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THE FLANEUR.

Shirley Brook’s famous old column: in -the
Niustrated London News is now filled by Geo
Augustus Sala, under the title of ** Echoes OI:EZ
gee %, and he signs it very appropriately
A, A. S. K

There are few things more amusing than tosee
a pretentious fellow making a gross blunder, and
never noticing it.  The qu'mgo Tribune lately
atforded an instance of this kind,  1n the tele-
graphic columan, it was stated that among Mars-
hal MacMahon's guests at his New Year's recep-
tion, among heads of the state, generals, mem.
bers of the assembly, and so forth, figured a rick
Bishop of Paris. 1 wondered at first who this
rich prelate might be, when the mistake suddenly
oseurred to me and 1 laughed very heartily. But
turning the leaves of the paper, 1 came upon an
editorial article, which gravely mentioned that
some surprise was expressed in Paris at seeing
Mgr. Guibert, a rich Bishop of Paris, holding
the place of honor, at President MacMahon's re-
ception.  The telegraph reader’s mistake was ex-
cusable enough, in the hurry of his work.,  But
the editor’s mistake arose simply from ignorance.
Errare hwmazswm,  Of course, the archbishop of
Paris was meant.

A pace-course anevdotes

My friend Perkins is 8 great horse fancier. An
educated man withsl, cool, impassive and un-
commondy fortunate in bis wagers. Last summer
he attended & famouts race, where contrary to his
wont, he was very bustling and active, betting
Leavily aguinst the favorite, and, as usual, winn-
ing all bis bets. A lady on the grand stand—a
fair blue-stocking wequaintance of his--who had
been watching his movements attentively, took
the straight tip from him, and won several arti-
eles from her lady friends around a fan, a pear]
canl-case, a pair of lavender kids and so on.
Pleased with Ihcr suceess, she tore a leafl from
her note book, wrote the simple word :

* Hippeocrize '

Upon 11, and had it passed down te Perkins.
Un reveiving ity he turned around with s smile,
took off his hat and bowed profoundly.

A rough old wurfman standing by, had seen
the word and marning to Perkins, said :

** A royal way of resenting an insult.”

*An insuit? What do you mean !”

*That lady called vou a hypocrite.”
** She did not. Shecalled me a hippocrite.”
*Oh ! only 2 matter of spelling.”

* No, sir, only a matter of Greek. She meant

a eompliment. T am a judge of horses.”

.

A French mode of advertising.

You walk along the streets in your best clothes
and looking vour best.  You meet the belles of
the boulevard to whom vou bow, if acquainted ;
whotn you serutinize,if not acquainted. Suddenly,
in the midst of the most fashionable thrung,
among & bevy of beauties, you suddenly feel a
violent blow from the rear, almost throwing you
off your centre of gravity. You are naturally in-
dignant, and you turn round to demand bloody
satisfaction. . Your antagonist is ready for you.
He bows and presents his card :

“ Number twenty, Rue de Rivoli. Fancy
Goods, Articles de Paris. Your distinguished
jatronage respectfully sollicited . ... i 7

Perhaps one of the ugliest features of Canadian
public life, is the scant respect accorded to the
Judiclary. Now that by the law of Contested
Elections, judges have to decide on vass of po-
litical bribery, and thus pronounce on political
acts, they will be subjected to still further criti-

cism. lustances of this have already happened
quite . recently in  Montresl and Toronta,

Two gentlemen both lawyers—were discussing
the decision of a Quebec judge in & late election
rase.  {Jne atlached, the other faintly defended
His Honor.

*“[t'a strange ; and yet he is one of our test
puisne judges,” waid the first.

“ Qur puny judgesis good and———1true,” was
the other’s sardonic reply.

Why is the reciprocity treaty like a turn-coat
politician ¢

Because it is gone ever.

An editor of this city took the street cars
the Gther evening, laden with twoe goodsized
pasteboard boxes, of flower and vegetable grains,
received from Vick, the famous florist of Ro-
chester. On entering the ¢ar, he met a friend :

** How do you feel to night ?

“ Very seedy.”

