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"ATALEOFTHEFAIRY VALLEY.*

{Tr aslated [rom the Irish)

One eveof Inte, ax the aun's Jast ray

1iad Jit the disiant horizon gray,

Dawn yot lonely yalloy I chanced to g

Where the mingling strenmlets in silence flow,

T gazeid nwhile on that pleasant seene,

On the gloomy groves of that valley green,
When tromn the waters befure tny xight
Rusie, in fuiry splendouy, a spirit bright.

Qearee hod T glanced at the ehnrmer fuir,
When | sunk enriptored inomagice's ennre ;
Andd in that swoon my Inst hreath shionld tnke
il enchanted music not me awake,

On the snowy breast of that ghustly fuir
ung her waiving tresaes of golden lsir,
And onher nrin, s Iyre that geve
Vibrations such sz woald rousze the grave,

With furm angetic shie then did glide
To where [ay, o'er the river’s sule,
And on & bough that beaide me houg
The lyre did Iny with ite chords well strung,

Then fast regaining her formnr track.

Fer the sparkling waters she hurtied back
And all that lone uight re-cehoed Tung

The soul of rweettessin fairy son,

As often ns on the lyre T gazed

A Blush of gludbess hoer foatures Dyred,
White shritl rescunding her nceents willd
Bospoke her nature’s colesting chibl,

Sapg, but te sweeten the desert air,

Was the " ehede 2 ¥ of 1y charmer fatr;

For the veil of anguish syav o'er her druwn

When the woodlnnd vight-bird annouiesd the dawn,

She fiersely darted across the streaty,
Tor ‘seage the rays of the moeruing bear ;
And wixixl!,\ sedring the lyee shie gave
A shiriek atd dashesd 30 into the wave.

The goblen ringiets that flowed ) fnip
Hung voaw a nsass of dishieveliod Lairs
Arnd, ol it grieves nye winde this 1 el]
The words of pain frem ber Hps thar (e,

AL war betiede, wohiy 3 T dote

This weary nighl on the waves G floaat 7
“Pawas that ] thowelt s o woald pity take
And whth voe ssund wax cavhaltiaent break.

“ For, had you tenched bat o stogle string
O3 that bright Ivres s sweet tome woubl ring |
The tands of ¢ s would B have tlown,
Al L sboubd ever hnvebeen yontr gwn,”

Then slowhy turning’inee the
That epened Hke n yawnin

s r " M . >
CAslien, adien, now ve waves close oot
=4 said and vatdsled oy evermory,

And Bore sweet miieie is hear
lewnnsding far thesugh the
A traveilere ot are ~surprised 1o
Wheniep eone the strange worndsefir i, i,

¢ This affords » faie specinen of w0
tary, supeeditiows 7 rhvines” atoun
siiginal sty amd whythm are o
ds are, ar bearly - possibde, ses
Lo,

festine trunsia-

iUhole shiee oranchanted song, the brish 01 us, iy
Foeqientdy heant Jo lagely vadleys, dark groves and
urher pluged sunppossd o b Baunted b oag tnvisihle
wenti, % floaiiew, o by the direabeahio] spirits of
thie deasd,

T Despoy.”
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A PATTI CONCERT.

BY OCTAVIA BENSEL,

Spring sbowers were soltly falling over the
wogilands aud moistening the mosey pathways
of the Grading tn the little town of Czernawity,
the enpitalof the ouce crownland of Beckowinn,
Sparrows wers hopping over the wet grass, and
awallows, flying low, were hiding in the rook-
eries near the luke, sterks stead  jensively
paring ucross the green waters which sparkled
with flash of ememld a8 the erystal ratn-drops
fell upon its placid bosom.  ** Aud will these
showers never veast 1" paked the prima Jdonpa,
latting down the window of the curoneted cars
riage in which she was slowly driving along the
Jovely avenues of the ganlen, the fashionable
resort of the citizens in springtime, belore sum-
mer days called them to their castle homes {n
the mountains.

** Yes, after our concetts are wver and we are
on our way back to Paris,” siowly replied a
young gentleman lounging ou the seat before
wer, his head resting on the satin cushions of
the carringe, whose datk purple hue made the
death-like {allar of his face and the hectic flush
on his cheek most startling.

