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A WELL-BALANCED FAMILY.
THE TALENTS OF THE ABLE MACDOU

GALL FAMILY ARE AT PRESENT NICELY
DIVIDED AMONGST THE PARTIES!

THE HYACINTH.
AN ESTHETIC 1DYL,

Lady D¢ Courcy Montague X

Was a lady whom all the Fsthetics knew 1

She was all but utter and quite ’ll?o-lon,
00,

Her house was really o treat to behold,
With its brick dust veds, sage greens and gokd,
The /Esthcte peeped out from every fold,

I'm told.

She had dadas and plaques on every wall,
And peacock’s feathers above them all,
Medizval and Japanese lilies tall

In the hall.

And her rooms it would gladden your heart to see
With all their Florentine draperie,
And styles of the fourteenth centurie 5

And she

Was awfully proud of her cultured taste,
And lilies and sunflowers everywhere placed,

And every table and stand they graced ;
So chaste!

Her hair she wore in an antique crimp, .

And her dress, the color of a half-boiled shrimp,

Hung down on her limbs unstarched and skimp
nd limp.

Now Lady D¢ Courcy Montague

Possessed a young relative christencd Hugh,

In fact 'twas her nephew as ¢cvery one knew,
Quite trac.

A gay young lad, but a pranky wight,

In Her Majesty’s navy a midshipmite, .

Who in practical jokes took the greatest delight,
The sprite !

Well, hie came 1o his aunt off a 1wo year's cruise,
“Up to all sorts of larks to scare off the ‘blues’,
Telling lots of incredible yarns and news

T'o amuse.

“Why, where are your hyacinths, aunt?” he cried.
They are far more /Fsthetic than all beside,
1n this, just for once, let me be your guide;

I decide

That you seust have a hyacinth ; I know where

I can et you onc¢ and perhaps a pair

Of unrivalled beauty and fragrance rare ;
With care

They'll l:roducc the most exquisite, 5lelic:uc bluom ;

And their fragrance will perfume this mwusty old room

Which to me smells worse than that deu of your groom,
Or a tomb,

') go to the florists at once and try

A bulb of this beautiful flower to buy.

The 1len of no hyacinths! auntie, fie!
Don't cry.”

He soon returncd with a tall, blue glass,

And a bulb wrapped up insome Indiun grass,

““There's a hyacinth, aunt, of the rarest class,
['man ass

If you don'tsec something quite out of the rut
3 your commounplace lilies ; at present it's shut
From sight, but ‘twill he, LI wager my nut,
1 but

When the flower cores out ; just leave it there,

Giive it plenty of water, not too nuch air,

For these llowers of a kind so uncommonly rare
Need care.”

Days passed away, many visitors cane
And admired the bulb and ciynired its nanme,
And far abroad was sounded the fune

Of the same.

And Lady De Courcy Montague

Went ¢very day with a choscn few

T'o see how the beautiful ilower grew ;
T'oo 100,

A few daysalter, well, ten ubout,

A pade white bud came peeping out

‘I'he precious bully was beginning tosprout ;
Shou !

Ol t how my lady watched that germ,
Like—ol ! where shall T hit on ausuitadile tenm?—
As a hungry oad eyes a wriggling worm

Sy,

And every day <aw it larger grow,

“ Oh! soon will my beautiful hyacinth blow ;

Oh! rapture! but'ah! should 1t die, woe! woe!
Oh ¥

Bt it throve and throve, till one desolate dey
A friend from the counury wis passing that way :
Stept in and sat down it few moments 10 sfay 3

. m

LEh?

He eriedl as the hyacinth caught his eyes,
And he opened them wide with immense surprise,
And gave vent to a series of jocular ¢ries

And *“Oh! my'’s.”

“ Why Ludy e Courcy Momazue,

What, in alf the wide world, do you mean o do

With that thing aver there in that tall glass blue ®
Do you

Not know what it is 7" > Ves, 1 da,” suid shie

“Tis a hyacinth precious aslife to me.”

“A hyacinth ! ch? well thiat beats me,

Tehe!?

ied the dady fair,

"\Vl?-, what is it then ¥ ¢

L Well, the name that we give to that thing over there
Ix an ox108, and that’s what it is I:u:.-
Swear,

Then the delicue Lady Montague

Turned ve'l as a peony rose’s hue,

And sniffed au the bulb in the tall gl ss blee,
hew!

