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As Funny as
------:o:—

I Can.

1 wrote some lines once on.a time 
In wondrous merry mood,

And thought, as usual, men would say 
They were exceeding good.

They were so queer, so very queer,
I laughed as I would die ;

Alhiet, in the general way,
A sober man am I.

I called my servant and ho came ;
How kind it was of him,

To mind a slender man like me,
) - lie of the mighty limb 1

u These to the printer,” I exclaimed,
And, in my humourous way,

I added (as a trifling jest),
“ There’ll be the deuce to pay.”

He took the paper, and I watched,
And saw him peep within ;

At the first line he read his face 
Was all upon the grin.

He read the next, the grin grew broad,
And shot from ear to ear ;

He read the third ; a chuckling noise 
I now began to hear.

The forth ; he broke into a roar ;
The fifth; his waistband split;

The sixth ; he burst five buttons off 
And tumbled in a fit.

For days and nights witlv sleepless eye,
I watched that wretched man,

And since I never dare to write 
As funny as I can.

T M A WIFE.
ff'v _ *r r *# »

I was sitting iii one p/ thosq crimson plush 
chairs which adorn the office of the famous 
St. Nichçja s,with my feet upon the iron rail
ing in front o©!ie window, and deeply think
ing of the events which transpired in the 
weeks prepéfdiâg. r I was ip a quandary., I 
had been despatched upon an errand by my 
considerate father, and had failed to accom
plish my mission.

I had arrived in New York that morning 
direct fromChicago, whîch lattcr place I had 
visited, to try and fall in love with a beauti
ful young lady,and thereby please my father 
who repeatedly asserted that nothing would 
cure me of my nonscncc and make a man of 
me, except marriage.

You may infer from the above words that 
1 had been, what is commonly termed wild ; 
not so ; my only sin was indolence and a love 
of ease, which is not strange, as I had been 
reared in the lap of luxury, .and indulged to 
the full extent of my wishes, and in conse
quence thereof, I, at the age of twenty-five, 
was a little careless, generally happy, and al
lowed to nourish the pleasing reflection that 
I was heir appeared£Xh&lf a million.

My father, who from his. boyhood had 
rarely known an hour of idleness, looked upon 
my habits us detrimental to . myself and de-1 
Btruction to my prospects, for to use his own 
expressive phrase, an idle mind is the devil’s 
workshop. In its literal sense this did not 
apply to me, and he knew it, for I had never 
given him the slightest cause to reproach me 
for any un to war,d act; fife pply: charge he 
could bring against me, was the one previous
ly referred to.

How to eradicate my laziness and kindk 
in me some ambition, was a theme that had 
long occupied his mind. AftSr mature re
flections, he arrived at the conclusion that I- 
must be married, and argued that the re
sponsibilities of a home and |he influence of 
a good woiqan^vould arousdiny latent spirit, 
and render me of some account in the world.

Of marriage—strange to say—I nourished 
a dislike, a settled repugnance which prom
ised to make me a veritable bachelor. I 
timidly ventured to suggest this to my fath- 

4 er, who thereupon became indignant, and in- 
: formed me that a lone man was the most abject 
* useless thing in the world, and to prove his 

words, while his voice faltered as he pro
nounced the name pointed to the life of my 
mother who bad been dead: some years, yet 
the thought of her even then, called the tears 
to his eyes, and flingihg some uncomplimen
tary adjectives at me for my perverseness, 
he left the room.

My fatiaer’s words 'uttered iri his short, 
hurried though "kind way, softened my ob
jections somewhat, and knowing that it was 
his deep regard and consideration for nay 
welfare that urged him to make the proposi
tion, I followed him into the library and gave 
my assent. Aé M ' : \ ;

He appeared much gratified at my deci
sion, and immediately wrote a letter to a 
friend in Chicago, Uhtiwasoftlrféc 
lovely daughters. I was at a loss to compre-

father 
by it 
hour’s

hend why I should travel to the far West in 
search of a wife, and asked him somewhat, 
jocosely, if Massachusetts did not afford suf
ficient young ladies for a choice ?

