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Art tbou listening to seraphie music in the heavenly
apliemes or wandering on this duil orb 1 She ran off witl
a berdic-driver. I could bave killed bim.)

Stili singing, 1 slipped into the drawing-room, where
I knew a man fmom somo dry goods establishment was
putting up curtains. I wont swiftly over to the step-
ladder on which lie stood. He was Beauti/uL His hair,
of a ricb, deep red, was dmessed pompadour, and bis
nose was Roman. Oh, Rome! Rome 1 goal of my youug
fancy, e#en a nose wilI tumn my thoughts to tb.e. (If 1
do not sacceed in music 1 shaîl go to Rome and situdy art.
Ah, mon Dieu! Glorious, heavenly art! Art cannot ex-
ist without artists, and artista are usually mon ! Oh, art,
beautif ul art !) But the man on the ladder. I turned an
arcb look upon bum (I ami al ways arcb), and said in a low,
trenibling voice, "lDid it ramn when you came in 1 "Not
mudli, Miss," said ho.

[1gb! how I haLo that word Miss, so Igoumgeoisy, so
sou-endy. 1 shook the ladder witb rage. Ho lost bis
balance, and 1 caught him by the arm, not so inucb to
save bim as to feel bis manly breatb on my cheek. Ah,
mon Dieu, for ono instant I was delirious with liappiness.
"Look bore, young woman," lie said, Ilwvhere's your

keepor and your cage? ""But I love, I adore you," I
cried ; and with that lie picked up bis leather apron and
bat and ran quickly froni the rooni. Poor boy, bow hoe
loves me! He was pale with passion, but 1 no lwiger
love bum; 1 tire of bum. Halas!1 lie loved me too woll,
and no man shaîl ever kis me! I swear iL. Mon Dieu!
Ah, love, love, wben shahl I find love 1

Wadn8da y-I have been roading "lThe Quick and
the Dead," IlThou Shaît Not," and"I The Evil That Mon
May Do." Ah, what grand thougbts are in them, mon
Dieu!1

Thursda y-I wanted a swoet bracelet that I saw down
at Bogigian's this morning. Another girl bougbt iL bofome
I could get homo and ask mamma. I threw an in-laid
table siraight through the plate glass window and put my
foot tbrough a showcase. Wby not bo frank and candid,
mon Dieu, sud act as you feol 1

Friday-Ah, but I amn cruel. I feel I have no heart,
and can nover know the "lle grande passion." To.day I met
a handsome man at fi ve o'clock tea. I delftly stood in front
of him for one boum, snd kept bien fmom talking to any one
else. I was brilliant in my conversation, risqueI
brusque ! 1Isaid:

"You are a naughty man."
"Row so, Miss Backbaysbift."
"Oh, I know yon are."
"But -

"You want to flirt with me. I know you do. Don't
you tr to squeeze my baud."IlBut I assure you-"I

"But you may. Here it is. Nobody is looking. 'You
may kiss iL if you like."

"But 1 do not lîko, Miss Backbaysbift. I haven't
any desire to kiss your hand, and you are a great bore. If
you wll kindly lot me get away from-"

I threw niy cup of chocolato in bis face, and lot him
go. The man is mad to love nie s0 passionately. Why,

eh, au I neyer reciprocato love. Ah, mon Dieu 1
Saturday-I have hein to the Symphiony concert. I

cast burning glances at ail the orchestra, and sni]ed in niy
sedui8ante style. None of thoma looked at me. Thaey do
not yet appreciato my stylo ; I arn not like othor girls.

iThora was one silly yonng tbing in front of me wbo
got a amie froni ono of the violins. 1 prompt]y rau the
wbole length of my bat pin into bier back!1 Ciel 1 Thon
I went home, and, after taking a bot bath, stood at the
open window for an hour witb only a pongo wmapper
on. -Boston Gazet te,

110W TO LITE LONG.

