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ONE RAINY DAY.

At Chamouol I woxa ooe morn,
Henrlog nfiar wa Alptas horn
Upon some glacter to the North,
Aud thonght, although it ruiom) forlury,
T'o nanunter forth, ’

‘There, ia the hull, outside n door,
Walting thelr ownere, on the ooy,
Tanw two shiniug purs ol shoes ;
Dne pair wae eights—or, may be, more—.
The uther, twos.

I wondorat who thosn guiters wore
That sueli a Iook vf courage bore
‘Thoy aeemned nlert and battlemoarne,
And ull thelr heels were woumled sore
Ou mountain shard,

The tofty ftstepa spurned the groand
Aa ifup bigh Olviapus hanod
The tirelnan soles wera worn RAuY
The amoatl aud tuper (ver were round
Aud retrousss,

Sindden my euvioas thunht eassyed
Towount the eonqgueats they bad made,
Aod sl their pilgrimges view :
Ver glew aud glacier, gorgs st glade.
My fancy flew,

Psnw thew thresd *he Brunig Pess;
Lenw them renle the Mer de Glaoe,
And Bitllebers, bnvoud Zermatt ;
1 snw them mmona? the wighty mass
Of Goruergrat,

Fanw them ¢ fmb Berniuds beight
1 auw them bathe in Rigd e gl
And Loger by the riessbach tail;
Faaw them greope tu tionda's night,
And Muueter Tlal,

Paiw them ) the Jungtraw's head,
Apd tenp the Grimae! garges drend,
And bound oer Col de Colivu's jce,
Aud vun Belle Tolids suminit tregd
The vdelweins.

The vision sbamed oy lintless mood,
Basished uoy inert inswitude,
And Bred me with fntentaublime |
I vowed when sanishine came | woull
Liv torth sod et

Wh vew nmbition | urose,
The fant-genr scanued fron hee! to 2oas
thne patr was vighta—he cther twust,
And binsead the owners brave of those
Hoaride stines,

WA CROFFUT, in The {entury.,

LITTLE CARROTSON'S
HOLIDAY.

Mr cuthill wasa .’\'.l.*}' l:t\\‘.\‘l'y"‘ a h:n‘hv]nr, and
nat very fond of children, <o that his married
sister who lived in the camntey made o mistake
when she wrote to Lep that he woald provide a
day and an eveuing'samusement fur il Care.
rotson, who was returning to Westminster school
after his cheistuas bolidave, The boy was ajue
at hix tutor's e o Dean’sovard o a Wed-
nesday 3 but Mo Cuthidl's sister suzgested thae
il he came up o Loredon on the Taesiav, her
brother might make hiw spemdan agreesble day,
and take him to see a patomitne afterwands,
Little Carrot<an was not related in any wav to
Mr. Cutbill’s sister, but e was the son of g
friend ot hers, and was sadd 1o be an inteiligent
bav well worth knowiny,

Mre, Curhill cansentod to entertain the youth,
awd Hitle Carrotson wecondingly arrived at the
Lawyer's private residence in Gowerstreet one
January morning, towands halt-past el Itowas
raining hand, wel My Cathill thoneht it wounld
wever do o take the boy our of sdoors n such
weather,  He would be getting wet fuer, eateh
\‘(‘tlcl. Al so forth ‘Ul"-l'i!‘n, the ]:n\'_\'ur wiuy ab.
solutely oblige d to o o his office for two or
three Liours ; <o as soon as Carrotson had beep
tustalled apposize a enp of cofee and a sausage,
Mr. Cuthill sxbd to him ina tone that was meant
to he paternal, Look bere, James s can T trust
vou to be a good boy whilst T aa ant o 1 shall
be back far huacheon, sud then P take you to
see the wax-works, and in the evening we'll go
to Drury Lane.  So, as vou're going to have two
treats to-day, 1 hope you'll keep out of mis.
chief”

*Oh, eertainly, if von wish 31,7 said littde
Carrotsou, eyeing the lawyer with some sur-
prise.

*Of vou'lt mind not to leave this room, and
not to play with the tire, Uloseedt 1 have any
picture-books.”

