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THE CHILDREN OF THE FLOCSS.

The little ripple weets the floss ¢
he floss sweeps onward to the sea,
Between low banks of reed and moss,
To greet the groat tide, loviogly.

As, loug ago, its waters swept,
When erushed and ground the busy mill,
Wiere hapless Maggie played and wept,
Op wrought her waywant brvther's will.

Far out, the plain still stretehes wide,
As when tober a world it secmed,

Of gypsy tents, where she might hide
And be beloved and esteewesd,

The loaded barges groan and move
The ships ave out upon the sea

The tide still ils it= olden groove,
And wmects the viver lovingly,

Wirere are the Children of the Floss?
Did e’er their fouisteps press the carvth?
Did none bewail their early loss?
Did fietiononly, give them birth?

QOr were they part of that bhroad hand.
Whase hopes uand sorrows fow muay know,
The bone and sinew of the land,
Whose hearth-fires make a nation's glow ?

We kuow not. But the river fuws s
The landscape lieg betore us spread,

What matters it that no one knows
or lived they not, or are they demd?

For while thie ripple meets the sloss,
Andd sweep the loss towand the sex,
A wortd will feel their enrly toss,
Al greet their birth-place loviogiy.

Foavees Fous.

THE GIRL TWAS ENGAGED TO

“Yes, I um soreshe is overythuy that is per.
fection. Beauties of sonl sl fice, and alto-
cether glort us as the King's diughter, the e
sence ot faiiy tales, and the gravdeur of o Gre.
clan godders— ="

“You are langhing at me,” answered my
viset oixy sedly, ©Cbut |oesn pass it by, 1 feel
s0 entireiy heppy that anythy g you can say, in
€4INest Of not, 10 1ore makes b impression on
me  thay the Trojsn's  arrows on Yulean’s
armor.”

sertie MeAllister wus my especial friend;
though many years younger thau myself, there
was a bond of union that, until to-day, bid tair
to coutinue tor vver.  But naw a new factor bad
apprared en the scene.  In brief, Bertie was en-
gaged 10 be married.  From his rapturous talk 1
gathered it was to be soon, and then, of course,
farewell to the joyous cotpanionship—the long
talks, the interchange of thought for thought
that had so long existed between us. To avother
ear than mine would he tell his joys and griefs,
his hopes and his success. He was oue of those
rare beings who are popular alike with women
and with men ; there was a magnetism in his
smile that drew ail hearts unto him. A good-
looking man he was, too, with a face that,
though not exactly handsome, wss brimming
over with anin al spirits and good-nuture. What
was there surprising, after all, that already
matrimony had marked bim for her own, and 1
was to be left alone.

So I thought as 1 sat in niy s:udio while the
sun was sinking behind the hill, and Bertie, un-
mindful of anything but his great joy, poured
cut sentence after sevteuce of rhapsody with a
heart that tock no care of the hours passed in
the jov of having some one to talk to of the ali-
absorbing topic that filled his whole being.

I saw he washurt at the way in which | had
received his news, saddened at the thoug t that

1 did not feel the came adoration tor the beiug

he haid raised in the inmust altar of his heart.

Alas! how often does the friendship of years
40 to pieces oit that reck : and yet if we venture
to profe-s an equal amount of admiration, does

unceur friend remain cqually digsatistied ¥ Ah,
Sertie, T thought, while he went op, *“ Dream

oat your dream,” inhale the perfume of your
towes, bang garlands round the shrine of yoor
ubol, thourh ber fert be of clay; yet she will
Lotk thein for the while, aud for the while you
will believe her the oue for whom the san rises

atd for whom the seasons change.

| saw he wag sorry that 1 had not received his
tidings with more rapturs, s0 [ tried to soothe
him by ssying { hoped they wonld be very

ha Hoy.

