(1)

ol

- |

EARTHSTON]

=
.—4
s o"

BACKBONXNE,

Whon you ree an fellow morta)
Withont fixed nned fenrless views,
Hanging on tho skirts of others,
Walking in their enst-off shoes,
Rowing low to wealth or fuvur,
With abjeet, uncovered head,
Ready to retraet or wave
Willing to be drove ur 1
Walk yoursell' with tirmer
Throw yonr mors pubders hack,
Khow your gpine has perve mind warrow—
Just the things which he must luek.

A _stronger word

Wis never heand,

')_n gense ami tone,
Lhan this, Lackbono.

ring,

When xou see » polltioian
*rawling throngh cotracted heles,
Beesing for some St position,
Hutie i or at the golls,
Vith 310 sterting megheod §

Nuth

1 1l marrow—
Jitat the things which ke maust lack.

A tnadest gone and plainy tolid—
The text i wmine of wld,
Por sty ven wost eadly tnei

A polle stifiness in the back,

THE DUSENBURY PROPERTY.

BY MARY KYLE DALLAS,
#There's (he toleseam olliee oy, Whot ean
hie want subd Mg, Dusenbniry, pgoing 1o thoe
duor ns sl sptny suve Iodon't know

Wwho'd telegraph tons, It must he sonte mis-
A

sk,

. Marzaret Duzenhury
Vin eontraviietlon of G
s eonds, o1 pleqe
» Dscnb sigined the receipt and pabt
y auud the by, ftedd in the pecn.

; A manter of all mese
il oo who, in-
witls o son
ul ddenth re
whit suppaose they would be
it most diltory ol I
KkKnown as far as oue cian s
unl a lutiel of

* enid the boy, as
ussertion. s#Eev-

s It’s your Une
Dusenbury, arter :
sile wants me {o come at onee, and prontis
10 PuY exXpenses What ean it mean 2

«I don't kuow,” said Sllas,
slek.”

- ol div at onee,

ssultjon with .
sl'erhaps he's

o { suppose I must z0,” sald Mrs, Dusonbury ; .
byt there's s, Finnowan's sitk dress; and

there's Miss Hoberts' polonaise. It will ruin my |

busluess,”

Anad Mrs, Dusenbury, who bad taken to dress-

maklng after her hushand’s death, shools hier .

hicad In o omelancholy manner.

s ITave Hannah Yetrel in to finigh‘em ap,”
sald Silns, ¢« Unclo Yenfeather s rich, and who
Itnows what muy come of it ™

Myw, Dusenbury shovk hier headagaln, butshe
sent for Jannah Tetrel, and  packed her little
{irnnk that very night, 8he had had large trunks
full of elothes onee in her life, before she mar-
ried Peleg Dusenbury, who was only o clerk in
a retall store, and so ofiended her Uncle Yen-
fenther, the rlels atiorney,, wao did a litilo lend-
Ing on ool securlty in i very privito way, and
wits of the opinfon that poverty was a erimne.

A Uttlo faded woman of forty sho was now,
and it had taken all that she could enrn to live
thus fur; and Slas, who was just sixteen, had
been esteemed fortunate In jprocuring vno of
those luerative situntions which arg open to
youths of hiis nge, who are oflered two doliars o
weaek for the serviees of o good accountant, com-
bincd wilth thai of errand hoy and odd man,
with o fatuzre prospeet of prompt dismissal as
spoil as they regnest higher

¢ Iow an 5
saw hiin

ither was when T
rselfs «Dear, dear!
and Low plnk ay ¢ S wers, and how plomp
I wax, 1I'm am suve he won't know me.”

And with these thoughts she found herself at
the depot of the city it which her unele =il
ade his vestdenee, and was snon after sel down
cab ag the well-known door, which she had
teft in tears, aid followed by bitier repironches,
some twenty years befure,

An old woman apened the door,

@ Mres, Dusenbary, Iseppose 2 she sald «I'm
the housckeoper, M . T adon®t know s
now bt poor Mr, e her i Qulte
as one may saye Ife had a bad accident: fell
down stalrs and Bfured his spine; and he'}t ne-
ain, I fancy.”

into tears,  #I'l ro up a¢ once.”

