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SISTE VIATOR1.
What is il that lu dead 1

Soniewhere there is a grave, anti omnething lies
('oli lu the ground. andi stîre not for aay .1gb.,

Nor songs that I en make, nor »miles from me,
Nor tenderest toolish words that I bave said :

Something there was has hushed and will not be.

Did it go yesiterday,
Or did it wane away with the old years f
There hath not been farewell, nor watchers' tears,

Nor opes, nr vain reprieves, nor strife with death,
Xor lingering in a tasteti-out delay :

None closed the eye, nor felt the latent breath.

But, be therejoyons skies,
It li nsot la their sanihine; ld the aight
It i.n otla the silence, anti the liglit

Of ail the silver stars; the flowers asleep
Dream no emore of it, nor their morning eyes

Betray the secrets it bas bidden them keep.

Birds that go singing now
Forget it and leave sweetuess ieaningless;
l'ho. tful nighingale, that feigns distress'l'o siag Il aIl away. lows on by rote ;
lie seekin lark, la very Heavea 1 trow,Shall in an memory to informi her note.

TIhe voie~es of the shore
Chim not with il fs ofrde sl nthe wood,
W'hsere it was souli of the vast solitude,

ut hath forsook the stillness; dawn and day
An. the deep-thoughted dusk know it no more:

Ilis no more the freshess of the May.

Joyb ath it not for heart;
Norausic for its seeond subtler tonue.
iloasssing what Îaasic's self bath neyer sang:

Nut very Sorrow needs it hell) her weep.
Vanished from everywhere! what was a IrrtOf ail and everywhere! lost into sleep.

What was it ere il went I
When-e had it birth i What e its name to call.
That gone unnssed bas leit a want In ail I

Or @hal 1 cry on Youlb, la Jane-time st11111
Or cry on Hope, wbe long ince am content 1

Or Love, who held him ready at my willli

What ia Ilt alsa sdeasi
lireath a a fowert aea-frhueuson a wind tOh, deurest. what is that that we should And,

If you and I at length eould winIt back f
What have we ait. and know not It hath Led 1

Ileart of my heart, could It be love we lack i
AoUsTA Wzsmra.
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AN IDYL.

The Cenetery of Montparnasse. Day sinks;
the avenues grow lonesome. Alon g a th be-
twoeen the tomba glides a young girl a s
dow ; through the twilight her face is seen to be
ehlarn'ing

Wlîere is she goii i 'TI it not to kneel beaside
the grave of some relative ?

No.
'lse young girl, after looking behind her as if

t, sake durethat she was nuot followd,aniakes a
sleîs datour, approaches a vault, and rapscautiously on the door, which instantly opens.
le who opens it is a young manof about four-

and twett-a broad-shouldered, good-natured
fellow with his sleeves rolled up, who has stood
his spade in a corner.

The girl says hastily•
" Shut the door ! Quick ! No one must see

i"e. "
'Dont't be afraid, Miss Julienne."
"I certainly thought I shouldn't be able to

coims.."
"*Ieally T"
" At the very last minute a fat old lady came

who had to be shown some marble for her dear
departed. She finished hy not buying any.

"PerhapS she thought it wasnt solid enuugh,
and he'd get out. Ha, ha !" (He Iaughs.)

"Gracious ! " (She lauglus too.)
"The fact is, I was beginning to despair of

seeing you at all this evening."
" I had to work awful hard, you see, to get

the old wonan to let nie out at ail."
" How pretty you are ! "
" To-day, I nade eight 'eternal regrets 'of

lowers. All of full size." '
" What fairy fingers!" (Kisses her hand.)
" Ah ! Some one is ing"
"' Tis nothing! A child funerl ; it was

delayed ! There is n one following. The
imourners have ail gone to supper, and there is
no danger of anybody strolling about."

" As you see, Monsieur Joseph, if my parents
knew that I give you rendezvous they would
whip nie. My! how they'd give it to me ! "

" Don't ou think they would accept me if I
should declare my intentions 1 "

" Look what you are about ! Papa has ambi.
tious notions.",

"I know that very well."
1 He wants me to marry-he's crazy over it-M. BardIs son-the man who made s much

money flik bis ptent plaster angels with ena-.
misIe yes, lie dolls."

