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The Biliousman.

T knowa man who always wears
A frown upon his brow,

And never seems to be in peace
Unless he's in a row;

He has a solemn, cautious look,
That deep his wrinkles trace,

And not a ray of mirth is seen
To play upon his facew

He hates to see a prattling child,
Who wears a sunny smile,
The music of whose merry laugh
Is sure to raise his bile ;
He wouldn’t read a funny book
Forfear 'twould raise a grin,
Which he would think an awful thing,
And very much like sin. )
He likes to read of battles fought
Upon some bloody plains,
And always counts the numbers killed,
And those whoare rent with pains;
He sometimes goes to theatres
To see a tragic play;
But when the farce comes at last,
He quickly hies away,

He never read a line of Saxe,
Nor would he look at Hood,

But always reads those dizmal tales
Which tell of strife and blood ;
He'd turn away from sp. rixling wine

Some bitter drink to quatt,
And frown upon his dearest friend
If he should hear him laugh.

Although he is a pious man,
Where'er he hears a knell,

The ftirst thought of his mind is that
Some coul has gone to

Three times a day he offers up
A very fervent prayer,

That Christians may all go above
And sinners to despair.
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There is a peculiarly startling effect
in being suddenly roused from sleep,
more especially, I tkink, from that half
dozing state in which enough outer con-
ciousness is retained to connect the a-
wakening causes with the half-formed
dreams floating through the mind; and
the low, melodious laugh, which had the
effect of rousing Mrs. Marchmont from
her slumbers, fell on her with the effect
of a thunderbolt. = She sprang to her
feet, and stood gazing wildly at the door,
through which presently came May, fol-
lowed by Basil and another gentleman,
the man whose laugh had so rudely jar-
red her nerves.

The evening glories of red and gold
had fled, and 2 gray light was all that
now crept through the stained window,
not sufficient to betray to May's’ clear
young eyes, the pallor of Mrs. March-
mont’s eountenance.

Mr. Fenton, Mrs. Marchmont, said
May; and the widow's beautiful head
gank in what seemed a somewhat cold
acknowledgement of the introduction,

Mr. Fenton bowed courteously, but
carelessly. It was too dark to perceive
whetherthe widow were pretty or not, and
to him'a plain woman was a sad mis-
take in npature which he ignored as
quietly as possible. But from thelitt e
oval-table, where the mooulight glow of
wax tapers, held aloft by picturesque]
pages in brilliant Sevres, brought out
the dusky loveliness of her face, the in-
fluence of her beauty on him asserted
itself, and he devoted himself to her with
that quiet empressement which charac-

erized him geunerally.

May was, of course, like most wo-—
men, a match-maker; and when not ab-
sorbed with Basil, she smiled to herself
at Fenton’s devotion to Mrs. March-
mont.

After dinner, the jessamine festooned
veranda and golden moonlight tempted
the party into the open air, all save Mrs
Marchmont, who wandered into the
dimly lighted drawing-room, and seated
herself at the piano, unseen by the group
outside. Her fingers wandered over the
keys in a dreamy prelude, and then she
began to sing, an accomplishment she
had never hérore displayed at Fern
Nook. Her eyes were melancholy, and,
at the same time, stern.

As the first notes of her voice quiver-
ed out into the air, the group on the
veranda -paused in their  conversation,
May uitered an exclamation of surprise,
which was echoed by Basil, and thep
they remained motionless until the song
died away into silence, Fenton wasthe
first to speak. oty :

/Brayo! Le sid, applauding softly.
The fivest voige,: save one; L ever heard ;
exquisitely cultivated, too. I must beg
for ancther gong ; and rising, he saunt-
ered into the house, and inte the draw-
log-roem, Y

His solicitations were unheeded, how-
ever, for, in & "Couple of minutes, Mrs.
Marehmont éame out and seated berself|
beside' May, shose ‘hand “she “tovk “ca-
ressingly in n, She did not speak,

ty in answer to the
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haud.
portance to communicate to you ; some-| . s :
thing to show you, it you will permit"hm‘ forever, she said, almost fiercely,
me ?

here, said Fenton ; but if you will do
me the hLonor of accompdnying me to
the laural walk, at the &buth lawn, I
will, at some sacrifice of my own feelings
—but what do I say? he burst out with
a vehemence that made the girl start.
I do not, I canuot regret his treachery.