“Yes 'm,” said Mrs, Crash, « 1o expaets you.
Flrsl ooy, front,  I'H see to your trunlk,”

And Mrs, Dusenbury ran up stairs,

Mr. Penfeatbier was in bed, sl e choeked
Mr=. Dusenbury’s aileetionate greeiing with «

old ¢ Ilow de do?”

¢ I suppose you tind mie greatly nltered, Unclo
Pon. 27 snid Mrs, Dusenhury,

# Expected to,” said Unelo Penfeather. ¢Wine
Improves with Wamen da'”

$AD, 10o," sid Mrs. Dusenbiey, € And you'io
very {1, they tell me”

“\Who t 1sked Unele Penfeather.

“#The lady that opeacd the duun,” suhd ins
uleee meckly,

o My abominabie old huasekeeper, ¢l T asled
the =ick man,

“Well, she sald shie was housskeeper,® said
Mrs. Dusenbury.

stShut the door,” said Mr, Penfeather.

Mrs. Dusenbury did so. :

_ ¢ Lived with me fifleen yeavs, {hat old woman
has,” sald the uncle; ¢ paid her twenty dollars
amonth; parlor 1o hierself; young woman to
help with the work ; recommended by the Wi-
dows® Denevolent Assoclation ; certifleates from
clergymen; husbaid Killed ringing o big church
hell for morning serviee ; tumbled down the bell
tower; son Janitorof achureh; plous connection
all around; earried & bouk of poetry you left
about ont of doors with thie tongs; dismissed the
milkman becatse his brother was & stage ear-
penter, connected with the thentre, you know;
said she thought as mueh of mo as i I was her
son. What do you sappose that womaun has
beeh doing for these fifteen years?” )

1 ean't think,” sajd M, Dusenbury,

s« \Well, nobody could,” salkd Uncle Penfeather.
sShe’s been robbing me, Margaret, Butcher
hill ten doltars—shic calls It AAfteen, and pockets
1ive ; ton of conl chiarged at half /g much again;
barrel of sugar sent to her daughtor-in-lnw;
picee of Minen Innde up—half the sheets for me,
half for her sou, How was Ito know? House-
hold arrangements, and all that sort of thing,
I've been regularly plundered, and I've gol proof
of everything.”

« Seandalous I sald Mrs, Dusenbury.,

>

«Y shoull think so,” saki Mr. Yenfeather,

s#and I thought I'd bound hier to me. 1 made
my will ton years ago, Margaret, and I left hev
this houso nand twenty thousand doHars; tho
rest to go to tho Widows. Sho saw I, and pro-
mised to keop house for mo as long ns I lved,

king, !

Chevked Jsott

" said Mres, Dusenbury, bursting

i
!
i
1

; Toom.

Splendid housekeeper she is, too. And after
that she began to rob me.”

¢ Q dear!™ sald Mrs, Dusenbury.

“DBut I've come up with'her,” snid Mr. Pen-
feather. ¢ That will Is at Lawyer Barcluy’s. She
knows it, and thinks she's safe; but I've made
another, Iun able to do it mysclf you know,
add I hind & coitplo of men In for witnesses, aml
she knows nothing about it. I've got it in bed
with me, and what I want you to do is to hideit
for me. The twenty thousand is for you; the
rest for the Bachiclors’ Ald Soelety. ‘They hate
the Widows.”

¢ Oh, uncle,” sald Mrs. Dusonbury,
very kind; but I hope you'll get well.”

