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Shut fast the door ! Let pot onr vulgar din
Vex the long rest of patriarchal age.

But ane step muore eternal peace to win,
Britain‘s philosopher! old Chelsea's sage !

How they will greet him!  When he nears the home
Where i1wall the deathleas spirits of the dead—

Goethe and Rechiller, * socereign souls,” will come
To crown with fmmorfelles his bonoured head.

Out from the unknown shore. the heroes past—
Cromwell of Eneland, Frederiek the Great—
Will lead the grand procession, and recast
The rol! of geuius that he joined so late.

What will biz measage be, from life to death
irand hero-warshipper of years aga !

* 1s Rritain true 17 they !l Ask him in one breath,
s Faithful to history ¥° He'll soswer, No !

Tn this indictment he mnst pledge bisword—
What warmnt else could an historian sign t—
He lived thmough Britain's triumph, but he heand

With dying enrs the shudder of declive.

Perchance the revolution and the shame
That Jike hlack stadows emssed the Commone' foor,
Were spared him dyine ! Whisper not their name—
Sbut fast the door! He's sleeping. (lose the dcor,
Punch.

A LAW OF NATURE.

1.
WHAT KITTY SAYS.

What does she think T asked her here for, if
it wasn't to fall in lave with him? What does
he think 1 asked him here for, if it wasn't to
fall in love with her?

I've no patience with such stupid people.
Don and 1 met, fell in love, and were married
inside of three mountbs.  That’s the way to do
things. I'm so mad 1 don't know what to do.
She was mad this morning, too, anly she Jdoesn’t
show it as T do : she never tHies into raves.  “¢ [
won't have it, Kittv!"—that was all she saild,
out it was more etfective than if 1 had raved and
torn ronnd by the hour. :

Thev lock so well together, too,——a regular
pair of faxons.  Fven their names mateh, and
1 bad set wy heart on it. It is really verv rude
to me as hostess. There! | knew 1 should ery
if T got to thinking of it again. .

They are such a lovely match. Doy and 1
don’t mateh : we contrast. which is just as well.
He is Spanish.looking, which is ane reazon why
evervbody calls him Don.  He has a clear olive
complexion, velvety-brown eves, and thick
brown hair that he keens very short so meaple
may not know it’s curly ; he's ashamed of it.
I'd just_as soon any one should know my hair
is curly, which makes me think I am raturally
more strong-minded than Den. [ am verv
fair,—not particularly pretty. Of course I know
my good points, and I de thoroughly under-
stend about contrast and harmony.

Shedoesn't think about such things. Luckily,
thoogh, sheis one of the people whose clothes
look as if they had grown on. If she appeared
at a ball in a night-dress and night-cap, all the
men would rave ahout the classic simplicitv of
Ler stvle, and all the women would say, “ Haw
frightfol 1" and the next week the price of night-
dresses and night-caps would go up. )

T've always loved her. She's so strong and
steadfast T like to be with her. She could
never be ““ popular,” though I don’t know why:
people call her proud and peculiar.  But 1 shall
alwavslove her, come what may, though other
people [ love in the morning, hate at noan, and
am inditferent to at night. But she was unkind
this morning.  Anv other girl wonld have been
de]i;:}:to(l with all 1 have done for her. She
said, ““1 won't have it, Kitty. If vou don't
stop, | shall go home.” And so I shall have to
stop.

1 felt so low-spirited I had to go to town :
and I have only just got back. [ feel better
now. I have bought the loveliest pale-green
dress of some gauzy, shimmery stofl, and yards
of the most perfect ribbon, “Thers is nothing
like ribbon, if a K)erson is small enough to wear
it, to make a dress pretty and graceful- A
b;g person with ribbons always makes me think
o

Decked with lags and streamers gay:

Perhaps 1 could have got along without the
dress, for [ have a good many. We are not
rich, and so | thought as long'as 1 had bought
the dress 1'd be economical, as I always am now,
end cutit myself. | went to work. I ecut itall
wrong. Wasted,—comupletely wasted! [ am
the unhappiest, nnluckiest person that ever
lived. Why waa [ ever born, anyway

Then he and Don came home, and Don came
running up to find me. He always does that
the first thing, though we are an old married
couple. We have been married nearly a year
now, and we have never had a quarrel and never
shall. We respect each other, that is why, 1
should no more think of being unhappy or
jealous about Don than—than he would of me.
‘We are both too sure we adore cach other,

““Why, what's up ¥’ suid he, for | dare say |
looked melancholy. .

