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1 robbed the m 2 Weh trall | ™
.@’ E : balter; P'im sheriff of

Here on the plains and mountains, far to the
Ia-: i ’Mpm
Ahxﬂ:eh-ntundw; quarry! yonder within
your carbines at them, then follow me in
Don:lék%ilm“l Ours is the cause
Pretty hot work, McGregor, but we have gained
Whﬂg \ve we lost theirleader? Cart hehave
Thero hhgo:-b:?.‘:}?o chapairal! He'll reach it
a
le:hmumo. Parker, I'll bring him down to
I knew I could drop him, that little piece-
Sped straight on to its duty. The last of the
Bi’:ﬁ?nmmlh', plucky and fuﬂu
What have you found in his pockets! Papers?
“Gfétéhvkvm” on the cover?
mﬁﬁﬁm B0, ‘ad letters To-
- me;
Ko?.?hven;tog?‘dm Been murdered
I'have been his avenger! It is years since
Ifm‘y‘v":e?i:":' excuse me. Somehow it
Iatmelookpa:m%m?m who
Good God! Itishe; my brother! killed by my
He:gmzw:r! This is no robber band !
Whata murdercusblunder! Friends, who
Sor N ey on the praris, and ssven homes
- flooded with woes.
Pardon my weak emotion. Bury them here, my
He!s :vnt?;re the green-plumed willow over the
Onep?;g: n-:g:iy finished in the romance of
Pnd:;-g?ike sombre sh‘adowu over this frontier
—Boston Transcript.

A MASTERPIECE OF CRIME.

L

Some mortals are born under an unlucky
star. Jonathan Smith was one of them.
There was his vnlgar name to handicap him
in life’s race at the outset. Then, he was

and had no brains to speak of, and—un-
mmt of all—he considered himself a man
of genius. 4

His first anxiety on reaching the age of
puberty—which for him did not mean the age
of discretion—was to adopta sueudonym 3 bis
second, t0 adopt another ; and so on for ten
years, until he had exhausted all the sobri-
guets within is fantastic reach in the effort to
throw the curiosity—the fancied curiosity
rather—of his coptemporaries off the trail of
his identity. A

- No matter what name he took—noble, mid-
die-class, or basely mechanical, foreign or home-
made, romanticor prosaic—Cavendish, Thomp-
son, or Sikes, Giovanni, Romano, or John
Baull, Guy Chastelar or Tom Merry—he re-
mained 1n the depths of obscurity. The
least known of ‘fvorkerl at ::: pen, the most
unrecognized of novices, poorest of the
horde of Grub street, glory would have none
of him. ;

“E pur,si move !” he used to exclaim, as

the bony casket of his skull with
his i S . “I have something here.”
He believed his skull was profound because 1t
sounded hollow. ¢ :

*“Were not Shéridan and Disraeli fu;h.u
i i i tary innings ? and yet

B e LY
Jﬁ:h&thsnﬂmﬂl,' shall I despair ? No, Perish
. "

3 i to which literary vanity
can push those who are afflicted with 1t are
inconceivable. are men of genuine
‘ability whom it has made ridiculous, if not
worse. It has sometimes induced them to

may not its effect be, therefore, when it racks

an unfortunate wretch” of notorious incom-

peten n-yﬂ'i° Worn t paﬁdenee,' wounded

pride, impotence, a
v:‘g?: l?fﬁle. attem;

ough to drive a weak man to thoughts oyf
or crime.

onathan Smith shrank from the idea of

, He was noi physically brave enough

to thirow 'down the gumﬂn to the King of

esid 1is pretensions to intel-

C might find gratification in

and base, not to himself,

ows. He reasoned that his

had so far gone astray in following the

of art, and iny marked him

ottt for the

riches might conduct into the‘nﬁgi

of moonlight this transcendental mind

, which was withering in the chill of poverty.

From the artistic and moral point of view,

o i .b.gl:nt:lm eonvinoe;ih‘him-

&G 10 was t he
‘commit a crime, .

He did commit And, as if fate wished

Jjustify his ing, for the first time in

accomplished a masterpiece.

IL

his life,

About two years before the day when Jona-
than Smith sold himself to the devil, he had
Lived in the fourth of a tenement-house
in Stockfish i;t arl ofSt.kGilm.

lodgers, known
one of his numerous pseudonyms,
i the acquaintance of a

been to visit a friend,
is former ac-
court in a dying staté
which he was

““Hold up my head, and-

you my story. That’s better.

in the street with an attack of apoplexy,

they ht me here. The missus

here, for oéo.xtnnnid(wutoo ill to

removed. I wrote to her, and she answered
is 1 came to

to her nor

to missus could I speak of what is on my

mind. Ihave a bundle of letters from the

cabinet-maker—from the father, you know.

