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À GENTLEWOMAN 0F THE OLD St'HOOL..

SHuE lived in Georgian era teo,
Most women then, if bards be true,
Succumbed to routs and cards, or grew

Devout and acid;
But bers was neither fate, she came
0f good West-country folk, whose faine
lias faded now. For us hier naine

Is "1Madam Placicl."

Patience or Prudence-wliat yen. will,
Some prefix faintly fragrant stili
As tbose old musky scents that f111

Our grandauns' pillows,
And for lier youtliful portrait take
Some long,-waist chuld of Hudson's make,
Stiffly at ease beside a lake

With swans and willows.

I keep bier later semblance placed
Beside my desk-'tis lawned and laced,
In sliadowy sanguine stipple traced

By Bartolozzi;
A placid face, in whicb surprise.
Is seldom seen, but yet there lies
Some vestige of the laughing eyes

0f arcli Piozzi.

For ber e'en Time grew debonair,
lie, flnding cheeks unclaiuied of care,
With late-delayed faint roses there,

And lingering dimples,
liad spared to touch the fair old face,
And only kissed with Vauxhaîl -race
Tlie soft white hand that stroked lier lace,

Or smoothed hier wimples,

So left lier beautiful. lier age
XVas comely as lier youth was sage,
And yet she once bad been the rage-

It bas been hinted,
Indeed affirmed, by one or twe,
Seme spark at Bath (as sparks will do),
Inscribed a song to IlLovely Prue,"

Wlicl Urban printed.

I know she thougbt; I know she felt;
Percliance could sum, I doubt she spelt,
She knew as littie of the Celt

As of the Saxon;
I know she played and sang, for yet
We keep the tumble-down spinet
To which she quavered ballads set

By Arne or Jackson.

lier tastes were net reflned as ours;
Slie liked plain food and homely flowers,
Refused to paint, kept early bours,

Went clad demurely;
lier art was sampler-work design,
Fireworks for lier were Ilvastly fine,"
lier luxury was elder-wine-

She loved that Ilpurely."

She was renowned, traditions say,
Fir June conserves, for curds and whey,
For flnest tea (she called it "ltay")

And ratafia;
She knew for sprains what bands to choose,
Could tell the sovereign wash to use
For freckles, and was learncd in brews

As erst Medea.

Yet studied little. She could read,
On Sundays, "lPearson on the Creed,"
Thougli as I think, she could not heed

lis text profoundly,
Seeing sbe cliose for lier retreat
The warm west-looking window-seat,
Where, if you chanced to raise your feet,

You slumbered sounidly.

This, 'twixt ourselves, the dear old dame,
In trutb, was not se mucli to blame;
The excellent divine 1 namne

Is scarcely stirring;
lier plain.seng piety preferred
Pure life to precept. If she erred,
She knew bier faulta, lier softest word

Was for the erring.

If she had loved, or if she kept
Some ancient memory green, or 'wept
Over the shoulder-knot that slept

Withini lier cuif-box,
I know not. On]y this I know,
At sixty-five she'd stili lier beau,
A lean Frenchi exile, lame and slow,

- With monstrous snuiffbox.

Younger than she, well-bern and bred,
She'd found him in St. Giles', haîf dead
0f teaching Frencli for nightly bcd

And daily dinners;
Starving, in fact, 'twixt want and pride;
And so, henceforth, you always spied
Ris rusty "pigeon-wings " beside

lier Mechlin, pinners.

Hie worsbi pped ber, you may suppose.
She gained him pupils, gave bium clothes,
Delighted in bis dry bon-mots

And cackling laugliter;
And when, at last, the long duet
0f conversation and picquet
Ceased with hier death, of sheer regret

lie died soon after.

Dear Madam Placid; others knew
Your worth as well as he, and threw
Their flowers upon your coffin too.

I take for granted,
Tbeir loves are lost; but still we se
Your kind and gracieus memory
Bloom yearly withi the abonond tree

The IFrencliman. planted.

From IlOld JVorld Idylls," by Austin Dobson.
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SHE sent for Kindelon at once, but before lier message could possibly have
reaclied the office of Thbe Asteroid, lie presented himself.

lie badl recently seen the article, and told lier so with a lover-like
tenderness that she found balsamic, if not precisely curative.

-It is fiendish," lie at length said, Iland if I thoiight any man bad

done it I wou]d tlirasi liim into confessîng so. But I am nearly sure that
a woman did it."

"iMiss Cragge 1"

"9You can't thrasb ber, Raipli. But yeu can punieli lier."
"IHow 1 1
"Tlirougli your own journal-TLe Asteroid. You can show the world

just what a virago she is."
"lNo," lie replied, after a reflective pause, Ilthat can't be."
"9Can't be !" exclaimed Pauline, almost hysterically reproachful. The

Asteroid can caîl tlie Ilerald, the Timnes, and the 2'rit une every possible bad

naine ; it can fly at the throats of peliticians wliom it doesn't endorse ; it

can seethe and hies like a witchi's caldroni in editorials about semne recent
regretted measure at Albany 1 But wlien I ask it to defend mie ac'ainst

slanderous ridicule it refuses-it-"
"dAh," cried Kindelon, interrupting lier, Ilit refuses because it is power-

less to defend yen."
IlPowerless ! 1
ciQui s'excuse s'accuse. Any attempted vindication would be merely

to direct the public eye stili more clesely upeni this matter. Ail evii things

hold witbin tleiemelves the germ of their own destruction. Let this villainy*

die a natural death, Pauline ; te figlit it will be to perpetuate its power.
In the meanwhile I can probably gain a dlue te its authorsîîip. But I do

net promise, mmnd. No, I do net promise! "
"4 And this is ahl !" faltered Pauline. "lOh, Raîpli, according to your

argument, every knewn wrong sliould be endured because of the notoriety
whicli attaches te tlie redressing of it."

lie looked very troubled and very cempassionate as lie answered lier.

(&The notoriety is in many cases of ne importance, my love. If I were

coarsely assailed, for instance, I sliould net hesitate te openly confront my

assailant. But with a pure woman it is different ; and with some pure
womien-yourself I quote as a most shining example of these latter-it is

unspeakably different!1 The chastity of somne namnes is se perfect that any
touch wliatever will soil it."

JIIf se, then mine bas been soiled already 1 " cried Pauline- "IOh," e

went on, 4 "yoi men are ahl alike toward us women! Our worst crime ie

that you yourselves sliould talk about us! To have yeur fellow-men say,
cgThis woman bas been rendered the object of a scandalous insuit, but lias

retaliated witli courage," le te make lier seemi in your eyes as if the insult

were really a deeerved one 1 Wlienever we are prominent, except in a
as.ocial way, we are called noterious. If our busbands are drunkards or
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