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dren !--yon amaz-? me 1 said Mr-..St. Leger, myseif whenever yont likè- to dlainm 'em s;uad if the weIl-remembered violin. He could hear bier
sinking back upon ber pillow, as if site lad beent we can't finil you anotîmer 'sit' s(.smutwhiee voice; he could, amell the roses' perfnnie. Surely
electrified. directly, it's a pity. Blow me, it's a pit v !" it was that -aine violin hie was ptaying now!

IHumpli !" quoth the doctor, "shile mas much. " Tout Hornby, yoti're a gonu-h.earted fellow," Front bis closed eyt-s, down the white cheeks,
too autoinaton a rergonage for nie to he surprised réturrned the violoi.cello gratefuilly, ai.;bis 4tolid tears dropped warm anud fast upon the stringî ot
at anyîhing she did; but it is a conîmon error face relax.-d a littie hetoie the haýso's geii the violuîucello. lie heeded themne Bt ; has
to mistake vacnity for virtue, anmd ignorance for smite. Il A uqeless, oit1, wrnomt hlesging thoughts were far away.
innocence. Wlmy, hurîe is Mr. St. Leger, 1 have likm, mine nim't nînctu to give anyhodly," lie con- So the tunme rose and tell, and the snow gather.
m1n doubt,'' cried the dootor, as a cariage stop. tiunied ''lut siiel as it is, t.ke it, Toni,lfor ed uhicker anîd thicker uipon the window panes,
peil at the door. In siiother im.uie a stop 'vas your ;ilnssaud mmnv you never have sucb titi the camidie on the littie table lickered ont.
heard mpon the stairs, Floience attenipted a a hblack %vrld helore as V've got now 1" Yet the arma in the rus4ty sleeve dtd fnot weary
preci pitate esenlie'iiito the dressing-rooum, but They Fhook hamuds; the bassoont stepped in its slow, regular motion: the cold fingers stili
was detiined by Mrs. St: Lever laying ber hand throngh tthe littie uarrow door beneath tbe pressed the strings ; the player diii nor wake to
upor ber arm, and nnderitig lier net to go. lit stage amnd his companion, heariug bis unu- darknes.s nf the room.
another instant Leslie was in the roomn, and at wel-ly viodoncello, extinguishied the last gas jet "We're old now," lie murmutred ; "tliey dnni't
bis mother't, hed-side; he Idid not sîe bis wife as be tullnwed hlmi. want us ammy longer."
in his anxitety to sec bis mother; andt poor " Goom-iglit, Tom îlot nhy ; Goî bles yot." His eyes were stili shut ; but the tune waxed
Florence had fainted for tear of the denoiuement Azaintb ey shook hands4 then bassooin wbistled slower, and olower, and slower, tilt it died alto.
that must inevitably take place. Dr. B--- put off into the bnrrying crowd at the, stag;-donr, gether.- The bow slipped froin the old man's
ont his arm to prevent ber from faliing to the and violoncello turned to face the wînd the ingers ; the grey head sagîk upon the table ; the
ground. Mrs. Carlton ran for sonie water. Leslie other way. vioioncéllo rested souudless against the breast
turned to see what was the cause of the comoe- Oid vielomiicello huttoned lbis rusty coat close, of the rusty btack coat.
tion-be saw a woman lying acroýs the bed with and turnied Up tîhe collar as if the wind miglit * * **

lier face dow'mward. As hie helpt-d te o rise ler, finid that an obstacle ini it.i attack upon lis When the moining came, and abrights8un-ray
the dim liglit froun a solitary candte gleamed scraggy old throat, whilst lie hugged that dingy struggled through the snow-btocked window-
upon her face, and he beheld bis wile to ail op. big fidule of bis close agaiust bis body, sud set- panes, they shone upon a tiny table, a square
pearance dead. "lGood God! Florence, my own ting bis eyes etra'igt before hlm, dragged bis white bed, a fireless grate, a patcheut and dîngy
poor Florence 1 how came you here ? and thumy trembling kmees in the direction tthey pointedl. old violonc 11o. But the bow liad fatten upon
bave murdered yon !" cried Leslie, frantically- Up one street and down another ; along a wide the floor, and the ptayer's nervelessafingers liung
4. witl no one save ber V', continued he, I"send- white road, tned with tati white mansionsi; white and stiffened upon the strings.
go-bring a physician-every pbysician-brimîg down a narrow, wriggting, dark alley, limed Otd Violoncello had gone to bis last engage.
them att ?" with rickety todging-botises. On lie trndged mient.-b'amily Mlagazine.