¢ I'm notkind,” said Uncle Penfeather, #and
T can't get. well, though I may live a year or two.
You know the seerct drawer In the bookeiso
yonder. Nobody clse does, She don’t, Pnt it
in there, See that the spring is lirm. And when
I"n dead, after she's begun to hold out her elaw
for the money, produce that. [ sha'n't say a
word, Muake her work like a Trojan, Threaten
to nlier iy will If she don't do anything I ask.
And Il enufoy the'joke, 1 ean tell you. Ilope I
shadl live three or four years—hie, he

¢ "nele, T should be glad to nurse you," sald
Mrz, Misenhury,

¢ t would spoll my plap,*” sald Trnele
tther. ¢ You may go home ta-motrow,
You ought nol. to have aceepterd Pelex; never
conlid yuake his living; wasteful, idle—never
would put by money, No matter, Stay all
ufeht, Make her feed you up well,  Put her
to trottble,  And don'e forsgel the seevet drawer,
Tell your son, In case you shounld die
There—I've talked ctiough,
tea I?

Anad ez, Dusenbary had her tea, and de-
rarvied from her unele’s house next morning,
She never saw him again, However, he did
He lived two years, ad dur-
ing all that time he never left his hed, and
M= Crash was his =ole nurse amd honse-keoner,
Wien the news of his death e, Mrs e

3 ab dawn and Jund s vond ery,? as in

«You're

-

Go and gel your

taat they
rosidenes

" satd Mrs. Dusenhary, ns she

c of crape about Silis’ new halt,
Bt it workd thls s, to be sur And what
ol e srowing ! and so lilke your yuoor
itenteather; Luild o -y iy
VWhen your ows white rowll be
imuse”

e
atiend.? ths runeral, and

rds heied 3y vane
ryer Barclay, who had eome

in to read the will.

‘Anothor will, Is there?” sszid Mr., Darelay,
43eh, thats just like he old  gentiemun,
todrawer—ah, ha!  Very well, open it,

Aund Mrs, Durenbury, followad by hor sonaml
{he Luwyer, proceeded (o the book There
she stoppeyd, horror-strieken, T eret drinwer
ey open, 1 stoad well out from the groove in
which IL fitted when cloved, and there was a
great eruek in the wood heacath, as though it
Lad been opencd by foree,

Mrs, Crash was enlled,  She satd, ¢ Ingoed 17?7
when the ernelk was pointed out 1o her. ¢ Rhe
knew naihing atout her poor master's intena
tiong, The bookease was ol She thought it
must have warped. It was not her aflnir.?

And In faet no will was found other than the
nne in Mr, Darclay's poszessian,  Phis ovoutn.
ally being read, the ¢ Widows ™ and Mrs, Ci
wero the fortunate dividers of old Mr. I'en-
fenther’s property,

#I know that woman has stolon the will,”
said Nirs, Dusenbury, “but we can’t prove it,
aml arier all we must go home og poor as we
came,”

s I suppose so,” gaid Silng, ¢ JMn, didn' you
11y I looked Hke your Unclo Pentfeather 2%

o Yes,'" sadd Mrs, Duasenbury.

s And his Lale was white?” asked Silne,

# A white as siaw,” salil s Dusenbury.
() dear! I should think he conldn’t rest cuasy
it ho knew of this, &ho's stolen the will for
certain,

#Yes, " gaid Sjing, ¢ 1 think she has.”

It was plght, dMrs. Crash osab in her old
The hause now boelongid to her, and
shie was mistress there, bub she satm the house-
Keepor’s room from hi Mhe haad juss noude

hopsolf somse te putting the oy on
the table, whed e of ihe hell over
Tier head sta as the betl theat My,

Trearonther used Lo
his reom.

#Dead amd gone =0 lone,™ said Mrs, Crash,
“and the last pull he i hedl hins just
el sgabs, 1 ostppoxe. Ahl yoy

iy wien he wanted her in

okl gentleman.,
o Linkle, tinkie,” wonl the bell,
s Lond save us i sald Mres, Crash,
& Takle, tinkle, tinkic
The bell again, [
the bouse, S EroWing nervous,
#3100 Just look in ol see wiind
hiot b k

s make

wo 50, shoe sald; ond v r in
, tOOK her way up s Quiside 0°
er’s old room she pr . The bes

tin, and the room wiilch shoai
was ligh!

whal dues it mean?
i, and {hrew the door wide opon,
Vhat do you mean, Mr;, Cn
volee from the bl @ I've buen w
ten and my medleine for two gould b

There in bed lay M. Penteather. The
whiie mghtenp on his head, the same chicuicnd
korchiief nhont his throat.

