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CANADIAN ILLUS

TRATED NEWS,

Fesruary 3, 1883.

MY,

WINTER EVENING.

Weostwand the suuset is waning slow,

A far torn flame on the silent snow ;

And dies, as the vast night waxes higher.
In scattering Hoes of stormy fire,

The piled clouds are sinking dreary and dun
O the red wild track of the settingsun @
Westward the fieree winds gather and tleet
Mightily down the frozen street,

Like the work of the painter's hand are pressed
un the pale clear brow of the yellow west:
The pointeid spires and the dark aud still
Fowers of the town on the western hith,

Far through the firmament. misty fair,
Veiled and dimmed with their golden hair,
The ween and her chorus of sweet stars whirl
1n their white tora mantles of cloudy pearl.

‘The hanl snow shrieks on the beaten strect—
U nder the tread of the hurrving teet,

Sharp aod shrill, tike a thing in paiu,

Boured in the Winter's Titan chain,

Westward away the wan day sinks:

[ see, aa 1 pass, through the shutter chinks

‘The bright ruddy lips of ehildren prate

Round the red warm hearth and the blazing grate.

Ah. bright bitter winter, T love thee still

Yor thy stroug bright wine to the strong wan’s will:
For thy stopmy days of tempest aud moil,

And the ealm swect pesce that follows toil :

For thy bright white snow and the sifver chime
OFf bells that gladden the hitter time :

For the laughing lips sud the children at play,
And the long mirthful hours that sweeten day,

. A, Lavpexax.
Ottawa, January 22, 1883

A STAIN 45 OF BLOOL,

We were a snub-nosed lot, like the plebeians
we were ; for the Paper, albeit sufficiently well-
to-do, was only a truder—a trader, too, in no
more «sthetic articles of commerce than boots
and shoes, a fact which, on our coming to Ay-
field to live, away from the supposed coniami-
nation of business, we youungsters found peca-
ltarly unfavourable to the emlargement of onr
circle of acquaintances amongst those who, com-
pared with ourselves, had more birth, about the
same amount of education, and less money. But
boy Bert was one glorious exception ; he was
different from the rest of us; to him belonged
the only suggestion of aristocratic origin to
which we could point. We prized him acconi-
ingly ; used him to distract attention from our
own uncomeliness and want of grace ; pushed
him in front, as it were, when occasion de-
manded that we should create as pleasant an
impression as possible. His face was clear-
skinued and fair, with a cleanlv-cut profile, a
straight nose and sensitive little nostrils, merry
blue eyes, and a passable mouth. His head
vielded a golden crop, and altogether be was a
picture of a patrician ten-vear-old boy ; fragile,
ideal perhaps: but his ways were hoyish and
real enough whatever his appearance might be.
With unbounded spirits and a keen apprecia-
tion of the superiority of his own sex, he loved
boats, bats, balls, knives, and pistols, as ardently
as he abominated a doll and ths rest of the pa-
raphernalia of girlkood. He poured terror into
the heart of the Mater by his mechanical arran.
gements, whose intricacies of ropes and pulleys
for ever made a journey frow the top to the bot.
tom of the house dangerous to life and limb.
As for love, | believe he had more of it beneath
that sailor’s jacket of kis than all the rest of us
E‘ut together, and the one weakness he permitted

imsel!, even when he had attained to the dig-
nity of a decade of years, was to seat himself un
his mother’s lap and listen to oue of tha old,
old tales which we had iu turn all been told,
hud wondered at, and loved, Such, briefly, was
Bert ; except as to one attribute-~his veice.
This was his best gift. So pure, so sweet, o
powetful was it, that many beyond our home
circle heard and marvelled at it. And there was
nothing Le likcd better than singing: yet, al.
though petted, praised, and courted, he remain-
ed an nospoilt, unassuming child.

