For the Toncu,

A mariner, dissolute, old and geey,
dved, when ashore, across the Bay,

In his storm-washed cheek hie stowed a quid
Of negrohead,~— my soul he did,

And put on his sou'wost shiny
His guernsey, dreadnought ane

ul,
Ul that,

For why?  Because he was bound upon
\ cruise in the town of (he good St John.

He knew it was a hilulons place
And his ohject was 1o splice mainbrace,

So lie went on 4 cruise —the thirsty dog—
But none would <ell him o alass of grog:

For ginmill, rumhole, cellar and cave
Had heen swept away by the temperance wave,

Then this dissolute person expressed his views
In the dreadful language sailors use :

“Shiver my timbers, blow me tight,
D—ash my my nizzen and my how sprite,

“B—less my dead-eyes, sink my erib,
f h vl
My mamsail, bobstay and flying jil;

“B—urst my binnacle, shif my rudder,

Insectiferous sons of o canine mother,

“If ever | thought 1'd he east upon
A dry lec-bar in this here St John !
-
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The Wandering Jow.

Miduight in Paris.  For the moment silence
reigned. Without pPremonition a clock struck
twelve from the belfey of the twin towers of
Notre Dame, and the sound was taken up by
all the steeples in the city, even by the little
cloches de Saint Jacques le Boiteun, or, as the
English call it, St. James with the Game Leg
The combined announcement that it was twelye
o'clock rolled and clashied and surged away
in a decreasing wave of bell-strokes until the
Jast faint echo died beyond the heights of Mont.
martre.  No sound was heard for some time
save the rattling of a fiacre in which were two
beings in the glory of youth, who were, in
truth, no other than Andrienne de Cardoyille
and Prince Djalina returning from a tea fight
at the Princess de St Dizier's. Then came
two persons in the holiday garb of the Pavisian
working class, whose loud whistling of the
Marseilleise stamped them at once as Conche.
tous-nu and Cephyse out on a4 time, Next
Passed a stout middle aged wmonsienr with a
bulbous nose which it was casy to distinguish,
evenin that half-light, as the nose of M. Hardy,
Soon after followed a group of three persons
and a dog,—all four engaged in conversation,
of which the only fragment audible was « nom
A" une bombe” uttered in a rough soldierly
bawl and assented to by the giggling of two
givls and the dog's cheerful yowls.  Needless
to say it was Dagobert with his faithful eny
Rabatjoie, escorting lose and Blanche from,
Mabil'e.  From a neighboring inn-yard came
A weird sonnd of g rowling,—suggestive of 1n.
dian jungle and eighteenpence admission,—
and which the hearer could not fuil to identify
with the wild beast show of Morok the brute-
tamer.  The low and thrilling undertone in the
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feral row was the voice of the black panther
of Java,

l'--lnlin;_' these pacsing sonnds of Innnunil_\

and brute o single
stealthily alon
alley o foul, fetid and evil-smelling
main A standing protest against the vieh, and
only possible where there exists no Org.
tion of Labor,

A gust of wind whistling sharply around
the corner of this Souterrain alley, where jt
debonchies into the Rue des Pas Perdus,—that
street full of rne and recollections, —lifted
the sKirt of the way furer's cont,
art of his smalls, heing thns brought momen-
Iy within the orhit of the swinging lamp
that described fretful cireles in every  gust,
would have shown o any spectator, had there
been any such that lonely widnight, that the
black kerseymere of w hich the steanger's main
trunks were originally  composed had been
worn through by mueh friction on hard chairs,
and a pateh had been inserted of new cloth of
wlight vet sombro grey. Strange as it may
appear the pateh, which a re i view of the
stranger presented, was of the
the iy sterious footmark mle by the mystic
Jew with the black mark acress his hrow,
the leads of the
lowse like o mansolewm in the Rue S Fran

cois

way-farer made his wy
alley,

as 1o re-

Lnean and narrow un
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The broadest

sume form as

sane as the oritices in

the same, in fine. as this
0
voo
o
o
o
0
= of the stitehes, which
stood ot in bold relief like seven sh'et but-
tons, it was evident that the pateh had heen
levin by the owner of the smalls himself,
or by some one unskilled in the sartorial
art, and had  Geen with  twine.
It ded but  this, the baggy um-
vrella under his arm, to show that the wiay-
farer was Monsicur Rodin,
Slowly
Strangler,

and from the vividne

sewed

and

behind  him crept Favinghne the

With the stealthy undulation of »
boa the assassin approached bis prey.  Draw-
ing aslender