The prima dovnna langhed, exclaiming, “*Cou-
vage, mon ami, you speak in despouding tone,
as if rain would interfere with & concert of mine
in this God-forsaken corttior of the world, Al d
there is'a gleam of sunshine,” and she pointed
down a'vista of poplar trees. ~Another carringe
rapidly ap xmnchml. “I'he rest of our company!
Sivari mul Rittor as ] live 1" she cried, *‘and

" they'are braving the showers too.” She waved
her kerehief and the landan drew up beside the
covered carriage.. - . :

* Call this ploasure ? Vigh I ‘and Cawillo Si-
vori drew up the folds of a richly embroidered
carriaga rug Gver his knees, R R
“ ' Itis the only: way in which.1've taken a
drop of water for a year,”’ said Theodors ‘Ritter.

“1 wish it would rein a little of the ** Bur.
gundy " for'which s longing.” = -

2% Go back to the hotel and ask’ my maid for
some, 1-have at least three bottles inft in my

Ctrunkt o T ;
<08 You  travel ‘with ' * Burgundy " in your
tmul::”,quontidnud - lady besido her, ‘“ when

Austria, - Hlungary ‘and  Moldavin, - countrios
throngh which you have journoyed, are famed

far'thoi; vintaga >

““ But Burg.tmdy is the only wine for meats H
Margaux, Laflitte, Latour wilf do when you are
uo longer hungry, but think of Tokai with the
roasts of venison nnd wild boar, which we must
swillow in this land ! : :

** 1 had pigeons for lunch," said Sivari, ‘¢ pi-
geons on toast, good, too."

The prima donna shook her Iiead, a look of
disgust on her face, * there is too much dirt in
Moldavia to fatten pi(ieons for my palate, the
wrelchcd‘ birds would leave a handful of corn
for a choice bit of offal any moment, and in this
land—- qnelle horreur to think of it "

** But the wild pigeons from the mountains,”
persisted her comgpruion, * 1 assure you they
;re ;';,aod, you'll have some this evening at sup-
e,

** No 'l not. 1 have declined going. 1 have
sufticiently honored his ** Exvellency” by using
his earriage for my daily drive, you need not
te.ll him that, however, for | said in my note to
him that ] was not feeling well, and had begged
¥ou tg come to my room after the concert, where
1 hope to receive a few friends.”

“ And have something to eat 1" questioned
Ritter,

“ Oh the p-i-g” (spelling the word in a whis-
per to the ladyy, as the carrlages drove slowly
::.x:\vt'c.rd, ‘““he thinks of nothing but his appe-
ite.

' And yet can play Mendelssohn's ' Rondo
Capriccioso”* #s he played it last night ™ ques-
tioned the lady.

“* That is easy enough to understand,” replied
the pale youwng gentleman, who was no other
thun Kuapellmeister Metzdorff.  ** That is easy
to understand. 1n the first andante movement
lie remembers he is before an andience, and he
throws his whole soul into his music, then he
rushes throngh the presto leggiero superbly, just
breause as soon as L s over he knows h'll go
home to supper, that's the secret of his playiug
in this country at least, where we have been al-
most starved, out of sheer inability to swallow
the dishes of a Moldavian cunisine.”

‘ Pauvre ami,” said the prima donma; ¢1
wonder is that the cause of your increasing
wenkness and cough 7 Thank God we are going
home to morrow,”” o

I was not thinking of myself when I spoke,
vou have procured everything and tnare than 1
needud, but 1 teo am glad we begin onr home-
ward journey to Paris to-morrow. [ have been
such n eare to vou, you have heen mother and
sister both durtng my ilness which has increased
ever sinee our tour began.”

“ 1 like you, my dear child, no one accom-
panies me as vou o, with vou I can sing as }
please, perfectly confident vou'll uphold me ;
ah, how sorry 1 am that you have not been able
to accompany me for the past week, Just think,"”
she said, turning to the lady beside her, *some
days 1 have had to practice with loeal accom-
panists half the moroing in order to got through
the evening programme respeatably.”’

Y Why wili pet Ritter aceompany yeu !’
asked her friend.

“ (0h, he likes to winoke his cigarette between
his numbers ; sometimes he don't like my selec-
tions, sometimes he his ecross and disebliging,
especially when 1 want him te be nice and
agreeable.”

