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“ THE LORD MAYOR OF YORK TO
’ ' HIS BROTHER NED.”

QOne day.—no matter what the date,~—
The uorelenting hand of Fate,

An uncotimereinl tmveller took

Sans sample ease snd onter-book .
To Yok, whose time-worn Monster-Fape
Was buiit in—1I forgot whose reign;

And ‘neath whose walls the vaults encrust
The wariike Thurstan’s martial dust;
With legions tou, of ralinted desd

Of whom by slnnderons tongues "tis said
That they thetich Mother Church's touls,
Were really more of knaves than tools.
Who after lives ¢f war and lust,

Throush gifts were nutmbered with the Jast;
Tue Church transeribed their epiloques,
And cavonized the wouldering rogues.

But jove tar antiquated lore,

And seandal’s chinrms must not ignore
Our pent'e nuewumercing friend

Wi bavivg roached his joarvey’s end,
Cigar in moush, with outstretehed foet
§ix pazing down the busy street ;
The smubhe beiweeu his pearly teeth

o szure-tinted ciretes wreath,

1n vruth Le seemrs teelining there

The anti-type « {anti core;

Anon, Le sturis: then steps to greet

A pedlar siaing down the rtreet;

With dephey-cart and crokeeryware,
Al bound for Piekering's vearly fair
(Whaose earh returns wou'd greatly shame
Some falry of wore ambitiors vame.)

“Tlat what's that the row 1" the pediar cries,
“ One moment, please,” our friend Teplics,

¢ Behwe yany teke 1hat beast away,

A word with Wil wish to sy’

The ¢lown ve'urns with cslm repose,

{His digesic stealing 1o his nose)

A cronn 1M ke to orows your joke,

And gquick er» 1 the chunce revike,”

The evdu is paid, the cad meanwhile

Retires, (Lis face enwreathed with smiles)
Whilst enr old frieed (with pulled burk cufts
Aud weed, ubaled with vigorons pufls)
Appivached the pedlars long.esred steed,
The ashes irbing off the weed,

Arnd then. —excusr x manly rear—

Tue burving wanss rammed dowa its ear.

A snert, g yell a rusawsy,
Witk Hudes’ Kirg and more to pay;
Thut donkey’s sentiments seemed clear,
Fur— entre noti—an ass's ear,
,'I\Ww, weghest part is said to be

£

b swiftly ran
A wsd, Lrapheming, eroekery man,
\Whilst pot aed pan, and looking glass
Were smuasted Ly thur erratic ass,
Wi shun edd netoguding powers of speed ;
Troveb nat o swes of ** Ukmmine breed,”
And yet it is bar fair to state,
He shiosepsd 8 clear 190 guijt;
Indend, unbesicn stands to-day,
The record of tuat runaway.

Bu? all thingeearth'y have nu end.
{Uhat they shauld nnt > the sainta forefend”)—
And ne exreprion to the rule,
Was this hs!f brother to the mule,
Who rcorning pots and £ ving pens,
Roun resched the anclent bridee which spans
Tie hotipa bed where déep and slow
The Quse's clissic waters dow
© Hat fiiglitensd by &« passing team,
e lerpt the bridge and churged the stream
Weose turbid waters soim alas !
Fur eve closéd o'er thut lucklegs ass;
Gl Joud bis owner stormmed gnd swore,
11¢°d * bring the case betare the taw,™
Ne'er dresuing that a resl-hot weed
Hud csused the sail, disastrous deed.

Next day befare the eivie chair,

{In sther swerds—my Lor the Mayor)—
Ouer noeomwmereial triend wus sued,
“Tw thut he did deceive, delude
An ommnsperting workivgman
Th tedeadt in  pot gnd fryingpan,”
And who with many a monrntul wail

T Andt slyh relates the disnal tale
Wierehy the gpueda fur Pickering fair
Arcnumberen with the thinga that were !
1 p pmped anr friend, and then and there
Expinined the case be fors the Vayor,
And praved there was< a burgain mude,
And that the promised cash was paid 3
»Tat, vut, my man,” quoth York's Lord Mayor,
* Dismissed; absurd, the whole affuir.”