“Pon't trouble vourself, sir, answered the
boy, on whose chubby face there was a alight
flush of offended dignity,

“There's adriend of mine who lives in the
neighborhood, and 1 thought of geng to hunt
him up.”

“ A triend ? I3 bea boy, like yourself I

“ Well, he's fourteen.”

It was so long since Mr. Cutbill had been a
Yoy, that he had forgotten all the habits of the
specics and the wauner of addressing them,  Iu
the red-headed, blue-eved, merry-faced lad be.
fore him he saw only o mere child who wanted
to go andd splash about in the rain, porhapa to
make mud-pies and be run over by eabs, ¢ No,
1 must positively forbid that,” he suid.””  You
are under my cliarge to-day, and must do as [
tell you.  Think what your mmumma would say
if you were bronght iome on a stretcher.” Then,
suddenly, a happy thought oceurred to Mr. Cut-
bill, Why should he not set the boy to doa
little useful work by way of making the time
ss 1 He had road somewhere that hoys enjoy
Lnlf-holidnv better than a whoele onv; so he
darted out of the rosm and returned with his
washing-book. ‘¢ Look here, James; ' see
how you can do sums. Just go through this
book, add up all the weekly aacounts of Lhe past

"

quarter, and then divide the total of the num-
ber of weeka 8o as to get at the average of my
woekly exporditure. If you do all that correctly
by the time | return,” and without making
any blots, I'll give you half-a-crown to spend at
school,””

~ Having said this, Mr. Cutbill retired, think-
tug he had hit upon an ingenious device for keep-
ing his chargs out of mischief, Little Carrotson’s
fuce wus a picture,

Public-schon] boys have strong sxpressions for
deseribing such men as Mr. Cutbill . they call
thew “ howling snobs.”

The egregions * check® of forbidding Carrot.
sou ' to play with the fire,” and the utter vil-
lainy of compelling him 1o do sums in a house
where he had come as a guest in holiday time,
could only be matehed by the fmpudent offer of
half-a-crumn o one wha had no L‘.ss than four
suvereigns in his pocket.  The whole thing was
indeed so “rich,” that after a brief spell of
speechless indignation, Carrotson l;mghms. He
took up the lawyer's * beastly” wushing-book,
and gut through the work set him iu half-an-
kour, after which he added some supplementary
averugos of his own. He computed how many
shirts Mr. Cutbill woull wear in the course of n
lifetime,  supposing he lived to the age of se-
venty 1 and how much he would disborse in get-
ting his socks washed during the same period,
and so forth : bt these caleulations only amnsed
him for another half-hour. Then be yawned,
started out ot the window, aud was startled by
the postman's deuble knock. What devil of
vindictive misebief was it that made him
whisper then: ** By Jove, 'l just unswer the
obd cad’s letters for him 1*°

Little Carrotaen shunk into the passage and
found for letters in the box.  He left one, in
caze o setvant should come np and collect the
delivery ; but the otherthree he earried into the
diniug-room where he had been working.  The
breakfast things had not yet been removed, and
there way some water in the slop-basin, by means
of which the boy speedily ungummed the three
envelopes. To say that bLe felt the dightest
compunction at what by was Jdoing would he
incotrect 3 be thought unly of having a lark,
aud paving out old Cutbill for his suobbery.

The tirst letter was a printed invitation to dine
with a Peer: the second was a note from a
tady who signed herself ** Flora Higgine," and
wrote thanking Mr. Cutbill fur a legs) opiuion
he had given her ina friendly way. She ailuded
several times to hier daughter Rosa, who was 50
pleased 1o hear Mr. Cuthill’s cold was better,
amd hioped so much Mro Cuthill would look in
soon to take a cup of tea, and hear her sing one
of his favorite songs which she had been prac-
ttsing.  The third letter was ina man’s hand,
and referred evidently to some ditfvrense that
had arisen between Mro Cutbill and the writer.
The Intter—one Brown-~wrote, however, to sav

cept the explanations he had tendere), and that
the painfui misunderstanding between  them
\\‘u\ﬂll NOW vense,

It has been sard that vouuy Carrotsen was an
intelligent boy.  He proved it by the calm de.