They are full of villainy, of enoounfument to

mitted them ; for I robbed, yes, 1 robbed my
missus, and all on his t. The d
I should have burned them. But
they were sweetened with flatteries and words
of love, promises of marriage, and vows that
he would acknowledge our child, I kept
them.. One d;{.tbe ndrel threatened
that he would them and expose me. I
refused him money, and he ﬂ“ me to under-
stand that, once he had the letters, he would
do what he liked with me. I wasweak enon,
to believe him ; for I was in an ‘orrible
state of fright. All the same, I did not
like to destroy the letters. To get them out
of the way. I asked the missus o let me put
some family documents, of vilue to me, into
a burean, where she kept her own.

** Missus gave me a drawer for myself, and
akey. 1 knowI I have only to let her l:lsveha
message that I want the papers, and she
would send them immodhtely?.‘ But I have
no confidence in the woman that’s with
her, and she’s the very one that would be
sent with them. From some words she let
drop, I can guess she is the cabinet-maker’s
Jriend now ! He'is paying her attentions, and
she has let herself be taken in by them, for
he is a handsome, so ken bla’guard. But
if he is wheedling her, *tis only to those
letters. Now, you understand my trouble.
Oh, if you would only do me a kindness ! I
have no claim on you, ’tis true, but it wqunld
be a real mercy if you would render me this
service.”

¢ What service

“To bring me my letters.”

“Bat how am I to :}zjet at them ?” .

‘It is easy as possible, Every evening be-
fore bed-tinym missus takes :?lron.l. and at
ten she is sound asleep as a ’unmmingtop.
And at that hour there is nobody in the place
but ; the serving-woman always leaves
at seven in the evening, She does not know
that missus takes chioral, for missus kept
that very quiet always, through fear of ro
bery. rSyhe. only told it to me—to me, be-
cause she trusted me so much, the poor old
lady ! Well, you can enter her rooms at ten
—sﬂe will never hear you going in or coming
out—and you can fefci‘;
is no danger of nobody neticing you ; besides,
even if they do, you can pretend that you are
goini_ into the cabinet-maker’s shop.”

‘ You're si oman. How could I open
the burean ? and t! idow’s set of rooms,
how could I get into theém *”

‘*I have a duplicate key) to the burean. To
my shame I had it made $0 help. me rob the
missus. Here it is ; the/little one opens my
drawer. One of i

Jonathan Smith took the bunch of keys.
His eyes were set. A sudden paleness over-
— }ul.: fnoe.’mlli;m Entnch’ ions twisted

18 thin li possibili a crime had
flashed across his mind.  This woman, by
whose couch he was leaning, once out of the
way, the thing was ea8y of execution,

** My poor girl,” said he,‘* I'wonld go farto
do you a kin ; but tell me, may not the
cabinet-maker be on the premises and guess
what I am after ?”

““No, no ; he is never there at night ; he
only works in the shop on the ground floor.”

““ And how am I to get into it, if anybody
interrupts ?”

“I have a key for that, too ; it was there
we used to meet. There it is.”

Jonathan took thekey—he had now five—
and chuckled to hi that- he was almost
as well furnished as a locksmith,

The oonve;ntion had ll:lo:n carried on in an
undertone ; but now a short i
cry came from the bed. SR prgiing

-*“Ob, I'm choking; I'm choking 1” gasped
the patient, who was exhasted by her long
nn-r:t.ive. *“Water, water | something to
drink 1” G

The ward was in semi-obscurity, faintly il-
luminated by a pight-light. There was no
attendant near. The occupants of the neigh-
bouring beds were in 'ound repose. Jona-
than lifted the head of the sick woman, drew
back the pillow, sndchpsling it to her mouth,
pressed upon it with is strength and
weight. He had the awful determination to
preserve that position for ten whole minutes.

When he raised the pillow and looked upon
the woman’s face, all was over, She was suf-
focated. She had been unable to make a
single movement or uttﬂa single moan. She
had the appearance of having succumbed to
cerebral co ion. He r:ﬁlaced the pillow
under her head, and drew coverlet under
her chin. The co had the uil aspect,
to those who might carelessly by, of a
wearied sufferer in a J sleep.

The murderer walked quietly out of the
hospital, passed the porter with a nod, and
an instant afterward was in the mad whirl of
the busy, tumultous Strand, with its streams
of ratthng cabs and carriages, its crowds of
harryin; i its lively shops, its
ch noises, and its blaze of glaring gas.

It was twenty minutes past nine o’clock.

Jonathan Swift walked as far as Drury lane,
entered a tavern there, and drained a pint of
alé ; then, hastening across Holbern he made
his way to the house in Great Coram street,
which he reached at five minutes to ten.

On the road he had matared his plan,

He opened the hall-door and coolly passed
in. There was none to perceive him. Seiz-
ing his opportunity, he unlocked and pushed
ajar the door of the cabinet-makeris shop, and
groped his way to where a working suit lay
roughly thrown across a bench. By the dim
rays cast into the shop from the fan-light, he

received a coarse cotton-mixture necktie.

e tore a strip from one end of it, and then,
stealthily shutting the door, s boldly
but cautiously up the stairs till he reached
the entrance to the widow’s se

uarter tb:‘ laind:onr, ;mtil the eyeballs,

i projected m gl 7

bulbous stare, and the tongue, tmgef ‘m.{h
-specks, protruded some inches. She

commit thefts, and of thanks when I had com- |

me my letters. There |

fatal hour. Thas the last frail

fell from under his feet. It was useless for
him te make denial, or protest his innocence.
Everythimrusnpinthin There was not
a single valid plea m his favour. .