He nodded assent, and presently informed 
me that the reason why he desired me to 
proceed to the West was, that the wife of his 
friend had been, in years gone by, a bosom 
friend of my mother, and to impress more 
fully upon my mind the particular reason 
why I should woo one of these young ladies, 
he slowly added—A woman that was a 
friend of my wife, must have daughters who 
are in every respect qualified for the noble 
position of wife and mother.

That was sufficient. When my 
spoke in that tone I understood more 
than some men could convey in an 
speech. Accordingly I immediately began 
preparations for the journey, and that night 
left the Modern Athens for the West.

In due time I reached my destination,and 
was most cordially received by my father’s 
friend, who exerted himself to the utmost to 
contribute to my enjoyment, and cause me to 
feel at home.

I experienced peculiar sensations. I did 
not relish this manner of choosing a wife ; it 
seemed to me like the aboriginal style of the 
parents of the lover presenting the girl’s 
father with belts of wampum, and then the 
appropriation of the daughter by the son. I 
tried to drive this feeling away, reasoned 
with myself, thought of my father’s desires, 
but despite all my efforts, my repugnance in
creased rather than deminished.

Unfortunately the young ladies were ail 
blessed with what we are wont to term golden 
hair and azure eyes, which—unfortunately 
again—were my especial abomination, as my 
own hair and eyes are of a similar shade, and 
as a rule, we all admire our opposite. In 
considération of my fathers wishes, I endeav
oured /o overcome this objection, and men
tally stigmatized it as nonsense ; yet all my 
-trying was useless, and I really became to 
dislike1 them for that alone, as in all other re
spects either of them were pre-eminently de
sirable.

It was useless to struggle against fate,and 
and affer a short stay I bade my friends 
adieu, jmuch to their expressed regret, and 
started for home.

As d remarked at the opening, I had reach
ed NcW York, and paused there to consider 
my position. What should I do ? I dislik
ed to return to my father and incur his .dis
pleasure. I could not remain there for any 
length of time without inTorming him, for 
that would savor of deception, and that was 
something which I had never been guilty of 
with him

I was perplexed, and as my thought in
creased, became provoked that I should be 
dictatdd when to marry, and who to marry, 
and to quiet my excited nerves, I drew a 
Havana from my case, and leaning back in 
my chair determined to forget my unpleasant 
position, ignore the subject that annoyed 
me, and let circumstances develop my action.

As I raised my eyes to the sheet, my 
glance fell upon a Broadway stage. At the 
same moment a face therein was turned to
ward me, and such a face 1 It caused my 
heart to beat tumultuously for an instant, 
and then I again looked up, hoping to catch 
a glimpse of those transccndantly lovely fea
tures, which,like a dazzling meteor,had flown 
before my charmed and bewildered senses. 
That, alas was denied me ; the vehicle had 
passed", and like a vision the fair face and its 
owner had disappeared from v^pw, but not 
from my mind. In the instant that I had 
beheld that countenance, the greatest of all; 
photographers-—lotc —had tran sferred them ; 
to, and stamped them indelibly upon my 
soul. I still saw those rich folds of silken 
raven hair rolling back in rippling waves from 
that celestial brow, those deep, languid eyes, 
which seemed swimming in pensive tender
ness, and were the doors through which the 
pure soul within cast its resplendent rays, 
those satin cheeks upon which bloomed the 
roseate hue of health, those carmine lips upon 
which nature had lavished her choicest 
efforts, apd which defied earth’s art to imi
tate in their matchless chiselling.