When Ayfield parish church was renovated,
and the Reverend Sanders introduced himself
and begged that our youngest hov might join
tlie new choir in course of formation, both the
parents vetoed his deiny so ; the boyvs who com-
poxe choirs, they said, were two frequently of a
class unsuitable for Bert to associate with. Bat
their objections were ultimately overruled, and
vur boy took the lead in the new choir, greatly
to the satisfaction of Syms, the orgauist, and
folk generally. [ say folks generally, for so sure
as it got wind in the village during the week
thit Bert was to sing a solo the next Sunday,
the church was pwcked in a way which ne
preacher’s eloquence succeeded in doing ; and
the vicar, who becawe an intimate friend and
constant visitor of ours, would, in acknowledge-
ment of his powner, pull him lovingly by the
ear, and say, ““Ah, Bert; it is you the people
«o to hear, not me, I fear.”” Which indeed was
the plain truth, wuch as it might be matter for
regret. )

The Mater noticed it the first Sunday afler
the new chancel window had been put in. So
did we all, for the matter of thar, although we
svid nothing. True, it was only n my of light
which pirrced an olid.shaped bit of crimson glasg

in the design of the window and fell in a qui- |
vering line across our boy's surplice about the |
breast : but viewed from the distsuee in con- |
jucction with his pure young face, the golrleni
glory of his heud, and the whitenes of the five
lawn vestweant, it had the appeasance of a wound
—u slain as of Wowd,

We were none of us superstitions—uone ; the
Mater loast &0 of any; bt -he confessed priv.

ately that she felt silly—to use her own word—
about this reflection from the chancel window ;
it wnde her shudder and think of all sorts of
dreadful things : she wished he could sit else-
where so that the quivering streak of erimson
light might tall anywhere but on her angel-
voiced boy’s breast. She even told the Viear
her dismal forebodings the next time he and his
wife vame to dinner; but he only laughed and
begued her uot to give wav to such superstitions
fiuncies, So Bert retained his old seat, and as
regular’y ax Sunday morning came round the
ominoas stain appearad on the {ront of his sur-
plice ; sometimes .duller, sometimes cruel and
vivid, but always thete.  While confessing her
toolishiness and desiring to be rid of it, the Mater
graw so to dread the sight which made her
shadder and tilled her heart with unspeakable
alarm, that church only saw her at evening ser-
vice, when the davlight had faded, the chaneel
lights were brilliant, und ne dreadful bleod-
colvured reflection came from the stained-glass
window. :

Christiuas was drawing near. 1t was the tirat
great festival since the re opening of the parish
chureh, and there were to be grand doings in
the way of decoratious wud choral services. The
airls were drawing elaborate desigus to be exe-
cuted in the customary red cloths and white
wadding, while 1 had been told off' to construct
numberless crosses uud symbols out of wood, to
be in due ccurse glorified by coverings of berries
and leaves.

But there was sorrow at our bearts ; for Bert
—Bert who was the central figurein everybody’s
caleulations, despite his unflagging spirits, his
boyish pranks, looked frailer than ever. Yet his
voice was unimpaired, uo weakness was percep-
tible there. After the choir practices and ser-
vices, however, he was sometimes obliged to
confess to being exhausted ; and panting and
sheet like, he would yield to our entreaties and
lie down during Sunday afternoons to gain
strength to sing at evensong. We wanted him
to give it all up, but he loved the work so much
that we hadn’t the heart to insist on it.

About a mouth before Christmas there occur-
red a split between the Vicar and Syms. It was
the most trivial of matters ; but neither would
budge au inch, and the upshot wasthat Syms
threw up his appointment and departed, leaving
us in the lurch for an organist. The Vicar was
in a fine way. Mr. Sanders, although a passable
pianoforte player, kuew no more of organ-play-
ing than the proverbial man in the moon.

I knew how it would be. Except Syms, I was
the only person in the parish \vgo could mani-
pulate an organ, and sooner or later I was cer-
tain the Vicar would pray me to help him over
the festival time and until he could get another
organist. 1 hated taking a service; the whole
business was so harassing. There was the ever-
presect fear of failing to drop in with the key-
note of the responses at precisely the right mo-
ment, to say nothing of the dread of breaking
into some half-finished prayer with the chords
for the amen, or of playing a verse of 2 hymn
beyond the prescribed number, But I resigned
myself to the inevitable, and when the Reve-
rend Sanders turned-up at the homestead, as |
expected he would, looking worried and prepared
to prefer his request, | oifered to do my best
then and there, and earned his everlasting gra-
titude on the spot.