He i atthoOleciluy,oondgnmd
to death, and strung up by the neck in the
raw of a winter’s morning within the precincts
of Newgate. Judge, jury, the bar, the press
—all were unanimous that for once d
Yard had shown vigilance and vigour, that
the law had been vindicated and a foul
assassin made a condi enmﬁqof,u warn-
ing to the tribe of ill-doers. i

‘What had become of the widow’s money ? It
was obvious that the Wiggins, had
hidden it in some well-chosen spot. That
the money had been taken by him was un-
questionable, for was not_rob the motive
of his crime ?

It was universally admitted that never, in
the annals of turpitude, had a murder been
btonﬁ:lmore providentially home to the Cain
who imbrued his hand in the blood of an
unoffending fellow-creature,

Iv.

The conscionsness of a good action, they
say, brings balm and peace to the soul ; but
fetz: thinkers h;ve ﬂl:d hardihood to dx:::.inhin
that impunity for a action can carry
happiness in its train. Nevertheless, it 1s
true. Jonathan Smith was happy. He had
the full enjoyment of his double murder, and
tasted of the fruits of his criminality in the
most undisturbed ease, He felt neither re-
morse nor terror. The only sentiment which
chafed him, and which swelled degrees,
Was an ovel ering pride. An artistic pride,
above all. The very perfection of his work,
and the sense that he was inaccessible to at-
tack, caused him to fi every moral con-
sideration. In that ref ion alone, his thirst
for the sentiment of superiority found where-
with to shake itself—even to drunkenness.
But, apart from that, he was as before—a
weak, mediocre, justly unknown man. In
vain he tried to force the gates of fame with
his stolen money- Laterature would re-
cognize himself, ‘but not his writings. He
contributed generously to the Newspaper
Press Fund, the Royal Dramatic Fund, the
Newsvendors’ Benevolent Fund, he gave su
pers and drinks to the hangers-on of third-
class journals ; he wrote a drama, which was
produced at the East-end and damned ; he
started a magazine, which died after the first
number of & of his own . s he
feasted Grub street, but the British public
would not hearken to him but to laugh at him,
His articles, fales, rhymes, an;ins ys were
uniformly ltn&n%ed t;lnth thg e-mark of
incapacity. Under the pseudonym of Horatio
Primms:yhe was known to men in the world
of letters as an amateur who had more bullion
than brains. But that stern, unbribable pub-
lic made a mockery of his money, and refused
to give him credit for an ounce of talent. He
stood convicted of mental imbecility,

‘‘ Notwithstauding,” he often said to him-
self, with a flash in his eye, ** notwithstand-
ing, iilonlywilhefd ! If I were to recount
my masterpiece—for masterpiece it was !
lem can be no doubt sboutrp that. Horatio
Primrose is an ass—be it 80 ; but Jonathan
Smith is a man of genius, All thesame, it is
bitterly i ':lgtothinkﬂntanactuold-
mirably conceived, so powerfully carried out,
80 neat and successful in all its details, should
be condemned to everlasting oblivion. Ah !
that day I had the true i ion ; that day
my breast heaved under the divinus
of bri mtmnhele;f I%l;edtzgmlbnt one

¢ thing in my life, y di rform
g-f'é.n.ﬂ;em:lofgw'ritingit! If I had wnwl; it, I
should be celebrated, I should have one tale
to point to ; but everybody would read it,
for it would be unique of its kind. I have
accomplished a masterpiece of crime.”

In the long run, this idea assumed the force
of an hallucination. For two years he fought
against it. He was devoured, first, by the

t not to have conceived a fiction instead
of having done an action, and, next, by the
desire to recount the action as if it were a
fiction.

It was not the demon of perversity which

shes criminals to avow their crimes, as in

gar Poe’s tales, which haunted him ; it
was purely a passion for li renown, a
craving for reputation, a sort of prarigo of
glory.