He looked at me in silence for a few moments,

then answered :

as possible, alone with my visions and drears.
One day  had gone further than usual along the
banks of the Seine; there were few houses in
sight just there, ouly a long hne of pop'ars that
seeted stanuding sentiuels over the towhs of
dead gods. 1 bad gone on o for some time,
when, as though some nymph had risen, I sawat
the foot of one of the tall tre.s one of the love-
liest visicos that had ever come before my eyes
i dreams or in reality. 1 could not take mv
eyes from ler as che sat there. 1 dure say you
vremember the first time you ever saw your
finncée. Qfcourse! Well, it was comerhing like
that I telt as | Jooked at her. I looked till 1
dared look no longer, and walked on : then I
tound that | was not the same being 1 had been
before I bad sten her. 1t was as though one
Jorg accustomed to the light of a candle should,
for a few moments, stand in ths bright sun
light and then return to :emi-datkoess,  So it
was with me. In all my dreams and visions
came hir fuce.  In everything that | painted wy
brush drew {ikenesses ot her. Hevo, take that
ponfel o there : doyou not see the same face
leokiny cut whethe v as priticess or pessaut. Ye-,
it is a lovely face. But it ix only the -hadow of
Madeleine.  Days followdd days ; on every one,
rainy crsunay, | tovk the same walk, and often
saw her, always alone. My blind devotion grew,
Fvery time ! saw her added new fuel to the
fiame that was consuming me. 1 felt it would
e impo-sitle for me to ¥o on, so I must speak to
lier whether she would be offended orno.  Yet
1 feared even then that | should lose the pain of
seeing her without speaking my thoughts, or the
torture of uever, perhaps, seeing her more. At
any rate, 1 determined to risk it, and a few
days after | howed to her as 1 passed, and, to
my unutietnble joy, she ucdded her head in
retura.  How very happy 1 wasthat day ! Had
Rothsehiid I-ft me a million or that single nod
of the head of my unknown diviuity to choose
between, | showd have unhesitatingly taken the
latter.  You kunow how [ felt. [ would give
anything to hve that day over again. Now-—
well 1 sha’n’t dwell any wore on our getting ac-
quainted. That bow was the small end ot the
wedge ; asthe days went by the seed that had
that day been planted grew and flonrished. We
sat daily at the fost of the poplar-tree talking
with that joytul carelessness of time or man that
lovers know. -
¢*She was a charming creature, not very in-
telleciual to be sure, in fact rather uneducated
in some things; lut what more charming talk
could une have thanin teaching such a one as
she o]l the treasures art has left us ¥ She was so
¢ armingly frank a.d lugenions—such a low
musici] vaice that when she merely said, ‘Do
vou think so ¥ I was thri led with greater de-
light than | had ever experienced in looking at
the finest creation of art or poetry,

‘ Such was the magic web that was being
woven about me ; at last the fever reached its
height. 1told her I loved her. Hualf-hoping,
half fearing what her auswer might be, my
doults were soon banished ; lor, like a dove
that tlies to its mate, she came to me dove-like,
glorious in her blushing beauty, too fragile, too
lovely for earth, I thought. She had never said
much of her parents—her mother, [ learned, was
dead mauy vears before. Of her father she said
litile, bur 1 learned that he was often away. A
rewark that 1 ventured in regard to his profes-
sion was answered evasively. She merely said
he had often ve:y little to do, and then some
times a great deal ; what it was 1 did not ask,
““ In time | was introduced to him. [ found
him a jolly enough old gentleman, fat and
hearty, the type of the genus that take thingsas
they find thew and ask for no more. We got to
Le c.pital {riendsin time, [ spent a great deal
of my time at jheir house, and saw with satis-
faetion that the father did not frown ou my at.
tentious to the daughter, which he must have
noticed.

** Many hours we spent together in a state of
bliss, which even vou would have found suffi-
cient in their complete happiness aud peace. |
was in such an atmosphere of love that life had
ussumwed another shape since this romance had
come into it. Lke a disembodied spirit, |
seemed to have ] ft the body, with all earthly
corruptions, and to have been horneon the win s
of Ervg 1o a supreuie state where cure aud paius
were alike bautshed,

“ Sometime s I wauald doubt the pOSi“)i]ity of
life goingon so always; some of my brother
artists in the school wouid smide at my  a tions,
wy absent mindedness aud dreams, or hant at