Ah ! great was the griefof PDame Montazue
At the wick that was played by her bad nephew,
And out of the windowthe onion flew,

Adicu!
THE BITTEREST BLOW Ol ALL.
A STORY FOR SATURDAY NIGHTS AFTER SEVEN
0’CLOCK,
Cnar. 1

1t is a winter's night ! There is of course
nothing particularly strange in that, as it isa
fact which gencrally occurs seven times a
week during the present scason, hut it suits
the purposc of the writer of this soul-stirring
story to say it is a winter’s night. \What par-
ticular night it is, is, however, not left to the
option of the reader, who must nnderstand
that it is Satnrday evening ; time 9.30.

Crurar, 11,

Sinee writing the above chapter we have
heen considering if we should not let our
readers have the chance of deciding whether
it is a winter’s night, or a winter’s day, but
we have arrived at the conclusion that we
shall not. We must have it a winter's night,
hecanse we want to bring in something about
¢ the pure and spotless snow, reflecting the
silv’ry rays of the fickle Dame of night.” A
noveliat has a sad and gorrowful mission in
this world, and he can’t perform it without

csince for a murtherous assanlt.”

the aid of snow and mooulight, therefore we
must usurp the proud prerogative of deciding
that it is a winter’s night.

Cuae. 111

It is a winter’s night, and tottering fechly
down Lombard-street may be seen the figure
of an aged man, on whose pallid countenance
the light of the moon shows a depth of care
and suffering. It is Phelix O Dollerty the
returned convict. For twenty long years he
has been immured in a penal seitls nent.
And why? Was he not innocent of the
erime for which he received a felon’s doom?
No, he was not !

Cuar, IV,

Wearily poor Phelix plods through the
slugh— we mean o’er the spotless snow, and
at last reaches the door of the humble abode
from which he was dragged by the ruthless
hand of justice twenty Jong years ago. He
tries the latch but it yiclds not to his touch.
He then raps gently, but rcceives no answer,
Two hard kicks meet with no response, but
the half brick he hurls through the bedroom
window, brings forth the head of a female,
wha asks, * What the blazes are yez kicking
up such a row for?” The face of this woman
is strange to him. 1% is not the one which he
has heen hungering to see, and which he
could tell anywhere by its nose broken by his
own loving hand in the carly days of his happy
wedded life. *““Who arc yez?’ asks the
woman. ‘“Oim DPhaylix O'Dofferty,” replics
he in a voice hroken by en:ction.  ** I’hat the
devil do yez want, thin?” “Shure is me
wife, Bridget O'Doflerty, inscide the house?”
#Qch, then, is it Bridget ye¢ wanc? Whoy
she tumbled oftf the wharf in a drunken fitan
was dhrowned siven years ago, hiven rest her
sowl.” ¢ Oh, me poor Bridget, this is indadc
abitther blow. And phat about me only son,
Pathrick?” ¢ He was lagged five years
“Oh! oh!
me poor Pathrick, this is a bittherer blow
shtill.  Shure, marm, ye've pirugs a little
drap ov phiskey in thec house te kape a poor
lone heart-broken owld man fiom dying av
grief?” ¢ Divil a drop hev oi got at allat
all,” says the woman as she bangs the door in
hig face.  ““ Divil a drap,” cehoes lie, ag the
tears stream down his wan face. *"Not a drap
av phiskey, an all the salocns is shut ap, Och
hone ! but this is the hittherest blow of all.”

A Russian nobleman is driving a smallpox
wagon in Chicago; atitled IEnglishmanis cham-
bermaid in a Laramie livery stable, and a
IPrench count is working on the Rock Creck
section. Instances like these show what in-
duements America can offer to scions of the
nobility. Nonc of them need hesitate to come
over from fear of not finding honorable em-
ploymentsuited to their capacity. —~ Bl Nye.

French humor. Madamm X. callsto see
Madam Z. ‘“ How well you look,” says Mad-
am X. ‘“"Dlis strange yon say so,” rveplies
Madam Z. ¢ Why ?” asks Madam X. *Be-
cause,” rejoins Madam Z., “people usually
despise what they do not possess.” This was
written by arenowned French hnmorist, mark-
ed with a blne pencil and sent to this office. It
wastranslaten at our own expense,and we hope
that the pubtic will appreciate our cforts to
please.

e was enjoying this exciting but danger-
ous amusement, when by some mishap he col-
lided with a ston¢ fence and his bended knee
striking a stonc with great violence a fracture
of the patella-knee-cap rosulted.—Peterhoro’
Leaminer. 'The writer does not state whether
the femmr-thigh-bone was injured, ov if the
tibialis-shank — ecscaped  undamaged.  We
think-imagine that the editor-writer ought to
be more cautious-caveful in his statement-
remarks,