1 set about drilling the choir-boys at once,
determined thar the musical arrangements
should do me credit, and that Syms should not
be missed if 1 could helpit. By Christmas Eve
there wasn't a line of the special psalms, a verse
of the hymns, or a bar of the music which those
unhappy yoangsters had not got by heart. For
the anthem 1 hald chosen, with the vicar's con-
carrence, the Pastoral Symphony, the soprane
recitatives immediately following, and the cho-
rus which they led np to, “Glory to God iu
the Highest, from Haundel's ““Messiah.” I had
Lieard the greatest prima donnas Eugland knew
sing these soul-stirring recitatives, but it seemed
to me that none hal sung them as did my
ralden-haired brother. Small wonder that Mrs.
Saniders, one day, listening to him in the empty
church, whither we had come to practice, seized
hun as the last bell like note died away, hugged
}xim to her heart, and cried with emotional de-

ight.

We persuaded the Mater to do what she had
not doune tor months—attend « morning service,
Yes, for once, she said, she would smother her
uufounded forebolings and go; it was so silly
to feel as she did. She was proud of her boys
and other’s adwmiration of them made her glad.
That Christmas wmorning we all set out, the
Mater and Pater : the girls, Bert, and myse.f.
The day was fresh uud bright, the sun shone its
best, and the church certainly looked its grand-
est—holly, mistletoe, aud all manner of greeu
everywhere. What was nmore, Bert appeared
better iu health than he had for many weeks,
and we were congequently happy. But that
dreaded reflection ! On this sunlit morping it
glowed like av unkind gash from which the
blood wis welling., 1 strangled a sh dder, and

turn’d round to my Jduties at the organ, thinking
of the Mater and her superstitiou, lear of the

Bert seized the “apper A" in the coucluding
bur, and, unaccompanted, it vaug through the
chiurch like the voter of anaug:l ; then the choir
dasited in boldly. attacking the chorus, “Glory
to Liud in the Highest.” It was the grandest
thing Ayfield had ever heard in its church. 1 felt
repaid for my trouble, aud teo proud for words
of my brother.

*¢ But, old darling, you really must not sing
any more to-day. To-night we must manage
without you. We'll sing & hymn instead of re-
peating the anthem.”

Oa reaching home the child had collapsed, so
to speak ; the exciternent had proved too much,
his cagerness to please too intense. llis face
was transparent and bloodless ; his eyes stran-
gely bright.  Placing my haund uver his heart,
I felt it beating painfully.

“Oh, do please, let me sing to-night. l'm
only a bit tired. 1'll lie down all the afternoon,
and before I go 1 can have an g beaten ap, you
kuow.” The tears were in his eves and his Jips
quivered ; the prospeet of not singing was so
great a disappointment,

He did e down. By the ovening lie seemed
himsel{ again.  We made him promise not to
sinyg u note beyond his solo. This was the con-
dition of his going.

If the church was crowded in the morning, it
was fuller than ever in the evening ; the aisles
and passages were blocked, nnd people lined the
chaucel steps. All Avfield was there. Not a
gas-jet in the edifice remained unlighted, not a
nook had been overlooked and left undecoruted.
The effect was imposing, gladdoning; to a
highly-strung temperament, hysteria producing
perhaps.

Once more the last strains of the ¢ Pastoral
Symphony" died awsy. There was no ungly stain
visible now. The chancel lights gloritied our
boy's golden head ; & bright tlush was in his
cheeks, and for the second time that day those
recitatives, which shall live while the earth
lasts, filled the church from tloor te roof with
silver-toned melody. Bert was singing better
than ever.

“ And the angel said unto them, “Fear not
for behold I bring you glad tidings of great joy,
which shall be to all people; for unto you is
barn this day in the City of David a Savieur,
which is Christ the Lord.”