,, now ; they look very well on a tomb-
stone."

"The oldl wonman has otber views."
" Ah I your mother."
"She told me as nuch while I was muaking

mîy 'eternal regrets.' 'You see, Minnie,' says
she, 'i our station uf life a girl may aspire toe
aîsything. Death bringe us into contact with
the very best society.'",

"That is very truie."--
" 'For the reat,' she went on, 'nothing pre-.

vente you fromt becoming a countess or--any-
thing. It will happen that somes rich gentleman
comes to the shop to buy. Why, I know a
îsarble-worker not half as good as we who -mar-
ried his daughter to a rich bkowho had cm
to order a monument for his-niscome

"Ah ! your mother said that?"
" Yes, and she added, 'It is a greatth to

be looked at through teatrs''' ng

"And what did you say, Julienne!?"
dI I said nothing. What good ii there in

being obstiate !"
IYou saii nothing. You( do not love, mue,

then ? " (Pinehes hier.)
Ingrate!-e

"Listenî, sonietimes I have doubts. The
other day, for instance, as I went by you were
chatting with a little fellow/'

diBusiness ! Il
,Ikîow, but his head was mighty close td

yours."
i1was slowinig himî soume specmuien inscrip-

tions for his uncele's tomî'astonle."
dThat is possible ; but lie touched you too

inuch,--to say nothing of his coning agan îext
day !"

"That was because somnebody told hii that
Gothie letters wouIld be more consne ifitt."

"That'. possible, too ; but the fact reinains
that you are open to temptations every day of
your life. There's that author who brimgs you
tickets for the show every time lie visits his
wife's grave in the second lot, first section."

1 can't live shut up like a nun all the timte ?'
, Oh ! Julienne, sonetiies when l'm digging,

sad thoughts go through mîy brain, and I some-
times env those whose skeletons I turn up."

dI w is you wouldn't speak of stucli thigs."
"Then you love une ft",
"Wult I be berif I didn't "

Dearet! Hold !-here are somne canelias I
savedfor you fbrui the coffin of a marquise who
ivas bîtriesl thi*îonn!

Yon imprudent fel how!ç 4tiplpose somie one
ld seen you •t,",

diArsun't they beautiful 1 Oh"
"I have a whole collection of fiowers you have

given me. I have them in a little basket with
some imi mortelles."

"Really?"
"Hark ! I hear somebody."

It is nothing; it is those cursed rats im the
vault. The other day, one of them climbed up
and ate a whole candle-only the wick was left.
~Julienne !"9

"What .,
STel ie again you love me."
"Itis too late. IMust go."I

"No. Ah ! you love exhumations ; there
will certainly be one to-unorrow."

"Ah!"'
"For a law case-a poisoning. There is to be

an autepsy."i
"At what time ,,
"Seven in the mornng,,
"ll tell mamma that I want to see it.
'l'Il place you in the very first rank."
"Thanks."

"And afterwards ?"
"Afterwards ?"
'Won't you find one little quarter of an hour

r nie?,
1 t is dangerous."

'' pray you ."
"No."1
S I supplicat!

"I cannot con pronise myself."
"Because you D not love me."
"Monsieur Joseph, that is not true."
" Ah, yes....I am not rich enough. But I

work well. What would you have Y Business
is slow. Since they took it into their heads to
attend to sanitary niatters in Paris there bas
been no cholera in ten years. How could I be
well off ?T"

There goes sohnebody."

"Ah! Mon Dieu!"
" It is Paul, the big grave-digger; he is a little

tipsy. Hear him sing."
"I, anm afraid of hiuun-I won't comehere again

"Julienne !"
"If-let go of nie
" Will you not, dear' t" (Embraces lier.)
It is alnost nlight.

"Adieu!"
Adieu !"

"To-monow "'

"To-morrow!" (From a distance.) "Don't
forget the exhumation st seven o'clock."