and Jed her rapidly ‘away towards ghe
spot he had specified.
pess descended on her faculties, and as

Basil was unusually silent, and more
than once May found him intently gaz-
ing at her friend's lovely-face, unturned
to the moonlight. But she was too well
acquainted with the changes ot his
countenance not to perceive that there
was more of uneasy -curiosity in his
glance than admiration: and wondering
much what there could be in her friend
to account for this, she gradually be-
came silent, and it was not until Basil
lighted a cigar and strolled away to join
Fecton, who was smoking amid the
laurels, that she found an inclination to
address Mrs. Marchmont.

How beautifully you sing, dear, she
said. Why have you never sung for me
before.

I seldom sing now, said Mrs. Mareh-
mont, abruptly ; and then, with the

her, she added, if I had known 1t would
have given my little May pleasure, I
would have done so, though [ must con-
fess, it pains me to sing now.

Then, so long as you remain at Fern
Nook, you shall be the bird who can sing,
yet shan’t be made to sing, said May,
cayly. But come, let us go in. The dew
is falling; our dresses arc quite damp.

Though Fenton's headquarters were
at the little wayside tavern, yet he spent
most of his time at the cottage. And
whether riding, driving, or boating, he
invariably formed one of the party.

A ccolness scemed to spring suddenly
up between himself and Mrs. March-
mont. And partly through May’s in-
nocent influence, who could not bear to
see her friend negleeted, Basil devoted
himself a great deal to the lovely widow,
while Featon was constantly May's cav-
alier. Secure in each other’s affections,
1t never struck the yourg pair that any
copstruction, save the right one, could be
put upon their conduct, until one day,
when May's blue eyes were suddenly
and rudely opened to the fact.

Mrs. Marchmont was in her own
room. Basil had gone out for a day’s
fishing, and May prepared to devote the
morning to her flower bed. Taking her
wide garden-hat and dainty gardening
impliments, she started for the garden,
and was soon busily engaged among her
fioral subjects. 1t was oppressively
warm, and, betaking herself to a shady
angle formed by an old stone-wall, she
busied herself amid the fragrant bells
and cool green foliage of a luxuriant bed
of geraniums. It was the most retired
spot in the garden, and was entirely se-
cluded from observation by a thick
hedge of syringas and myrtle; and but
for the fluttering of the gaudy butter-
flies, and gleaming wings and merry
twitterings of the swallows, the solitude
would have been oppressive,

As it was, quite content with her

as she worked.  She had a sweet little
voice, with more plaintive notes init than
joyous ones, and, in strange contrast
with her sunny nature, her favourite
songs were sad.  She had gone softly
through the whole of that touching bal-
lad, “ The two locks of hair,” and the
soft cadences of her voice were dying
away in the last lines, when a heavy
sigh startled her to her feet with a slizht
seream, and she perceived Fenton, with
folded arms, leaning against the wall,
regarding her with an air in which me-
lancholy and compassion were seemingly
mingled. ;
He raised his hat, and apologized for
alarming her. May received his excuses
somewbat coldly.  Latterly, somethine
in his mannar towards her had jarred
unpleasantly on her, and she felt annoy-
ed at the prospect. of a tete-a-tete with
him. So she proceeded to gather up her
gardening implime

of retreating to the house, and wasabout
turning away when he laid bhis hand
lightly on her arm. The touch was
gedtle, but firm, and cold as gtee]
through the thin muslin sleeve. Muy
drew back haughtily, but at the same
time arrested her steps, and looked at
him curiously.

Oun his part, hiseyesred her face intent-
ly, and a slight tinge of disappointment
rose to his features as she met his gaze
with her candid and fearless blue é_ycs,

in which no sense of ewbarrassment or
hidden feeling was manifested.

Excuse me, he said, withdrawing his
But I have somcthing of im-

There was an earnestness in his man-

ner which sent a sudden chill through
May's frame. The sun was shining as|Fentoun’s heart, for May C(arlyon, he
brilliantly as before, and the perfumed | would
air was as fervid as it bad been all that|veyed, But it is needless to say how
bright morning. yet she suddenly shiv. | 'y W
ered, and locked round with a startled
air.