It comes only once a year, hut the sweet
effects last mearly a twelve month. 1 question
whether we could stand two in the same season:
The Masquerade on the ice.  The Carnival in
Victoria rink. Well, I shall be there, of course,
Larring accidents. 1 have my. domino well and
thoughtfully chosen. So has she. Only, she iua-
gines that it is a secret to 'me. 1 shall wait pa-
tiently till next Wednesday. - Then we shall uee.
Oh then, the bliss classically sung -in the last
number of Punch PR .‘

' ‘¢ Felix

Quater felix, in imo qui scutentem
" Peetore te,. pia nympha, sensit.” .
“That’s menut for " you, Berthie,” You don't un-

derstand the words, but the pleasureble sensation

vou will experience and 30 will 1, "
i : e ALMAVEIVAL
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{For the C‘A.\*mn.\'.lu.‘um'usu Newe.)
THREE LOVES. ‘

| S

One love, & silken cord, that binds
Allbearts'toope;
Tbat leaves no loving task 1t finds

To do, undone, »

Through sorrows hot and blindiog tears,
Its hallowed ray .

Shines suftly on for years and years,
To cheer the way.

Qb ! whisper sofily us a breatd
Of one divine,

Dear wother, till the bour of death, .
This love is thine.

1.

Oh! who enn Xgow, ur better tell,
If love be part of friendship’s power,
‘Than he who in the preseot heur,
Lougs for the face he kuows so well.

Whalking tegether as one life,

With mutual hopes and kindred mind,
Whose differences but serve to bind

‘Their hearts, and keep them free from strife

Hark ! o my inmost heart | hear
A sound that few can noderstand ;
"Fis love and friendship, band {u hund,
Laow whispering, | inclive my ear.

*Tis friendsahip spesks, nh ! but for you
I swere 8 hollow, worthless thing ;
As feehle as a wedding ring.
To Xeep the wauyward passion true.

1.

Jo map or woman, eyes may read
The silent lunguage of the soutl;

Oh ! sorraw uot those aho lead
A heart benesth n false control.

But there i< love and .uere is truth,
Thovgh tiiere e many Qe ndeed,
‘Tis difficul  in Gays o yvouh, .

To plues the Rower 2nad leave the wee’

To pluck un wear a love 'hal wreaths
To raise us Jrom our jower @,

Whom il e Jive .be L'Je; i wreaths
With al} the ferven: love it hath.

1 bear s piir in my breast

For hiia wha may have none of these,
Auna be woo loxes oTe must selze,

With closer, fonder clasp the rest.

VOox TRINTES.

7 e i el A - e
(For the CANADIAN TLLUSTRATED NEWS)
CHARITY.

1

Lavania Coldridge, the handsome wife of the
rich banker of l—--, was what is generslly
kunown as ‘* a charitable woman.”  She was wont
1o head every worthy subseription list witha
liberal suwn of money, and help the poor and
needy in 3 manner that had made her fanous as
an “‘alms giver.” This woman also wasa hauler
of fashion, as well reigning queen of the fachion-
ahle world of L. A queen whose supremacy
was never questioned by the minds of individaals
who flocked about her, and ranked as her slaves
and adorers. The first scene finds Lavania
Coldridge languidly reclining on & sofa in one of
her bright sitting-rovms, a novel in her hand,
which she is idly turning over with her bejewelled
ﬁngﬂ& She iy not. reading, this ** butterfly of
society.” No, her eves are wandering with a
sort of dreamy sadness around her apartment.

On that divinely exquisite face, with its per-
fectly moulded featurss, there is a shade of diy-
content, such that a keen observer would remark
that ** fair, wealthy, and gifted though she wery,
life was not to her altogether sweer.”

Her reverie is rudely broken by the servant's
announcement, “* A poor woman wishes to spesk
to you, ma'am.”

“lam not well to-day,” was the langnid re.
ply.  “ Icannot se¢ her; bring me her message,
and give her some fool, if she wants ang.”

With these orders, the servant retired.