And then [ rold him all about it. ** It's all
her fault,” I said. It issuch a comfort to have
a husband to tell all your waes to. ‘I have done
everything | can to make them fall in love for
the last six weeks. 1 put them together at the
table, I always leave them to each other on the
piazzs, and there hasn’t been a picnic or boating
party that I haven't seen to it they were to-
gether- Noonecan say they haven't had op—
pop—'' And then my feelings overcame me as
I thought how ungrateful she had been,

Don whistled. T wish he wouldu't; T don’t
think it is quite respectful. And just then 1
looked ont of the window and saw that Mike
hadn't raked the driveway. And, someho.s, it
was too much for me, after all I had been through
that dav, and [ burst into tears. To this minute
1 con't know whether it was my mined dress or
Mike’s stupidity or her perversity that Jdid it.
Then Don laughed, and the more [ eried the
harder he laughed, till by and by he said,
**Wauld vou wind telling me what it's all
about ? for [ haven'’t an idea.”

He is stupid about some things, 1'm afraid,
for my sta’ements are always very clear.  Then
[ told him that the minute he had asked him
down 1 made up my mind be was the mwn she
ought to marry. 8he is just the girl to like a
doctorand a doctor's life and to help him in it
and he is just the man to suit her, he isso manly
and dead in earnest atumt everything, if it's
only a row. And they match splendidly.  Bat
they won't have a thing to Jdo with each other ;
the closer 1 bring them together the more they
fly apart.  She ddoesn’t like him, and he can’t
bear her, and wenld he please discharge Mike
and get another man?

Dan laughed again; then he said, ““They
would sunit each other admirably. But there’s
no hope if you pursue your maddening tacties
nuy longer. Every eveniug this week have |
heen trotted ont on the ¢liffs for no earthly
reason but that he may aveid her seciety, nud,
plead as | may, though my weary legsare about
off, he cannot be indueed to return tll the lights
in the drawing-room are ont.”

“l—kuaw—it,” 1 said disjointedly, “And
she alwavs has a letter to write if they’re left
alone.  And she—savs—-she’ll go home if I don’s
~~dou’t stop.”

¢ 1 don’t wonder at it,"” said Don decidedly.
“1 suppose you think vou could Jdo better,”
said I and 1 odon’t eare if T was eross ;. for men
are absolutelv Jacking in taect, yet there never
was a man who Jdidn’t think he had lots of iz
1 haven'tadoubt of it,” heanswered calmly,
“Then trv it, try ir! 1 wash wmy hands of
the whole atfair.  I'H have nothing more to do
with them. She ean marry—marry Mike if she
wants to.  And 1 fairly hate him. I 1 were
dyiog, I wenldu't have him for my doctor. 1
eare absolutely nothing ahout the whale atfuir,
Don dear, what—what do yon meau to do 2
“Nevermind, my dearest Kitty. With the
hest intentions in the world, it would not be
ditficult to read vou,  Alss, that treacherous
memary of vours woull upset mv deepest plans.”
“Very well, Don,” 1 replied in a dignified
tone : and | ean be very dignified indeed when
I choose. ¢ shall ignore everything. 1 will
neverask a yuestion or try to understand your
plans.”

“And I will wager season tickets for the
opera next winter that in two weeks they are an
engaged cauple,”

“And if they are, 1 will get the tickets,” |
cried.

Don laughed again. I conld not understanid
why. Sometines | fear that Don is hopelessly
frivolous.