IlGeutly, air," said the Doctor, Ilshe wilt re- through the grey, puily nud of trampied snow.
cover soon, if you do not ait crowd round bier, Ou and oi to that dreary blank of future whichi
and keep tbe air from lier." lay before hi, the old iack-lustre eyes fixed in

"On your perit do not trille wit mre ," said thiat straiglir, forwand look of despair, the cold SuITE OLD fRIING.
Leslie, looking wildiy on bis wife's wasted form, loneliniess steadily -settiing dowu upon bis aged An otd granget- strotied into a bookstore, the
and the won ciieek, wbere want of sleep, and s0elicart to brood there. For the season was over, oter day, and stopped at a table wliere a lot of
naany nights anid days of watcbing bad wrougbt and old violoncello bad struck his last chord at cieap noveis were disptayed. He picked one of
a cbange tbat appeared fearful iu bis eyes- the hall. them up, and beg in to turn ita leaves witb a"9you thimik she wilt recover." IlYou see, Dolbs," the leader of the orcher.- curions and. amubed expression of countenance.

"lShe la recovering," said Dr. B--, dashing tra liad said, 6"now the fuît season's over, it's A cterk passing by juat then, the granger
a tear froin the corner of his eye, for lie now unreasonable to exîîect tbe management to keep said :
began to compreliend the wbole scene, and bow up sncb a baud ; so, mucli as it goes against nie " They keep on writin' these yattow-kivered
Florence liad been so good a nurre, altbongb to say it, we must part." novels yet, 1 see..',
site had not watked the botapitals. "Quite riglit," had chimed lu the manager Clerk said they did.

IlMotlier, mother," said Leslie, witling to witb the ferocious monustache. "lEstabishmnnut '"Usm-d to r2ad every btessed one that kuin
grasp at hope front every on1e, "ldo you thi nk expenses must be cut down, my manl; every. out when 1 was a boy. Itecken I've gone
she'ii recover 1' body ca't stop on ; so there you are 1 Miglit tlirough mor'n fourteen baskets oui'e'm in my

I do, Leslie," said Mrs. St. Leger, bursting as weli ask me to keep au extra baudaman ont day, tilough 1 hain't tackied one lu about forty
into tears as she placed Fînrences cold lîsnd in of my own saiary 1" years now. Don't s'pose tliey'd read as they
Leslie's burning palm, and pressed them botb So old violoncello struck bis lust chord and did thon. Gittimi' married and raisin' a large
within lier own-"4 and t do think, althougli went, wth a leadenlieart. Good-hearted Tom family sorts o' knocks the romantic and pictur-ý
everybody doca not say so, that she lsaua Horuiby contorted him witli hopes of that next isk ont of a man, as it were. And with a wlft,
angel." engagement. But wbo would have hi-poor, anmd children tookin' to ye for bread, what do

old, worni-out, deaf as lie was ? Nobody, lie you care for 1'Ogarita, thme Forest Queen; or,
ssid. And bis lieart sank luke a lump of cold the Trajerdy ot the False Eyébrow,' biey? ITHE VJOLONCELLO'S NEXT iead as lie thouglir of that answer. used tô set up alI might readun' the ' Mysteries

ENG0.A GEMEN T. Tîme pulpy sish clianged to whîite unitrodden of the Castie of San Juan del Boot Jack,' or
suow upon the îuatli ; the streets were qtuieter somethin' like timat, withl my teetli cliatterin'