“And suddenly there was with the angel a
multitude of the heavenly host, praising God,
and —""

But the last word never came. [ heard our
boy take the upper-note ; it was followed by an
inarticulate gurgle and a fall. There was a com-
motion in the chancel, a shrick from the body
of the church, and a fearful horror seized me.
I staggered from the organ seat, and the next
minute | had Bert in ray arms in the vestry.
His head had dropped on his breast, his blue-
veined eyelids were cloged, his face was deathly
pile 5 doubtless, a fainting tit brought on by
over-excitement and the heat. [ called for water,
and raised his head., Good God ! Could it be!
From the corner of his pallid lips issued a thin
red streak—&/cod ¢ And there, on the breast of
the tine lawn vestment, on the vevy spst wwhere
the fatal refection fad alirdays fallin, was astain
—no illusion now ; but real, dreadiully, horribly
real.  Bert had ruptured a blood vessel.

What consolation was it to us ‘that there
wasn'’t a counservatory for miles round that was
not robbed of ity every white blossom to that
New Year tide to muke a child’s yawning grave
a bower of beauty and sweet ycents ? What balm
was it to our sore hearts that old and young,
rich and poor, all gathered round to mingle their
tears with ours 1 What comfort could it be that
the choir-boys, in their attempls to do hononr to
the chietiest of them, brokedown in the funeral
hymn, every lad of them, and sobbed aloud ?
Earth had been deprived of too sweet a singer ;
our hearts and homes of a too-deeply loved one.
We grudged him, oh, so much! Bat Heaven
could not spare him ; he was taken from us,
and—

“There witz one more voice in the ungel choir,
And one more tuad in the fold.””

Wriwyy J. TuoweLi,

AFTER A TITLE.

“Wo've been having pretty tine weather
lately,” said & very dressy-looking youth, saun.
tering into -the dramatic editor's room, aml
throwing him-<elf carelessly into a chair,

** Yes,” said the dramatic editor, looking his
visitor over and woundering what dramatic snap
lie represented.

¢} think we muay fairly call it Indinn summer
weather,” said the youth palling out a cigar
with a gold collar about, aul leisurely proceed.
ing to liglt it.

“ Huve vou any particular business with
me ¥’ asked the editor, layiug down his pen and
leaning back in his chair,

“Yes, | supyose you will do as well ws any
of the buys in the office,” said the youth, pntt-
ing a wreath of smoke towarl the ceiling nnd
throwiug one slender limb over the other.

“ Well, don't you think it would be well to

quite uatural iHusion.

AU was going sprendidly. My tingers lingered
ont the last chords of the *'Pustoral Symphouy,”
then —

*“There were shiephends abiding in the fields, keeping
witelt over theit Huoks by night "'—
—-antd oy to the finsl recitative—— i
i
* And suddenly there was with the ungel & multitude
of the heavenly howt, praizing tiod, nad gay-

ng

’

come to the point 7 asked the editor, 4 Of

. course, we editors ure gentlemon of leisure, but

life is short, and ['m abant to go out to lun-
cheon.”’

“Of course,” said the youth, * You see Pin

the preas agent of « lecturer, awd 1 want to give
Lt u lift, you know."

““What is the subject of the lecture 7° asked
the editor, taking up his pen. -

“You see that's what bothers us,” said the

tically ut a variety bill on the wall before him.
“We haven't made up our mind what to call
it ..'

“Then you are just starting out,” said the
editor.

“Yes, my man belongs to Brooklyn.  He got
the lecture fever, and | thought I'd see him
through "

“ Well, what does he propose to lecture on ™
asked the editor,

“He hng struck a very novel subject,” suid
the yofith., ¢ [ think it will take with every.
body. It ison the beauties of the ideal in a
higher mode of existanee, or something of that
sort,  Anything pavs nuw in the form of a lec-
ture, vou know, but the subject isi’t of so much
consequence as the man.  He's had aenreer, he
has.”

“Well give it to uy,” siid the editor,

“You see he's nu ex-convict, and he's been
tried four times for nurder, and he started in
life as # preacher.”

“That will do it,” said the dramalic editor,
¢ vou have got the right man to make a fortune
cut of.”

“'Phen you think---"

“Lthink veusre a crank, and the quicker you
light out tiwe better it will be {or your general
health,” shouted the editor, grasping a thick
stick leaning against his desk, and the youth
vanished through the door, and made lightning
time down the stairs to she stlewulk.