for, having found a sample of Mr. Cuthill's hand-
writing in the adjeining study, to which he re-
paired on tipstoe, he applied himself during
halt-an-henr to bmitating that writing, 11l he
attained proficiency.
following answers to the lawyet's correspondents,

wrote, though there was i suspicions twinkling
in his eves,

1o the Peer he addressed himself thusi—

“ My Lord, —1t is very kind of you to mnvite

me o dinner but T oam afraid 1 eannot aceept, |

braanise, sinee 1 last saw vou, | have suddenly
vhanged my political epinious, and think vou
are altugether wrong about evervthing. iall
be happy to make fricnds with you again it you
will agree to think as 1 do; but, perhaps, beiug
obstinate you won't Jike to do this, )
¢ So no more at present from

 Your Lordship’s cbedient servant,

Long Cuthill.

Next came Mrs. Higoing' tarn 10—

“ My Dear Mrs. Higgins.—Your kind letter
has pleased me so much, because of its allusions
to dear Hosa, T am so tund of her, that | have
been quite wmiserable from wondering all night
whether she would marey me, and that wust
excuse the shakiness of my handwriting this
morning. [ am sure 1 should muke a good hus-
band it Rosa would promise to keep my washer-
woman's aceount correctly balanced. T am
very particular about this. Please think over
the matter, and let me have an early favorable
answer, which will oblige,---Your truly.

Loang Cutbill,

. 8.-—Shouldn’t 1 like to cateh dear Rosa
under the mistletoe !

The geutleman who wanted to be recouciled
to Mr. Cutbill came in for this kindly mis.
sive 1-— )

“My Dear Brown.—1 was 1 who was in the
wrong all through our quarrel, so please say
nothing mere in the matter. 1 have n vile tem-
wr, which 1 freely acknowledge, and if you had
Lickvd me downstairs when we last met it would
have served me right, though I might have ob-
jected at the time,  Pray come to dine with me
on Saturday evening at seven o'clock aud we
will have one of the best bottles of champagne
out of my cellar.  Don’t trouble yourselt to
write and say you'il come, as 1 shall out of town
to-mortow and next day, but will be back in
time for our dinner, which <hall be a rouser.—
Ever your friend,

Long Cutbill,”

‘Littlo Carrotson put the letters in envelopes,
directed them, and staped them with stamps of
hisown ;after which,baving hesitated a momwent,
he flung the three original letters into the fire,
He thought at first of restoring them to their
coversand laying thewm on the lawyer's tuble, but
he concluded that the fun wonld be much greater
if he simply suppressed them. He was seated
by the fire, stuiying the police reports in T'e
Times, aund looking us innocent as possible,
when Mr. Cutbill returned home towards one
o'clack.

Now, il the lawyer had behaved *‘like a
gentleman” for the rest of the day, little Car-
rotsen might have had mercy on him. The boy
wasin doubt abont pesting the letters he had writ-
ten, and kept them io his pocket like loaded wea-
pons, ready for reprisals if Mr. Cuthill *“checke
ed” him any further. Unfortunately, the lawyer
was a dull person, and committed bVlunder upon
blunder in dealir g with his amall but sensitive
vuest.  He took him to the Tussaud show, bLut
opposite the wax effigy of Williain  Rufus he
asked him what date that manarch had ascended
the throne ! He refused to let little Carrotson go
the Chawnber of Horrors, saying it would excite
him.  He bade him admire the noble hrow ot
Richord Cobden, and took a mean advantage of
the oceasion 1o bore him about Free Trade.
Finally, he drew down on himself the contempt
of Carrotson by wusquoting Shakspere ay they
were surveving Charles Kemble in the part of
Hamlet : ““That’s Hamlet saying * My kingdom
for a horse,’ ' remarked the mendacious lawyer,

At Drury Lane in the evening it was worse,
Little Carrotson Jderived some amusement from
the pantemime, aud alwost relented in his re-
vengieful purposes ; but the wmiserable lawyer
refused to stay for the harlequivade.  He said
that little boys sught not to be kept out of their
beds after half-post ten. Little Carrotson si.
lently ground his teeth, and from that mement
Mr. Cutbill’s punishment was decreed beyond
Lope of pardon.  The three letters were posted
in the pil ar box of Dean’s vard ou the following
day, when the boy returned to school.