"No."
She throws a kis to h, and disappears in

the darkness.

(For the CANADIAN ILLUsTRATYEI NtEws.)

ON DIT.
How much "they" have to answer for in these

days (I was going to say idegenerate" iays but
that I thiik the belief that the world is any
worse now than it was ini the days of our grand.-
fathers.is only a popular fallacy,) what probable
and improbable, .possible and impossib[estories
are laid upon their shoulders i From the peopsle
who betray confidences from an utter incapbihîty
to keep secrets to cloak their faults by "tha s
such and such a th'n is gon to appen, the
members of some poltica party who inadver-
tently lot out somte words of coming events, so
that it gets into the paper under the above hsead-
inîg, te the sonsy Scotch landlady who prefaces
ber news of the day, by, " I dinîna ken, but
some person was sayin the day," the are ai
alike, noue probably thinking of howfyare ae
miy go started ini such an apparently innn
way. 'Stories with little or no foundation as-
sume such ' utic proportions i a few days

inmnngto their origmna-torsu'uchu.ne that thyhear the with
with uch nintnonalzi , nepeat them

areb fush ute loa xaggeratw that they
aegiven fshimpetus to travel their rounds,

gathering proportions on the way. .

Stories started from a partially heard remsark that he had no means to utilize his talent or to
uade by a neighbour, a dnîly visible figure seen obtain his daily breas. He lappened, however,
in the gloaming, or the dusk of early day, a to understand the art of book-keeping, and, by
sliglhtly outré proceeding of sone known or giviug a fow lessons in this, preserved himself
uînkhnown individual, which is interpreted by froin utter want. While in this low condition
sone gossip loving beholder who rather prides he noticed one day in a public journal a proposaIhimself or herself on their cleverness at putting made by Offenbach t give the proceeds of the
two and two together (often making six or more), first representation of ' Docteur Miracle' to the
-who would be aghast if you hinted that soute composer who should write for it the inost accept-
msiserable scandal was the end of such an inno- able score, the ierit of the music to be decided

' cent beginning, never dreamuing of such a thing by *a large and competent committee. Lecocqwhen they told their conjectures to the next seated hiiiselt at the piano, and, spurred on by
person they met. Sueh results are generally iecessitv, resolvei to do his 'level best,' On
laid to womtain's charge, but ny experience is comîipletinsg liis task lis, as a hundred other
that amnonig woien they searcely ever get be- aspirants for the prize, called on the concierge of
yond gossip, while amîong men they don't stop the theatre, and awaited the decision of the
short of scandal. Were one to hear the conver- comîliittee. After long deliberation it appeared
sation in) a smoking rooi at a club, one iight go to the exinibsers that two ts ositions out of
out froi amtongst its occ'upansts, with little faith the uniber laid before them ha very great and
i womlieil and none in men. It's "-I say Jones nearly equal inerit. They then unsealed the
they say that" &c,, &c., and forth there pours a envelopes and found that one of them contaiued
scandal that warps oue's finer feelings, like the naime of George Bizet and the other that of
ibroken strings played upon by rude untauîght Charles Lecocq, the futur- author of the
hand. Characters taken away in the putiff of a ' Perruque Blonde.' His woirk was received with
cigar, lives cruelly shattered while they draw up isuih applause ; hie was encouraged to proceed '
a chair to rest their legs on, society benired but his reputation was by no meanus made. Ha
and vilified while waiting for a light. No fear of then coiposed ' L'Amour et son Carquois,' and
prosecutions for libel disturbs them, for are they soon afterwards the ' Fleur de Thé,' which was
not ierely repeating what " they say ?" rapturously received, and which the iusicians