1.
WHAT ARTHUR SAYS.

I an aware it would have been unmanly, but
I should have run if Mrs. Blake had kept it up
any longer. But, thank heaven! she has at
last given it up as s bad job. Don's pretey little
wife is the mest charmiog hostess imaginable,
but it is singular how the best of women-~par-
ticularly when the bliss of the married state is
new 1o them—-are addicted to matchounkine.
Donis as desperate spoons as he was when en.
gaged and used to bore me with his raptures,
but, man being a ditferent animal fram woinan,
hr is not bent on my entering the parudise he is
in.
Miss Arklay is the last person T should ever
be smashed over.  Shr is not the style of girl
I conld ecare for, thoush she ivevervthing [ most
admire—in theory.  But ah, the ditference be-
tween theory and provtice ' She is nndeniably
prettv,—uniore than pretty, lovely.  But [ hav
seen homely girls Uliked better. She dresses
to perfection, with a classic simplicity Don’s
wife would do well to copy, for if she have a
fault it is an absolute pawing for ribbons,  She
is elever, but [ don’t care for elever girls,  She
is sttractive, bhut she Jdoesn’t attract me. 1
conld live with her for yeary on the top of Mount
Washington and never care for her,

At last, after six weeks of unmitigated mii<ery,
Miss Arklay and T oare left in peace. We are
no longer hurled at each other’s heads in the
evening. The moon uo longer suggests to Mrs,
Blake the degirability of a stroll. Don and 1
ean start for onr nightly smoke on the cliffy
withont awakening in her the desire to accom-
pany us. 1 want to smoke, but don’t like to,
and it so infuriates me to see Don gpntlig T conld
find it in my heart to pitch both my host and
hostess over the clilfs. She wou't talk, for fear,
I really helieve, of appearing to lend herself in
the smallest degoce to - her fricnd's schemes,
She neeld not fear; [ never coald think that of
her. Our conversation proceeds thus: ¢ Nice
night."—* Very.” Interval of ten minutes,
“ Pretty the moan looks.”’—~ “ Very pretty,”
fervently. I think she is loughing, and 1t mnakes
me more out of temper than ever,  Another in.
terval of ten minuten,  “I'm afraid you're
cold,” —¢ Freeczing,” with a violent, a very
violent, shiver. “Shall we go in "—trying to
say it slowly and reluctantly---* Yes,” with
unconcealoed alacrity. ?

Thank heaven, it is over, and 1 am free to on.
joy the delicious country, with the stimulating
sen breeze 3 to row in the eveniug till there are
miles of moonlit water ahout wie aud | candream
ng it pever occurs to me to drexm on the Innd,
—alotie as though U were really the only being
in the world, und the sea and the moon and
every star somehow belonged to the same plan
ns myself, all parts of soune vast, uukuown, un-
knowable whole. There I am a dreamer. On
land 1 have no time forit.  Of all professions
a physician’s is the busiest, the most practical,
and yet, in some way, the evenings and the
Jdavs seem tofit into each other,

Don evidently admives Miss Arklay.  Even if
1 were so inelined,-—which 1 am not,--it wonlld
be dithicult to get a word with her. He is by her
side on the piazzawhen the people begin to Jdrop
in; ami the Blakes are both very popular.  He
insists on her trying his new doge.cart ; it is she
who wust steer while he rows,  And it is pretty
to see how pleased Mrs. Blake is that he shonld
like the {riend whom she adores. Whata ehild
she is!

She has been unasually guiet to-night, 1
thought she would be pleased to have her friend
spoken of 3 it is a subject of which hitherto she
has never weariwl,

¢ Miss Arkiay is charming to-night,” 1 said,
“CDaon evidently finds her o, What a comfort
it must be toyou, M. Blake, to have your
husbansd and dearest friend so well disposed to-
wanl each other! 1 kuow a fellow who has a
pitched battle with his wife’s cherished friend

every time she enters the honse, and a stormy
time with his wife when she leaves,” ;

“Hew stupid of him ! she said, =g, she
snapped. 1 was astonished,  © never knew Mrs, |
Blake to by out of temper before,—~without any
eause, either.  Then it occurred to me it was
prubabiy the hot dav.  *P'm afraid your head

aches,” 1 said pleasantiv. ** You look palel ]
Don dowsn’t take emough care of you, V|
afrail.”

¢ He does. 17w not pale. My head doesn
ache;”” and there was ne Jdoubt she was in
downright passion as she got ap and tew into
the honse,  Hysteria, evidently,

Mrs. Blake has not much power of selferenres.
sten. 1 she were hurt badily or mentally, she
would always ery ont.  Presently Miss Arklay
went in too, and Dan proposed our asual stroif”
and smeke.  Pretty soon he began in a confi-
dential tene t ** m oglad vou're not struck with
Miss Arklay. | was afruid you would be whien
Kitty wold we she had asked herdown, A doctor
should alwavs marry a rich woman, amid Miss
Arklay has not a cent. Aveid her, my slear
fellow, avoid her.”