They were destined to have very remarkable
effects on lawyer’s future, In the first place,
there came to him on the Frid'y moming a
short, but sweet note from Mrs. Higgins -

My Dear Mr. Cuthill,-~Your original and
amusing way of propoesing for dear Rosa'’s hand
has made us borh laugh, but my beloved child
is quite alive to the honor which are conferring
on her, and 1 can promise you that all the afiee-
tion which you lavish upon her shall be amyply
repaid in kind. Please come at once; she is
waiting for vou.—Very faithfully vours.

Flora Higgins.”

** What the dence dees this mean U7 asked
Mr. Cutbill with a blank look. He wrote at
once fur explanations, and then received a curt

Lypote, beggng him to call at Mrs, Higgin's,
that he trusted Mr. Cughill would frankly ac. | X

That lady aud her davghter imagined that the
tawyer cherishied the unchivalrous  design of
retracting his proposal, and this they were de-
teymined to prevent.  Mr. U, was confronted
with his own handwriting. He vowed it was

| ! not bix, but was doven at last to own that pos.
Hberation with which he new went to work )

sibly he had written the letter in bis sleep.  He
had heard of such thinus happening, and though

the did not btelieve he was a somuambulist, he

ceould not, of course, swear that such was not
Cthe case,

He then indited the three !

*Buat if you wrote the letter in your sleep, did

it tetray your umspokeu thoughts I was the
his face being as serious as a judge's whilst he

cdever Mas. Higpins' next searching question.

i She smiled kindly os she said this, and Mr,

Cuthill gave in.  After all, why shouldu’t he
wmarry dear Rosa! He returned to Gower-street
an engaged man ; butby that time he had come
to guess who was the culprit who had played
Lim this trick, and he thonght with indiguation
of the prococious depravity evinced by little
Carrotson.

This wus on the Saturday, and Mr, Cutbill had
scarcely reached home when Brown his quon.
dam friend, marched iu with a beamiog face, It
should be said that this Brown had behaved very
badly to Cutbill ; but now there was emotion in
his eves as he advanced upon the lawyer and
foreibly grasped his hand. ** You have acted
aobly in forgiving me Cutbill. . . . . 1shall
never forget it . . . . No more generous letter
thin yours was ever penned ; but enough ; 1've
brought a good appetite with me.”

“1 dou't in the least understand you,' Mr.
Cutbill was about 1o say, coldly, but he checked
himself. Since Brown praised him for his
generosity, it was as well to take credit for such
a rare virtue. Brown had evidently come to
dinner, and as the lawyer always dined well, his
sudden sirival did not matter much. But over
their wine,by.and-bye, when the two gentlemen
had guite cemented their recouciliation, Mr.
Cutbill thought it best to tell the truth, and
avow that it wasto a pestilent Westminster boy,
named Carrotson, that he was indebted for the
plensure of having Brown to dine at his table.
As if to corroborate this assertion, that very
evening’s post brought a letter from the lawyer's
third correspondent, the Peer which ran thos :—

“ My Dear Mr. Cutbill,—What on earth is the
meaning of the enclosed note, which, | presume,
is a forgery '—Your truly, c.”

A visit which Mr. Cutbill paid to Westminster
Schoel on the Monday night might have had
distressing consequences {ot little Carrotson, but
for Mis. Higgins' interference.  Asit was, the
lawyer only weunt for the purpose of asking how
wany letters Carrotson had thought proper to
write in his name, and he smiled—rather & grim
smile, though—in cautioning the boy against
ractical jokes for the future, Little Carrotson
aid the lesson well to heart, He got wmanya

-
=

welcome reminder to this end from dear Hosa,
who, after her marriage, became his firw ally,
and often invited him to dine in Gow r-street,
where she gave him no washing bills to balauce,
but treated him like a man, and tipped him sov-
ereigns, earniug in response his unqual fied opin-
ion &4 to her being a “brick.”

A STORY OF AN OLD BACHELOK.

There was a fine old bachelor once, who, hav-
ing spent most of his life in the ﬁc'ld of Marg,
knew very little of the camp of Cupid. He was
one of those rough-and-ready and honest spirits
often met with in his gallant profession—inno-
cent as an infaut of almost everything save high
integrity and indomitable bravery. He was fifty
vears old, and his toils nearly over, when Dan
Cupid brought him acquainted with a widow
Wiaudman, in whose eve he began to detect some-
thing that made him uneasy. During his ser-
vice he had never scen anything worthy of no-
tice in a womnan's eye. .