The case dismizsed on leaving court,
My Lord the Mayor our traveller songht,
1 renlly, sir, shaubl like to know
What made yon treat that donkey so1
. Now what on eurtls had you to say
That he xhonld act in such a way 1"
s Indeed, my lord, I must confess
"Pwill eanse your lordship much distress,
Yetif you wish it 1)} relate
The ¢atse of hic untimely fate,
1 went tu hilm and smply sald,
‘What! carrying pots—disgraceful Ned,
A general monger's drudge—anid you
The Mayor of York's twin-hrotber ton ; .
We!l blow me 1ight but here's 2 go,
How ecould you sheme his lordship so?’ ™"

* Now when I spoke he shook bis head,
And sighing monrnfally he said,
*Alas ! I Jong have felt that we

Were born in close afinity i

Here gaes, no dinger seill T bear

This fgnomiticos ecarihenwarey

But in the river's gentie siream . v
1'il ¢lose for aye lile’s irunsient dream.’
With that my lard, be touk to Hight,
And passed for aye from mertal algbt;
"Tis aniy just that you shoeald know
*Twas shame that laid your brother Jow.”
For seeing yon, the child of Fume,

And be an nis of bumble name,

The rest ard vilence of the dead,

Were sought by that pour quadruped.

- Alant tha inrandescent §.ke
. Which sitled that donkey ~yelepta * Moke,"—
¢nused York a vacant civie chatr,
For e wlw’'d filled the post of Mayor
CWae cowed $0 soueh that to this day
He prouenaden the * MILKY Way,”
AW hoae puiv, sthereal bar of light
‘Aviarns the viur gemmed houry of night) ;
Where fer teinovad from morta) view,
He etntutis e Wandering Jow ;
But evertastingly avebis
" The ueigbbuurbood ¢ A-teoids,

: anuWA RD.
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LORD BEACONSFIELD IN THE ‘BOOK
OF BEAUTY."

That remarkable career which was crowned
by the electoral triumph of 1874 hias invested
the political novels of the Premier with an in-
terest hardly less active and probably mueh
more wide-spread thau that which they engaged
at’ their first appearamcs.  Few, however, are
probably aware that, besides his achievements
as a political novelist, Lowd Beaconsfield has
also made at least one excursion into the field of
medigval romance. Yet such is the ease.  The
Carrier-Pigeon ” is the title of a short story cou-
tributed by **the author of IMivian Grey” to
Heath's Book of Bearnty for 1383, where it forms
one of a list of articles fiom writers of no less
note than Walter Savage Landor, “Thomas
Moore, Esq.,” Barry Ceruwall, Mrs, Shlley,
and others. It isa little tale of a resolutely
romantie character, as its opening passages will
be enough to indicate, 1t is thusthat the author
introduces the baronial homes of his hero and
hiroine to the reader:

' Although the deepest shades of twilight had de-
scended upon the broad busom of the valley, and the
river might almost be recognized only by its rushing
sound, the walls nnd battlements of the castle of Charo-
lais, situnte oo one of the loftiest heights, still blazed in
the reflected radisnce of the setting sun, and cast as it
were & glance of triumph st the oppasing castle of Brao-
chimont 1hat rose on the western side of the valley, with
s fofty turrets and its mussy Keep, biack and sharply
defivad ngaiost the resplendent heaven,”

