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IN SEAROR OF? AN IDEA.

I amn a jonrnalist stroggling ngainst fate. I
have recoivod spocial or<Iors fromn «ue to cou-
tribute seothing brilhiaut, nny eoctric, but
as I seat mysol tise electrie portion of my in-
tellect begîns to flioker, and as I take np us>
pen, flops ont compbetol>', lcaving me a holp-
lesa lîterar>' wreck, ivithont thought or idea.
An eboctrie soething must bo ovolvod from
usy chaotic brain, at aIl hazards. I close miy
oycs and try tu conjure up oid frionds irbo
sua>' assiot me. bat ail 15 blank. I mander
atrouinhmy stedy. I sîsoot off gnnsin my back
lot. I faI down tho coilar stops, thinking
tiseos> to wake, np a carrent of ideas ; but
cvidontly snoh a proeeding is flot concurrent
with tihe cectrical portion oI tise work. The
idea xvili not corne. A thouglit strîkes me-I
wili look thremsgh my Iibrary, xIwiil plagiarîze.
I look tbroughi, carefolly, alsd find îwtiîg
bat-woîl, I ma>' as w'eil owu thse truth-what
I have uscd bofore. I give that up. Again a
thooghît haunts înY mid. I xviii seCk tIre
presoîsce of ni> motliîr.in-iaw%-previouisiy an
oyesore to me, but nom, iviti tIse prospect
of an lade tront liser, a dear delightfu niIld
lady, aud coax bier to uufnld sornothing original.
Af to1 long hutt I flud bier lu thse îantry
ttîs thepie-kia. I drag horinto a seldd

conr ud bschher to relate al story, soeue-
tbine origiaI inrpress lspon lier. Site
scratches hier hoad witir one of bier knittimg
needies, assumnes a look of terrible irmportanîce,
antI pncceds to teli of the time whisc thoir old
horse Jaek feli into, tht' dock pond, andi Lov it
took tise nîtttd cilluste of hierseif, my sespeeted
fatlser-ini-lair, anti several silîsors, to dhrag
Ihum forth nî set Iisu ou isis legs. Profasely
tlianking, lier, I quit bier presecc ta mose over
tirat story, bot tisa More I muse tIse les I see
oi tire uleetrical brilliano>' to ha obtaimxod freont
it. I amrn ow bccoirg dosporate, maddonaed.
If soule Idea dos not looi forth fromt su' ba-
foggod bm'air, st wiii ho neccessar> for the
primter's evi ta convcy nie to au asyiium in-
stoad of my esspy to tise office. I reviow tise
evonts of tisa day, xviii fot the>' give me ais
Idea I I pause. A xvcary head and wander-
lu; brain give ise batik 1i0 answer. 1 sec aI
spider cramling up tise mal-i sc ii fall-
lic crawrls up again-perseverenco coîsquers-j
1 take up my pen te writc-why confennd il!
Tbis idon bas boom s ed op ages ago. Dnehing
su> t1niU1 at aý bust of Shakespeare wirîeh stands
grînnîing before me, I daci into tise streot.
Anotsor thought -presses iteif upon fli. I
srill cially down the aide stroots; anti sok the
Mobn. thora. I do so anla get it. As I titra a
cerner, thîrce mon attack suc, bring back tire
eiectrîe liglît to MY cee, and oes me of mn>'
matois andi jcwciry, baesides a puritatul cf dol-
lars reoed tîs morning front aîir ; my
calary in faet. Whrit care I for these? I

hae ot my Idea. I drag mysoif homo to
write it up. 1 Iortify myseif mitls a daeh of

blood*hitters, and procoocl. I. have searceiy
xvrîtvoa two pages whoa I hoar a bassg-bang at
the street door, and almst immuedîatoiy tise
rod head of tIse P.D. is thrust withîa my eau-
etnm, wits the intimation that I have to hnrry
up with iuy eopy. Wîth my brain almost at
fevor hieat I have tlsotmghts of assuihilating tint
1.D., but toiser thonglîts provail and I troat
fisu with candios to stick, whîlst I pea a note,
sweeter than tire candies, to the editor, askîng
for graco to complote rny eleotij composition.
The P.D. hnrrîes off. I plod my woary way.
Hall an bouc claipses. I roceive a reply. It
gives use, in sweater termes that 1 van comn-
snand, evory opportnnity to presont to my
sicoteis that literar>' polîsh wlsich. the rendors
of Gitîr usually associate with my composi-
tions:

