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THE FAIRY QUEEN., -* | ney nacross the lake was probable. ~To ‘one at | Harold Grey.  When the: promenading party { by Alfred de Musset, ‘‘1’Andalouse,” which
e least, the fate that prevented the realization of ‘

A YACHTING INCIDENT,

I

A bright day in August; «bundance of sun-
shine to awnken the luke into smiles; a fair
wind hlowing, just enough to sport gaily witly
the tresses esenped from  the circumferences of
Jounty  hewd-covedipgs.  Laughter and song
mingle together us we skim along the water, in
which the worthy Captain of our yncht does not
Join, however, his mind being busy with other
matters, possibly with certain gloomy-looking
clouds thut skirt the western sky. The fairy
fWueen skims ubong like u thing of Jife; the sun.
shine is very bright aud the wind blows refresh-
ment from the shore of Clear Point, now fast
fadmg from wight.  Aday for pleasure with no
thought of care. Wo are a party of congenial
spirits, That young gent lying Torward there,
o a literary wud musical turn of mind, has just
retired to rest himseil after amusig the com-
pauy with a nuuber of ** Pinafore " airs, nnk-
g his best hit when he iuforms his friends,
eyeing the ladies particulurly, that he is called—

' Little Buttercup, sweet hittle Buttercup,

Thuugh he could never-tell why." :
The Captain finds time to say, ** Nor could any-
body clse tell why,”” being n little grumpy, per-
haps, st the sentiment of a former sony, in which
thie musical gent asserted that ke was the Cap.
tain of the Fairy Que.n, the company endorsing
the sentiment by excluiming, *“ And a riglt
good Captain, teo.”

That heavy iudividual, forward, is the Cap.
tain's right-hand man, 15 a trifle this side of
twu hundied, i3 very useful whenever ballast is
requited at any particular end, and at present
greatly tervifies the musieal gent, who'is extend-
ed ut full length, by hopping about hither and
thither guite recklessly, and apparently quite
nndifferent to the consequences of his planting
his feet upon the aforesaid gent. That nterest-
ing looking young lady, gazing pensively into
the water, who at times seetns oblivious to all
arouwsd, wrapped in 4 mist of melancholy pond-
ering amwd again enlivening all with. smwifes and
wit, is from Montread,  Humour whispers that
though still young, and in the fulness of lier
charms, yet over her the grim clouds of care and
sorrow have been hauging for many 3 day. To
nane lns she confided the secret of her sorrow
but to that lady near her, who has reachied that
middie apd happy wayside in life, where the
glory of youth is not forgotten, where the gloom
of durkéning shadaws is not yet seen, and where
the wisdom that comes of éxperence hins been
secured. The truth of this  latter statement
Hope Grange has often . verified.  Hev truest
friend and maost faithtul friend she has always |
tound Mrx, De Warrenue to be.

Five yeurs had gone sinee Hope Griange had
parted from one she loved, Fair visions of future
felicity . had  she painted belore her ‘delighted
fancy ; delightful dreams hind enveloped ber in
their xoit and silken gossamier ; her sky had been

i Lghts were out and th

otre vast expanse of unclouded tlue, and hersun !
beamed huppiness upon har 3 but black shadows ¢
had bedimmed and obsenred all, and hie seened
weary. He who was hers, Harold Grey, hadone |
lovely day received intelligence trom England
which rendered a journey thither tmperative,
and one week wfterward B was on board the
gond ateamsr. Surdanapualus bounding on the
faraway sea The disaster which betelt that itl-
fated vessel is too fresh in the mind of the reader
to requive description. - Within o few miles of
the French ¢onst, in the English Channel, with
seatecly’ a moment's warning, the treachereus
ship went ‘down. - Who thut has witnessed a
shipwreck can’ forget! Struggling  strength, |
gusping weakness, timorous shrieking, silentde.
spatr-~all combine to’ muke the most ternible of |
varthly disasters. Harold Grey, strong, umus-
calar, was -amony the survivars.  Alwer ten
hours' struggle with  the cruel-deep, he way’
picked up ‘moreilead than alive by sume poor
tishermen.  Long and dangerously ill was he;
aud even after returning health his difliculties
continued. By manful determination, however,
e suceeeded 1t overcomiing them all ; crossed
t Euglapd, nrranged his atfaits satisfactorily,
found « fortune secured- to him, aud then re-
turned to bis old home in the West, eagerly nn- -
ticipating the reunion with her from whom he,
had becn “long parted. Imagine his dismay
when he found the old mansion deserted ; Haope
Grauge no_ longer there 3 ** Gone East,” he ws
told ; nothing else could he learn, and eastward
he wearily turned his face.