"

THE DIGESTIBILITY OF GYVSTERS.

Why oysters should be eaten ruw is explained
by Dr. Willium Roberts in his last lecture on
** Digestion.” He says that the general practice
of cating the oysters raw is evidence that the
popular judgment upon watters of diet 15 wsu-
ally trustworthy. The fawn-colored mass, which
is the delicious portion of the fish, is it's liver,
and is simply a mass of glveogen. Associated
with the glycogen, tut withheld from actual
coutact with it during life, iy its appropriate
digestive fermeut—the hepatic diastase.  The
mere crushing of the oyster bLetween the teeth
brings these two bodies together, aud then the
glycogen is at once digested without any other
help than the diastase, The raw or merely
warmed oyster is self-tigestive. But the advan-
tage of this provision is wholly lost by cooking,
for the heat immediately destroys the associated
ferment, and & cooked oyster hasto be digested,
like any other food, by the eater’s own digestive
powers.

* My dear sir, do you want to ruin your di.
gestion ”* asked Prof. Houghton, of Trinity
College, oue day, of a friend who had ordered
brandy and water with his oysters in » Dublin
restaurant.

Then he sent for a glass of brandy and a glass
of Guinness® XX, and put an oyster in eaoh. In
a very short time there lay in the bottom of the
glass of brandy a tougl, leathery substance re-
sembling the finger of a kid glove, while in the
porter there was hantly a trace of the ayster to
be foutid.

HUMOROUS.

Tur guests have dined and the host hands
wround a cave of cigars, " 1 don't smoke myselt”
he =ays, but you will find thewn good~my man «teal.
more of them than any vther brand Lever el

Ortps ouge asked Mr. Charles Hewde what
would be o wood wame 1o give her vew pet dog,
S Tonie,” answered the illustrions anthor, without o
moent’s hesitation ; * for it i+ sure to be w mixture
of bark, -teal, nnd whine,”'

A coon Paddvism, ~Huaungry Traveller (ar.
riving atinnon s remote brish lake)=" What time
doez one get one’> meals here™ Paddy = 15 i1 the
males ypu mane, sorrs sure, three toiines u week, nt
one o'elock 7 [Sonsation! But poor Paddy was only
thinking of the post |

Law Progessor 0 ¢ What eonstitutes  bur.
whary T Stadent: * Thers must be . breaking."
Professur: “Then if' a man enters yvour door and
tnkes wosGvereign {rom your vest pocket in the hall,
would thut be burglary " Student: ™ You, sir: be-"
catse that would break e,

Ove Sgrvanes Anain: “Why did yon
leave your last place?” inquired a young honse.
kevper abont (6 engage nonew servant. " Why, yoq
see, matam,”” replisad the apphicant,  { was too good -
looking ; and \\'Aon [ opencd the donr folk< tovk e
fur the missus,”

A RaLL-noos episade,
CHABLES @
Lol e, Laura, why thad sadness?
Tell e, why that Jook of eare?

Whv has fled that Took of glnduess,
Uhat thy fnee wias wont to wear?

Loaviea s

Churles, s weeles to dissemise,
Well my face may weara feoa,
For F'oe luat my largest haire-pin,
And my hair i cotng down?

CONSUMPTION CURED,

An old physician, retired from prctice, having
had placed in hix hasols by an Fnst ]lntliu wissionury
the fonnuln of a simple vegotable remedy for thy
apeedy snd permnent cure of Constinption, Bron.
chiti~. Ctarch, Asthwn and oll thront ad fang
Aftections, wlso n positive_and radienl curs for Ner-
vous llelnlnf'_ and ull Nervous (omplaints, after
having tested it wonderful eurntive powers in thon.
annds of caxes, has folt it his duty to make it knowny
to his sufering fellows, Actnated by this motive
nnd o desive to relieve huraan suffering, | will senil
free of churge, to all who desire it, this recipe, i
German, Freneh, or English, with full diveotiona for
pregaring and nsing, Hent by mail by addressing

yonth, sittiug back in his ¢chaiv and gazing erls

with stamp, waming this paper, W, A, Novea, 1
Power's Bloek, Roshester, N.\' . '