All this flashed through my mind in an 
instant, and leaping to my feet I dashed 
through the ball to the street, and ran down 
Broadway with all my speed, vainly endeav
oring to distinguish among the sea of stages 
the one in which I had seen my syren. It 
was fruitless, however, and with the know
ledge th|t I had made a laughing stock of 
myself, by knocking down several newsboys 
in my mpd flight, and thereby attracting at
tention, I turned and walked slowly back to 
the St. Nicholas, meantime attempting to de
vise a pian which would :enable me to See 
her once again.

All that day, and far into the night, that 
subject dwelt in my mind to the exclusion of 
everything else, but with no beneficial results. 
I was not much of a detective, and the case 
which I desired to work up, was extremely 
difficult. I knew the face but that would af
ford me no help. 1 could not advertise be
cause I was unable to describe her dress, and 
again I did not like the idea, it was too com
mon and liable to misconstruction. As each 
suggestion arose in my mind only to he re
jected, and those often recurring words— 
you must find her, echoed from my heart, 
and made more complicated my situation, I 
drew a deep sigh, and feeling that love 
brought with it too many cares, fell into a 
restless slumber.

The next day I determined to commence 
my search, but where ? I made no answer 
to the self-imposed question, but leaving my 
hotel, walked Broadway between Fourteen 
and Bleeker streets until noon, in the vain 
hope of feasting my eyes upon the abductor 
of my heart. With weariness my truant 
senses returned, and the thought—three 
hours late—entered my mind, that the af
ternoon was the time for ladies.

Provoked at my dullness, and fully satis
fied that a man in love knows nothing else, I 
returned to the hotel, and managed to pass 
away the time until the dinner hour. I 
had no inclination to cat, and after a light 
repast, I once more resumed my walk, 
gazing into ladies’ faces, who to say the least, 
must have thought me very rude—but with
out discovering the object of my search.

As I neared Tenth Street, a bright idea 
flew in upon my mind. I would walk 
through “Stuart's:” it was barely possible 
that I might meet her there. Elated at the 
thought, I entered that dry goods palace, 
and traversed the numerous aisles, impu
dently scanning the features of every lady 
that I passed, and at the same time fancy
ing that the clerks and supèrintendents were 
eyeing me very sharply. I might have been 
wrong in regard to the latter ; I think I was ; 
at all events, the feeling grew so strong, that 
I merely glanced down an aisle instead of 
entering it, and disappointed and nearly 
homesick, I turned and left the store. 
Where should I go next ? I knew not, but 
walked moodily on, the object that I sought 
growing dearer as success seemed less prob
able.

At last, I arrived at Fulton Street, and 
walked briskly on until I reached the ferry. 
Again I regarded every lady closely, and 
trespassed upon the cabin devoted to their 
use for that purpose. Should I ever see her 
again ? Was that face, the only one to 
which I had ever given a passing thopght, to 
be concealed from my gaze forever ? How 
fondly I hoped not, I cannot tell, and how 
sadly I recognized the circumstances that 
seemed to point toward that dread conclusion.

My defeats, instead of disheartening me, 
rather provoked me to new exertions, and 
during that afternoon I visited Hoboken and 
Jersey City, but with no better results than 
attended my trip to Brooklyn, or as it has 
been jocosely called, “ Beechcrdom.”

Saddened, and very weary, I retraced my 
steps to the hotel, and seated myself to deli
berate upon my prospects, and mature my 
pi ans for the morrow’s compaign. An hour’s 
reflection which developed nothing but a 
headache and I determined to drive her from 
my tloughts. This was very easy to resolve 
upon but most difficult to carry into action. 
Indeed I found it was utterly impossible, for 
every little incident, however trifling, 
brought those glorious eyes to my mind, and 
raised that beaming face before my vision.

A long evening was before me, and I knew, 
did I remain alone, a sad one, which would 
be consumèd in perplexing cobjectures,'tfafu 
hopes and unreasonable surmises. Accord
ingly I left the hotel, and after a short walk 
reached Wallack’s Theatre, and was fortun-1 
ate in procuring an orchestra chair.