** You should vet tell me these tales out of
school,” said the lady laughing: 1 am net in
the charmed cirele of the profession.™

It is your own fault then ; you might be.”

“Phat is much for you to say, Carlotta, 1
appreciate it coming from you.”

“Yes, I presume my dictam is most assur.
ing," <aid the artiste, trying to look consequen-
tial. “* Heaven knows [ am bored enough some-
times with aspiring vocalists who persist in
showing me the charms of their voices and
sereech me nearly mad with their amateurish
howla "

““ My dear you are dread{ul on poor teuachers
and amateurs.”

“ No, I'm not ; U'm “dreadful” only on con-
ceited ones, and they erop up everywhere,
Teachers and atateurs of real merit seldom
sing for me ; when they do, it is p sincere plea.
sure. Oh, I remember well when 1 was earning
my bread by teaching singing in New York,
how kind Moreau Gottschalk was to me; how
he urged and insisted 1 sheuld give up the hife
of slavery that teaching iz, and engaged e for
his concert tour of the West. [T pity teachers
too much to be **drendful ™’ as yvou eall it, bot
wealthy anmmtenrs, who think maney can buy
and impart 8 musical education--I have -2 pa-
ticnes with them t Come, let us go hor.e, you
must diréct the coachman, his Moldavian dialect
is beyond me."” .

The great circular Riugplatz brightly lighted
before the Hotel zum Schwagzenadler was filled
with carriages driving rapidly inte the stone-
saved hotel court, in the upperportion of which
{milding the concert hall, Adlersaale, was rapid.
Iy filling with an audience eager to welcome
the prima donna, Carlotta l‘mu.‘ and the artists
of her troupe. Among them was T h}-mlore Almtcr,
with his wondrous technique, his flashing av-
PegRios, rip]»\ing.tri[\lels and EhL}u«\cm}xs ac-
taves ; Camille Sivori, whose violiu wailed or
laughed just as the artist \vllle_\l, thg oven deli-
cacy of the tonos he drew with his dinmond-
pointed bow from'a suporbly mellow straduarivs
were nlmost human-voiced in’ their passionate
appeal. Filled at last, * almost to suttocation,
t}\e hall resounded with low ‘hum of converss-
tion.. 1t was more like a lmll-r:oom than a con-
-cort hall § gentlemen in evening dross moved
from sofa to sofa of the cerclesiir, compliment-
ing -tho beantiful Moldavian® women, who in

exquisile Parigiaw toilots fanned themaselvesand

toyed with their bouquets in the langunid saloon
style of the “grande damen’' they were,” Chairs
of ‘all sorts ‘and sizes, even rude benches, had
been pressed: into service;, for 'a’ Patti concert
was an unheard of event in this: little crown-
land, and the managers knew that the hall
would be crowded. ' -

“At alittle before eight o’clock Ritter reache
the reception-rooin where the artists assembled.
** You are late,” said Sivori, who was to p]aﬁ
the Chopin polonaise for violin and piano wit
him ; ‘‘the ‘andience cannot be kept waiting
any longer—allons,” - : :

“ Attendez,” said Patti, ‘* wait until Veroni.
que gets to her place in the cercle, now gn—and
do not make me laugh,” she said, turning to
the lady who had accompanied her in her after-
noon drive, andelayfu]{)' pushing her toward
the side entrance to the concert hall below the
stage ; ‘I feel like laughing and anything sets
me off when in such u nervous state. My best
effort to-night will be the *“ Bolero, "' composed
for me by Ritter, and which he himself accom-
panies ; so listen and enjoy."

‘“ 1f you sing it as we{l as the one from the
**Vipres Siciliennes” you gave us last night, it
will be delicions.”

*‘ Flatteuse, ’" she said, tossing her pretty
head and putting her lips up as if for a kiss—
*“no don't,” she added, *“ {'m gotten up for the
footlights. - lsn't my dress lovely, but now go,
come to my room after the concert.”