What I would show you is not just

- He drew her hand through his arm,

A sudden numb-

he burried her on, his last words surged

sweet graciousnecss which distinguished |

her position, May sang softly to herself

nts, with the intention f

through her bewildered brain, but con-
veyed. no sense with them, except a con-
sciousness of some sudden and inexplic-
able agony.,

Ic silence they reached the south
lawn, crossed its emerald slopes, and
found themselves on the verze of the
laurel grove. = Drawing her into one of
the intricate paths, Kenton placed her
on a rustic seat, and silently directed
her attention to an open space from
which they were separated by a leaf
sereen, throueh which two forms were
distinetly visible ; and May, rocognizing
the fluttering of Mrs. Marchmont's lav-
ender draperies, breathed a long sigh
of relief.  She looked at Fenton, and
said indignantly—

What did you mean? I only see Mrs,
Marchmont.

Hush, hush ! whispered Fenton, com-
mandingly. Look again.

Impresssed by his manner, May look-
ed intently, and the sadden blaze of
searlet which leaped to neck and brow
convinced Fenton that she had secn all.

In the middleof the open space stood
Basil, and by his side, her slender hand
resting on hisarm, was Mrs. Marchmont ;
and while her beautiful face was raised
to his, his glance was bent on her with an
air of interest and tenderness, mincled
with some more violent emotion, which
appeared in his flushed face and spark-
ling eyes. Mrs. Marchmout was speak-
'ing earnestly, but in a tone too low for
!M ay’s ears. But Basil's actions spoke
\volumes to the unhappy girl.® He sud-
denly and passionately caught the young
woman's hands in his, and covered them
with kisses. She withdrew them imme-
diately, but they had seen enough.

May turned t+ Fenton.

Thank you, sie said. I will 2o now.

She placed her hand in Fenton’s arm,
and, unobservel by the treacheraus
pair, they left tie grove and proceeded
towards the houte. The hurning words
of love, which Fenton poured into her
ears, seemed haudly to convey any sense
to the pale girl 1t his side, and as they
neared the housi, and he felt it best to
leave her, he sad—

Do you undergand me? Do you know
that he is treacierous, and that I—I
have no thought in life but you ?

She looked at him blankly, without
appearing to understand his words; and
then proceeded slowly into the house,
while Fenton tuned away, oot ill pleas-
ed with the progress affairs had made.
Hehad before mserted the thin edge of
the wedge; to-day he had struck a de-
cisive blow.

He determinel to remain away from
the cottage for a couple of days, in or-
der to let the trotble he had caused pro-
duce its full efcet.  Accordingly. it
was with conside:able surprise that, on
the second day, le received a note, di-
rected in May’s jretty hand. On open-
ing the perfumedlittle missive, he found
|1t to contain but the words : —

Mecet me to-npht, at elcven, in the
laurel grove.

It was unsignel, and an amused smile
curved his lips as he turned it half con-
semptuously in his white fingers.

The true lovess to the female mind,
he mused, lighting bis meerschaum, are
vanity and jealosy. Used by skilfal
hands, they will jerform miracles. Poor

asil’s losing his pretty heirvess, is really
too hard on him. I wonder if' it’s on
the books that the Marchmont will really
consols him for his misfortune. A zood
\thing for her, [ siould say. Yes, fried
(trout at three, this | )
gwaiter, and po sauce, remember. Sauce
twith fried trout i simply a barbarism.
| Eleven that night found Fenton faith-
\ful to the appoinied tryst, and he had
not long to wait in the sombre shadows
|of the grove before May, paleas a
|ghost in the uncertain light, stood at
'hisside. He would have clasped her in
' his arms, but she waved him back. look-
|ing round her as though fearful of dis-
jcovery. And what passed between
them partook more of the nature of a
business interview than the half-tender
scene he had antieipated.

|

and Q

May was too candid to pretend any
love for bim, but she could not now mar-
ry Basil, and admisted that she was ac-
tuated, in her present course, more by
resentment towards her treacherous
‘lover than by any other feeling.

When be knows that I am gone from

!’perhaps he wiil repent what he has
{done.