I employed the time before the rising of 
the curtain in scrutinizing the faces of the 
ladies through my opera glasses, in the hope 
of discovering her who only the day before 
had inspired me with affection.

Fortune seemed arrayed against me, and 
with a sigh I temporarily relinquished my 
vigilance. Presently thé curtain was rung 
up, and endeavoring to forget my disap
pointment in the scenes before nie, I gave 
close attention to the play.

While thus engaged, and somewhat in
terested, my eyes fell upon a form a few seats 
before me, which caused me to forget the 
drama and raised hope within my breast. 
Was it she ? There was the same raven 
brands, and the two curls falling so grace
fully over the left shoulder, If she would 
only turn her head ! But no, she retained 
the same position, and I in a fever of im

patient excitement, was obliged to wait. 
The time to the closing of the first act seem
ed like an age, and then arising I passed in
to the rotunda, and proceeded to the audi
torium, where, unperceived, I could satisfy 
myself of her identity.

With fingers trembling and heart furiously 
beating I raised my glasses and directed them 
upon her. Yes, it was she—I knew it, and 
her very presence thrilled my being with 
indescribable emotions, while I blessed the 
thought that directed my steps hither.

With regenerated spirits, I resumed my 
seat. I recollected nothing of the play. I 
only knew that twice during those three 
hours I beheld that face, which had haunted 
my mind by day, and hovered over my couch 
in sweet dreams by night ; that face which I 
so dearly loved, and which it was now the 
object of my life to possess.

As the act-drop rolled down for the last 
time, I felt relieved. I desired if possible, to 
meet her gaze, and ascertain whether or not 
she would recognize me. In a few moments 
the audience began to disperse. A moment 
more and she stood directly before me.

As I lifted my eyes to hers, strange emo
tions possessed me ; my unruly heart dashed 
against my side so that each pulsations 
struck plainly on my ear, and my body seem
ed to tremble. Our eyes met : the rich blood 
mounted from her delicately-arched neck and 
suffused the whole of her beautiful face, 

’while her dark eyes drooped, and she appear
ed confused.

That to me was joy such as I cannot ex
press. She recognized me ! One ray of 
light, one beaming hope streamed out from 
the darkness and illumined my doubting 
heart. I sat without moving. In a moment 
I again glanced toward her.

This time I was riveted to the spot. Per
plexity and amazment must have dilated my 
eyes to double their natural size. Could I 
believe my senses ? Was I asleep Or awake, 
sane or insane ? I know not, I oply know 
that my father was my beloved’s companion, 
and she was resting confidingly upon his arm.

For a moment I remained in a sort of be
wilderment ; then I hastily arose and forced 
my way forward, hoping to intercept them 
before they could obtain egress, but I was 
too late, and with my mind in a sort of per
turbation, and almost doubting the evidence 
of my own senses, I walked back to the ho
tel, and devoted nearly the whole night in 
vain attempts to solve the mystery, which, 
however, grew deeper and more complicated 
upon reflection. The next morning my 
amazement was increased, and I asked my
self the question, whether I was in, my room 
asleep, or at Wallack’s the preceding even
ing ? Certainly I had good reason to dis
credit my senses, for a letter was handed 
to me, which proved to be from my father, 
and was dated, as it should be, Boston.

After cogitating upon the peculiar circum
stances, and my theories in regard to them 
which were reconcilable with the existing 
state of facts, I very reluctantly as well as un
willingly came to the conclusion that I WU§ in. 
correct in the identity of the person whom 1 
mistook for my father.

The adoption of this view of the case, sup
ported as it was by the incon tro vertable eyi- 
denc of my parent’s own ehirography, served 
to tear away the cloak of mystery which bad 
shrouded the transactions of the previous
evening.

[to be cotifiNtiEB.]

A Leavenworth editor in quest of special 
attractions for his paper, says : “ What we
want for this column is personalities as mean 
as possible. Expense of law-suits to be de
frayed by the writer ; funeral expenses bÿ us.”
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