Everything seems ready for the entrance of the
“1wa horsemen enveloped in ample cloaks ;™
Lut Mr. Disracli was original even in these mat.
ters, und instead of these twa mysterious person-
ages e brings his heroine on the stage at onee.
A ““neusien] bell™ bhegins to summon ¢ the
devout vassals of Churolois to a beauntiful
shrine ; " and ““at the first chime on thislovely
eve came forth a lovelier maiden from the
postern of Charclois—the Lady Imogene, the
only remaining child of the bereaved count, at-
tended by her page bearing her book of prayers.
She ook her way along the undulating heights
ontil she reached the sanctuary.” The ** bereav-
ed count” owed his bereavement to the late
Baron of Branchimont, who had slain his only
son in a tournanment ; and the distracted father,
not content with having *“avenged his irrepar-
able loss in the life-blood of the involuntary
munlerer of his son,” coutinues to cherish with
mere vehemence than ever the hereditary hos-
tility which had always divided the two hounses.
In these circumstances, itis almost unnecessary
to say that Imagene loves and is beloved by the
young lord of Draunchimont, whose Christian
name is Lothair. As Imogene enters the “ sane.
tuary "’ a palmer, with broad hat drawn over his
face, aud closely muliled up in his cloak, dipped
his hand at the same time with hers in the
fount of holy water placed at the eutrance of the
shrine, and pressed her beautifol fingers.  Lady
Imogene, owever, had been too well brought
up to ustive this uutimely familiarity, especially
when otlier people were present. “* A blush un-
pereeived by the kneeling  votaries rose to her
cheek, but apparently such washer self control,
ot such her deep respect for the hallowed spot,
that she exlubited no other symjtom of emo-
tion, and walking to the l;igh altar, was soon
buried in her devotions.”  Ou the. retirement,
however, of the vassals from the shirine, the Ledy
Imogene so far overcomes lier “ deep respect
for the kallowed sjot”" as to hold a short but
impassioned colloquy with the pahner, “who
wits now shrived,” and knelt at-hor side before
thie tomb of her Lrother. ¢ Lothair,” rut-
tered the lady, apparently at her prayers, * be.
loved Lothair, thou art too bold.” *Ou, Jmo-
gene ! for thee what would I not venture ¢ way
the hushied reply. < For the suke of all our hopes,
wiid though they be, 1 counsel caution.” * Fear
naught.  The priest, flattered by my confession,
is fairly duped."” He urges her to fly with
him, but their conversation is interrupted by
the approach of the *‘ fuirly duped " priest. Lo-
thaic whispers an appointment, ‘‘ for to-morrow

at this hour,” £ whichi the Lady Imogene ¢ nod-
ded assent, and lesning on her page quitted the
shrine.” . As they returned to the castle, Theo-
dore remsrked that he had ¢¢ observed Rufus the
hiuntsman slink into the adjoining woud ;7 to
which his mistress replies: *‘Hah! Heis my
futher's most devoted instrument; por is there
any hidding which he would hesitate to execute
—a most ruthless knave.” A playful dizlogue
‘then ensues between ‘the lady and the page, in
which the latter wishes he wers a ¢ stout knight”
like Lord Branchimont, that he might fight for
his mistress, and. expresses -admiration of that
stout knight's beard. - ** 1t i3 indecd a beard,
Theodore,' 8:id the Lady Imogene ; “ when wilt
thou have one like it?’ * Aunocther . pummer
petchmner,” said Theodore, £ Another summer 17
said the Lady Imegear, laughing ; ¢ why, I may
as soon hope-to have a beard myself.”: ¢ 1 hope
you will have. Lord Branchimont’s,” said “the
page. .~ “Amen,’ responded the lady.”