Lavania mised herself on her arm, and «id,
half audibly, ** T am almost weary of all 1 sought
so hard to gain.” )

As the words escaped her lips, the servant re.
turned. i

“Mrs. Coldridge, the woman says she nes
see. you.
wa'am.” :

“‘Could she not send her message?” the
beauty irritably questioned.. ** Did ahe not want
food 1" ‘

‘“Food ! no; she was quite indignant, ma'am,
when § gave her vour answer,”

“*What did she say,” demanded Lavania,
growing somewhat more interested,

* Say, muain,” she said, *if Mrs, Coldridge
refuses to see me, she will repent it all the days
of her life.”

*‘Really, Bruee, her insolence is bevond en:
darance. = What can she mean t - The poor crea-
ture is evidently half-witted, but stay ! perhays
I had better see her.  Send her here.™ .

‘““Hardly a fit person to come into a ladies’
boudoir,"" muw'.rc-«} Bruce, aking his exit, and
with much . reluctance he invited the poor waif,
standing in the hall in her miserable 1agw, ** To
step this way to my lady’s room."” '

hough Mrs, Coldridge had assumned wonder.
ment 03 to who the beggar - woman could be, her
face had grown white, hard, and stern (most un-.
reasonably assuredly) when the servant said ¢ or

stood ‘up to receive: her. visitor, ‘who took no
time answering her ‘summons.. The beggar eu.
tered, and for & moment the two wamen  stood

opposite’ to ‘euch other, seanning each othury

‘She i3 no common  begrar indesd,

Mrs. Coldridge will repent itall her life.” " She

face. ~The one all resplendent in her magniti.
cence and beauty of fornu and feature, dress and
jowels, 'The other somewhat below the medium

eight, -pitiable 'to- behold, in her poverty and
\vmtche(f:\ess, withi & wan, prewmaturely-old face,
lit up with large defiant eyes, that flashed anger
and hate when they encountered Lavania Co d-
ridge's. © Her loig, raven locks huwg.in tangled
masses about hcr%mggani fave and fragile form,
and when she spoke she flung them back with
such impetuousness as tosend a shudder through
the other's frame. The lady stony and staring
fixedly.: ‘They spoke both’ together, both in u
low bitter way. :

¢ May 17 said the lady.

 Lavania '~ said the beggar, tuking a step
nearer; *‘see what 1 am.” :

“What have you come here for1” inguires
Lavrnia.

“Look what 1 have come to,” pleads May.
At rweas your fawlt?” .
“Why huve you come to me of all people !

says Mrs. Coldridge, nervously.

What have | come here for 1" retorts the
other, ** but—emee

# For me toraise vou to my level, to make
you my equal, to give you back that place in
society which you have lost,” interrupted - her
listener.

| kuow better than to ask such from you. |
have come for charity, for mery; } ask you in
heaven's name tohelp. Ol ? that Ushould have
to entreat you for pity ; it is worse, it s worst
of all '™

© May Fic.-}din{; L

The boggar sobs,

“You have been ever s disgrace to your
family. Do you expect help from me! You
have lwen the stain that could not be hlotted
out, a waif and outeast whom your family dis-
own, the curse of their lives, the hase of thar
vxistenee.”

This was said haughtily, while the spraker
stood watching with unwomanly pleasure the
effect of her wards upon the ether.

“ They told me you were churitadle,” eried
May, “and yet vou refuse your own relation-
vour cousin.  You refuse help. No, it dsnaey

entrest on my bended kneex s T supplicate.”

** May, 1 shall never forgive you, never sireteh
out a hand 1o save you, were | to sew you gro.
velling in the Jdirt at my feet,”

41 have sinned, but ] have repentad. Listen
to my stary.  You have the pnivilege of supe-
riority. 1t is yvour fanlt that Jam what [ am
Your hustand, where is he 17

* Do not speak of him, or T shull te}l them
vou are mad, and you shall be turned into the
streats,”

The poor ohjret of hiumanity tremtbled ke a
eaf.

Y ou are unforgiving.
and mother ; are they dead t”

Lavania sat down, ’

1 will answer none of your questions.
should have wore sense, maore deceney.”
S Deceney ! 7 osaid May, mockiogly,

¢ Deceney! ves; vou dor't umlerstamd it, do
vou, May Fielding 1" )

You

ta the worst.  Oh, weman ' vou have the stain,
you will be responsible,
suffer tor this.”