** Yes, you hope so, but you doubt it.  Ah, if | my chasinga phantom of whom I reuliy knew
you ouly knew her! What can you knuw of | so hittle, snil toid mu to beware lest my happi-

how I feel ? I don't believe you have ever telt
ss I do. What can a crusty old bachelor like

you know of the power that moves the world 1"
“That is it exuctly. 1 have koown it 1" 1
answered,
‘“ Ah! Bat you never told me about it.”
“ Nor anyone,” [ amwerad, ¢ It was notan
experience I liketo recall by repetition.”’
“ But you will tell me,” )'w said, 1 am
Just in the state to ery or to luugh with you.”
“Iv s pot a pleasant tope; but 1 don't
know—if you would like to hear it, [ don't
know that thers isany reason vow that I should
not tell it.  You remember | srudied in Paris a
greet many years ago. It hppened there, ]
was just at the age when every bush to me had
its woold-nymph and every river ita god. | did
not live in the present at all ; my life was made
up of visions of what the future would briug to
me, and of what the past had brooght to th.se
heroes and goddesses before history was. | wan
# dreamer, and | used to wander for daysin the
couatry trytug (o get as far from wy fellow mun

pess, hke Luuin, aid not fade and leave in itg
stead a hissing snake. 1 smied at them who
dared 1o presage ill.  Like you 1 was inva ners
able,

The autumn came on, as the leaves chauged
from umloris green 1o gold and searler, blazing
up to a dying glory such «s wil summer tong th- y
bad not kuown. 1 kept thinkiug, Will not per.
haps iy 1if - be Jike these leaves© A | not
even nuw at the epoch whey life seews to e ull
gobl and rose ¢lored, and way it not be the
foreruni r of the vime when it ohali fude 1o

+oiTuw & winter and the barrenness of blasted
vininns,

¢ Such thoughts ag these made me the wore
anxious Lo see the consummation of iy hopes,
Uutil Madeleiue was really my wife 1 felt that
maybe rome unforeseen obstacle might arise to
tuke her from me.

*1 finally succeeded in getting her consent os
to the duy that was to make me the happiest of
wen, She jsisted on having the wedding us

brown and gray, and then to the dinkuess of

]
quiet ag possible.  No one bat her futher, she
aud I, were to be pressnt. This did not make
wuch difference to me.  Iu truth, I wasanxious
to have her to myself sntirely.

“The days wenton, and the evoutful day
came very uear, only a few more and she would
be mine—entirely aud for ever. | was looking
forward as youdo, I dare say, towards your wed. !
ding day. 1t is very mueh the s.me with us all,
I »uppose. .

A fter wolking with Madeleine nno morning !
1 was obliged to leave her for an engagement 1
bed.

¢ ¢ shall see you this evening,” 1 said.

[ was surprised to see a troubled look come
into her clear eyes, ns she answered {n & tremu-
lous voice :

* 1 um afeaid not.” ]

< \What 1 Ts:id, surprised, it was so entitely
unlooke lor.

' Plense don't be angry,’ she continned :
“ father 1s going to have some of his frieuds
here. [ don't think you would care to mect
them. 1 never do—but [ must meet them this
time. Don't think it strange—pray don't? |
must not soe you to-night. Now promise me |
you won't gcome. I will tell you everything '’
afterwards.’ . !

4] gave her a hall-promise, kissed her quickly, |
and wasoff. When 1 had gone some distance 1
turned. She was standing motionless, as though -
supplicating me not to doubt her ; and yet, for:
the time, 1 did.

“ It had always appeared strange to me that
the more one worships one’s idol, when every-
thing is smoothed over, when the adoration has
beeu given and the fullest love returned, that no
one is more ready than we ourselves to grasp at
the slightest straw of doubt, to magnify guats
till they are like camels, until we are entirely
miserable. So it was with me. As anatomists
take the tooth of some extinct animal and con-
struct an entire skeleton, so i, from the lact that
[ was not to see her for one night, wove in my
fancy plot and deceptiou enough to fill a navel.
Some old lover was coming back. It wasonly a
pretext to get rid of me for ever. She was to be
spirited away from me, and 1 should never see
her again. Friends of her father ! Who were
these mysterious friends whom 1 would not care
tosee ¥ Whynot? Was | not to be n member
of the family sooni—had [ not a claim upon
them? | was miserable, like a man who makes
a bed of thistles and lies on it. T kept figurs:
tively saying, ¢ Ah ! how extremely miserable [
sm ! Ifinally decided that 1 would go and see
what the mysterious assemblige was that 1 was
so unreasonably kept [rom meeting. 1 had a
right o know ell 1 could about my father:in-
Iaw's friends, Then I felt that [ had been unjust
to Madeleine, aud called mysell all sorts of un-
complimentary names ; but [ had raised the
demon of doubt and felt that I could not suffer
its tortures for the day without tryins to diepel
the mystery that night. {