This is unot exaggeration, for i can recal considered the prettiest piece of the kind ever
instances in proof of such ; of one fair delicate written. His head was now above water, and
girl who was dealt her deaths blow, from the his shabby coat exchanged for one of fine broad-
similarity of a Christian nane being enlarged luth. ' Who, is this new coniposer ? He bas
upon, her naime and fane bandied about by men good points, verre, and origiality ; who is he ?'
who, had they thought of the mischief they were cried the friends of Rossini, Auber, and Offen-
doing, would have liesitated, and when months bach. Nus erons. When the late war aime
afterwards the mistake was discovered, their on Lecocq retired to Brussels, where ie was for
sorrow, if any, was useless, for their victim was a while forgotten ; but he was not idle ; and as
dying on a foreig ushore, the only child of a the smoke of battle rolled away they began to
widôwed mîother, whose cp of sorrow was full hear the charming airs of ' Cent Vierges;' and
to overflowing before. Of the fate of a promis- then the fresh and sparkling ' Fille de Madame
ing younig man scarcelyiun the prime of early Angot' came, which has now nade the tour of
manhood talked by the rumours t t float about the world and the composer's reputation. In
of his doings, goaded almost to madness by the one theatre alone-the Folies DraInatiques-it
cold looks and studied 'avoidance of former lias had ive hundred representations. This
friend, too proud to do or say anything to stem operetta has been followed by the ' Girofle-
the current or explain his actions, thinking in Girofla' and the ' Près de Saint Gervais,' whieb
the arrogance of youth and strength that he have, as well as that, the ring of original genius.
cares not what "they say," he will lve it down, Thiese works have raised the composer fromt

hilosophizing that everyone has something to povel ty and obscurity to the front rank of the
ive down be it great or small. But where one usical authors of the present age, and the

succeeds how many, finding the battle too strong. prominent irs are played, sung and whistled, as
give it up, take to drinking, and sinking into a those of 'Tancredi,' ' Norma,' and the 'Fille
premature grave, leave a lonely wife and suall du Regiieit' were a generation ago, all over the
children to fight the world unaided. world.

In the latter case Ilthey" go te bis funeral,shake their beads sadly over his fate and ofteuias not remark te each other, that after all "the FANCY DRESS.
say," those atoies about him weretnot true- A Paris fashion correspondent thus unburdensthus rendorng tardy justice wbeî-e tbey lîad nu hersait on the' subject of dresses woî-n at the re-right te judee, go back untaught by experience cent Opera tasked bal:dr"sHee is one. Iti
te listen aga n te wat "tbiy say."s But wbat a Sphinx, a perfect Sphinx costume. It is grace-
mîattertschjustice, could it bn g tie spirit ba k ful and ricl, and the bead-dres was entirely ofto arth, couhd it dry thewidorm 's tearsor sone new inexplicable gold tissue, very pretty,smooth rugb road and steray paths for the and very effective indeed. A nother dress (this a
todding beings left in te darkened house-it sinp le hall costume, worn by an inmnate of onewere we l. In either of these cases which alas ! of th efirst tier boxes) was of pink silk (bodiceare but types of thousands, are "they" not and skirt to match), with white moire bows onmurderers ?-murderera untouched by the laws of shoulders, and on the back point of the bodice.man ; but whai of those of Godi . A double scarf of pink gauze, edged withs white

Mon are sot alone, however in this. There is silk fringe, surrounded the skirt, and fell in longa classoutwomen irosa sharp tonges spare noue ends at the back. These scarfs were held to-in wbose lives there is a single aw, fancied or gether on the right side by bows of white moire
true it sha hc tit ascrows te carrin, gloat and on the left side by a chatelaine of flowers and
over it, shar n their ts hi it, glorying in the foliage which reached nearly to the hem of the
possession uf the lateet thing "they say." How skirt. A wreath to match the chatelaine was
many poor creatures have been hunted over the worn at the btek of the head. Pink satin shoes,globe tn searc u soume place where tbey could very pointed at the tees, and pink fanm, (signedbegin a new life, by the cruel " they say." Gueslii ). There was another dress, of pale-blue