The dress was indeed lovely, dark Prussian
blue velvet, heavily embroidered in dark blue
pearls, with here and there a spray of diamonds
glittering with prismatic fire. Orpaments of
diamaonds and sapphires on neck and arms, with
diamond aigrettes in her black hair, completed
the regal splendor of Carlotta’s presence. She
sang as the Patti's always sing — simply, un-
affectedly, with faultless method and most in-
telligent phrasing. Round after round of applaunse
greeted and recalled her, and when the preinde
to the Bendalari laughing-song began, another
round of applanse greeted this most celebrated
of Patti’s encores. As she started off in this
little trick-of-art song, Patti glanced at Veroni-
yue, who was sitting beside a sedate old gentle-
man of most ancient Boyar descent, a man who
rarcly, if ever, lsughed; once indeed he had
reproved Veronique for laughing, when for-
getting she was 1n Moldavia she had carelessly
indulged in what is termed in German, “bavern
midl gelachter,” but in Eaglish might be des.
cribed as ¢ an unaffectedly hearty laugh.” The
old count had saild in most sarcastic tones,
*t gentlefoiks never laugh aloud, I)ea.sauts only
do that, I am shocked at von, Madame.”

Madame had told Patti of this and as the friends

glanced at each other Patti seemed to know by
instinet that the solemnly dignified old noble-
man was the one who had reproved Veronique:
On him she fixed her eyes, to him she drew the
attention of the cercle, at him she sent her
merry trills of laughter, for him she exerted,
with magnetic power, all the mischievous mer-
riment of her nature, and when his stern features
somewhat relaxed she gave himi such a comical
leok of aurprise that his innate sense of the ridi.
culous conld stand it no Jonger, and quite for-
retting that the nobility never langh he in.
3ulaed in the heartiest iit of hanern gelachter
he had ever enjoyed in his life. ln vain the
ladv beside him reminded him that such loud
mirth was unseemnly, for once his life he thor.
oughly enjoyed himsef. ) )

A very simple supper of broiled chickens,
salad and light Roumaunian wines awaited Patti
and a few invited guests in the parlor of this
artist. Ritter glanced at the table. ** Nothing
Lere tempts me,” he said, ** we are invited else-
where, and being hungry and tired we are going:
come Sivori.”

The violonist raised his eyes languidly and
replied :—* No, I'm going to try a bottle of
Bordezux with my chicken if T can get it ; then
to bed to dream with delight of my joyous de-
parture from this fag end of creation,”

 They appreciated you well this evening,”
said Yeronique. .

« Ah, applause is nothing worth ouside
Paris.”

“Then you had best remain there, but if you
do not care for applause, perhaps Roumanis’s
gold dducats are as good as Parisian fraues,” sug-
gested one of the guests.

With true artist scorn the violinist glanced at
the speaker and turning on his heel walked di-
rectly out of the room, muttering, ‘‘ gold, out-
side of civilization is of no use.” ;

*¢ He is cross, lot him go,” said Patti, sum:
moning her friends to table.

(iaests who had called to be presented to the
artist now took their leave and others whom
Patti had invited to sup with her, seeing them-
selves deprived of Ritter and: Sivori, said good
night, leaving only a partie-carrée at the table,
Such a quartette mnever met at a table in
Moldavia before, perhaps never will again. Ah,
if, a3 a clever Frechman writes :—** Rien ne fait
pamitre 'avenir counleur de rose comme: de la
regarder 4 travers un verre de chambertin.” If
this be true of the future, it-is still truer of- the
past. Chiteau Margaux will nover fail to recall,
to four people at least, that supper in the diva's
parlor. - The most witty stories, the latest Pari-
sian bons mots, told by the artist with inimit.
able mimiery’ will rise _to memory tinged with
the rich hue of the ruby wine, while its aroma
of southern vineyards will ‘bring the delicate
serfume of the floral trophies Patti had that even.
ing won, and if lifo ever seems ‘‘ un chapelet de
potites misdres,” they have the assarance that
‘¢ Rien n'est plus doux que le souvenir du bon-

heur”

.when she held them up:

THE CEDAR CABINET.

AY AUCTIONEER'S STORY,

As | was making into lots some goods in the.
suction room a ‘sad looking lady came in and
looked anxiously around. ‘I am looking for a:
cedar cabinet,” said the lady, gently, *‘which
was among the articles T parteg with to Clut-
chem and Keep, and am told it was sent here
for sale. I wish to redeem it at any price—""

She stooped suddenly as she saw my face
change.

"A cedar cabinet !

1 remembered it at once. The hurt on my
hand recalled it, also that it had been labelled
for that day’s sale.

She grew frightened at my besitation.