.

Wé mnst not forgat the Farry Queen. Onward
che sped. . Around her the swallows tlew, kiss
ing the water awd darting upwards, towands the
sun again. 7 Brightly gleamed the sunshine aud
fraahly blow the breeze, and the towers af the
village church of I-s s hagnn touppear in view,
But i fuw miles from the village where the party
infended to-land, the wind began to drop, the
snils to fap idly, and the vacht no longer erested
the waters with fonm, - Keconrse was-had to the
mars, and date in the atternoon the party anded, ©
After spending an hour viewiug the quaint old
¥illage, ity ancient church, its gloomy church-
vard, its eats and dogs, which eyed us curionsly
s donizens from aremote sphere, to be watehed,
not trasted, wo veturned:to the Fairy theeen,
ang found, greatly td our joy, that afresh breeze
way hlowing homeward and. that a-speedy jour-

i there

fanee; Edmund in the wheel-house growled and

Cings to effect a passage throngh his oral oritice.
“Another growl from
i wheel-house | ‘quiet  reigns again

our expectationr, at that moment, must ever be
thought of with thankfulness.” QOn what appar-
ently trifling circumstances does the future de-
pend U Happiness, misery, wealth, poverty—-a
fate as fickle ug the wind seems to waft them to
us. 8o afterwurds thought Hope Grange.

Pretty Louisa Waller, sitting near the Cap.
tuin, says, lovking towards the horizon : ’

“Do you mnot think the wind iy getting
stronger ¥

“Yes, replies the Captain ; “rather strong for
our purpose. . Look !” 5):: suddenly exclaimed ;
**look at those white cups yonder. Drop the
mainsail aud out with the anchor,  Quick 1
. Scarcely had  the command been executed
when the gquall came down, striking the gallant
yacht violently and lashing the waves about her
boisterously.. - With much difficulty the jib was
got in, and the party then breathed more freely.
All :had been cousiderably alarmed. Mrs. De
Wartenne wus pale, but calm:.  Hope Grange
looked upon the scene with a sort ‘of delight, it
secmed, while Louisa Waller, and. Ada, her siy-
ter, rendered no tnconsiderable assistance in the
manipulations so suddenly demanded.  *f Does
the anchor hold 1" inquired the Captain. *“Drag-
ging a little,” was the reply. “ How now ¥’
‘¢ Steady.”  Heavily was the stout little craft
tossed ahout by the angry waves.  The day was
fast drawing to a close ; the wind was high ;
ominous clouds still hung over; it grew cold,
and we were far-from home.. What was to be
done?  Soon- we found the wind dying away
somewhat, aud before long, to our surprise, left
us in complete ealm.  OQur danger was thus re-
moved, but our prospects of getting howme that
night were remote enough. *“ What light isthat
woving yonder ¥ suddenly inquired Ada, ‘¢ A
steamer ' all exelaimed,  Nearer and nearer it
came ; we had no lights, and we began to fear
that we should be run down. A sail, however,
was hoisted, and apparently was seen, for the
steamer turned aside smine distanee away, Look-
ing through the gluss the Captain announced
thut none lmt the pilot was visible, except one
tall figure pacing up and down the deck.  That
danyger over, it was propored to drag at the
weary oars and attempt to veach Clear Point that
evening. This endeavour, however, aftera short
trial proved so unavailing, that the proposal of
Mrs. De Warrenoe to row back to the village ol
B, osuly n {ew miles distant, and thence
telegraph to our friends to relieve their anxiety,
was adopted, sudat eleven o’clock at night we
again, & weary company, stepped ashore.
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returned they were spectators of an interesting
tableau.  Daylight soon revealed our where-
shouts, and it wes ou all hands.deemed highly
expedient to adjourn to the nearest hotel. - No
difficnlty ﬂttcm])ed the accomplishment of this,
and & breakfast party of weary but happy
voyugeurs were seen partaking of the boun-
ties of mine host.” Afterwards we joyfully
embarked for home.  The warm sunshine, the
blue sky, the gleaming waters, the warbling
birds again accompanied us, and when the
church bells of a certain town pealed their mer-
riest chime, and the strains of M.-ndelgsohn’s
Wedding March were awakene{ by our musical
friend, no one was found toregret the squall that
s0 nearly sent us to our reckoning, followed as it
wus by events so auspicious.
R.S. W,
Montreal, Sept.