Mrs, Crash felt her knees trembling under
She cauld not ran away; she conld
searcely gtind. She supported hetself by the
lluck of the door, and gasped, and stared at the
wed, -

“What's the matier?” asked tho voice from
the bed; 1 suppose you thought you'd got ria
of me "

It was =0 like tho living Mr. Ponfeather's
tone that Mrs. Crash fult it necessary to roply.

» Well, we did think you was dead, sir,”” she
gasped, | # We—took—the——Ilherty of hinagining
as how you was buried, sir.”

« 8o J am,” sald that which looked itko Mr.
Penfentheor,

Mns, Crash gave o lttle seream.

o Yes, I'm dead,” said ihe being In the hed;
sbut I ean't rest mnial matters are nil seliled,
My nicce couldn’t find the will in tho beokcase,
What did you do with i 2"

saud dis,

s, slr=" aaltered Mrs, Crash, O dear,
on
¢ You took it,” sall Mr. Penfeather, «Spirits

kunow everytbing,
sugar,’?

s Oh 17 eried Mra, Crash, .

«If you have destroyaml it,” sald Mr. Pen.
foathier, ¢ woe betide you, 1'M haunt youevery
day of your life.” .

« [—haven't--" gnsped M5, Cresh,. «J—was
afeared. I buried it In the bacic garder, under
the grape-vine,*

« Dig 1t up then,” said Mr. Penfenther, # Dig
it up, Robecea Crarhy, and bring it to me—or LU
haunt you for ever."

« (b, ploase, sir,” satd Mrs. Crash,

s Go then,” sald tho spirit.

Yoiut stole i, a3 yua did the

Ceosh was all alone in -

Mrs, Crash went, She fottered down stalrs
and went out into the garden. Hho took a
shovel and plied 1t a1 tho foot of the geape-vine,
and unearthed n grimy pleco of parchment,
spurred on by the ringing of that ghastly bell
the while; aud at lasg she elimbed tho stairs
ngain, amt stomd trembling ay the door of the
haunted chamuer,

S You have the will, Itebecen Crash?” asked
the ghost of My, Peutentlier,

s Yes, sin” said Mes, Crash fintly,

“#Give il o me. 'ug out the ighis and fro.
I ean now rest in peace,” suld Mr, Yenfeather,

And Mrs, 1, depositing the parchment ot
the foot of the bod, tumbled outl of the room
and down the stairs, ag vhe foot of which she
folf fuinting,

About un hour afler this, Mra Duscnbury
heard a knock at the door of the room sbie sl
occtipied, nt u xnnll hotel In the place.

“Who i3 thie ¥ she eried, 1 e alavm,

1t Is ), mother,” said the volee of Silas,
s Hurruh 7

& What about 2 asked Mrs. Dusenbury.

“i've been playing ghost at Unele Pen-
feather's,” sabl ~ting, as he shot the door be-
hind him., <1 zat in by the pantry window,
aud ot inta bald i sighceap i shuwi, I've
frlghtened her iato giving up the will, I've got
! Ilarrah?”

Al xo it proved in trath. Jtwas the los
will whiecli Mrs, Crash had dellvered to the
whost, and the Disenbtrys came Into thalr
property.
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AN ASPIRING SOUL,

We enny the 5

who seep:s 1o}

wenins in the si
vntitled

verses front a eontempnrary,
with _at least one puetic
ol i cppositor. 1lis eflusion is

THE EDLTOR,

BY A CoMPOSITOR,
L

I want to he an editor,
Al with the edilors :1
]

couill inmy hand :
t hetorse my subeeribers,
i1} Y

u
Az weuld mitke

| Wa have no

phings
In the vaacme,

np
s uiy sub-eribers’ enr,
i pooramd needly
aow they will provide,
H Paiisi i edilorials
\ith wy poeket kuife on the alide.