Had there been one spark of love in

1

have rejected a cousent so coa-
mercenary were his views concerning
the misguided girl, and. with a seecret
feeling of amusemsnt, he listened to her
passionate words. She-seemed - totally
changed from the shy young girl of a
day or two gone by, and he listened
with something like amazement as she
rapidly sketched out the plan of their
proposed elopement.
gotten, nothing left for him to suggest.
And for. the first time it struek his
scheming miand that a girl, who bad so
rapidly developed’the icharacter of an
* intriguante,”’ might not prove the do-

cile iéglf and slave he had contem J

However, that was in the future, and he

ast to an lnguiring|

Nothing was for-||

had too much confidence in his power
of will, to doubt the result of a contest
between them. So he devoted himself
to the arduous task of sustaining his
‘role’ of passionate devotion. And when
she gave him her hand at parting,
Romeo could not have knelt and kissed
that of his Juliet with more graceful
ardor than did the worldly, scheming
Fenton that of the unhappy May Car-
lyon.

Remember, to-morrow night, at the
same hour, were her last words before
she glided away amid the sighing lau-
rels, leaving Fenton to return to hisinn,
rumin&ﬁx with sugprise on the unex
pected succkss of his deep-laid plans.

May, running lightly over the south-
ern lawn, gave a little laugh of triumph,
and shook her small hand in the airin a
manaer at once mocking and defiant.
And, O powers of feminine deception !
smiled a rosy smile into the treacherous
Basil’'s very eyes as he mct her in the
lighted hall ; while he, with the know-
ledze of his treachery in his heart, slip-
ped his arm round her waist and kissed
her sweet lips. Man and Woman were
here equally matched.

An hour later, on the following night,
a light carriage, drawn by a pair of fluet
horses, drew up close to the boundary
line of Fern Nook, from which a gen-
tleman sprang. And after giving some
directions to the driver, he made his
way speedily but cautiously toward the
laurel grove. The moon was moving
behind broken masses of ecloud, now
vailing herself iu murky blackness, and
then for an instant showing with serene,
‘unclouded brightness. A mournful
wind was rustling the leaves of the shade
trees beneath which he passed, and the
distant baying of some far.away watch-
dog made itself distinctly audible,

A most favorable style of night for
the purpose, muttered Fenton for it was
he. I hope her courage won’c fail at
the last. ~Ah! here she 1s. I wish she
could have dispenced with the company
of her maid. Rather incoanvenient, but
can’t be helped.

I managed to escape unseen, whisper-
ed May, as she glided to meet him from
the shadow of the laurels.. But Rose is
such a coward, I feared, more than once
she would betray all by her agitation,
But herc we are, safe at last.

It was only to be expected that her
haud would flatter and her voice trem-
ble as she took Lis arm, and, followed
by her waitingsmaid, walked hastily in
the dircetion of the carrjage, wiich, in
another minute, was whirling them rap=
idly along the shadowy highway.
o To do Featon justice, a twinge of re-
thorse passed over him as he slipped the
plain gold ring on the third fnger of the
|1ittle eold hand which trembled in his
clasp. His thoughts turned for an in-
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veloped him. And if any influence
¢ould induce him to glance for an instant
from his limited horizon of vanity and
selfishness, to the broad expanses of hu-
man sympathy, it is that of the beauti-
ful and good woman whom he calls. his
wife, Fortunately, no one is born 1nto
the world without the germ of good in
their nature, i

Though Merciaand her two beautifol
children frequently visit the Desbor-
oughs, Fenton has never got beyond
raising his hay to the handsome young
matron who bows to him with a demure
and wicked smile from her carriage -or
opera box. But time works wonders.
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Infiuence of Music on Animalis.

We have just been reading a very in—
teresting essay regarding the influence
of music on animals. * The writer shows
how various animals, and even insects,
are influenced by a concord of sweet
sounds. We have noticed the same
thing, but thought nothing particular
about it, until we stumbled on this ar-
ticle,

We remember how we have seen
horses influenced by music. One of the
most enjoyable runaways we ever expe-
rienced can be directly traced to the in-
fluence of mnusic on a horse.

We were driving past where a band
was playing, and the music had more
influence on the horse than we had, He
didn’t keep time though. 1In fact, he
didn’t keep anything, harness. buggy, or
anything else. He only kept runuing.
I never thought music could have such
influence on a horse.