Like to a subtle counsellor who demolishes
objection after objection, and brings captious
arguments into plni, his fixed idea pursued
him with a thousand questionings :

““ Why shounld you not write the truth ?
What -do- you fear? Horatio Primrose is
sheltuodbmtromb”d;e law. The ci.-nhmo is stale,
Ev iy orgotten it. e author of
it 'argnried in quicklime under an unchiselled
flagstone. You will be thought merely to
bhave woven an artistic narrative out of a few
columns of police intelligence. You can put
in it all your dimly shadowed thoughts, all
the grudges that drove you to murder, all the
shrewdness and address you brought into ex-
ercise to compass it,” all the circumstances
that were furnished like ﬁlfh by that most
marvellous of inventors whom fools nickname
Chance. Yon alone are in the secret, and
none can guess that you sought out your
plot in the actual. - They will only discover
in your story the opulence of a rare imagina-
tion. And then you will be the man you
wish to be, the great writer who reveals him-
self late, but by a stroke of undeniable genius.
You will enjoy Yyonr crime as malefactor never
enjoyed his. You wili reap from it not only
gold, but laurels. And who knows? After
this first victory, when you shall have a
name, you will cause them to read your other
works, .ngl omggel w reverse the unjust
opinions they have u you. On the
hgm“y of fame it is onl}”:he first
which 18 planted with thorns. Have pluck,
man | Summon to yonr aid but a tithe of

. ith your real name,
Wi are sure to take fi
T e Covanin
: or

i

e
i

pected power.  His ‘Master-
piece of Crime’ is, indeed, a masterpice of in:
ventiveness, of lucid disentanglement of a re-
vealed skein of intri; and of strenuous
character-painting. It would be uncharitable
to the subscribers to our libraries to divulge
the plot, but we may broadly state that the

moral of the narrative—for there is a deep--

lyin%hmbrd—&o. "—The Times.

“‘This is a book of depraved and debasing
tendency, utterly vicious in intent and execu-
tion, and the more that it bears
evidence of having been written by a man of
unrivalled art in his profession. We pray—
and we a:: ou; readerl-”to join with us in ge
prayer—that he ma; brought to see the
error of his ways. "—yThe Christian Gnomon.

“You have doubtless heard of the new
novel, the success of the season, ‘ A Master-
piece of Crime.” It is admitted on every
side to be one of the most magnificent pro-
ductions which has emanated from the press
since Tom Moore electrified the universe with
his melodies, and set human nature in accord
with the music of the spheres. Need I -tell
you it is the offspring of an Irish mind ? The
author is a distingnished member of the Home
Rule Party, who is hoping shortly to have
the privilege of going to prison for the good
of his oonntry."—&ndou‘ _Correspondent oy
the Dublin Freeman's Journal.

*“ A deucedly amusing study,of murder, this
of Primrose’s (no relative of my* Lord of Dal-
meny), but blotted by the ugly blemishes of
conceit, cynicism, Crichtonism, and the like,
The man knows nothing of the ramification
of Scotland Yard. Now, when I was at
Washington, D. C., I met,” &.—T', T.,in
Truth.

To sum up, the book was a hit, It was
F:laised by the judicious, it was damned with

int praise by the envious and those anxious
to be smart, but it was read by all.

The Pnbliaﬁer rubbed his' hands in secret,
and smiled as if he had good conscience and

te. z

evertheless, In all these criticisms, even
the most flatte ring, two things inevitably

turned up to worry Jonathan Smith,
The first was that the writers obstinately
senistodintpki his true name for a psen-
onym; and in him Horatio Prignrose,

at thepe

second was thaf

; . Was much |
sdid  of Nis rich im;ﬁ':nhon, :x: " that the

wonderful realism of narrative was not
brought into sufficiently strong relief,

The absence of these twodesideratairfitated
him to such a ds that, in pondering over
them, he forgotme happiness of his dawn-
ing renown. Some sensitive litérateurs are
thus constituted ; even when the critics
spread under them. a bed of roses they are
querulous if there be the slightest rumble in”
one of the leaves, ;

Astnin:&zoeoffthf:he fel:,fith;l: well to

ive an an te of this stage is experi-
g:zu. ‘Walking down Oxford street one after-
noon, an acquaintance congratulated him on
his book ; there was the ring of the genuine
metal in the work ; when would he give them
something again like “A Masterpiece of

N z"good d th

“ My sir,” said the coming great man,
*‘your congratulations would take another
turn if only knew the word of the enig-
ma. y story is founded, not on fiction, but
on fact. The crime was comitted, literally as
I have written it down,and I am the assassin,
My real name is Jonathan Smith 1”

He said this coldly, with an air of
earnestness, choosing his phrases deli tely,
after the fashion of a speaker who wishes to
impress his author that he is speaking the
simple trath.

*‘ Capital, by Jove ! capital, Mr, Primrose !”
exclaimed his acquaintance with a grin. *“The
joke is worthy of Theodore Hook, ha, ha !
Of Theodore k, did Isay ? Of Ned Soth-
ern, rather.”

The anecdote was printed in the iping
columns of all the society papers the same
week. - The mystification by which Horatio
Primrose sought to pass himself off as an as-
sassin was regarded as deliciovs in its humour.
The rising author was, palpably, an original
of the first water. And then upon Primrose,
as a peg, were hung a set of funny anecdotes
of the e, whose lurking foible it was
to be taken for & circus clown ; of Vere de
Vere, who had cards printed, ** Mr, Marwood,
P. E., Horncastle, Lincolnshire,” which he
loved to distribute among casual companions ;
and of little Lord Sheepshanks, who always
represented himself in his cups as a band-
master in the Japanese Imperial Guard.