. At this point the lovers' traubles begin. Ledy
fmegene’s. father  had. discovered, probably
through the detested: Rufus, her clandestine
mecting with- their hereditary foe, and after
having loaded her ‘with *every specina’of re-
proach and invective,” he confines her to‘a
chamber in one of the lofticst- towers” of the
castle, which she was never permitted to quit
except towalk in a long gloomy gallery with an
old femnsle servant remarkahle for the acerbity
oi ‘her ‘mwind - and manners. . Her page escaped
punishment by flight, and her ouly resource and
amuosement was her aavdolin,”  After a misor-
uble week spentin this way, she was sitting one

day . in her chamnber; dreaming of her Lothair,

when *a fluttering noise suddenly roused her,
and looking up she beheld, to her astonishment,
{mrched on the high back of a'chair, a beautiful
vird—a pigeon, whiter than snow,” with an azure
beak, aud eyes blazing wi h a thousund shiliing
tints. - Not alarmed was the beautiful Lird when
the Lady Imogene gently up(l\ronv)u-d it’; Lot it
looked up to her with eyes of iutelligent tender.
ness, and flapped with some earnestness its pure
aud sparkling phume.”” The bird of course bears
a letter from Lord Branchimont tastened under
its wing. " Lady Imogene veads the passionnte
epistie, and-having ‘‘n thousand times—ay, 2
thousand times—embraced the laithful Miguon,”
she *“tore a leat from from Ler tablets and in-
seribed hier devotion ™ nud then, having fast-
ened it with care under the birl's wing, lnuncked
Mignou from the window, and watched the
pigeon’s flight untilits “sparkling forw changed
into a dusky shade, und the dusky shade
vanished into the blending distanee.” - In this
way the lovers correspend for some time, until
one day the bird is noticed sallying forth from
the window of the tower by the evil-mimled
Rufus. His suspicious are excited, and ** taking
his cross-bow oune fair morning he  wandered
forth in the direction of Branchimont.” True
to his mission, Mignon seon appears skimming
slong the skv:

*“And already the Lady Imogene is at her post, gazing
upon the unclonded sXy und straiving her hesutifel
eyes, 88 it were to anteipite the sight apd ghidsome
fortn, whose first presence  ever makes  her heurt
tremble with u host of wild and condicting roimions,
ANl ! through the nir an arrow from o bow fhal never
erred—an nreow  swifter than thy flight Mignen —
whizzes with feil intent, ‘The snabe that durts upan it
uncunsrions prey (is) less feet amd fatalt 1t touchies
shy form; it trnsfixed thy  beantiful bropst!  Was
thers no good apirits theo, to save Thee, thou hope ol
the hopeleas T A, alas ! the Blood gushes framy thy
breast ated from thine weure beakl Thy trasscendast
eye grows dim - ull is over! ‘The carrier pigeon fulls to
the eartht”

That same night a letter wrapped vound a
stone is thrown into Lady Iwogene's chunber,
It is to tell her that ** on the ensaing eve "' Lo-
thair and Theodore, disguised as hantsmen of
Charolois, would wait beneath her window, and
“for the rest, she must dare to descend.” She
i< struek at the unusual mode in which the cam-
munication had reached her, and  wonderel
where Mignon was. The bandwriting, how-
ever, was the handwriting of Lothair, and she
did not obserse that **the jpaper had the ap-
pearanee of being stained or washed.” The next
night she accomplished the daring descent from
her window by a **rope of shawls,” aund found
herseif in the arms of Lothair.  Before, how.
ever, they have had time to mouunt their horses,
Theodore exelating, ¢ Lord Branchimout, we
are  betraved 17 Aud, “indeed,  from sl
quarfers simulianeous sounds now rose, and
torches seemed suddeniy to wave in all quar-
ters.” - Tmogene clutig to hier Jover, erving out
that she would die with bim. ¢ Lord Branchi-
meont placed himsell against ‘a tree, wul dréw
his mighty swonl.” - The Count de Charolois
ealled on his followers to strike his eneny dead,
qud to ¢ spare not the traitriss ;7 hug the
vassals would not move ; **deep ns was their
ferrdal devotion, they loved the Lady Inogene,
aud dared to disobey.” The evunt was advane.
ing to strike them down with his own hand,
when an arrow glaneed over his shoulderand
pierced Lord Braschimont to the heart.  1is
sword fell from his grasp, and he dicd without &
groan,  “ The same bow: that had forever ar-
rested the airy course of Migaon hal now as
fatally and as suddenly termiaated the earcer of
the master of the carvier.pig-on.  Vile Rufus
the Nuwntsmab, the murderons aim’ was thine.”
The 1-at chapter opens thus :