The idea of
: var top and
wekel s Gt
the slide tion. A
pocket Knife on thi afide’t is someihing novel in
puetry, ek we ive} couvin ed that it will sven be-
come popular,

of dish i:r'

.
I never wonld griw weanry
v inthee

v
omnihusag,
ny hand

01t holele, ball

HONASED §

. A ¢
With a free ticke

Tho isfer of unlimited “ et ?? has evidently

izxd the and ho has forgot-

st op anyLiting olso
ts,'” to whish i v also hulds in the
concluding vorae,
Iv.
I never would grew weary
b 3 i~sits § wia my friends,

bring me sunething
timo:
Perhaps 1 hattle ot wino

Lo sew wy brain s wurk
In zefting np stmeching

For them to take

Wo suceumb beiore this verso bringing something,
@ that zues in every thmo ” i too grand o flight of
faney for w4z, aud the

b hotile of'y
To et my brain 19 work
In petiing up something

Lor them to take @ sinack.”

Rek.

Mimo o concepdion ior urdinary mortals to
wi. Vo tr the “aompositor ” may
can editor, 1 he ey illuminatoe
e world with somo of the fixits othis geniuz,
bl B S 4
TIIE IIORSE AND TRE UMBRELLA,

1 b

wot Gimily . Iornwe
v bad haint, Shealw.
gy she didd not shy ab any-
0, howaver, wias her Ler
. Lthat whion sver ske mal o pe
she wo irpet vl ran (o the
HIGRYS the lmmineat risk
st bank, This

rof

unwi
weetlont ereatave

inz tu do, 1
in

v
sider how rhe ‘
do? No, 1=udj thet pover cures a horse shy-
ing; it generally makes him worse; for, afer
whippling, a horse is not nnly afrakd of the ob-
Joct at which hie shied, waen e meets witi o
similar one auain, but, remembering also the
whipping, hie is in expec alion of n repeation of
the punishinent, aud prepiures to run off; hoping
to escape both ihe object and the wWhipping by :
1 more violent effort each time it oceurs, I did |
not, therefore, approve .. that pica; bt thought
of a mikler iand wiser oue,

s 1lorses are generally ond of raw potatoes.
I provided mysalf with & fow smill ones, alesly
washed ; aml wking wmy jeft hand o shat
ambroelia, 1 went into the stablied and atter giv-
ing the mave o polato irom my rizbt hand, 1
presented hey with one stuck on the point of the
closed umberetle,  Bhortty alterwards ) gave her
aholher, wita the wmmbrelln siightly opened;
then anctiier and anatlier, each thae opening
the umbretln stll fariher, and so on, until li
was prosented faity opem. At first, ¢ Faany '
appeared alarmed at whbat sbe doabiless con- -
siderard ng hoy old enemy; but seelng the potale
on tho point, she kuon becamu reconciled, and
tonk It ofi, though slhiowing n little shyness. |
The next time she took i with senreety any .
fear. ‘Plus Jesson was ropeated n few umes, |
until sho beenme #o familiny with tho open'!
umbrella, and 50 fond of the polnto presented H
with it, that she permitted it to bo furled and l
unfurled, under and over hor head, and abont ;
her $n every direction; and, being ever reward- |
ed with the potnto, in tho end sho netually be- !
onwme fond of sceing me earry the umbretly, ori

i
’

‘ " H . . .
make my appearanee in the stable.  DBuat how ol this nature passessed of symmetrieal proportionz,

would sho act out of the stable? that was the
the guestion,

s Not lomge affer these lessons were given i
opportunity occeurrcd  for testing her oul-oi-
doors oue 1. A person neet on the
road carrying an open umhrella, Fanuy s
left with a tolerably free hawd, and the suee:
of the experintent was fully yroved,  he wnee
cctitaelln went neross, of her own weenrd, to the
other side of (e road, where the umbeella was
doubtiess expectimg a potatn?  She wis i
pointed for the moment, bt wis  vewar

With one whent she went hotie, opd eter witer

that el sh

Thus, LY
was wmore vatunble still,  Kined (e
ment dalel whore whipping aml sov
measures woild have tailed; el the
learned hy me, and which I wish (o exte

{8

Mot an open um
1N

wequires by hael tead

heetion. a little pains,. with pa
cnel feind e ws —s Qlover Duys,
Shirtey 1Libberd,

i
O =2

HOW GUNPOWDELD IS MADL.