“How 17 inquires Lavania.
man sl g "

May seized her armw before she coull apesk
ain,
‘l{ﬂ}lold."

“ Leaye me go !

**Not till you retrmet what yeu have just
said,” May hizses forth.
woman enongh to feal-for 1ar.”

** Feel,” anvers Lavania, 1 ] vou now tmost
trufy.” . :

*“Lavania Coldridge, do you uow [ aw sarv.

Beeause a wa-

Lu‘x.vr innocents, my -children,
ow can 1 go ta hiin without food, destitute of
woney. You are. rolling in wealth ; give me
but a fitthe; Tawm poor, ouce T was young aud
beautiful as you ; ‘ should not refise any one
such & request were 1 in vour plae,”

The wonls were touching in the extréme ;
there was a wail of piteousness that would have
melted any other heart thau lavanin's.  She
metely answered with contracted evebrows, and
at the samie time pushing off the " eutstretched
arins of the panper. ‘ o

Y May, you have o often come to me with lies
on your lips that I ne longer believe ane word
vou say,”

“ Bat this time it is truth, all of i1 beljeve
me my husband is dyiog, my children are stav.
ing. you are my blood relation. Give me money,
nowfilthy lucre ; some day | can repay you, but
the see me, pity e, give me gold,” "0

‘Not'afurthing. ~ May Fielding, 1 see; 12 2a
glib as ever with her paltry untruths.” ,

" You: have robbed me of all that conld have
mede life sweet,” proceeded the forlorn mortal 1
" you said false things of ine ; o have inade iy
lifs a waste.  What have 1 done  to deserve it
nothing.  Married beneath me, ne vou call it,
yet Geranl wus good-to me. T loved hinm o little,
not as 1 loved Louis, your Louix, whoui you wan
through your treason, = My Gerarl indying, and
1 may not see him, In the name of the Lonl, 1
bescech you téll me where is your husband that
I 1aay pray him for charity, charity that the
Bible says sutlers long and is kind,” *

“Goawny,” cried !L\\'aniu. f o

* My God," weeps the other, ** yom shall re.

pent thix seoner or Inter, Lavania Coldeidje”

Tell me of wy father !

“Understand * hush, do not madden me. !
You have said enough already to drive anyixndy ¢

There will be wore than one lost soul, for which $
Some day you willy

ing, I, vour cousin; and they are slarving, the |
He ts dving, and

s =
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" Then the two glowered at each othor with that
hate and vengennce which woman alotoe can enter-
tain. The dinner bell gonged outside, . -
~**You must leave,” says the Indy coldly,
¢ Lavania, give mo something-first a° littlo
money ; feel for niy misery ; 1 have fallen solow,
#0 very low. "1 deserted Jim ;1 wunt his for.
veness, . [ went to sing i the streets against
is will to get foed for my ehildren 1 was going
huck to him ; he sent for me'y 1 eannot ;. he will
be dead before § vonch him.”

Mrs. Coldridge curtly replied + % May, |
have said my say, Bruce witl shaw you out.”

v Charity,” sighed forth the wanderer, *if
you refure me charity you will sorely repeut it.*
T But the door was opened, aud M, (.‘.oLh-idgr'n
shrill votce called the servant man.  However,
Bruce wus stationed outside in the hall, and
bowed respectfully to his mistress,

“Bruce T said she, tn sn welerione, **do
send that person away,  Bhe iy quite mad,”

Thus the dialogue ended between Lavania and
May Ficlding—the former, turning bak into
her room ; the latter, with suppressed fury, ol
lowing the domestie.

When she found herself alone in the jassage
with the man, she wheeled abont, and addisac
him in alinast incoherent accents, saving

“1 heard your mistress W you | was wmld,
Do vou think 1 am "

+No,” returned Brace o " and | heand every.
thing you sabl to Mrs Coldridge, when vos
were closeted in that reom with her™ pointing
upstairs.