“The bell of the shrine of Charolots s agiin round.
fng; hut how JDifferent s tone from the musiond awl
inspiring chime that aummoned the wenry viassais ta
their grateful vaspers, The bell of the slirineof (
1oia is agosin sonuding. Alns ! it tolis s gloemy Kol .
She is dend—the benmtiful Imaogene s dasd. Thresdags
of 1nisery hernided her decense.  But comibory is there u
all things i fur the good pries’ whio had often whminier
ered consotation o hw unbappy mistrese o or her
brother's tomb, sod who Kaelt by the -side of herdying
courh, assured murny A sorrowful vasead and many w sym.
pathizing pllcrim whe loved 1o disten ta the mornfnl
tale that her deathi wad indeed a4 Bmatitnde ;. for he did
nat doubt from the didracted sxprexsions that occasion.
ally canght his ear that the Holy Spirit-in that vouterial
form he must loves to honor ~to wit, the semblanes of R
pure white dowe-—often solacnd by his presence the last
hours ot Imugear de (Charolofs.”

With this somewhat daring stroke of imaginn.
tion the story ends. Thongh a slight athuir, it
has evidently been worked up to the highest
poiut of elaboration and finish, ax, indeed, bhe.
fitted a contribution to the ook of Seanty ; nnd
slight as it is, it is impossible nat to recognize in
it some or.the best-known anid most ‘enduring
characteristics. of  Lord Beaconstield's lterary
style. : = o
e ® —G—

HEARTII AND HOME.

PeRITY.—A" pure- child, Jike n ray of sun.
shine, can go anywhers. withont contraeting
taint, Thouvgh s choice of asscciations g ex.

‘sential to wholesome development, yet a normal

and healthin! child may come in‘contact with a
roat deal of ronghuess nud vice without being
injured by it. Thiscan ouly be, however, when
the child-carries with it continually the atmos.
shere of a pure, elevated, Christinn hoine, The
tuitions of a child thns nurtured will make it
shrink from. the taint of vice unil keep it pure.

PEACE AND COMPORT AT HOME.~-Man is

_strong, but his heart ix not adamant. He needs
a-tranquil 'mind, and especially, if he isan in.

telligent man with a whole head, he neods its

moral force to mmiutein its composure in the

conflict of life. - Home, to be n howe, must bea
place of peace and comfort. . There his soul, da
after day, renews its’ strength,  and “goes farth
with added vigour to encounter: the lnbour nid
trc ubles and perplexities of life. But if at home
he finds no rest, and constantly meets 'with: bad
temper, jealousy, und gloam, or is everlastingly
assailed with complaints and censure, hope van-
isl:es, ond he sinks into despair.

Manrriaag.~-It has become n prevalent senti-
ment that a man wust acquire his fertune befers
he marries ;  that the. wite must have no sym-
pathy por share with him in the pursuit of it—
tn which most of the pleasure truly cousists;
and that the young married people must set out
with as large aud expensive an establishment as
is becoming to those who have been wedded for
twenty years, ‘This is very unwise 5 it fills the
community with bachelors, who are waiting to
make their fortunes, endangering vivtue, amld
promoting vice ; it destroys the true economy
and design of the domestic jnstitution, and it
promotes idleness and ineflicieney omeng fe-
males, who are expecting to be taken up by for-
tune and passively sustained withent any care
or coneern on their part,  {tis thus many o
wite becomes not s ** help-mate,” but o ** Lelp-
eat.”