A HOUSE WUHERY MEN NEVER LAUGH.

How to you tillnk yeun woild ik
ing every monteni to he hlown up
Lo speak lowrd, to jaranyihine tol

an exploston that would serd yon inau nstant

o the otlier workl @
Youdan't think it wonbl he vary oy
Well, it sty yot bnndieds o noen ive
t o

1y it the very sichit of'
!l thal the world may have aanpow. 1

Yoau e oasily gess (ot these aren o st
quintly, il never

.
i they for the most part, with

e little pains, a vahuthle Laotse

i that many of the maults which the :

i, as ftwere, -

Szt ing

closets are
-plankedl walls
seription : nnd
aue and ra-

Cramped, narrow, anenlae,

wrel fremt e of the st
Ieatves ot

man with an
or Uabiuet
uprhoard -
A fewt inoany di-
rniture a0 conplo af

- ing mud deal

reely s
tof the atme

dhere was
cuers And
r theday

id the he :
! t arog il

{IT]

the alitorim
- manpldeta

vinl eon -

¥ hich i

e aetar,

act mdeeife—

i-n hava
o Paluvra

e .
it
el

You iknow that gunpowder is very dangerons s

oo gsun, or Dear a lire, bt
linow that ftis eqy

Towed Lo itito anne, 1Y
o any towty, in the v

of the brasiness js dot
Fire-se houses are guit alistiinee
ather, <o th ot blows ap i w

srls o (e bail

the vest, Then the lower
uiinle very stro
Lttty st on
roots will s
sotmetiime whale
will ol we-tin
iwe of the tofl oy
few sevatids,

Bul, thoush you fiel Hke holding yone hie
to ook at if. It i really o very inletesiimes
cess o It is nuuhy, » ¢
cluren; and brise
artieles isp
hiouse wh
one, Intd
rolling rotnad aond round inosee pron el el une
dor the stoge ave pt tine ibree Goarfil e
THIA B ‘| s thopae iy

i very g

e,

e e i3 the fivst fervilte

» oty liecrne
coulaed with its ivow haal 45
ive, amd the merest s
sot off the whale, Tl
or tinee tnehes thick in
whieh scocs
ninn lesves the pliaee,
machinery left to ity terelbic worles
it hus run Jomg enough, the mill s stom
the men come haek, This operation leaves the
powder n havd lnmps or cakes,

he next house 15 whera the enkes aro Iolcen ! :.

into geadng, and, of course, ¥ quite s danwy
ns the st one,  Bul thg men can't go
from this, they ave obliged toattend to it
moment, anl you nay hesttre no iansh oo b
18 aver heard wiihin s ¥ :
goes In has to take o s hoo
bers, beenass ol praln ol u
crushed Ly the beod would ex
an justant.

ruh.
wwotts ponsile

de tite whale In

perhnps youealoee't

Tho luor of the house is caverad with leather,

sunpowdar,
ote smntler then the last, thronzh wh
gunpowder Is siftad, and an innnense
whiite pyen shiovel it in
b e pattehinery nadies
il thee e are sibent s
essernshig
chinery even secuts 1o give ;
oue is very slad to ey out of
The stoving honse Is the
there the sunpowdoer 1 e
It iz very hot, andno workan
there 1L goos ta the packilae
up into barrels, Keas
Serely thronehadl L
to the store-hottse. OF
lonyg breiath to s
ayv, ot of the huunds of moen !
linse,
You've hoanml of things heing as dAry ny oo
bt yorr wouldn’t think this honw

o Woedeny
sty tie S
[YTRICRNTERIFEY (11 IV ERS BTN

paed

varyde 16 is ahinost Tmbededed fo watey, D
yu ever hear of @ waler ranf before 2 Instea
of steps to poin th arve shallow tanks o

the (vor.