Jonathan Smith was infuriated by these al-
lusions. In making his awful confession he
had ncbg‘ with;m:_ :lnct sense of what he was
doing. Now, he felt an overpowering'need to
be believed by somebody.

He renewed his confession to every man he
met about town. The first day this was
ken of as an excellent piece of drollery. m
second, the farce was called monotonous. The
third, Primrose was vow\'. bore. By the
end of the k he was declared an infernal

i ith his played-ou ‘l:[:::mﬂ” and his

. : iy, s i
success had turned his head. It was plain
that the man had a bee in his bonnet ; and
his circle of good-natured friends bantered
him to theil::earbw; eontant.h ES A

“Ah !"this is much of a thing,
he cried to a knot of incredulous auditors in
a corner of the Gaiety bar. * Not one of you
fellows is wﬂhnilto credit me when I am tell-
ing you the candid truth., You won’t admit
that I have not only described, but executed,
¢ a masterpiece of crime,” All right. I shall
soon put it beyond yea or nay. By this time
to-morrow all London will know who is Jona-
than Smith.” Vi

The following day he ted himse]f at
Bow street, be%ore the mmto who had
committed the man Wiggins for trial.
* Your Worship, he said, “I have come to
give myself up. I am Jonathan Smith.”
“Itis the joke,”
i “Iam a sub-

found

.

o

ELBF oa8o8R8
ity BN

o

e,
** Not to commit it, but to describe it, my
sdear sir, to describe it. With your
sion, since weare on the subject, I'll
vl ok g
e o e , there, of course, you are
the better judge. To my thinking, you give

just a little too free a rein to your
‘tion ; you passed the legitimate y m
whish ’Sgi"&”w“" e
w! on ility.
‘! But, again, I yon—w' /
“* Allow me, allow me ! You will admit,
at all events, that I have some competence re-

ours was not what I should call com-
in the Strand hospital, for example, savors
too much of the deus ex mackina. 4 The chloral
is diﬁoqlt to swallow.” (Here there was
mhrmqonrt). ““There are many other
er details which trip in the’ same way.

:ﬁ:tmgcmno. I can assnre you candidly

h As a piece of li handicraft, your stos
ilchuming,on'c;:{moﬁ skilfully w:rkz

up—in fact, what you iunﬂemen would call
soly Jumiliod in Gavasiziog. Bos’voriite:
y jus in travestyin, reality,
g:?your Iunou.crimo of i isimpouibltz.
My dear Mr. Primrose, I am sorry tosay any-
t.hmgtohnrtlyou ; but, while I admire you
as a man of letters, I must say you would
make a very indifferent criminal.”

o;‘ lI’ll lol(l!:dlhj)w you wshetht: I would or
not 1” ye onathan Smith, springing to-
wsl;dthe istrate. o

is mouth foamed, his eyes were bloodshot,
his whole frame shook with ion. He
wonld have strangled his Worship if an
usher, a warder, a police constable, and a fe-
porter had not rushed to the rescue.

After considerable scuffling, the madman
was mastered, his hands were handcuffed be-
hind his back, he was seized by four stout
constables, turned face to earth, and treated
to a * frog’s march” to the cells at the other
side of the street.

Five days afterwacrd he was immured in
e Genias, Dis bauty, is

ae ius, like ty, is a parlous gift,”
said Atlas, in the World, the foﬁ‘owing g:'d-
nesday. ‘““Poor Primrose—by the
censorious may hint—one ‘morning woke to
find himself famous. He achieved a solitary
chefd’ceuvre ; and so possessed with it did he
become, that in the end he believed in the
substantiality of his dream. It is the old
fable of Pygmalion growing amarous of his
statue.” Vi

The most terrible feature in the case was
that Jonathan Smith was not mad. - He was
in ect hold of his faculties, which but
ads e&ﬁothetortnmofhinhdiu inted mind.

“‘ Gracious ess !” he said to hi
int.hoaolitndegoggnhis cell, “Iam Wmm
unha; goofpen. What have I done that I
sh thus crushed under the weight of
misfortune ? They will geither believe in m:
n;:l:lonori;lmy_mme.l'ﬂe HWheﬂIPlnnmdud
shall pass for sim oratio Pri a
n per hack, who had the luck toimagine
one clever story, and only ane, and they will
gmh e .udm;u%:dﬂq; s, of

=y very self, . .
decision, of action—the hero of - ity, the'
living negation of remorse, Oh, let them
me, if they chose—I ask for it— buf at I
let the truth be known! If it were only for
a minute before putting my neck in the halter ;
if it werg only for a secon i
only during the space of a
Iwiahtohvethem my the
the version of my i ity.”

But the doctors only looked upon him as
madder th::l ever. '!h‘:yatook l:.ldo;‘l:plunh
for hysterical ravings, - trea is parox-
ysms with shower-baths.