““ About nine o'clock in the evening, in a
strange state of fear, hope and curiosity, 1 crept
noiselessly towards the house. There wasa bril-
liant illumination that shone from all the win.
dows. It was a somewhat warm evening, and
through the open windows [ could hear the soft
sounds of nusic.

* ¢ A paity, evidently,” | said to myself, feel-
ing a sort of wmelancholy satisfaction that so far
my doubts had not been groundless. ¢Thiy is
scarcely kind in Madeleine.’

“ 1 crept nearer, the bu-hes shielding me from |
observation, and eawe quite near one of the open
windows. From there I could see what took
place.

““The rooms seemed to be quite full of people,
mostly men in evening dress. A singularly
benevolent class, T thought, like lieads of some
state institution, as | found out shortly they
were.

‘* There were two of therm sitting quite close
to me, with their backs turned towards me in
the open window.

‘¢ ¢ That was an exceedingly neat job of M. de
Paris’s,’ aaid one.

¢ * ludeed it was,’ said the other, ‘a triumph
of ait. A great stride in surgery.’

** ¢ Ah, surgeons!" | thought, ¢ but why do
they smile ¢

Do you kuow, M. de Lyon, { have always
a certatn amotnt of trouble in making my pa-
tieuts’ totl-ty entircly a< [ conld wish.’

ALY auswered the other: then wusued
some rentences 1 dud not careh, for just then |
suw Madel- ine come past, on ber father’s arai,
lookinyg ag lovely usaa Madonu of Raphael,

¢ ¢ Very hand-ome nirl, M, e Paris’s daugh-
ter,” sad one of iy friends at the window —that
the other called M de Lyno.

1 had vever ienrd wmy fioncie's father ealled
M. de Puriy, but 1 supp e that there might be
aotne relarions of fiix o1 the same name ; so this
was cilled o distinguish oo us Lne Patisian
member of the fumle,

Y Yes," answenad tire other, ¢ she issvon to
bz tnrried.’

“HARY

€8 Yo, to an American.’

01w enchanted, 1 hope his fauther-in-
law wou't huve to pactice his art on any wem.
ber of his family,” with a laugh.

“*The you g aspirant--don’t know, of
cour:e ¥ .

© No; Lanppose not. 1t is not likely M. de
Marzeilles,” Then they smiled in a way that
made me wi-h [ conld kill them. What was
this [ dul not know 1 My position was geiting
frightiul,

' Oh, Muadeleine, Maleleine, is thix the b
ginning of the end ¢

¢« ¢ Have you seen the improved instrament of
M. de Rourn, M. de Marscilles ¥

¢ ¢ No; but [ hear it is quite n wonder—1he
most perfect thing of s Kind,  As you know,
M. de Paris asked us hers for the purpase of
passing on ity merits, or suggesting nprove
merits, )

“ +They havo not a patient, 1 suppose,’ eaid
M. de Marseilles, with a grin.

¢ Only n straw man’

¢} was entirely in tho dark by this time, ns |

" was endeavoring to understand. A lurge shape-

less thing, covered with a cloth, was brovght
in and stood in the middle of the room.

My progpective father-in-law, standing by
it, nddressed the company, who all seemed to
be of noble blood, bearing the nmmnes of the
chief towns of Frunce,

¢ My friends, I hove to exhibit to nivht the
new insttument of M. de Rouen, With the
mordesty of true genius he wishey it to speak
forats If 1o is sa cany of wanipulation that «
child may work it as well as o nan. To an-
stance that, my duughter will officiate instead
of my-elf.’

“* He stepped aside.

“¢1 can almost imagine [ am assisting at an
operation in reality,” said M. de Lyon,

““*There are no people with handkerchiels
around to keep up the il‘usion.'