The glories of tîhe entertainiemut bave faded, and darker. Ohd violoncello resch'ed bis hum- tilt 1 sliook the whole honise. Coulda't do it
down goes the gas, ont acramble the audience. hie todging, aduiitted hinseti by bis istch.key, now. But, 1 say, do the novels mnit as they
ht is the last niglit of the season ; and the baud chnîbed the tbree flights of rickety stairs. IU used to 11"
is ptaying the National Antheni over the said the tiny garret.at the tope of' thein, wss a lire- Ilt>retty umucb the same," repiied the obtig-
season's grave to gîve it a decent burîi. Evenrt ess grate, a squame white bcd, a table, a chair, ing clerk.
the first fiddle feeis out nf sorts. The bassoon and a wuîdow, one broken patte of which was "Yon don't say ! Does the boss herowine
lias a tear-drop trembting on bis Icit eyetasb, stopptcd with brown paper. As lie tightcd bis excai, ' Uüund ue, villain, «or by me fa.
unsuspicious of the faut tiat it glistens visilîly tivo nches ni tean candie sud shnwed tiiese, the ther'âu great horn spoouus, l'il throw nieself lrom
in a tiny ray front the footlight. As for the old mari sat down ujînul the chair sind beut lis the cliii and seek a peacetut grave beneath the
violoncello next liii, that lîoay.besded nid grey liead upon the table. No tear wu ilulits waves iîmat rastie for a position at its foot' ?
veteran of a score of two pantomimies, srrely eyea wlien lie litted theu. lie drew biis violon.- ' That's about the ruu of it."
thîs particulai pantoumimie% death, grieves lii cetin dloser to humi ; lie iuggtd it as buieuight a " WeilI,I dectare!1 And when the vil.ain
but lîttie. Why should it -wbilst lie cati twine favorite chuld ; tlieu lie beit. hui hi-ad once lubie swears she mnst be his'n, thougli the heavens
bis bony let srma round that nid viotonceilo's upoti the littie table, and ilis bow alippeti to the fait anîd bell yawns at his teet, she sbrieka the
neck as if it lived sud tovcd liii, vhen biecaim fluor froin tie nuituoci lungers wimch clasped t. naine of ' Gonraldo,' and takes the fatal punuge
bond bis grey head to its stringsansd hear the Lower aud lower buriumcd tic caîudle, whibt into the tieethiug waters of the dark abysa. The
sweet pathos of their tories; wlîen lie cati puse ontaide upomu the bars ot the windowpaties, billows close over ber be-c-a-u.teous ionm, wheu,
bis long skiîîny muiisn's fingers foudly over white snow gatliered higlier and igher as Uto1, (.oraldo-whiut does Gouraldu do now-
tbem to draw forth ricli, sootbing, swilling, fI4kes kept talmug. Whou the blanched Lice adays, say V"
falling, beautiful melolv ? Why sbnuld ibere was agaiii upturue(t, the eyes werc îuoistened. "Gonraldo plunges in-"
he a quiverimmg hP aml a tremblig cyelisaliwben "Sn we've come to it ut lht, have wu, oid "Exactly 1" îuterrupted the granger, excited-the tast chord colles ? fiddle ?' the oid mnu oaned ini apostrophie of ly, - Gonraldo, who tias been watchitt' iinga

The chord le etruck, sud over. Ont of the 1118 loved violoncelle, as hie stooptd te pick up hiotu sother cliii', rushes lu- and escues hier
orchestra, and slresdy on bis way borne i;; the tilt bnw. 'lWe're oid nw, botta ot uà ; weic f roui tic clutch of the dlemon .waves, crying,
iret vioin ; thie cornet bas bmioigbt up the rear no0 use uow ! Yur-ptl -Rm cakdsd 'a! ha!1 iolled ! foiled 1 Oh, it'a mast the
with a calebiza moraîîdo ; iteebig drumn bas youfr iabter's deat. Tty don't wamt a pair way the old thing run wbeu I was a boy.
ctosed bis asat roll ; r-econd violimi lias packed up ike us uowadays. We're ready aimoât for Ouar Hdu't changad ut a bit. And the pirate
bis instruments ; bassoon and violoucelle remain lutetncgageenmt. Ycs, old tidle ; yon bave atonies. Do tiîey stitl skimi the bright sea foam
abuse with the dying ligltinl the hall. been a gond servant to your old master, anud yen. in rakiahl ookin' Bkuners, huIt paintedl jet

IlDick 1" sai 1 the hassoon, quietîy. cnuld dun nmthiug, ton, in your day ; but "ot black, ,vitb a narrer streak oU red unin l
Poor old white-fsced violoncello ineyer heed. mucli louger-not very umucl i onger. We're nid the sides "nanj

ed. The teft arua lu tbe rusty Rheeve stililanow ; tlmîy can do without us." dooh, yes."0
clasped the iustrument's neck in tîat ioving A tear dropped upon the tinger.boaud, and the IlYou don't tell me ! And la the piratesa
way, the old grey bead bout down over the otd ian wiped it careiuiiy nf witli bis coat bride as good tookun' as she used to be ? I cati
strings wif h bis eyu's ciosed. aleeve. sec ber now, staudin' at the head of the powder

"Poor old chap 1" observed the baséonr pity. IlYes, old friend," lie continuci, gaziug muagazine with a coat oit lamp ini lier baud, as
iugly as lie turued up bis coat collar arnd tucked affectîouately on bis battered couipaniun of she exclaima tn lier hmubaul, who la about to
bis instrument case under bis amni. "B1lowed wood sind:strings, 6"we've becu friends fur long, throw the hiandsome captive overboard, IlGomez
if hoe ain't a playin' now !" but we're comig to our tast engagenment." de ta Rutabaga, hold timy hand ! Touch but a44Dick, Dck 1" tapling the nid violoncelle Whisàt the smuiowflakes feul thucker sud thicker hair of that fair youth's bcad, and I wiil blowgood nsturedly on the shoulder. The bld ian again8t the windnw, softly sud noi-Schessly, the thee aud mhy murderous crew to the wecping
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It was ünigiimalhy M
dee-, sud bas a sort of

No doubt mauy wli
the familiar nursery
to amunse children lu
tions, bas lied so seri
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A kid, a kid,' My fal
For two pieces ofin

Then came the cati
That my father bou
For two piecea nf i

Then came the dog
That ste the kid,&

Then came the stafl
That bit thc cat, &

Then came the fire
ibat beat the dog,J

E! HO USE THA T JACK

8lation nfa Hebrew bymn
of th- publications of the

written in Babbinical Chat.
bf lifting illeasure.
it be surprised to find that
tale, which bas been told
iEngi.înd for mnany genera-
îouau anoriginal.