Cror ereese, dull in lustre as
bronze, but deadly as the fang of & cobra, to
which it bore » ringhae, with
woery of “this for Bolwanje 1 lnunched the
treacherons steel at the second stiteh from th o
top, counting downwards on e seat of the
pantaloons, but the venomed point of the
Weapon coming in contact with the hrass Probe
of the wmbrella, entered the last stiteh on the
rizht and, passing obliquely, came ont at the
last stiteh on the left, thus impaling the trans.
arm of the cross!
inst the wall and, with a groan similar to
this:  “When.en -en-eugh ng-ug-cnn-cugh,’
expired.
Then he ealled for the police.

resemblance, F

Rodin staggered

This terrible man who took every precaution
to preserve hislife that, like another Sextns V7,
hie might aspive to (ke Papacy,—who never sat
on anything but o hard-bottomed ehair st
there should he o concealed dagger in the
seat,—who fed exclusively on radishes with a
little grey salt lest a tailor might have sewn

some complex enging of destruction in the
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inserted a blown bladder in his
smallciothes that he i it float in the event of
s of his Opde throwing him into

seams, had

| the enen

¢ | the Seine,

Faringhae had stablhed hiw in the bladder
Such are the machinations of the Jesaits,
Evaese Sig.
-~ - =
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FIETIE AVENUE D FIVE POINTS.

Dainty Fifth Avenue darling,
Dimple and pink and white,

Wakens mid billows f satin
And Inee to the mo g light.

The wutter ehild wakes mid the gurbage,
Viere starving enrs snarl for n hone,

To the cries of the stroet and policeman's

“Come now, young un—move on."

Dainty Fifth Avenne lunches
And dines from a golden plate

On chicken fi ¢l waenle,
While mincing varlets wait,
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At lordly Fifth Avenue doors

The gntter ehild hews for o erust,
But forth, saus ce remonic,

By the swaggering porter's thrust,

anghty Finn Avenne freshman,
ndim academienn «|
Grasps the wisdon of awes
While scanning the clussic P

Where gaily the win palo o ashes
Its iy vind Instyes ol

The putter child joi
Aud drains the o

in the dunces
blei abho,

Lot an Ambassador at 1c ngth,
Or a President may e,

Is Fifth Avenue—the darling
Of the m'i~lm'|'.|4'~\ 3

Lot agibbet, Wack and Llast,
Where the night winds sadly blow,

The gutter child—a liviq Corpse—
Swings slowly to and fro.

And what made these 1o difter?
Ansy ye who bear the name
Of Christian men, and women too,

In this land of Bille fame!

Ye are your brother's keeper:
Oh, 20 seek the autter child

And bring him in, from shame und sin,
To ways all undefiled,
Grow-Worm

its i noble vouth who, when urged
at the table of a famons statesinan
ashington, wi L poor young man, just be-
ginning the struggle of life.  He hrought let-
ters to the great statesman, who Kindly invited
him home 1o dinner, Not take « glass of
wine nid the great statos nan, in wonder-
ment and surprise.  “ Not one single ulass
of wine ? * echoed the st tesman’s beautiful nnd
Ascinating wife, as she rose, glass in hand, and
that would have charmed an
deavored to press it upon him.

anchorite,

No,” replied the heroje youth, resolutely,
gently repelling th proflered  gls What
i picture of moral grandeur v that,
!‘\ poor  friendless  youtn refusing wine at
the table of a wealthy and  famons states.
man, —even  thoagh proflered by the fair
hands of a  beautiful lady.  “"No," said

the noble Young man, his voice trembling a
little and ‘his cheek flnshed, “T never drink
wines but,”"—here he sty hitened himself up,
and his words grew firmer— if you have a lit-
tle goodold rye whiskey, [ don’t mind trying a
snifter "
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