NOTE BY TULE EnITQR.-The contents of tho
note referred to raad as follows ; " You liter-
ary imbocile, hll yen stritten the truts, you
would have told ns yout bad been imbibing

ie, strong ones too, in saine loir saloon, As
for the robbery story, we don't believe a word
of it. This le tIse firet intimation ire ever hadl
of yon possossing aisy jewry at ail. Tho
salary yoai reoeîvod front us wooid. barely boy
saIt. Send the copy, but it is tIse laet ie re-*
ceivýe froint yoar pon. The tian irbo searchos
for Idoas lu back allnyways canuot ho retainod
upon the staff of Onu'p.

THE BARON BOLD AND THE BEAU-
-TEOUS MAID.

Ant ONt flme .lielodrasue, (Attapteel.)

Characters: B.AON Bastasco; FATHEiirýiTooTs;
MAUutîco, TIUE LOVER; BILANCHIE, TIL MAID.

ACT I
Scnrs. A woodland doîl. Cottage loft.

(Enter Baron, enîcrappeel in black mianîle.)
BAnoze.,-I bee-ove hier. Shoe shoo-ail ho

moo.iaeBeo.atiful Bol-anche, poor but por-oud.
Wlsy does elhe scec-orf mec? 'Tis the varlet
Maurico that lies la smsy pee-ath. Car-r-e
hiu! Ilo chaI! ho despatclsod. (Drasas a
tremendoîes hon-tt/ No. I wili net soit
my hassds ln his izee-oro. My ter-usi>' re-
taitiers sisal! essd hie hIfe this day. (Enter
Pat/ter Týtiootsq.)

TwvooTs.-Good morroîr, Baron, hoxv goos
it with yen?

BÂnos.-Butt ill, Father Tireots. Thou
knoxv>st I tee-ove tisy daoghter, but she sec-
crus mgy simple love.

TweoTs.-llas shla darod to do tîsat, Baron?
M\,a> tIse orses of an only fathr-

BAssen.-Nay, Tiroots, no sentisment. If
she 1)0 not mine ere arîotin.r day, tlson shaît
pa>' the forfoit. De'st endorstarsd?

T11 îv<JOTSI dotiî. I xviii cali lier. (Goes tb
cottag(e tend calet. Entder Alice.) Wimat is tis
I hlear of tlice? Thon ecornest the Baron/s
suit.

BLàreCirE.-Fatlser, I love his not! tiU lisart
pante for another.

BAiol (asidle).-Sic slîe-ai ho mne-me.
BLAseLNCIe.-WOul1d'st thon1 have me enter a

1 madhou3ce; for thero I shahl go if thon press
tise soit.

BÂmum.-Beautcoase Blanche, Il vIll not
prose tIse suit if it fils thc not. Anothor day

l iran. Adios. (B.eit Baron, ioit/e eurc-
on Ais lips.)

IT Il.
Sossa. -A lasie leadîng to tIse castle.

(Enter Baron.)
BAnîr.Tis s ight sîsco-al Maurne bo

swept froîn mssy path. (Galls) Tipeat and
Siuggor t (Enter 11ip3cat andi Sltiguer.) Are
yomar iccapone ready and ycnr norves eteadyl

T. AmD S. -The>' are, me bud I
BanoŽ.-Cood I !You hcnow yonr; mec-an?
T. AND) 8.-NY. doth.
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BAitotn. -Then Cet yon ta your biding por--
lace> and ornait the signal. ý.dt xi('. ani &.)

(ctBaron, rijqtt. Entiler Blntcte, left.)
Bs.ýA:cîiE.-My lovely Maurice, why cornes

heo t? 'Twns here ho promised to lacet me.
(EtrBaron.)

l3aRo.-Thty loe-oved one is here. Wbvy
olovare thy swoot png nose at mue. thuslyl1 l'Il
gîve thec casties and ge.old galore, if tison
wilt Lie mine.