Sot e there are, thank heaven ! who have lived silk, covered in front with an apron of tea-roses.
dos their saders, more have hived to punish At the back a train of white matelasse, with
the cruel toAgues trough their owner's defeat bodice te match. Aitother dress was of lightand chagrin. As I write, the memuory comes to mauve, covered with a black lace tunie, enbroi-

nde udabeautifuh girl who knowing of their dered with silver. Another of green satin, withtlanders and leaving the roon, o eretshe knew a tunie and cuirasse of silver filigree. Still
they waitd but er exit te boid forth, turned another, a long black velvet skirt, trimned atand witb a curtsey suogracefui noue could back with a deep flounuce of velvet, and a cuirasse
imitate, said, Il(iood-nigbt ladies, I go, but, and apron tunie of white mother-of-Jearl orleave msîy character behind mse "' That speech white tulle. The tunic was tied at the back byias long remembered, for she lived to become of bows of white moire ribbon. Mlle. de R-
bigh ank and to see her slanderers eringing for was in white velvet, with cuirasse aud apron uof
ber siles. hwhite crepe de chine. Square bod--sleeves to

It isetrue that thetbalance of society could not elbow. Being very fair, aliost w ite, he' hair
be kept ena it not for the guantlet all must looked as if it were powdered, and altogether she
rua, that the fell-t ibatI"they say" h the herself looked lige a 'marquise' of the last ceu-
greatet aifeguasurd the iell-being uotsociety as. tury. Finally, there was a white satin dress,Sh ii aine cass out of tehsI. tbey say" h un-- covered by ruchings of white tulle. The inovelty
chanitable and if their live were looked into, it of this dress was a bouqiet of roses whih wasjould be found very oten thato they say" only placed on the left shoulder, whilst the foliage,judge othera by thetselves, though furtuuaately falhing back, looped up a tuie of white tulk. onfor their future, it is more frequently done unin- th 'rightaideutthekirt. Rosesin tie liai."tentionally, thoughtless speches, houka or deed-e r
as thoughtlessly repeated or construed, the re-
suIts undreamt ut and unwrished. Lot ns thinik
thon that in the future sema ut the harm done H M R Sby "they say" may be laid te ur charge and be AMisGuiu'irseunabyasîuihoe
charitable, for " Charity, suffereth lonu sd h nA M s loe was cadck -outed br bai mansst whose

•-n. une guI more lu mnake hlm a perfect fish

A P'oxTAi Lcar'd puickesd.up ini the sreet et Nom-
THE OMPSER F "A FILEcEbs. <Conns.. tIse sotber day imore thmis sobemn apîpeal:THE CO I>OSE 0F "L FILL DE 'eer maary- for ins- or Godi senti me a pare ut pantîs."
MME. A NGtOT.'' T rAÀnEnl-" Who w-as thîe tiret mais ?" Hads

A Paris corres >ondent irrites ut Lecec . " H schlasr-" Wasintgton: he a-as the first ln war, first ins
al oq . o -- Teacher-" No. do ; Adanm was the first man."s:is an origina gantas ; ' a nmative-bon musician,' Headi schoar-" oh, if you are taiking of foreigners, J

ns u exprs it hi Aerica; but ha iras lon us 'pose he was."
Pisngi on t 3rd sef. Hi 1834 occurre nu "RicnEtLIEU" iras being played in Corlindta,
whrisc ho n dyuJune, 13; sud povert, Pa. In thse fith act. at lb.. point where thse cardinmas

,hc is nu bad thng for a boy who lhas te takes tise wrrit froms De Barada.s andt recmaims hie power,wit to go with it, w'as the companion ut bis ear- a man lu the audinace bîshtd. "lThansk Odsî there's
Iy years. Hie funud umeans, however, in 1850 to a change in that admniisralia."
enter the Conaervatory.of Musiue, which bas sent A KENTU'K Y paper thsinks that- a cunîtryt .rth su man distinguished artists ; and bore he which le eat out hy grassho»peresl imte suismmer, ansti
studied faith ully unitil 1855, when ha discovered, where whlskey fresaes soîlid a thse winter. milght hae ad-

La u d d f h - - - - -naeni Ielfs ieecmeeos,..j.., .
u n i reii5 yss or ot er atusîmans flre,1 moble red iitai si he.prairie iog.
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