‘¢ No, to be sure,” anawered his friend,

“I turned my eyes tawards Madeleine.  She
was standing by the thing with a stight color
in her cheeks, but with no apparent emotion.
Suddenly her father drew the cloth away, and
I saw a strange combination of posts awd
groves, & block and a kuife~the latter, br ul
and heavy, hung over the block, on which lav,
with pinioned arms, the figure of a wau in
straw,

‘1 saw, though 1 had never seen one hefore,
that it was that terrible engine of death that
bas in its time laid so many of the best and
worst in Franee in enrly graves.

“ 1 shuddered as | saw Madeleine standiug by
it with no frar, no shame.

1 could not uiter & word, as ealmly ~he cut
the string and the terrible koite came down
with a thud, and the straw.man’s head fell in
the basket.

¢ Ah, neatly done — very neat ; worthy of
her father.  She should adapt our profession--
the Holy Order of the Guillotiners of Franee.”

“In an instant the whole truth tlashed be.
fore. my — my love was the Jaoghter of the
chief executioner of France — and, with a
shriek of terror and grief, feeling that all y
hope and happiness had been killed at the
stroke of that guillotine, I hurried trom the
place.

‘“Sueir is the story of the girl 1 was engaged

to,

VARIETIES.
Bawrrry Camenent iz enguawed on a new
play, to be called * A Brave Man” 1t is to
be ready early in the fall, and will be produoced

cin New York. He has been summousd to Ger-

many, where ¢ The White Slave’™ is now being
petfhrrmed.  He intends to have all his plays
trausiated and preduced in Genman.  Frun
Kaab, wite of Herr Niemon, is to take the role of
the ** Hernine in R The piece witl first be
vrovivesd in Munich., The Seerctary of the
Saciety of Dramatic Authors of Gernoany, Emcl
Diuuker, will be the translator, but Mr. Camp-

; bell's’ presence will be required in the stage

business and strong parts.  ** My Partner” will

. follow ““The White Slave’’ in this series of (ier.

mib presentations.

It iy stated that Sir Micharel Costa has sent
to the Naples Uonservatorimin an  autograph
copy of his opera, Walck Adel, accompanied by
the following letter :—* This opern, composed
awl copied by me, wag represented tor the tirst
time in the Italing Opera in Pavis, in the Salle
Favart, in 1837,  A:ter the fire that destroyed
that thearre my score was almost miraculously
found under the smoking ruins, partly consamed
by fite.  Hoaving been asked to make a gift of
another wmanuseript to the Royal Colloge of
Musie in Naples | have rewritten that core,
and offer it with plewsure 10 1the ookt pured ar.
chives of that College, — Lo ndan, 200h Marel,
1383 —M. Costa.”"-—8ir Michael Costa was bain
at. Noples in 1810, ard reeivel his musead
edue-tion in the college to whiek hie has pre.
cetted the autogranh ot Malek o el The came
to BEuglaud in 1320 (to the Birmtawionm Festi-
valy, and has remaned in this ccunhy ever
sites.

Diox Bovereavee gives us the following re-
ma ks velative to Rip P B tle i—2 )0ty
son wWas anxions to appenr in fooddon, A his
pieces had heen pluyed there. The noagere
would wt give him an apperanes uniess he
rould offer them o new vlave He had play € u
precn ealled Rip Fan Wadle, tut when suhi-
mitted to their perueal, they rejeeted it St
he was eo desirous of playing Rip tha [ ook
down  Wiaxhingron Irving's story and ol 1t
aver, 1t was hopelessly nodiamntic. *Jowe,” |
saidd, € thic old sot is uot 0 pleasant hemse,  hin
lnck< romanee. | odare say you made o fius
sketeh of the obl beast, but there is no interest
in him  He may be pietnresque, tat be js nat
dronmiio, 1 would prefer to start hun in s
play as n young sennp — thoughtless, gnv, just
sueh a curly hewled, good: hunmoured fellow s
atl the village girls wonld luve, and the elnldien
and dogs would run after,”  Joifrwon vhrew up
his hand in despair, [t was totally opposed 10
his artistic preconception.  But 1 insisted, and
e reluctuntly coneeded,”
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