Bh.Ateoîr.-Novor i.
BAseoŽ.-Thcen by St. Obristopher thon

shaît 1 (Sciure lier, îheyi stugyle. Enter
Maurice.)

MA uRica.-Hold I rash man ! (Baron celle
for l.'ipicat and Sltgger.> Ahla ! thon call'st lu
vain ! They are no more. Finding thcm hid-
ing amidat the trees, I administered them a
dynamite pili and sicattercd thomn at mv foot.
(T/teij strigle. Maurice ttresa thte Btionz ta
t/teand antd places his -iret tponl thte Baron/s.
t/tiret lutton.) NÇow, wreteh, I have thee !
Tlsy hife shall be spared ou one condition, tlsat
thon ne'er more accoat tise gentie Blanchle.
Do'st promise?

Bkrio.-I do. I do.
MÂORÎR.- e o yon gone. (Singe

Baron to seingsq, t/ten exils suit/t Blanche.

ACT III.
Scrxx. Tho saine as Act I. Enter 92sools.
TxxooT.-Mýy danghtor shahl ho Baroness

Borasco. Lot that rascal Maurice approach
my humble dxrelling, and by my bîg boots lie
shial suifer. (Enter Baron.)

BAR.oN. Tlsy danabtor bas again repuisod
nie. And more, my'honor bas licou brought
ta tise groand by tise varlet Maurice. Coir-r-
r-rso hiii. Where le Blanche ? (Tzvoots calta.

EtrBlanc/te.)
BLAŽiîn.-Sparc me, father.
TxvcoTs. -Tson shaît ho tise Baron/s bride.

Tako her, Baron. (Bar-on -aele'erces to ta/telier-,
îv/tcn .ehfaurie enters anti pus/tes /ir ase'azt>

MixuRoE.-P'ather Twocts hear mie. I can
a tale unftrld. I bave powerful and cosivino-
ilg pioofs that that mass (points te Baron) is a
tra.-iter to hie eountry, I can prove ie la un
accomisshîocf the "*brawling brcod," that lie
writos oditorials for the. Globe', and that ise
fnrnishod sketcelss to the New York Police
IWwzvs.

Tvoors.-Ças tîsis hoe truc? (Wrings /tis
/,aidî. ) (Baron dnring t/fln iunciation ng
hie hati le sîe«Loe « ssit i novemnent, thent
fate. 'J'/ey ruse Io him)

MAusicrc-eaens!Ho lisas stabbcd liiii»-
self, asnd bis hIfe is fast ebbi'ng away.

Prnîeusx-Gather round sue frioîsds, I arn
dying. Hoxr sweotly tIse birds sing, ansd how
lovcly looks the ferest. Ah mie I 1 admsit ail
that î\lnturice lias sllid, antI smore ; I poisoned
us> dear kînd grand-moter aîsd elle ssîaiee
asirt, I cearatedl ny two wives nnd-and-I
-(Baront (lles, anti Blanc/te, Maitrice ni
'J'noots foret a snornfttt tableatux areitstt t/te
boita'.)

OUaTAIS.
Tîrs.1 A. PROMf

Althongli Grant -iras tIhe most gifted prosi1-
dent tIse country over had hoe is noir penniileus.
oxcoptîng a haJtf-miilion dollars ho >doosn't
eomnt.-Jhe Ega.é

«Herr Wleyer, I snppose yen nsderstood
tîsat ovory one %vas to bring nlomsg sonethîng
to the pieute. What hsavo you brotmgimt?>
«afrr Moyeer-" Mgl two bsoys, .a you ses.»-

A tailor of molanohol>' tmporanoust iras
obscrved rccntly sittinfi eroîs-leggod on
tho Canada shore, gtszing iîsteîstly at tIsa Horse-
shoo Eiau, %lth its tiîick elond of spray. A
reporter stole Up uuobserved and hoard 1lm
muatter, "Wlsat a place to spûnge a coat 1""y