He beat time, too. That is to say,
he beat any time we ever saw him make
before, even before a sulky. We would
have kept that horse to run against time
if he hadn’t run against a lamp-post and
ruined himself. Music influence a horse ?
Gruess not !

Horses are excellent musical perform-
ers themselves, sometimes. We have
known a hungry horse to go through all
the bars of an oat-field correctly, and
never miss an oat, although the .owaer
of the oats missed all of his.

Dogs are singularly affected by musie.
We whistled after a strange dog once,
we remember. The dog stopped, listen-
ed attentively, looked a moment sad, as
though the notes awoke some tender
memorics within him, and ¢hen came
bounding towards us and embraced the
calf of our leg in the most aficctionate
manner. He could hardly tear himselt’
away, and wouldn't if his owner hado’t
came and choked him off.

There is a power of music in a tin' kit-
tle, when propperly brought out. We
saw one brought out the other day
by some boys who attached it to a dog's
tail. Talk about the influence of musis

t
stant to the womwan he had betrayed by
a false marriage. but even while her
face, pale and drawn as he had seen 1t
when he told her Lie had lied to her,
was vividly present to him a smile of
triumph lighted his face as he felt he
aad secured to himself the only ¢
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himse good
the world held for him. And the white-
naired clergyman, as he pronounced the
| benedietion, thought he had never be-
held an expression of countenance with
less promise of future happiness, than
the suturnine smile which played on the
bridegrooin’s countenance as he raised
his wife to her feet at the conclusion of
the ceremony.

May shrank a little as he raised his

hand to lift the veil, which had hitherto
shrouded her face ; and then, with a sud-
den, decisive movement, she put up the
band on which glittered the ring which
had just bound them together for life,
and flung back the veil, disclosing, in-
stead of the sweet, girlish face of bloom-
ing May, the lovely, mournful counten-
ance of Mrs. Marchmont!
The parsovage library was but dim-
ly lichted, yet it scemed to Fenton as
though hundreds of lichts danced in
sickening copfusion before his dazzled
eyes, aad his voice sounded, even to
nimself, like jarring iron, as he exclaim-
ed,—

Marecia !

Yes, Mr, Fenton, said May, putting
back the waiting-maid’s hovd from her
pretty triumiphant face, Basil and I both
thought Marcia would suit you better.
so we changed our cloaks and hoods in
the carriage. . And, lest you would be
angry, let me tell you that Marcia obey-
ed your directions to the letter. She

her own sad story,-and, I must say,
though a prime mover in the affair my-
self, we all carried out our roles to per-
fection. Ah. Basil, here you are to ex-
plain matters still further for Mr. Fen-
t’s satisfaction.

Basil walked deliberately from an ad-
joining room, where he had waited dur-
ing the ceremony, and, taking Marcia’s
hand in his, raised it respectfully to his
lips.

- Marcia Fenton is not, on the whole,
an unhappy woman. Her carcer, asa
%ublic singer, is eminently brilliant, and
Fenton is not by any means so bad a
husband as one might expect: - He has
learned something from his old exper-
ience, and has, in some degree, thrown
aside the mists of Belfshness which en-

interested Basil deeply—but it was in|

1

lon animals. We never saw a dog so
I moved in all our life.

| Cats are strangely influenced by the
music of a violin. It scems to affect their
entire system. In face, there could be
no violins without doinz violins to the
cats. Kven a very young kitten, who
don’t realize what he has got to come to,
mews plaintively when a fiddie-bow 1s
drawn across the strings. It seems to
vibrate a sympathetic cord within itsown
labdominal inclosure. It is affecting,
| the mews of a young kitten, or to see a
young kitten muse. ‘

Lazy BBoys.

A lazy boy makes a lazy man, just as
a crooked sapling makes a crooked tree.
Who ever yetsaw a boy grow up in idle-
ness that did not make a shiftless vagza-
bond when he became a man, uunless he
‘had a fortune left hLim to keep up ap-
pearances ? The great mass of thieves,
paupers, and criminals that fili our
penitentiaries and alms-houses have
come to what they are by being brought
up in idleness, Those who constitute
the business pertion of the community,
those who make our great and useful
men, were trained up in their boyhood
to be industrious.
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