“Do not say that it is gone,” she cried, risin
quickly, aud grasping my arm. ‘“‘Oh, God woul
not so afflict me ! Look, look everywhere for it,
1 beg, I pray you.”

Her hand shaok so on my arm that I could
feel the quivering of her thin fingers.

1 tried to think to whormn T had sold a cabinet
that day; then it lushed on me that there had
not been one in the catalogue.

Had I made a mistake and sent it away with
the bric-a-brac lot ? If so, it could be recovered.
1 felt glad for my error, but the poor little wo-
man mistook my silence, and broke down com-
pletely, sobbing so” pitifully that I knew then
that some great cause was hidden beneath her
desire to reclaim the old cabinet.

““1t is miore to me than life or death,” she
cried out passionately, looking straight before
her, * It means my children’s honour, Listen,
and you will be influenced by my great need to
find this cabivet for me. 1 believe it contains
the certificate of my marriage and my children's
baptism, without which 1 cannot lay claim to
my busband’s estate in France. It is not the
money | want,"”” she added, with proud spirit,
*“ 1 cannot bear to touch that : but my children
shall not be robbed of the right to their father’s
name."

She paused to Iook at me. 1 felt as if a severe
tension upon her nerves had given way at last,
and crushed by her fear of the cabinet being
lost to her, her silence and reserve had broken
down, and that she appealed to me unconscious-
1y in her need.

The shadowy pageaut yassed to and fro across
the mirror, and as she wenton passionately with
her story, it seemed to me [ saw the whele sad
episode pass in review on the dim surface.

“ Fifteen vears ago my husband deserted me.
Evil influences led him sstray, anid while for
my children’s sake 1 would kave pardened him,
1 never saw him again or lirani one word from
him antil | learned through the paper that he
was dead, and had left an esiate to his wife and
children.

¢ [ could net griove, exvept that he had died
in his sin, unforgiven by me. [ was poor, for
he left me only the household furniture, and 1
have toiled all these vears to maineain my chil-
dren. So, for their sakes, 1 applied to 2 lawyer
to obtain possession of the estate,

¢ Oh, the shame, the despair, of finding anoe-
ther claimant in France 1o my children’s name
and honour.

I must prove our claim as wife and children,’
said the careful French lawyer, * by the produe-
tion of the marriaze and baptismal certificates !’

“ And 1 knew not where they were |

““The minister was dead, ths witnesses gone
[ knew not where.

¢ 1 felt as if my carelessness had dishonoured
my children,and for days conid gat no relief from
horrible anxiety, uutil by a flash, as from heaven,
1 remembered that I kad placed the certificate
with other papers in the old cabinet that I had
parted with to Clutchem and Keep. 1 went to
them ; they had sent it here for sale, and now
you-——-""

She beoke down with a moan of despair. It
was more than I could stand, That ery and the
pitiful story forced me into action at once.

“ You shall have the cabinet, madam,” Isaid
solemnly, as if devoting my life to its search.

¢ Oh, sir, you will do a noble deed if you but
find it fer me," she cried, gratefully, looking
at ma with beaming eyes.

Her face looked to me as if a halo came over
it, and I dimly felt why I had stood bare-headed
before her. Truly 1 had stood in death's pre--
sence-—the death of hope and love in this poor
woman's life—the requiem of gladuess ‘aud im.
pulse. ’ n
She left me with a hopeful smile, taking my
hand with & pretty grace, and 1 watched her,
in the mirror, go down the shadowy room iuto
the sunlight of the street, and the shadows
seemed to fall from her for ever. .

1 telegrapliad the bric-a-brac firm. They had

.the cabinet, and returned it at once ; so that

before many days the little nervous fingers were -
searching in the presence of the lawyer and my-
self, for the precious papers. : .
. She found them! 1 shall never forget her face
The halo was therv,

as she said, so softly.  ** Thank God " :

. Barox Albert de Rathschild has been enter.
taining a select
Bensechau in Silesia.” “Among the distinguished
circle figured Chevalier - Carolyi, Count ‘
tel, Count de Ia Rochefoucauld, Count Kilman- -
scgge, Chevalier de ‘Kopack, &¢. - The result of
three days' hard work was 1,950, & number -
that included 1,650 pheasants and’ 300 hares,
without: retkoning amall etceteras. T

arty. of shooters at his Chateau

ucha« &




