
SUGGESTED COSTUME FOR SPRING.

THE USUAL DECISION.
WHPN I look around me tipon the earth,
And witne's the mingling of icars and mirth

In the mortar of lu,,an lufe,
1 muse, and my spirit is weighed with care;
1 can scarc!ly tell what to doa or dare-
For I know of a lady, considered fair,

Whom I'ni Ionging ta inake my wife.

Yes, 1 wisli to get rnarried and settle down-
1 have chosen a littie house up.town,

But l'in vaceilatdng stilli
For she is flot wealihy, and I amn poor.
And il we are married I ar nfot sure
That my meagre salary wvould procure

Sufficient to square the bill-

The bill of the butcher, the landlu)rd's refit,
And each srnall tradestnan's so premrptly sent,

And the miffiner's little due;
The doctor, servani, and pcw in the church,
The tax-collector in yearly search ,
I'm afraid 1 would topple [rom off my perch,

And go crizy and bankrupt, too.

Then syhat'. the encouragement now-a-days
For a iman to get rnarried and try to Taise

A fanîi)y on small means?
Pray tell me what? But 'twill have to be,
rior mï Katie says she wilI marry me.
So wc Il raise the famity, even should we

Have to feed them on por< and heans.
WV. H. T.

FIDGIT'S FATE.
A RURAL RMANCE.

1.

ARARELLA Di LuciA TosssorN and l'rederick Fitz-
Muggleton Fidgit. So tley were, but so they arcn't ;.-
at least so isn't Arabella di Lucia, for the sea of mati-
mony bas swept over the Tomsoni and engulfcd it in the
Fidgit. But wie anticipate.

il.
There was bustle in the Tomsoni mansion, and with

graceful steps the azure-blooded Lady Tornsoni moved
about the kitchen, the short leg going down and the long
leg going up, and vité versa, like a schooner in a groggy
sea. For had flot the lovely Arabella corne home from
Toronto, wbere she had been ladies' companion to the
Hon. Mrs. Empea, (N.].-She hustled the hash at
Gilhooley's, on Blank st.,) and there wvas woe amnongst
the geese, and the old gobbler gobbled no more whet-
stones and bolt-heads.

fil.
The nîgbc was dark and the cloudiets were so numer-

ous that they enveloped the sky like a crazy quiltiet, and
the lightlet of the mooniet wasn't worth five ccntlets on the
dollar.

Two foi-ms hung over the front gate of the Tomsoni
ground;, in the semni-civilized obscurity, and,-but wve
mustn't give 'em away.

"'You'll cornte dahling, won't you, for I ain't home
very ofting you knowP"

The voice was the voice of Arahdlla di Lucia.
"lHi will be there. Nothink Iess'n a hearthquakc 'Il

stop Me."
So spoke the valiant Frederîck Fitz-Muggleton, but

he reckoned without Lady Tomsoni of the short leg, and
ber son and heir Jonathan Gaiters Tomsoni.

IV.
III 'ope, Harabeller, you didn't hask that nasty Fidgit?"

And Lady Tonisoni balanced herseif carefully on ber
long leg and calmly awaited a reply.

"I1-I-I did, rnaw," tremblingly murmured the lovely
Arabella. "lHe-he ain't so oful nashty, is he? "

IlSend Jonathan Gaiters to me to once," and Lady
Tomsoni lowered berself on ber short leg with such sud-
denness and force that the silver-(tin)-ware rattled on the
adjacent shelves.

Verily there was trouble at hand, but what ? 'Ne shall
sec.

Frcderick 1'itz-Muggleton Fidgit stood iii the centre of
bis 14xi6 culled-lurnber palace, at Slab-town, a paper
collar in one hand and a noce in the other.

Throwing the Ilformer " down on the table, «"wîth
fren-zied fingers; and a dread of iinpcnding evil," he tore
open the «"1latter" and read :tnsnibu

"mister Figit oue purtys privit arabeller hed No rite ta do invitaturn
.. yures two komand

"mister figit "Jonathan Gaters
Slabtown." tomsofli.

With a wild, uncarthly yell, Frederick Fitz-Muggleton
Fidgit grasped bis bat and rushed out into the night-
no, we beg pardon,-the evening.

VI.
"Jonathan Gaiters, you didn't saw ennythink of Hara-

beller, did you ?"
The voice vins the combination cowbell-boilerfactory

voice of Lady Tomsoni.
"lNo, rnaw, I didn't saw ennytbink of ber, so I didn't."
This was the great Jonathan Gaiters, of course. Stands

to reason it couldn't have been anyone else.
It stands to reason, too, that be hadn't and couldn't

Ccsaw " the lovely Arabella di Lucia, seeing that that fair
damscl was ten miles away, eloping with the magnificent:
Frederick Fitz-Muggleton as fast as a fifteen dollar horse
and a twcnty dollar rig could clope thern.

PERKINS MIDDLEWICK.