At length, as the inevitable effect of living
in this fixed idea and of keeping the company
of lunatics, he became am and con-
firmed lunatic himself. -

And then,pmlel{’ then, Oirony of Fate, the
doctors pronouuced hi n’no, discharged

him with a certificate that he was cured.
Jonathan Smith ended by imagining that
he was really Horato Primrose, and'that he
had never been an assassin,
He died in the conviction that he had
dreamed his Masterpiece of Crime instead of
having committed i1t.—Tinsley’s Magazine,

@
ROMANTIC LOVE STORY.
A Young Man’s

Betrothed Becom:
He Marries Her, and is Oompn:; 3“""’3.. i..dd
Obtain Possession

sort to Law to of Her.

The pasggiculars of a very romantic love
't:lzwm dev: before Judge Dixon,
holding Supreme Chambers at Pater-
son, N.J. From the uncontradicted testi-
mony in the case the following facts are ga-
thered :—Mr. John P. Clifford is a yi
man who resides ﬁ Yonkers, this :‘?ﬁ He
isa Tes| e young man,
habivt:,r{ow n he asked to be reoexveﬂm:
suitor to the hand of Miss Ellen McKilvey, of
Paterson, her parents did not offer any ob-
jection. The oourblng _ proceeded very
smoothly until Miss M ey was suddeniy
taken sick. The lover spent anxious days
and nights, but finally the young lady recov-
ered her health, but with it came a terrible
affliction—the loss of sight. Before tbt.lm the
two had promised to marry each other; now
the lady offered to release him from

as goo per-
formed, and that her misfortune had only in-
creased his affection for her. *But her mis-
fortune séemed also to have increased the
affection entertained for her by her parents,
and these absolutely refused to give their
consent to the marriage, though they did not
have any objection previous to the sickness of
the young lady. Now that she was stricken
with hmnell they declared that they were
the only persons who t to take care of
her. ey told Mr. Cli that under the
circumstances they could never think of

ing with their daughter, and requested him
to give up his idea of marrying her. He used
all the arguments at his command, but the
parents were inflexible, and would not be per-
suaded. The two lovers, however, were so
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th.'l;hm l]:em to be two sorts otfi girlsi)—etho.e
hat ouglit, because specially fit, to be mar-
ried, lng those that never -Zould and never
will be, and yet invariably get married. The
former are usually the ure, industrious,
unworldly, domestic ; the latter are the easy,
careless, merry, impudent, frolicsome, saucy
girls, of whom men become enamoured for no
reason at all, and in spite of themselves.
When'a man fallsin love and can’t crawl out
readily, he avails himself of marriage, and is
often extricated thereby without intending it.
He is no mor# logical in matrimony than in
celibacy ; the same thing that makes him a
lover turns him to a husband, and he is thrice
blessed if he does not discover a sharp and
sudden difference between the two. It is
passion, not reason, and it.is called the divine
passion because it is so thoroughly haman.

Men generally like one kind of women and
love another kind. The one kind they are
p commonly recommended to wed, and don’t ;
the other kind they are advised not to wed,
and do. Which is the better—to take a wife
because you like her, or to take a wife be-
cause you love her. Hymen alone knows
and he won't tell. If you do either or neither
you may repent. There is no absolute safety
in wedlock or outof it. No man’s experi-
ence is good for another man,and our own
experience in erotic affairs is rarely valu-
able ; for every time a man falls in love—an
he has got alacrity in this way—the acci-
dent varies, though the effectis unaltered.
No man can gay what sort of a women will be
his wife ; and if he be wise he won’t express
any opinion on the subject. He may cherish
.many views and have many beliefs there-
upon, but the more of these he has the less
likely are they to be confirmed. He, who
insists, in his bachelor days, that his wife
shall be a -beauty, is apt to find her plain.
He who cannot endure women without in-
tellect surrenders to one not su: of it.
The devotee of order discovers himself mated
with the embodiment of confusion. The
stickler for elegance sees, when the glamour
of courtship has been removed, that he'is
joined to a dowdy.

Marriage goes, to a certain extent, by con-
trast, if not contraries. A still less
than a man, }feh the husband she paints to
her fancy. Her conhubial ideas are commonly
regulated her age and experience. The
man she desires at 16 or 17 would be a burden
at 20, and her ideal at 20 might prove a bore
at 25. She begins with sentimentalism and
ends with soberness ; vanity impels her first,
but sympathy holds her last. She is fre-
quently surprised at the offers she receives,
and stall more surprised at the offers she does
not receive. The love that comes at first sight

y remains ; it is apt to ‘be born of the
eye, not of the tem $. The love that\
Ewn genarally endures and produces fruit.

ve and i are not related as we
think they should be. Love matches often
[ turn out ill, and matches without love turn
out well. No one can tell what love is ; nor
can anyone guess what iage will bring,
We are all, when young, full of thoughts and
theories about both, and individual i-
ence is ever contradicting what we E:ve
learned. Marriage is asimpenetrable as love.
Few of us_are pre for their disclosures.
We may love and marry again and in 3
‘but our ideal of love and marriage is
always wholly unlike the thing itself,

CURRENT HUMOUR.