* Muchobliged for vour interest in ey
atfairs,” I abd ; bur all the suoue 1 was rather
nettled.

*COh, it’s all vight,” he said i his rasy, Hebt
way. ** Yow'veset my mind atl rest. X poor
doctor hampered with a wife and fanmily is o
pitiable otject.”

* Pmonot exactly s pauper.”

“Youve no business to marry for years.
Have another cigar ! and we may as well go
round the chiths,

1 glanced back at the eoltage.  The curtains
were not drawn, and 1 could see plainly throngh
the broad, low window. Mrs, Blage wis moving
about, arranging or disarranging everything wn
the mante] and tbles. Miss Arklay was at the
piana.  Though [ douot like her, she s an un.
deniably lovely and gracefnl vitl—no, woman
insensibly  the breader, finer wonl counsets
tself with her. | like to see wamen wear white,
aud she setdom appears in anything ol

Don got impatient and tonk my armto o
e

* Let's ge in, Senor Don,” said 1.

v,
:

T
“

I
WIHAT RLEANOL 8AYVS,

1 was thinkingot Dr. Sheftield,-—or rather of
his looks. I have always hud a faney that people
geow to fit their nanes, and 1 should auvwhere
have guessed s pame to be Arthar, ] were
an attist, T eould not rest tifl § had painied him
as the Blameless Kinge,  And then he came in

startle me, 1t came in so on my thonghts,  Thae
next moment o oalmost fanghed at the ineon.
gruity, for he is the last man to assosinte with o |
dream.  That is something of which be dies
not know the meaning. | do not helieve he
ever thinks of anything outside of his profession,
Venus herself would bore him unless she pre.
sented hersel? with some new and complicated !
dsonder.

He eame toward the piane, to my wurprise,
for it has been a mutual ease of Dr. Fell, andd he
made me think more than ever of King Arthur,
in spite of the absurdity of it. 1 wonder how it
is his face has that look, asg though it eould
never be really old 7 ¢ You did not go far to.

night.  Has vot Mr. Bluke been as attractive
as usnal 17 said L 1 never saw him look
handsomer.”’

“ e quite turned my head with his beauty,”
answered Dr. Shethield gravely. ¢ His charms
and the mooulight wers fast getting too much
for me."

“* 8o you flee to where there is neither moon-
light nor——""

He really looked interested. [ don't beliave
he was thinking of a case. But before Lie could
speak Mr. Blake's voiee said, I gay, Arthur,
hunt up Mrs, Bluke's shawl for her.  You were
with her on the pinzza, and my wile suspects

csatfeeed and puepesed,

through the open window so suddenly as to

Seamplacent, iU was but natureal

Cdates buck to Mother Eve

you of baving purloined” her property,”’ And

Dr. Sheflield obediently went, while Mr. Blake
took his place.

1 liko Mr. Blake, but just then— 1do wish
Kitty would not lose her thingsse & He began
in a coufidentinl tone,—~so confidential u slranfgcr
might have thonght he was making love ; “ 'y
ambitions for Shefheld,  1t°s too hot to be am.
bitious for myscll, so, like Mark Twain, T em.
ploy an azent.  DPve great hopes for Arthur,
particularly as long as he remaingsingle,”

“CWhat wonld Kitty think of that senti.
went ' raising my voice so she could hear,
like to see the dimples come in her dear little
baby.face ; lat she was talking with Dr, Shef-
ield, anid did not hear,

“Oh, 'm difteront,  Sheflield is n bigger
man, but he's just the fellow to be swanped by
a woman,—-like Lydgate, you know.”

AT women are not Hosamonds,” | said gy,
dignantlv,

e would be a bad thing for her, toa,  Dae-
tors rarely get rieh, and the wife of a poor doc.
tor has au unenviable lat. No; my ambitioy
—hy proxy - dies if Shetheld marries,”

And theu it laxhied across me that he meant
to warn me, 1 glanced enddenly up, and saw
that I was right., [t was soidiotic to turn scar.
fet !