DR. SÂYiRE, of New York, declaros that ".-everybody
under ordinary circunistances, ought to live to be one Inn-
dred years 01(1." It would have beon an entertaining pieco
of information had Dr. Sayre explained what ho moant by
"ordinary cimcumstances." As niortals seldoni live ta ho

one bundred yesa old, sud a majority die aL a mauch
younger age, it follows that the.hunian family in living
undor highly extraordinary circunmtautces. The Doctor
doos indicate certain mules for which it in hardiy probable
ho would dlaim more than that, livod up to, Lhey would do
soma gaod. The-hundmod year'rule dosa fot appear very
distinct auywliere. A summary in: not to undertake to

r ;conplish the work of a lifetirne in the firat tenyerwbich leads one to remark that childrou toni
years and undor seldom do attenipt that. Use tobacco
to aid digestion and smoke liko a human being and flot
like a locomotive, whicb leada one to suggest, would iL
not ho jumt as well to omit tobacco entirely 1 Dosa the
Doctoi ovor prescribe tebacco 1 Sleep whenever you

can in another rule, which unquestionably is aIl right.i
Another is, do not swill down ice-water. Considering how 1
small a part of Lhe human family ever see ice-water, thisi
caunot bo the bundrodyeam mule; iL ie a good one noverthe-
lees. Don'L worry, says the Poctor, nor strive to possese the
world, whicb is an old saw that has eLog considerable of iLs
original force from ago. Dr. Sayre is a man of genius in «
bis profession, but ho fails to justify bis assertion thati
ordiuarily mankind should live one hundred yoars. No ono
bas, yot miade iL clear, for the reason that iL is uaL correcti
and oannot.be made impregnable. Rules for old aga have
net yot been patentod. Were Lb. humai family Lo begin
aan, witb ail the light and, knowlodge gainod up ta- the

r preonet dey, iL Io not improbable that the on. buudred
i years migbt be evolved ; but iL in somothing that lias not

been found out, thouglhitiL h true that longovity in inoreas-
Bing, which :is a groat compliment to LIe civilization of the
apreont day. Still Dr. Sayre's formula in a good one, aud

lived up te would doubtlesa insume evemybody a comfort-
rable number of years.-2'ke Pillaiurgli Times.

LENT.

In it the fast whicli God approves,
WIen 1 awhile for flesh eat fish,
Changing one dainty disb

For others no lois good 1

Do angels amibe and count iL gain,
That I compose my laughing face
To gravity for a brief spaco,

Thon straiglitway laugh again

Doos Reaven take ploasure as I ait
Conigm joys as usurors gold,-

This bit ta give, tIat to withhold,
Woighing and moasuring iL ;

Setting off abstinence tram dance
As bnying privilege of sang;
Calling sir right and moyen wmong,

With decomous countenauce ;

Compounding for the duIl to-day
By projecta for to-mommow's fun,
Cbocking off oaci set aak as doue,

Grudging a short delsy 1

I cannot tbink that God will came
For sucb observance; ho eau se@
The vemy inmost lieart of me,

Aud every secret theme.

But if I koep a tmuor Lent,
Not booding what I voar or eat,
Not halancing the aur witb swoot,

Eveuly abstinent;

And lay My soul with ah iLs stain
0f travel froni the yoam-long road
Botweeu the healing bauds of God

To ho made clean again;

And put my sordid self îway,
Forgetting for a littIe space
The petty prize, tho eager race,

The restlese, stiving day;

Opeuing niy darknees ta the sun,
Opening niy narrow eyes to seo
The pain and ueed so close to me

Whicb I laed willed ta shun;

Praying God's quickeuiug grace to show
The thing hoe fain would have me do,
The errand that 1 may pursue,

And quickly ise aud go ;

If so I do iL, starving pride,
Fasting from sin instead of food,
God will accept sncb Lent as good,

And blesa iLs Easter-tide.
-Susan CooliLge. a

MORE MTJMOURS OF TUB BOARD SONOOL.