It is a remarkable fact that one meets with
the greatest inn attention at the best kept
hotels.—Boston T'ranscript.

Beecher says ‘“we pray too much.”
explains why the a
breeches always bag at
World.

This
knees.—T'itusville

An editor in Cincinnati, puffipg air-tight
coffins, said : ““No n having onec ::‘nsed
aneof*these coffjns ever use any other,”’—
Syracuse Herald.

‘When the old lady told her daughter’s lover
thatflhenwthenln\' p:nx:mlimmﬁﬂce he n.::&
o course, it’s a ection,
naturally hard to overcome,”

Donald—*“What's this?” Waiter—*‘Broth,
sir.” " Donald—** Hoo ay! Yis! A pea’s
here and a barley’s there, and the wan
whustlin to the ither, *Where are yoloo?”

A ““three years old” discovered the neigh-
bour’s hens m her yard scratching. In a
most indignant tone she reported to her
mother that Mr. Smith’s hens were * wiping
their feet on our grass.”

A bright exchange says: ““ A young lad;
ruemb?egshammuniﬁon, bemney' the p‘::vgder 1{
needed before the ball.” And might have

that she does not fail to put in plenty
'of wadding before she **sets her cap.”

A remarkable thing happened last week.
Sitting Bull didn’t surrender! He will
probably surrender twice this week to make
up for lost time. But he shouldn’t have
broken his season of farewell surrenders.

¢J wish to. heaven I had a gentleman

ite me,” said an irritable old fellow at a
inner party. ‘Why should you wish such a
thing ?” was the retort; * you cannot be
more op?oeite to a gentleman
present.”

Doctor to nervous patient: ““What! You
are afraid of being buried before life is ex-
tinct? Nonsense ! You take what I prescribe,
and drive such foolish notions out of your
head. Such a thing never happens with my
patients.” :

Young man, if you begin at the top of the
lndder,g rogress is in one direction only—
down. t if you begin on lower rounds you
will have the satisfaction of going upjust as
your abilities will carry you.—New Haven
Register.

* This isn’t a m erie,” sharply observed
an irascible dewo;n:gn man who was trying
to force a passage t.hron?x the crowd at a
church doorway. “‘No, I presuyme not,” re-
turned the stranger, ‘‘or they wouldn’t leave
any of the mm$ to block up the entrance.”
—Boston Transcript.

AN EPITAPH.
Beneath this 3

And ﬂomqm“tedmm
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==American Queen.

you are at

(grumpily)—* When you fellows came to see
my o d the othz'dny, you never said a
——.” Second and third ditto (eagerly,
both at once)—*‘Oh, but my dear—’po’ my
word, we—fellow, you've mo idi —we
said—a tremendous—they were—weren't
they—didn’t we, Jack—lot about ’em when
we got out ! '—Punch.
* You must admit, Jim Webster, thatyou
these *» said the Galveston jm
4

e chickens,

]Mdefheddnm
premises, hid dem
ximokmy under the floor. « I can’ be-
Lievin’, jegg-. dat I is innocent as a ik
ews.
man, and

.5
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Vegetine.
A Valnable Medicing
Bloteches, Pi_m—ples, Humeors
on the Face and Neck

AND

Humours on the Face,

In this condition of the skin VEGETINE
great remedy, as it acts directly on the blooth thI.l
urifies the blood, thereby causin,
iaspmr By internal treatm “l
thrown

r organism, restori
health, giving a good clear e&‘.lm1:»lexiou.m'lz -

RBemarkable Cure of Serofulous

Vegetine
Gives General Satisfaction.

Eruptions of the Skin, Chronie

ore Ei)es, and General
ebility.

Read what Dr. Simmons says:

SKIN DISEASES.

VERONA, Miss., June 5, 1878,
n:—I have used “V;
for two

and y

a remedy for
ey ? motit&?
Ihavoﬂsoreeommendedi&.toagmasmyper—
sons in this section, and I’ it has given

general vw&g

o et

ter, saved her
from blin -Lhave
Ly htééifu & no saved her

" Mzs. J. J. SIMMONS.

——

Scrofulous Humour Cured.

ONB,
“ Vegetine” re-
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" AGRICULTURAI

" EDITORIAL NOTES

; “h,ﬁnt contingent of the Briti
farmers’ colonization party for thd

~ ghewan valley arrived by the Pari
_gre now on their road to their futn
i rest of the

will come pu
andinavian and Moravian,
The " cultivation” of tobacco in
galked of, and Land observes that
would pai‘ agriculturists at th
ﬁ fanacre. There are a variety of
gions, however, which the Governn
have $0 remove before the cultivatio
wegd can be proceeded with.

Englishmen are commencing to
their opinions pretty freely on what
considered to be the sacred principle
trade. At a meeting of the Norfolk
of Commerce on April 19, Mr. C. §
gaid that the agricultural outlook
thgpg but promising, and that even
tion of local taxes would not help the
He ascribed existing evils to the *
free trade which other countries
adopted.”