STREET CATCHES IN PARIS.

I.

The chanson is dead, says the Parisian ; the
joyous couplet is a thing of the past. The
newspapers at the present day do not publish
even verses, because it is no longer ““ dans le
mouvement.”” When we come to ask what is
*“in the movement,” we find people shouting to
the airv of Fuhrbach's potka, *¢ Tout & 1 joie :"

Alt! quelchica
C'pantalon-ig, ab! abk! ah
Quand on le verm

Chacun dira, ah! abh! ab!

This is in the movement now.
was

Last year it

L.e marchand d'vio aa coiu,
N'est pas eucore fermé.

Previously to that Mr. Libert and others were
applauded  with frantic enthusiasm as they
nightly pronounced, to a catching musieal
phrase, some rhythmic eccentricity relating to
a “ Beau Camdélia,” the ** Amant d'Amanda,”
the *“ Canne & Canada,” ¢ Madame Lenglumé,”
or * La Fille i Bastien.”

To be just, it must be admitted that egually
stupid things wers sung years and years ago.
With very few exceptions the popular refrains
that have sues vely been dinned into the
eurs of the Parizians are ax stupid and idiotic as
the ““ Pantalon de Casimir.,”  They have becn
neither the result of a political event, nor a sa-
tire, much less a moral.  The refrain 4 la mode

one hears sometimes even now ;.

Avez-vous vu dens Barcelone

Une ‘Andaloase au teint branl,

Péle comme un héau soir d'uutomae ¢
(’est ma malitrexse, ma lionne,

La Marquess d'Amségul.

J'ai fuit bien des chansons pour elle,
Je me suis batta bien souvent,

Bieo souvent j'al fuit sentinells

Pour voir le coin de 38 prunelle,
Quand son rideau tremblait au vent.

About 1837 somebody invented patois songs,
and Paris was inundated with the sayings and
doings of Norman and Picard peasants. Then,
prssing over languishing romances and muosical
ahsurdities, we come to ‘¢ Les Etudiants,” in
1845. The words of this song were insigni-
ficant, but the refrain was a ““trouvaille.” It
ran :(—* Et youp, youp, youp, la la la Ia "
This meaningless expression singularly amused
the Parisians and was as popular as ““Ohé!
Lambert I'"" was under the empire, oras ‘“ Ah!
ah! ah I”’ at the present moment,

I1I.

From February 23 to June 23, 1348, Paris
reéchoed night and day with ‘“ Mourir pour la
Patrie,” in alternation with the ¢ Marsellaise”
and the “Chant du Départ,” the following
verse of which was modulated with especial
care :

Le peruple souverain ain ain s'avaoce.

Any peaceful citizen who was a light sleeper
had to resign himself and wair until Messieurs
les Patriotes had finished their trio of songs.
Then the voyous used to promenade the streets
at nightfall, ordering the citizens to illuminate
their windows, aund singing : ‘‘ Des lampiouns !
Des lumpions !”"  After tue days of June the
Parisians relapsed into the tearful and low
comic style. They sang Alfred de Musset's
“Mimi Pinson,” *‘ Le Docteur Isambary,”
which has been intercalated in the ** Voyage
dans la Lune under the title of *‘ Les Charla-
tans,” and a quantity of romances, until 1854,
wheu the rage was ‘‘Pandore ou les deux
Gendarmes "'

Deux gendarmes, un beau dimanche,
Chevauchnient Je lung d'un septier :

L’un portait 1a rardine hlanche,

L'sutre le jaune dandrier :

Le premier dit, d'un ten sonore

“* Le temps est beau vour la eaison,”

* Krigadier. répotuiit Pandure,

* Brigadier, vous avez raison.”