ME. HâNay J. BÀaxua contributea te Longman's a
Magau.n.e a futher instaînient of entortaining eusays by a
Board Scbool boys. Rire is, a paragmapb from an essay ou r
ilKinduess ":-Il By boing kind a person may rime in Lb.
world, s the following atory will show. Mr. Smith was a
poor boy. At first ho was a piper-boy. One day, while
ho was selling bis papers, ho cauglit sigbht of a ittle girl
tmying La geL icrogis the road, but could not for Lie numborà
of carrnages. He eL once went La bier assistance aud carmmed tl
hem uitely alcross the rond. A littla while of tom thus Mr. I
Smith laed a paper-staîl on uearly every ailway station in t
Bnglaud." The only authomity Lb. boy cauld give for the t
story was thai ho lad Ilbeard " it, aud that "la lot of boysA
knew iL au wll." The tollowing effort in a selection from
a Third Standard lad'. composition exorcise upon IlTha
Doukey " -Il The Donkey is on. of that tribe of beastas on
whieh the aine bais no effekt, for Lb. harder you bit iL Lhe
slower it go«a. Your fathers noyer use a whip for thorame
donkeys, bîcase they no it would net hurt thani. For the t
doukey rather likes Le feel a whip, as iL anly tikles him I
aud makes hies feel joyfnll and huagry. The best thing teil
punisi a donkey with is firstly a short Lhick cane for ears 9
aud belly; and secundly, a boomstick cnt in two for back-
boue sud back legs. Ho will thon go betwixt four and dg
ive miles an boum. Tho doukeys which you %ee painted I
yellow and blue ou Lb. achool pictures are what are called il
jows aai. These tribes of donkeys go many miles an boum,à
and will tollow thoramenators like doge aud Iambe becose of se
kinduesa. The young on«s are sometimas called koîts
aud toale of assesi. Themefore, if you have a niced young l
donkey show meoy unto iL, aud iL might grow into a koitw
or the foa of an uas. Thora is aiea a tribo of wild usses ai
whioh prowl upon the top of rocks, a.nd nover slip aven,.b

1 ven in winter. They are larger than our moddern donkeys,
iand surer.footed. In the niglit time they climb down, and

foed like rabbits upon the poor farmera' hard-earned vegi-
tables." A village sehoolmaster was told by the parson that
lie intended to bring a friend next morning to hear the
boys put through their paces in religious teaching. They
bad flot recoived mucli instruction of that kind ; but it was
necossary to do something. Accordingly ho called hie
littie grey-smocked "lfirst clanss" before him, arranged the
members in a certain order, grafted into oach blossoming
yokol the particular question lie intended to put to him in
the morning, and likewise added the correct answer. Af ter
priming the young hopefuls over and over again witli their
respective ans wers, he ventured to dismiss thoem. Nextmorn-
ing, while the visitors were being awaited, boy No. 2 was
told to carry out two stono ink-bottles into the back porcli,
and ordered to dlean off the great streaks of ink and the
patches of matted dust. Shortly afterwards the two visitors
walked in. The master, quit* forgetting that one of lis
first-class boys was absent in the back yard, commenced
to put bie questions to the class in the particular order
whicli le had arranged and promised. Pointing ta one boy
lie asked, IlWhýat is that part of you, my lad, which can.
nover dieU'1"My soul, sir," smartly replied the rustic,
with an air of confidence and docision which was really
quite surprising in one so young. The visitors nodded
their approval, and the dominie continued bis interroga-
tions. IlNow you, my boy," ho said, pointing te the third
boy in the back row, Iltell us who made you." Now the
lad thus addressed occupied the very position which had
been vacatod by the industrious pupil ont in the porch.
Accordingly, this was not his proper question; and,
remembering the master's positive instructions that ho waa
only ta give a certain answer to a certain question, hie
bravely remained dumb and quioscent. IlWill you be
quick and tell me, sir 1 " tho master cried out angrily,
nover dreaming, of course, that any hiteli lad occurrod.
No; the lad noyer opened bis lips or twitched a muscle.
Possibly ho tliought the master was Iltrying it on " witli
hini. I"Core, my dear child," the visitor venturod to
interjoct, soeing the painful chagrin of the dominie, Ilyou
should try to givo your master somne sort of answer.
Surely you know, my lad, that it was God who made you 1 "
"lNo, sir, it wanna me 1 " the lad at ]ast burst forth, IlI'm
aura it wanna, sir! The boy as (bd made is outside
washin' t' inkpots !"

