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SPRING=JOYOUUS SPRING!

1 tove all seasons as they come
The winter’s frost and snow,
The summer’s fully ripened bloom
The Auvtumn’s ruddy glow—
But deares far to Love and me—
Is spring—the joyous glad and free !

F. w.

Osce more with many a joyous freak
Comes forth the spnng, a)maiden coy
With 1cars upon her dunpled cheek
While laughter sparkles in ber eye.
But just escaped from winter®s arms,
(The rough rude monster held her long,)
Hath given a paleness to her charms
A trembling cadence to her song.

Standing on tip-toe on the hills,
Asif afrad to venture down,
‘Then springing thro® the suuny dells
She laugheth at his angry frown ;
Now o'er the meads shefmmbly treads,
Planung at ev’ry step sweet flovers,
Or a hoard of Emenld spreads,
Glist'ning with dew and sunny showars.

Frommany a tall and lonely tree,
From coppice prown and woody brake,
‘The minstrel Robin glad and free
1s singing as for singing sake.
From lowly sod, and twisted root
‘The Grass bued sends his roundelay,
Nort s the “tiny Wren less mute
Perch’d on the bending Ashen spray.

Tho" last not least, on azure wing,
With ruddy breastand hazel eye,
Chanting 3 “ Sonnet” to the spring,
On banks where springing flowerets lie,
Is the sweet Blue Bint and his mate;
They always both together come
Never too carly or too late—
To the wood-mun’s forcst home !

Basking in some sunny nook
The Blackbirds in a concert jon,

While wild Ducks sweep adown the brook
Or on 1ts swelling breast recline;

The Musk Rat 100 with watchful eye
Beside the marg:n of the flood,

Comes from bis watery home to try
How fares his brother of the wood.

The gleesome Squirrel, with his plume
Worn like 3 jaunty closk behind,

He too the loving summer’s bloom
Rejoices more when spring is kind.
And hete she comes the gladsome spnng

Tho’ with 3 coy and bashful air—
Yet, there are insects on the wing
And mirthful voices every where!

Frevrrice Wricar. !

creader could hardly picture what 1 koow 1o hea years. Some fairer face, thongh he couldwucclyTblood. lay the weapop—a alight Damascene dag
reality. Georgina's parents kept no servant: she have found asweeler, had rendered himn faithless ger, the handle richly st with pearly strongly lit
"discharged the entire dntics of the houschold— She bore ber deep sorrow with that lovcly submis- up with the retlection from the blood-stained ivory.

jeooking, washing, sewing, everything. From day.,

sion which elevates and purifies tho spirit, but gave

I wax too late ! Alaa tho life blood was elow-

light to midnight not a moment of her tim: was herheart away uo mons. Y ounger and gayer girh! ly dropping away. The manter pieco of creation

she had the moruing meal of her pareatsto pre-
parc—bher marketing to accomplish—her house-
hold arrapgements for the day to make—if early

week, her ironing—if at the close, ber sewing—Tfor
she made all her own and her mother's dresses
At what hour in the morning must she have risen?

Her ten o'clock rehearsal lasted from two to
four hours—more frequently the latter. But watch
her in the theatre and you never found her hands
idle.  When she was not on the stage you was
sure of discovering her in some quict corner knit-
ting lace, cutting grate-aprons out of tissue-paper,
makiog artificial flowers, or embroidering articles
of funcy-work, by the aale of which she added 10
ber narrow means.  From rehearsel she hastened
home to prepare the mid-day meal of her parents,
and attend to her mother's wanta  After dinner
she received o class of children, to whom she
taught dancing for a trifling sum.  If she had half
an hour to spare, she assisted her father 1o copying
law papers. Then tea must he prepared, and ber
mother arranged comf{ortably for the night.

Her long walk to the theatre must be accom-
plished at least half an hour before the curtam
rose—barcly time to muke her toilet.  If she was
belated by ber home avocations, she was compelled
to run the whole distance. 1 have known this to
occur. Not to be resdy for the stage, would
have subjected her to n forfeit. Between the acts,
or when she was on the stage, there she sat again,
in her snug corner of the green-room, dressed s a
fairy, or a maid of honour, or a peasant, or a page,
with a bit of work in ber hand, only laying down
the needle, which her fingers actually made fiy.
when she was sammoned by the calltioy, or re-

the play.

Sometimes she wa3 at liberty at ten o'clock, but
oftener not till balf past cleven, and then there
was the long walk before her.  Her mother gene-
rally awoke at the hour when Georgina way
’cxpccted, and a fresh round of filial duues was to
be performed.  Tad not the wearied limbs which
that poor ballet-girl 1aid upon her couch. carned
their sweet reposc®  Are there many whose re-
freshment is 0 deserved—whose rising up and
‘Iyiog down are rounded by a circle so hols?

|

in the week, her washing—if in the middle of the;

Elizabeth Barret bas described as
“A fair still hoase, well kept,
Which humble thoughts had ewept,
And holy prayers made clean.”?

Her angwer to a sympathizing « How weary yon
imust be at night I" was ¥ Yes; but I am so thank-
iful that I have health to get through with 80 much.
: What would become of my poor wother or of my
father, i€ 1 fell il °

How many are there who can render up such an
account of their stewardship as this poor girl may
give in hereafler> How many esn say with her,
that life has heen

¢ One perpetual growth
Of bieavenward enterprize™
Aund this flower blossomed within the walls of
a theatre~wa3 the indigenous growth of that
theatre—a wall flower, if you like, but still sending
up the rich fragrance of gratitude to Llim by whose
baud it was followed. To tho cyes of the Phansee,
who denounces all dramatic representations, while
with self-applauding rightcousncas he boldly ap-
proaches the throne of mercy, this “balletgirl”
ke the poor Publican, stood “afar of™ To the
leyes of the Great Judge, which stood the earer?