The success of this xong was immense, and
“ Pandore’” has remained a wype like ** Jo-

is born nobady knows how or where. Gener.
ally it is & commonplace or-absurd couplet, or a

We Jambed: right beside  the large stenmer
which had passed us us we lay anclhored. - Its
# prospect gloomy. . To
adil to our diseomiart it began 1o rain, and, after

seeuring our vacht, we hastened to throw our. |

selves upon the hospitulity of the Captain of the
steamer.  That galiant oftieer kindly placed his
cabin at ourdisposal, we preferring that arrange-
ment to auy other. Soou we {nund ourselves
spread out tn-ditferent directions an the tloor,
various articles being brought into service as
pillows and wraps.  The stontest. of onr party,
with a small companion, Billy by vame, seeured

a piess of canvas trom the yvacht, and was soon |

sporing in uneonseions bliss. A modest youth,
brother of Miss Louisa, Edmund by name, en-
sconeed  himself in  the  wheel-house, and
the rest  distributed themselves - in  various
positions  and  atfitudes.  But eep vas out
of the question. The exeiting events of the day
kept us nearly all awake, although for a time
was & semblance of ‘slumber,

particular were frequent, and at each disturb- !

arunted as a tived and sleepy denizen has a right
to.  Presently all were starthed by a swdiden |
seream. from the vouth called Bitly, followed vy |
the annonncement that a spider was emdeavonr-

in the
for a time.
Sean, however, our weighty companion grows |
restless o finally zrises and amid-the protests of !
all, who do not relish the danger of  being i
trampled upon, seeks more complete comfort. |
More growls from the wheel-house.  Somebody
then proposes u general prowenade on  deek,
and as they start for the purpose, the youth 1n
he wheel-house swiftly tushes out and_deposits
1amself as far away as possible from the mad-
ding crowd. . i
The promengding party -socn adjourn to the

the younyg man

!
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; pict and the sounds of swiftly moving feet aund
"merry Inghter seem to indieate the advent of

Terpsichore,  Hope Grange and Mrs, De War.
renne alone are in the eabin, [ 1
uproar has evidently aroused: the slnmbers-of

sonie one, for a tall fgure is seen to pop his head !
out of an apartment, is heard to mutter some-

thing and then pop lis head -back again. - Evi-
dently, however, his mind is not yet.al rest,
for a mement after out pops the head again, and
this time surveys the group of .twe_quite stead.
ily;  The group. of two are-about to -withdraw,
when haek goes the head again, to reappear in
abont five muntes, togother with the otuer ap-
- pendages incidental to the human frame, - Evi-
dently he is somewhat- exeited, (or he swiftly
advances to the gronp of two, speaks earnestly to
Hope Grange, places her hands in his own, and
v bt we sl not deseribe too minutely,
The tadl figare is  unone. other  than  thut of

Sudden |
langliter and camotion as some ludicrous inci- | orrain dike -
: dent suggested itsell to the wind of any one in

The continuous |

sinzle line that has had thé good fortune to be
linked to taking musie. Somebody sings it
then somelwndy else lewrns it then suddeniy
everybedy kuows it it is played on all the
barrel organs ; strummed on all the pianos ; and
¢ then, after haviug worried Paris, surprised the
provinces, raised a smile from the proverbially
splenetie: English and provoked the joy of
Yankees, one fine dav, this air; this refrain,
this seie, which nobodv kuows in full, dis-
appears, without leaving apy trace behind it
and gives place to another refrain which will
have the privilege of amusing the most witty
nation in the world while the caprice Jasts, and
which, like its predecessor, will, in its turn,
sink into ablivion.

A retrospective review of the different songs
that were in fashion during the fifty years be.
tween Louis Philippe and the foundation of t e
present republic would alone form an interest-
ing comparative stndy  of the popular taste:
Sometimes this taste becomes ennobled and
puritied, aud conscerates a high and chivaliie

1
:
1
:

%
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Maourir pour Ia patrie,
C'est le sort le plus bean, le plus digne d’envie,

which had suel suecess in 1848, but genernlly
this taste shows its drecadence and degradation
by patronizing such absurdities ag—

J'aiun pied qui riimue
121 Vautre qui se va guére;
J'ai un pied qui r'muoe
F.t Vantre qui ne va plus.

