s work, the man aged 86, great-grand-
father to the boy aged 14, 1 could not let them
pass without reminding the old man that few
people ive to see their great-grandehildren—
fewer still live to see them old enough to go to
work for their living --but rarely indeed ure they
spared in strenygth to go to work beside them,
In further conversation my old friend told me
that he well remetmbered his geeat-rrandmother,
wha was buried in 1302, at the age of ¥3, when
ke followed her to the grave, the funeral being
impressed on his recollection by the faet that
the service was read by the light of a lantern
on a dark winter's afternoon.  Thix hale old
workman has thus seen seven geuerations,

Swerr-MiNnen WoMeN. —So great is the in.
fluence of a sweet-minded woman on those
around her that it is almost boundless. Itis
to her that friends come in seasons of sorrow and
sickness, for health and comtort ; one soothing
touch of her kindly hand works wouders in the
feverish child : a few words let fall from her
lips in the ear of » sorrowing sister does much
to raise the load of grief that is bowing its vic-
tim down to the dustin anguish.  The husband
comes home worn out with the pressurc of busi-
ness, and feeling irritable with the world in
general ; but when he enters the cosy siting-
room, and sees the bluze of the bright fire, and
meets his wife's smiling face, he succumbds in a
maowent to the soothing intftuences which act as
the balm of Gilead to his wounded spirits, that
are wearied with combating with the stern
realitios of life, The rough school-boy tlies in
a rage from the taunts of his companions to find
solaco in his mother's smile ; the little one, full
of grief with its own large trouble, finds a haven
of rest on its mother's breast ; and so one might
go on with instance after instance of the iufluence
that o sweet-minded womaun has in the social
life with which she is connected. - Beauty is an
insignificant power whon compared with hers,

BABY MINE.
BY r. L.

Biby mine, with the grave, grave face,
hare did you get that royal calm,
Too #taid for joy, too still for grace ?
I bend as I kiss your piuk, soft palm :
Are you the first of a nobler race.
Baby minet

Yua coms from tha region of loog ago,
And gazing awhile where the serapus dwall,
Has given yoar face a glory and glow —
Of thut brighter land have you aughtto tell ?
I seemn to have known it —f more would know,
Baby miae.

Your ¢alm, blue ayes have a far-off reach,
Look at me now with those wond'rous eyes.
Why are we doomad to the gift of speech
While ynu are silant, and swaet, and wise 1
You have mich te lears —you have more to teach,
Baby mige.

FOOT NOTES.

Mu. BrrNg JoxNes, the pre-Raphaelite, was
made 2 D.C.L. of Oxford the other day, being
greeted by the under-graduates with an up-
roarious chorus of

‘“ A most intense young man,

A soulful-eyed young man,
Au ultra-poetical super-esthetical

Out-of-the-way young man.”

SPARE MoMENTS.—A boy, poorly dressed ,
came 1o the door of the principal of a celebrated
school, one morning, an asked to see him. The
servant eyed his mean clothes, add, thinking he
luoked more like a beggar than anything else,
told him to go round to the kitchen,

‘1 should like to see Mr. ——," said he.

“ You want a breakfast, more like."’

““Can I see Mr.—— 1" asked the boy.

** Well, heis in the library ; if he must be
disturbed, he must.”

S0 she bade him follow. Aftac talking awhile,
the priacipal put aside the volume that he was
studying, and took up some Greek books, and be-
g toexamine the new comer. Every question
he asked the boy was answered readily,

* Upou my word,” exclaimed the prineipal,
“Youdo well. Why, my boy, where did you
pick up so much?”

“In my spare moments,” answered the boy.

He was « hard-working lad, yet almost fitted
tor college by simply improving his spare mo-
ments.  What acecount can you give of your
Spare moments ¢

A Taste ror Reapine,—Time should be
devoted by every voung mn and woman enter-
ing life, were it oniy half an hour « day, to the
dlevelopment of their wwd, v the ganing of
useful information, to the cultivation of some
enaobling taste. A taste for realing is worth
inore than any sutm we can name. A rich man
without this or some similar taste does not know
how to enjoy money ; his only resource is to keep
on making, hoarding mouey, unless he prefer to
spend it, and a mind that is not well developed
does not know how to spend wisely. A well
known millionaire used to say that he would
wladly give all his money if he could only have
himself the education which his lazy stupid boy
refused to acquire.  Be advised, make it a ruls
never to be broken to devote at least half an
hour a day to the reading of some useful and
istructive book. kvery wian needs a knowledge
of histary, the clemients of seieuce, snd other
useful subjects, and, if only half an hour a day
is given to reading, he will tind the advantage
of it.  Be hungry and thirsty after knowledge of
all kinds, and you will be none the worse, bat
all the batter, a3 business men and women. Be-
ware of novels ; they are eunsnaring aad per-
nicious.

AUMOROUS.

HERrE is another attempt to deprive wonsn
of ber rights, A maie wreleh has got up an invention to
wevent the slammiuyg of doors,

NITRO-GLYCERINE  is  recommended by a
medicat journal for certain atfections of the chast.  Par-
ticalarly thode in which the cheat resists the deill ar the
jemmy.

¢ MeN of_en jump at conclasious,” says the
proverh, Sodo dogs.  We saw s dog junp 8t the con-
clusion of & est, which was sticking throash the opediog
of 8 purtly-closed dour, and it made more disturbance
thau & church sciandal,

“ Do you think Jones' judgment is biased 1"
sSked Smith. * Ob, vo ' replied Robioaon, ** I never
heant that be had any.”

“Dip he teach you to lie "’ they asked the
boy conceraing his employer. And the lnd drew himse
up proudly and said : ' No, sir.  tle von'do't do it
I'm the soc ot a Congressman. ™

“Ma,” exclaimed the boy, gazing into the
back-yand, where the young Ludy next door was talkiug
to bir sister, ‘‘come aod ook at the bootire.” She
came nud looked, and then exclaimed: ** My son, that
i8¢ 4 bonfice ; that's a spring boopet’”

¢ No, Mr. Editer,” said he, “ [ don't object
to your politics, aud you haves't slanderet me, but
you're always publishing duscriptions of new siyles of
bonvets, and I want to know if that’s the sort of readiog
matter for 8 wife and six growan-up danghters.”

Grokule WastiNatox's false teeth were held
in by spiral springs.  That firm expreasion of the mouth
seen in his portraits, swehioh has been atiributed to de.
cision of chameter, was probably due in 8 measure to
his efforts to Keep his teeth from jumping out.

ORGAN FOR SALE.

From: oune of she best maunufactories of the
Dominion. New, and an excellent instrum -ut,
Will be sold cheap.  Apply at this office.