IIYMN.FROM TiHE "SFPH}ýa
)ÂH," folio 23.

tber bought
noney.

A kid, a kid.
2.

and ate the kid
uçht

Akid, a kid.
3.

and bit the cat

4.
iff and beat the dog

Band burned the staff

Then came the water sud queudbed the fire
That burued the staff, &c.

7.
TIen came the ox sud drauk the water
That quenched the fire. &c.
r 8.

Then came the butcher sud slow the ox
TIat drank the water, &c.

TIen came the Auget of Death sud kilted the
butcher

That slew the ox, &o.
10.

Then camethe IIoiy One blessed be Ife,
And kilted the Augel of liîeath,
That killed the butchen,
That killed the ox,
That drank the water,
That q ueuched tIc fire,
That burned the staff,
That lest tIc dog,
TlisL bit tIc cat,
That ate the kid

r That îy father ýiought
For two pieces ni money.

A kid, akid.
r The following is the interpretatin

1.- Thîekid, which 15 one of the pure animals, de-
notes LIe Hebrew nation. The Fatler, by whom IL
was pnrchased, la Jehovah, who represents himselfin

3this relation to the Hebrews. The two piecea ni money
are Moses sud Aaron.

2.-The cat dentes the Assyrians who took the ten
tribes.

3.-7he (log la symbolical ni the Babylonians, who
destmoyed the Assyrian monanchy.

4. -The, staff siguified the Persians, wbo destroyed
the Babytouman kingdom.

5.-The lirét indicates the Greck Empire, under
Atexander, whicb destroyed the Peralan.
a 6 .- Th7u iw«ter denotes tIc Roman power, whieh de-
stroyed the tirecian.

7.Teo.r la Lbe smbol ni the Saracena, wlio de-
stroyed the Roman power lu the Hoiy Land.

8.-lme butcher la the (Jrusader, wio.drove the Sera-
cens off the Hoiy Land.

9. -Th-e Aagel of Deatk la the Tunkiali power, tW
whicî the land of<Paiestiue 18 subject.

lO.-The commencement of the teutli stauza la de-
rsigued to dhow that C'iod will take signal vengeance

on the Turks; immediately aiter w ose overthrow
the Jews are to be reatored to their own land sud live
under the Goverment ni tbeir iong-expected Messlah.

A SECL'Rp. RETREÂT.-Wbeui Carter, the lion
king, ws xhibitiug with Ducrow et Astlsy's,
a insuaoger, with whom Carter had made snd

abraken an engagement, obtained damagesaend
iissued s writ againist hlm. The baibiffa came to
rthe siage-door nuaked for-Carter. "Show the
gentleman np'," said Dncrow, andl when they
reached the stage there sat Carter coiuposedty mn
the great cage with an enormous lion on saab
aide nf imi. '"*Tbcre's Mm. Carter waitiug for
you, gentlemen,"p said DncrowI"go in and tako
hua. Carter, my boy, open the doon." Carter
p 'ro ceeded to obey, at the saise timif eliciting,
IY a privat) signal, a treumendous rér fromt hie-
companions. The bajîlifsi stagred back in ter-

r or, rolici over eacli other as thcy mu'uhcd down
rstail-s, sud mearly fiiuted belons tliey reachsd the

street.
MADEMOISELLE M&A.-On neOf th@ VerY

hast occasions ni lier appearing lofons hier owu
Parisien audience, wheu as had paseed the
huit st which it was pos-ible for a wowann of
hcr advanced ae to assume the appeerance of
you th, the part aime wes playing requiing that
abe abould exclaim, "Jef suis jeune 1 je suie
jolie !" a tond solitany lias proteas egairuat the
assertion, wiîli bitter aiguifumauce. After an

tinstaut's consternation, which held both Lhe
>actons sud audience silent, ase dded, with the
1exq'îisite gruesud diguity whicli survived the
tyoutb sud beauty tW which abs couti nolonger
1 cveuî pretenîl, -Je suis Mademoiselle Mare 1'
sud the whole houas broke ont lu acclamations,
sud rang witli the applause due to wbat thse

tincomparable artiste atitl wassnd Lthe memory,
of ait that aseliai been.
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