Muay atarted.
take my part 7

“YVexo Whatvan 1o for you U retints e
old man, with a thought G his futun 1otereas,
ronnected with his centidenes in the bege

Do vour mdbstresa atel suster Hive happdi
togeshier 7 murmurs <he below her breath,

SNever,” returned Bruseo 0 Madder plae
wway, and misses I wighty jealans Myt L
they are not mush 1o be envind”

SGive that e oyeur master the minate
cames tu " and the womnan thrast fete his paln
a serigs of paper, nnd the streetdoor openaot o
clused on the retreating formy of May Fielding

Ten minttes after, the banker cone Loy
“Benee, man' he sabl, Yyen ook
findetal, (encountering the sorvant ) Hiaad
L thas b

“Romrthing 5 poor watpan et for ven,
Poowas §oearrivd the ilowritton mibssive”

* Poor wrenged May 7 heeried, 0 Dawiilooand
in his baste he Jaahed out wgain, dropping 1k
paper s b went,

S What vy the matter 7 satd Lavazd
Ding ar the vight dnstant. U Npeak, Bru
T The master just got o messagee thad s adl,
returned ke
P boasw'r all, aheupht the ladv, wvoshe sttt e
§up the seraw! her husband ol «ira.y;{mi Toovane
!;\'.mnk in s contents with feversh qubinrw
i1y ren thus oo
g “pear Londs - You loved e opes, mwd oy
H
|
;

*You heasd. Theo, do vy

v st

i
H
)

that leve [ ask vou tabelp e new. 3 wte
The + s

wife

thie of wral

Yin
I have alwayx Soved 3
They are dony
Bovem sanidl hove oo

to sureor e in
Larrived o test vour truth.
ceivesd you.
made e cuiworse than b e
§am starving.
tneet wee at the toll-gale, s soim ws Vo dead
this, - Mav Fraepisa”

Vi,

{about e

saving o Have the pony placten broag
Vthe daor st anee ! 1 wish to drive, sl alon

Seon the catviaee, driven by the lovely w
Vol Louis Coldridge, might have baen won
ing at a furious pace adong i rond towaita 2
. todi-gate.

i

|

i

i - R R
i The wife becsme pelibh, She terned v Brues
i

¢

;

i

H

!

1 thought veu were |

} i

It was & pictuee of wtter desolution Tl
pany, starvigg childien, du the oold, gl
unfornished garret. The mab steetebesi on
straw mattraas it the corner, with desth sty
Pon by wasted antenanee, Nol over g cove:
tnyg over the all but Difeless bidy that, erv
would b crumbling in e dust, fosd for v
The haggunl syes wane suk baek in dis head
and moved restlessly @ otherwise, the
pasdive, marked, however, with pan wnel
showing what s life of deprivation and mosoy
The had led, A reBoed face, and hair grewn
| white, but ot from vears.  No comfeits s
rounded the death hed of the gambier; no sl
fricnd to” hear the - lagt wonls; no prica o
clergyman o disten 1o & dying vunfesston of
lost soul going unprepared to the grad Tribanad
of Heaven. The wind wwa whistling throngh
that fever haunted room  and two babee o dales
of some four or five summers, wers crying beside
un en:):ty henrth, 100 young towaderstagd hew
vear death was to them,

“Amy,” said the man, in
mammy coting 1"’

4 Mammy, ninmmy 1" shboos in the yeunger
pushing forwand her white. face, ** poanany.
wante wammy. e’ cold, Pre hungry.”

“ She iy not coming,” said the elder, yoeting
out of the easement. ** What shall we o
pappy 17 ,

““Starve,” saya the man bitterly. ** 8he migh
have come buek, N.-n;,‘mn cryving, Uvme
and kisa pappy--he's going t.o!lmmf you,”
“**Dom't go away and leave six all slane 17 sob
both “the Tittle  ones, and clamiber on to the
mattrnss - beside M, and with his childrn
crving in-his arms, he kisses them, and calls bis
‘wife's, name, in. dying cries ; and he hears her

Wi
N
H

5 hollow voive, P9 13

1 atop on the “stairs, he thinks-—but ne, it is ot

hets, - Then, with' those childish figures in his
{last emtned, e dreaws - hild Jasd flevting Lreath,