1.

Ou the very motrow of the revolution of 1830
it was in vain that attempts were made to po-
pularize patriotic sougs. The favorite song’in
those days was still the romance, when suddenly
the comie chansonstic cume like a  revelation
upon the Parisians. 1t was just what the gay
and witty inhabitants of the centre of the uni-
verse wanted.  The song in which the geous of
Iyrie cffusion  was created was .o the *“ Bons
seudarmes

. 11 v avait uu'fois ¢ing, six gendarmes
Quiavalent des bons rhum’s de'cervean,

i
i
J
g a'en vont chez des dpleivrs

crisse’” or ¢ Cadet-Roussel.'  Another imumense
success was ‘“Le Sire de Frumboisy,” which
Mr. Cnarles Nisard has called a chef douers
of burlesque, It ran thus:
Aviit pris femn.e, lo sire de Framboisy, (big)
Ls prittrup joune, bientdt s’ea r«peutit, (his)
Partit en guerre pour tuer sqs enuemis, (bis)
Revint de guerra aprés s2pt ans et i (b

There were about twenty verses of this calibre
with this morality :

De cotte histeire, 1a moral’ la voici: this)
A jeune femne, il fuut jenne wuri. iy

This song obtained, perhaps, not a small por-
tion of its colossal suecess frow the fart that
people imagiued that they saw in it allusions to
the emperor and empress.  Where the aliusion
lay nobody knew. But still the timss were
ticklish, and allasions were in the air.  People
felt a want of allusions, and the * Sire de
Frawboisy™ filled that want just as well as
“ Ohé Lawmbert.”

lu the year 1867 the comic song, as sung at
the eres’ wonecerts, attained {ts apoth-osis,
Theresa was tovited to the Tuailenes, and
charmed her audience with the *“ Femme a
Barbe,”" ‘“Rien n'est sacré pour un Sapeur,”
and the 1est of her repertory. Mr. Offenbnch,
too, was in his glory.

Le roi barbu qui 8'avance

Bu qui é'avance, (dis)
If you asked any one if he had seen La Relle
Huléne, he was bound te reply :
Bu qui s'avauce,
Bn qui S'avance ;
and by that token was recogunizable by those
who had seen La Belle Heléne,
1 must stop somewhere. As .1 have said
before, of popnlar refrain. and se'es there is no
end ; they mean nothing, and yet are some-
times appropriate and useful for conversatianal
purposes, for instance...... Wellt. ., .,

Ah ! zat alors
Si'ta sceur est malade

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from practiee,
having ‘had. placed -in his ‘hands by an East
India missionary the formula of a simple vegets
able remedy, for the speedy amd permauent eur.

11
i

Pour avoir do lu bonue 1éyiisse ;

1 épicier Teur donn' des moreeaux de Lois -
Qu'btaient pas suerdeda tout, 0

Puis it {eur dit; Sucez moi ¢a,

Vous m'en direz des bonn’s nouvelles,

Gendarmes nud pompiers appear to have been
good material for comic songs. Thirty years
| Tater we shall meet them again, only one of
them will have been promoted brigadier, . Still
the romance “held its ground for some time yot.
Qur worthy editor will not. allow me space to
quote tho first lines even of half the sentimen:
talities that used to delight the Pmisians;
there is one, ltowever, & charming improvisation

of consumpiion, bronchitis, vatarrh, asthms,
and all throat and lung affections, also a puosi-
tive and radical eure for nervous debility aind
all nervous complaints, after having tested its
wonderful curative powers in thousands of cases,”
has felt it his duty to make it known to his
suffering fellows.  Actuated by this niotive, and
a desire to relieve human suflering, 1 will send,
free of charge, to all who desire it, this recipe,
with full ‘direction for preparing and using, in
German, French, or English,  Sent by mail by
addressing with stamp, naming this paper, W.
W. Sherar, 149 Powers' Block, Rochester,
N.Y, ) @a-0-w,