The 8t. Joseph, Kansas, Herald
farmer near Elwood who was found
ing and planting an acre of ground
land he had not covered with wa
paper graises his pluck, and remark

in no way discours  but

low the receding water with his plo
doubt the farmer deserves credi
pluck, but few pepple would not be
to make the most of what was left
alternative was ruin apd starvatio
all their hopes and their property lyi
water. But what kind of a coun
anyhow, where a farmer has to com
a corner and plough his land as t§
snbside ? .

B A W
Australia, at all events, will not b

compete sucgessfully with Canadain
ness of providing English appetites
ples. A consignment of Australi
arrived in England recently. Thg
carriage was 15s. a case, and the higl
obtained was only 10s. 6d. a._ca
Symes, who is at-the head and fros
Nova Scotia fresh meat boom,
business inCanadian apples is rapid
ing in importance, but he says why

ort peaches, grapes, and tomatoes

ully packed, Canadian grapes might
Atlantic, and as to tomatoes, they shi
a very ready market in England, wi
are a luxury.

-
The dry weather which prevailed
out last month has not injuriousl
our crops ; but a rainfall is now req
the farmers of this western peninsi
though the sun has been occasiona
as in June, the nights have been
the average temperature low for ti
The good condition of the wheat ¢
to this fact ; the sun has not been
to scorch the shoots, which have sty
ciently deep to reach moisture,
wheat and peach crops in the St
fod to -be in. an. unfavourable 4
f the former the area sown is com
less ‘than  last year, owing to thi
while there is aslim chance of
early peaches from Delaware. Iy o
this . continent are the farmers’
brighter than in Ontatio. d

Notso very long ago, Mr. Leona
had a comfortable, if -not a luxuri
in Canada. In an evil hour he liste
wily whisperings j0f the Dakota la
and selling out, left for the land o
How he was deéceived, and how biti

iences have. he narrat
published in another column. My
case 'is not an isolated one, as he

have )QLM' comfortable homes fo

ratipe land, unaseacc of the great
. onitiable, difieulties which they
t0 encounter, and to find eut only
late that they have been made the
wicked and wilful mis tatior
amonest nl'tom and dise
and think that by going abroad the
S ok T e, pertopk

in's s en,

comé to the conclusion that they
off where they are.

Tezoppositiondisplayed by Mr. Pa
his associates to the emigration
Irish Land bill is pretty gogd evid
they do not wish the Irish to leave
Isle; even' though their condi
thereby be improved. The clause
very simple ane, merely viding|
lanrg commission may, with the oo
of the s , entér into agreen
any autho TSOn OF COmpany,
the British oolomes,m to promote
from Ireland, and, in the carrying ¢
plan, may make loans of money, ta
to secure the eventual repaymeuntof
That is to say, if an Irish farmer o
desires to go to Canada or to Austi
will be provided by which his pass:

id, and he will he given the need
gﬁ.ﬂ: him in life in his new home, th
men# taking a8 security a lien upon
in the colony. - AN reasonable
ook upon this scheme as & singu
ous one. !

Deot

The Pacific Railway Company
good service to the Dominion if it ¢
gny considerable portion of German
tion to the Canadian North-West.
‘can Bpecial agent declarés that the ay
at Berlin are perfectly bewildered
traordinary and unprecedented exod
is taking place this year. The Han
although it has emgaged addition
cannot find accommodation for the &
At the offices of agents whale
young men may be seen standing i
half a block waiting their turn %0
their money and get tickets,  Whol
are being depopulated, and people
ficing their property at ruinous rate
fands- to -leave the country.- Nod
Canadian Pacific Railway Com:
able to secure many of these Gers
E{lnt.s, who would prove as invalual

ofth-West territory as they ha

thgmselves in the Westery States,

FARM NOTES.

Withinghe past few days a large
sheep, valaed at $200, have 'been
by dogs in Thurlow.

A large number of farmers
Otfawa section leave for Manitob
mext special train on- Wednesday ne

Ope thousand cars laden with mé
and stdck have been brought to a
at’the Chicago yards owing to the
frcight-hands,

The Belleville buyers will ship
parsof chpees this week. The pried
new _at Belleville at present is
to 44fc. per pound.

The potato-bug has commenced ‘it
in Virginia, and a worm bearing
semblance to the armygworm is ca
havoo 6n. Long Island.

Messrs. Dickey & Buckey are no
tering about 40 head of cattle %\er daj
slaug te-hoge QnAmherst, N. S,
ment tO the English'market,

Aun:old negro while ploughing o1
;;?; Palestine, Tex., glexe'nedb u

su; fo have been buried
slave Iiv?x?g:: the farm twenty yean

Crop prospects in" Oldhan towngh
tenae, are good, as at the time of
frosts the grain had not attained
growth, a consequently has not
Jured; 0w Y

Gcean ?‘\ at New York b
_ declined, 4% -ia said rates are

ey