In none of those powd
ever itlowed exeept cun
o, Lhe day's work is short, ending
three or four o’clock. It the men hay

of i he danger, and glad toget away.
Though curiosity may {ake oan one: to

v
second time, and he teels all the rest of his e
that for onco ire hus beon very newr death,

Brursn mE SCENER.~During tho cotirra i’ a piese,
no one sueims sv Jitde interesied in i3 progress as
actor ml duty 3 for during the » waits™ he i3 seld
at hand. aml does nottas ono might perhaps imagin
eonstuntly watch tho netion and business, so as tn bhe
always uni the alert when his tuen comes,  Thoe lead-
ing comedinn retires to his dressing-raem to chat
quietly with a frisml, or talk over business motters
and fature engageiuents ¢ the first old man returns
to his gome of eribbage with the first walking gentle-
man. which but a little while back wag so_inuppore
tunely interruptad by n call to the stage ¢ the ropre-
sentative of low comerly repnirs belo® the orchestra
to talk with the loader of the hand ahout the new

hurlesnue ; the loading Lady exchanges upinions with

the singing waiting-maid upon the last bit of green-
routn gos#iD ¢ while inihe litter apartment nve gith-
ered the remainder, often the only decently lurnish-
ed_room tonneeted with the stago, it is only when
salled to duty by the ever watehiul call-Loy, whose
posy 3k, Without exception, onc of the tnost ardusuy
and imporant in the wiwle thontre, that oach nne
raturns to the wing 1o tuko ap his part where ho loft
¢ : and. in all probability. the perfuruors tiever ns-

i gemble and sco ench vthor togothor nt one time, ox-

opt ag tho finale of a picce, when their collective at-
fm':dn:]cn is required. So smoothly and mechanieally
does everything go on in . well-ordered house, that
the orchiestra is signalled and the picce commenced
without ¢von axeerlaining shether all the company
wnd ene ployée have arrived. They are all supposed to
be at their post promiptly at the nick of timo, attor a
fow minutes’ warning from the eall-boy ; nnd prac-
tically it Is very rarc indeed that a stage-wait of any
{mportance ocours. Theutrienl dressime—rwuas, by
the way: nroquito a study by themselvoe. Itis my
firm hc¥ of that thero is in London seurceI‘y % rovm

S utis Mok that makes one thindz every moment |
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Most arts require long study and applieation ;s hut
the wo:t uselul art of ali—that of pleasing—roquires

¢ i founded on prudence and honer,
ohicet, and existence becomes o

Puoss persons whe ereep into the hearts of most
peoplo—whe are chooun ag the companions of their
solter hours, and thei iofy frow earo and anxioty
pver per<ons of shining lluulltlgs nor stroug
virtues. It i3 raiher the sott green of the roul on
wliicll we rest our eyes, that wro fatigued with be-
holding glariug objoets,

IavoRTALITY,~\Why is it that the rainbow and the
clutted cumuo uver ng woth o heauty that i2 not of carth,
andthen Ly, and leave us to muso un their
fuded doveliness? ™" Why is it that tho sturs which
hold their nightly feativals around tho midnight
thrope. zre placed above the reach of our limitod
facultivs, fur ever mocking us with their unapproach-
able glory?  Aund why is jt that bright forny of
human beauty urn presented to our view, and then

ken {rom ug, loaviug the thousand stroaws of
affeetion to flow biek in Alpine torrenta upen our
heuarts 2 Wo are born to o higherdestiny than encth,
‘Thero is o renlm where tho rainbow novor fudes—
whers tho stars will bo set oul hefore us like islands
thot sluber on tiie ovcan, sml whero tho bonutifal
being that passes befuro us like a moteor willstay in

our presence for over,
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