A NIGHT IN THE LIFE OF A PRYSI-
CIAN.

I was gitting dozing in my easy chair, when a
tremendous knocking was heard at my door.  The
‘servant opened it, when & man ruahed in in the
wildest disorder-

“For God's sake doctor,” sid he, «come with
‘me, it's a case of life and death A young girt bas
‘smbbcd hersell; she is bleeding to death. Une

quired to change her costume by the ne essities of *housand dollare to save her! Come, ob do pot

delay ™ and be rashed towards me aaif to drag me
’nlong.

I burried away with him, snatching the instru-
:moms from the tableas I passedat 1 think I
‘never saw before such consuluve gmef as this
'mnr.'- fuce exprexsed.  He way = bandsome man
“with one of thux faces the ladies admire, jet black
“hasr, clustering in waving curls over a whito fore-
!hmul The lower part of his othermse feminine
features was relieved by a deep jet black beard,

I asked lum the particulars of the case.

'unemployed. She must be at rchearsal every.in the theatre used 1o designato her asthe old maid ' yes goop to be cold and inasmate.  She slowly
worniog at ten o'clock; and she had twomilesand but this was the hurdest word any one ever applied lopcncd ber eyes and fixed them with dying lown
a half to walk to the theatre. Before that hour;to Geosgina. Was not such a heart as bers what

japon the young wman who had summooed me to
ithis sccne of deatb.

* Bidney,” sbe said, ~Siduey, I am dyiog. My
own Sidney I could aot live neglected. [ told you
1 would love you to death. Kus inc, Sidoey."—
Sho sank back, and death closed upon his victim.

My companion sal for some timo strangely star-
ing at the lifeless form on the couch. 1 could pern
oeive that rcason was tottering on ita foundation.
[ was fancinated by his strange look. At last 1
went up to him.  * Sir,” 1 sald, «she is no more.
Death hes reloased her from hee troubles”®

“Dead ! did you say she is dead, doctor I° nald
he, with a strange and carfous staro st me.  “ Aly,
and you have mardered ber,” yelled the madman
—for sach be wasnow. *“ You have murdered ber,
aad 11 ehull marder you. Ahlah! it will be
rare sport.” Before 1 could provent him, ko had
picked up the dagger. * Yea” naid he, with s yell,
« 1 will murder you with ber dagger. I will stab
youin the same place.  Ob, it will be raro aport to
sce you grosa and struggielike she did. Ah!ab ™
and be made a bouad at me. Now this was far
from pleassat. In fact, it was & very awkward fix
to bein. I did not koow how to act Tho mad-
man made a grab at me, bat fortanately I eluded
his grasp, and thinking 1t better to Gght in the
dark, I seized the light and cast it on the Qoor.—
The room was vow dark. Tho madman sct up o
terrific yelling, and I could hear him lock tho door
aad put the key ia his pocket, while he kept mat-
teriog, +I will kill him.  Ob, it will bo rare sport
to 900 him dle kike she did,”

1 felt my courage rise with the emerprney. 1
balf determined to try a struggle with hum, bat [
imew the increased strength that the insane powcas,
and I thought it scarcely prudent. What abould
1do? I must do something. It would s00n bo
daylight, when T should again be in bis power.
I fclt for some weapon with which to defend
my»self, and, as lack woald have it, found a heavy
damb bell in the corner whese I lay covccalod.
Presently, I beard the madman eluwly searrbyr g
Hor me. 1 raised the demb bell, *mag God forgiva
me,” I said: it descended, and 1 was free. The
madman lay stooned on the floor. I rushed o
the door, smasbed i the lock with the beary
metal, and rushed down starx  Presently the
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hoase was all in commotion. Ob, what a scene!
o | No ooe ever beard her murmur.  Her  “Doctor,” suud be, “make baste. 1 shall gomad. {the girl dead iu s pool of blood, the men inscnsiblo
GEORGINA, THE BALLET-GIRL. fragile form .,.0ke of strength overtasked ; it was Wby, I would give cvery drop of blood in this body {on the floor, with the dagger firmly clutchsd ia
— {more care-worn than her face.  That hadalwaysa to save one drop of hers.  Oh, God I° said he, |his band. 1 bled him, and be slowly recovered.

FROM “AUTODIOGRAFHT OF AN ACTRESS.” look of busy serenity off the stage, a softly animated * preserve my reason.  She stabbed benelf befors | But reason pever retarped.

She had been cducated us a dancer from infancy, , SXPression when occupied before the audience in Tcould provent her. Make haste  Ob, my God!} He is a madman to thia day. I vever board
She had been on the stage all ber life—had fite. the dutics of her profesion.  She had a reads;my God I the history of my patients of that night. They
rally grown up behind the scenes of a theatre smile when addrested, 3 meek reply when rudely} W reached the house.  On 2 satin couch, in alwere strangers in the house. 1 pever will forger
Her parents were respoctable, though it is difficaly “hided by the curlish ballet-mastes, or the despotic splendid room, the rich Turkey carpet corered with |that night's adventare.
to determine thcir position in the social scale 5“‘8'—“?18'"8@- Many a time %ha“cwﬂﬂ the tears her blood, lay & young gil  Ithink I pever eawf-ons == — m= =
At the time 1 knew bez, her mother was paralytic dropping upon her work ; bat if they were nouced. gych a beautifal ereature.  Even with palid coun-
and bedridden The father was cnfocbled by Si¢ Would brash them away, andsay she was 3 £00l tananre aud bilodiess lipn, she wat more of heaven
age, and coull only eam a pittance by copying aad eried for nothing,
law papers. Georzing, cbe baflotndd their oot Therdiv i c g hieqoa ey
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