The oxtract whicli follows is the latter portion of a
Third Standard lad'a essay on IlCleanliness ":-I"Do not
go and say that you are feared of making yourself dlean,
just becoso it is cold and it hurts ta get the dirt off, or
becose the suds get in your oye. For wheu you are dlean,
people do not edge away from. you, nover mind about
your clothes, but tkey say unto you like our teaclior that
it is next to godlyness. Be tbankful unto him becose your
mothers can afford soap, and becose they make you use it.
Also wlien your mother putselier finger down your coat-
neck afore breakfast, and poeps to see if there's any black
tliero, and thon sonds you hack ta the sink again to wauh
yourself botter, say unto ber, yes, mother, also sniiling. On
Saturday niglits say also unto ber, mother don't forget to
get my bath-tub reddy for me, and a new piece of soap, for
I love to wasli myseif course of cleanlinoss for it is next ta
godlyness. Do not bo seana theni thera iBlacks, and
Amerikons, and Ingoos, wlich just splashes their faces
witli water and no soap, and nover gets inside of a tub,
only paddlin about bits of rivers. Wbon you say toaa
dirty boy, ' Dirty Dick wants the stick,' only say it about
once, so as ho can't say as you are wicked. Say unto him,
look at the thotef ul cat, wbicb spits on iLs pores j ust to geL
a bit of lartlier for a fair start, and thon wipos its nose,
and into its eyes, also behind its oars, not counting over.
Thon say unto bum as it will actshelly lick itseîf wliere iL
can't get its pores, rather than be hitching anywhere
&round. Tell hies to look at the necks of manters and
superintendents and preacliers, and ho will never find a
ring, wbicl in always a sino as you bave not gone far
down."

A cuitious phenomenon is reported froni Batoumi, says
mature. On Jan. 23., at 4. p.m., during a complote caîni,
the nsa is said to bave suddenly receded froni the shore,
leaving it bare to a deptli of ton fatboms. The water of
thie port rusbed out ta sea, tearing many ot thé ships from
their anoborage, and causing a groat amount of damage.
Alter a short time tlie sea, assu.ned its usual love].

A PROJECT is On foot to dig a slip-canal from a point
opposite Grand Island in Lake Superior ta the nortbern
extremity of Green Bay in Lake Michigan, cutting across
tho narrowest part of the long poninsula between those
two lakes. The proposed canal is to be thirty-six miles
ong, and would save two days and a hall for steamers and
lve days for sailing-vessels that would otherwise have ta
go around the peninsula.

ÂNDRxw LANG joins in the ciy over ilthe modern
destruction of Vonice." Iu bis "lcommente on 'Thie
Maerchent of Vonice, '" whicb will accompauy Mr. Abbey's
llustrations of the comedy in the April number of Harper'.

Magazine, ho says tliat hie is not sure but that one can
ses a better Vonîco in tlio poet's pages than on the
Aidriatio. IlBeautiful it still is," ho continues, "lbut iL is
larger; iL is ver7 modern; it lias iron-clade lying on its
waters, and steam-tugs puffing on its anals. Its palaces
are hotels or curiosity sliops ; its famous cliurcb is haunted
by the mont unboly laquais de place."
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