Well, the general had settled down into an
amiable, gentlemanly old fellow, living alone,
with cowmfortable wealth around him, aud having
little to do, save now and then to entertain an
old comrade-in-arms, and, together, to fight
their battles o’er again. But, alas! over this
calm evening of the old general's day a deal of
perplexity was doomed to fall, and he sron found
himself in troubled water. He floundered about
like a caged rat under a pumyp, and such an-
other melancholy fish out of water never before
swallowed the bait, hook and all, of the angling
ged of love. Atlength, however, the blunthen-
esty of his disposition rose upperuost amongst
his conflicting plans, and hLis tourse was chosen.
At school he once studied Othello’s defence to
recite at au exhibition, but made a great failure ;
and he now recollected there was snmething in
the defence very much like what he wanted to
say. He got the beok, immediately clupped on
Lis hat with a determined air, and posted off to
the widow's, with Shakspere tunder his arm.

“ Madam 1" said the general, opening his
book, at the marked place, with the solemnity
of a special pleader at the bar. ** Madam—

* Rude am | in speech,
And little bleased with the set-phrase of peace,
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith
Till now some uine movns wasted they have used
Their dearest getiun in the teuted fieid.
A little of this great world can 1 speak
More thao pertainy to feats of broil anit batile,
Aund therefore——"

Here the general closed the book, wiped his
forehead, looked up at the ceiling, and said with
a spasmodic jerk, 1 want to get marriel.”

The widow langhed for ten minutes by the
wateh before she could utter a syllable, and then
she said, with tears of humor rolling down her
grod-natured cheeks—

*¢ And who do you want to marry, general

* You," said he, florishing his sword.arm in
the air, and assuming a military attitude of de-
fiance, as if he expected an assault {rom the
widow immediately.

* Will you kill me if [ marry vout" suaid the
widow, with a merry twinkle in her eye,

¢ No, madam," replied he, ina most serious
and deprecating tone, as if to assure her that no
such idea had entered his head.

* Well, then, ! think I'll marry you,” said
the widow.

“ Thauk vou, ma'am: but one thing 1 am
bound to tell you of. 1 wear a wig.

The widow started, remained silent a moment,
and then went into a longer, louder, and mer.
rier laugh than she had induiged in before, at
the end of which she drew herseat nearer to the
general, gravely laid her hand on his head,
gently lifted his wig off, and laid it on the table,
T'he yeneral had never known fear in hot battle,
but he now felt a most decisive inclination to
run away. The widow laughed again, and the
general was about to lay his hat on his denuded
head and bolt, when the facetious lady placed
her hand on his arm aud Jetained him. She
then deliberatcly raised her other hand to her
own head, executed a rapid manauvre with her
five fingers, pulled off her own head of fine glossy
hair, aud placing it upon the tuble by the side
of the general’s, remaed seated, with ladi.
erus gravity, in front of her accepied lover, quite
bald. As may be expected, the general now
laughed slong with the widow, and they soon
grew so merry over the affair that the s.rvant
peeped through the keyholo at the noise and saw
the old couple bobbing their bald Y.ues at each
other like a couple of Chinese mandarins. They
were very shortly united.

MUSICAL AND LRAMATIC.
Muye. Canrexo has been quite ill in lowa,

Gapr's ““ Crusaders” is to be given in Boston
on April 4.

Tre Loudon College of Music may be consi:
dered a fait accompli.

Mapameg ScnuvmMaxy wmade  her
rentrée in London A few weeks since.

Tur latest thing in musical prodigies is Miss
Dorn Beeker, violiniste, aged eleven.

WiLngLMs has been touring in Australia and
Now Zeaiand, but without much finacoial snccess,

LEvVY has made his début in Paris, at the
Folies Bergires. He was warmly reoeived. His wife
or at least one of them, is studylng tor the operatio
stage at the Conservatoire.

SAVE for a slight relapse, Sir Michael Costa
hus continually progressed towand couvalescence, bat

the complete revovery of the famous Loudou condunotor
will be a work of some time.
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