Br Wuart You Seesm.—~There is a cluss of
wen who acquire a good deal of preminence in
the commuinty —-they are much talked abous,
and their natmes are often seen in printe-yet,
when you get at the real opinion cotertained of
them by these who knfyv them best, yon find
they are but hitide vespected. The rewson is be-
cause they are not really tiue tmen. They sffect
to take a deep iuterest in reform movements,
and to be Jargely occupied in plofanthiropic en.
terprises ; but tn trmth they are hollow-hented
popularity.seckers, curiag little for anyhody bat
themselves,  Such men eannot be truly happy,
for they cannot vxperience any feebing of satis.
faction with themselves. And, judesd, it is with
bimself that every man should keep veenunt,
He should make it Ris own stady to e trus and
real and sincere, Even 1F he eanld obtain the
respert of others withont deserving i, hee conld
pot obtain kis ewin. Be what you sweem i3 a
matty ruale of life, worthy of vvery young nuu’s
adoption.

Harrinpse.—The idea has been transmittad
fromn generation to genermstion that happiess i8
one large and beauttful precious stone, a siogl
gem vo rare that all senrch atter Jtis vain, ull
efforts for it hopeless, Tt isnot so. Happaness
i< amosaie, composed-of many swuller <tones,
Each taken apart and viewed singly, may by of
Hetle valne, but whenaliare crauped together,
awd judictonsly combined snd s:f, they tom a
pleasing sl graceful. wholv—a cosily jewel,
Trawmple rot under foos, then, the Bith pleasures
which a gracious Providesve seatters in the dasly
path, and which, in eager seazeh aiter s
an Lexeitiugjoy, weare soapt o ovetia
shionld we alwavs keepour bxed en the
bright, distant horizon, while there soe g0 niany
lavely rases in the ganden i which we are yers
witted to walk 2 The very ardour of our elhase
after happiness way be the reason thet sbe xo
often eludes our grasp, Wa pantingly stmin
after her when she has been so graciously brought
pigh unto us,
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Cuinnes.—Thosawho love children are not
those who merely Juve the pleasire they ean
aet Irom ehifldven s these love, nuot the clabdren,
but thet pleasure, and the mount it cerses 1o
be  pleasure, then farewell to o the children,
Those who really love eluldren love all abuut
them—the troubling and e teasing that they
make, the washing and wiping anl worrying ;
they donot tire'with their retting, they are uot
disgusted with their eare, they are not made
nervons by their bawling o they take them in
their entirety. It never sceurs to them to say
that these things are disagreeable, for, in real.
ity, the agresabls thiogs, the loveliness, - the
velvet checks, the exquisite mouth with its
little pearls, the perfeet eyes, the opeuing soul,
the charming inteiligenes, the constaut senss of
the creation of v new haman Leing going on
under the eyes, the reeeptivity  of love, the
thing for love, all 5o far overbalanee anything
that is not in accord with them us to put it en.
tirely out of sight and mind,

Beavry.—Neither rouge, artificial ringlets,
nor all the resoarces of thetoiler, eun retand the
relentless progress of that terrible fue to baunty
~~Time, ~ Buteveryoue mast have noticed how
fightly is hand rests: npon some, how heavily
upon others, Whenever vou see in an old per.
son a smooth, unwrinkled forehead, a clear eye,
and a pleasing, ehicerful expression, be sure her
life hag been passed jn that comparative trans
anility ofwind, which deprnds less upon out.
ward vicissitudes than {nternal peace of mind,
A good conscienee is the greatest preservative of
Leanty., Whenever you sce pinched-up features,
full of lines, and thin, curling lips, you nmy
judge of petty passions, envy, and ambition,
which ‘have worn out: their owner. ligh and
noble thoughts leava Lehind them noble and
benntilul traces ; meanness of thought and sel.
fishneay of ferling league with Time tv unite age
and ugliness together, " Freah air, pure simple
-ood, and exercise, mental and bodily, with an-
alevated ambition,. will confer on the greatest
ago n dignified beauly, in whish' youth iz de-
ficient, - There: are ‘many men. and women at
sixty younger in appearnuce snd feeling than
others at forty. ’ ) '