' The wife of a poor doctor
meditativedy,
it wonld he !
pleasure, a
month -

CClam tired, and think Twill sav goodonishy,
L said, and taok partivular care it was wimply
tochow him | oresented his well-omeant bur mis.
taken counsels —to sy pood-night as sweetly aw
I coull to King Arthur.

he went on
< What o eramped, wretebed life
Household worrtes, ne society, no
constant struggle from hand ty

Iy,
WHAT DONALD 5AYS,

It was the anmiversary of our wedding-duy.,
Ritty did not speak of 2t0 0 Of conrse 1 eonld noy

let the day go by unnoticed, so | brought home

a peart eross Dthought che would funey, ¢}

SHppuse Yoh Bave forgntten what day 11as 7 |

csablows 1 odndd 3t du ber fage,

© Forgotten 17 she repeated 1 ] have been
thinking of it all dav.™
“ Do you like it 87 Tasked, Tor she did not

saay a wornd abtout the erase, anly sat fonking «

it then she looked at me, and, tomy wlonish.
ment, her eves were full

s avear ago, Dan't she begnn ina beeath-
less, earnest way. ' Hoave yon ever regretted
itt i it were this time a twelvemonth age,
would vou st <ay tome what vou did then ¥

Wi, Katty " wax all 1 conid say, and fin
w moment 1 thought the hot weuther had athecr-

cod her biesdn,

I iw se, ol Doncdear, believe e, T wonid
bear it. She is sa much more wotthy vour love
thau 1, and how conld you have helped caring
for her 2 My ouly prayer would b for vour hap-
niness, for the happitess of vou both, and that
[mizhitdte to wive 1t you, 1 eould not want 1o
Hye then, vou know ™

SRty Rivy L eried, hadffrightened at
this solewmty from Kitty, whose dunples are
never abwnt, sven though 1 eould not uneder-
stard her.  Dear, my one prayer in tegant to
death wenld bo that anighe Jie e, 1050 were
not that T know the Mask it wonld make lite
to v, A« itis, oh, my dear, Jet oy pray that
we may die together””

*Then soundon't tove Eleanar 17

@ Love Eleanor ! and then the ntter absue-
dity ofthe ided oot gpon me, and, theagh 1
disl ray test to kevp serious, 1 ocould not speak
for Laughter, For onee Kitty did not wems to
mind being langhed wr, and in a miinute she
Joined me, Her arns were about my neck as

“she whingered, ** Don dear, forgive me ; 1 aught
Cto have knownt [t was only becanse THoved you
. both so sdearly. Yon were both so perfert to me

I thought vou mnst be the same tocach other;”
and LJid not feel Tike laughing as 1 thought of
what my Jittle wile ool sileatly, if foolishly,
And where i3 Dir.
Shetlicld 17 shewsked hadfan hour Iater. ¢ Did

ot he come Lhome with you v

¢ No further than the beechies
in the hammock there,””
“Oh, Do’ whe began with her eyes wida

Fleanor was

Sopen,  yorsdon't meane— -2

1 think 1 do o and if iy tone was a trifle
What wax
Machinvelli compared with me? and was not
Talloyransd hom<elf a bungler ¥ 1t iz a Jaw that

and of peaple only
understood it and practised it as 1 'h:we done,
thers would be fewer mesalliances aud no run-
ing away with papa’s coachman,”

And just then who should appear coming
across the fawn but Arthur and Fleanor, bath
looking supretely happy-—and guilty ¢+ ¢ My
dear, T may as well begin to save up, so you can
pay your wager like an honest man,” snid 1,

Esrien Wannns, Lipptncott’s Magazine,

Brociep IN.—The train had run into a snow-
drift, and the engive was butting its head in
viin against & six-foot bank. ** For once the
iron horse appears to be heaten,” cemarked a fut
woman in n osecond-class  carringe. “ You
shonldw’t eall it an iron horse," mildly reproved
a solemn-faced mun,  “Why not ' asked the
fat ‘woman, in some surprise.  ** Becaunse it's
block tin,” softly wurmured the solemun-faced
man, as ho gazed out of the window nnd ncross
the wintry waste, with a far-away look in his
eye,




