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THE BROEILN RING.*

FROM THE GERMAN O EICLAXDORE,
In valioy eool u millwheot
Sings as it turns nround;
From valley has vanished tho maiden
Whom thero by the brook I found.

Tor troth-ring on my fingor
Sbe put~the millwhoeel sang;

1or troth the ..aid has broken,
Tho ring in two itsprang.

14 fain, 2 minstrol, wandor

I"ar hence, tho wide earth o'or ;
And troll my doloful dittios,

Aund stroll froin door to door.

I’d fuin, & trooper, spur tao
Tnts the thickost fizht ¢
By silout wateh-iro lay

Adficld in blackoes) night.

Hear I that millwhoel singing,
T know not what I will ;—

T'd fuin the oarth lie 2nder,
*Twore then for onze all still.

Cambridgo, Mauss. L- M.

* Tho originnl is one of Mondclsohn’s swoeteat melodios, known
under the name * Tneinem Fuchlen Grunde..”

6&igiuif1' Story.
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¥Y CLAPPERS.
BY FENN.
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What yonug person, naturally sensitive and posscssing
a high appreciation of the beautiful and perfect i u the forms
and faces of others, upon becoming conscious of some per-
‘sonal defect or slight deformity will not therefrom date a
whole scries of petty annoyances and mortifications.  And
should this deformity or blemish be of a nature to excite in
the beholder a sense of the ludicrous it is rendered doubly
more painful and distressing. ..

Somtimes the blemish occurs in the shape of ar over-
grown nose, indescribably colored hair, cross eyes, etc.; but
my particular trial was & pair of uncommonly large fect.—

s+ And l:t no one smile at the idea, for never was any poor

miortal so torinented, even with the knowledge of Leing as
<ugly as o hedge feace, as I, Jenny Coltoa, was with the
size of my unfortunate ¢ pedal extremitics. From a child
they had beeu @ source of mortification, not only to myself
but my mother and aunts, who prided themselves upon be-
longing to the Wylde family, and the Wyldes, among
other honours, had been highly favored by nature
in this purticular. But I was an unruly sproat, a.deg(mem-
ted sprig from the main branch of Wyldes, move like a graft
from some foreign tree. My face and figure were well
enough, but my feet—there lay, or rather stood, all the trou-
ble. I became peculinaly sensitive upon this point.  When
quite young and at school oy short dresses only helped to
show them off, und big, vgly Hut Moore called them ¢my
clappers” Even my pavticular fuvorite Charley Brown,
called me ¢ big-footed Jin? and sometimes comforted me
with the assurance that he could ¢ sce them grow cvery duy/
Oh, how I longed for the time when, as I fondly imagincd,
young-ladyism ond long skirts would end my trials in this
pasticular line.

But time, though it heals many sorrows and relieves
many afflictions could not cure mine, but passed on bringing
me into my teens with the pleasant conscicusness that as I
grew larger and taller my feet did not by any means stand
still but increased accordingly. And about that time a
family consultation was held, auuts included, the important
query being ¢ What shall we do with our Jin? Al were in
favour of having me sent to boarding school at once, all but
papa, for as aunt Seraphina used to suy, he never did or
thought like anybody clse, and papa declared he didn't see
the need of making such a fuss about little Jin. She was
duing well enough at home. Home was the best place for
girls any way, and it would be no harm to let her keep on a
while longer at Miss Boxen’s, Miss Boxen seemed to be a
clever sort of a woman—let the children have plenty of
time to play and romp ; and Lesides, he didn't think much
of boarding schaols generally, They wero at best only
second hand nunueries, hoxed up concerns not fit to put any
girl into, espesially a mere child like Jenny.

+Fho mere child,’ replics aunt Margarct, ¢ why she is al- |-

most as tall as her mother, and wears sizes aleeady.  When
1 was herage I wore oncs, and none of the Wylde family be-
fore her wore anything over threes. I hope her feet will
not grow any more at lcast.

¢Poor child, said aunt Seraphina aficctingly, ¢it is really
unfortunate, the size of her feet. If L may sny it, quite a dis-
grace to the family ; and she is getting to be such a romp,
if not sent away from home soon we will never be able to
make anything of her,

So papa was finslly over-ruled, the feminine side of the
house bring too much for him, and beat a retreat muttering
to himself something sbout not sceing what difference it
made whether a girl wore sixcs or ones, 80 long as they an-
gwered the purpose they were intended for.

So withont more ado, it being the early part of September,
I found mysclf in o week’s time an inmate of Miss Sharp's
establinhment in the tovwn of B , the same institute
in which my aunts Mar, ‘et and Sera;:iiivi had been cdu-
cated many ycars before.

I nced not record my being home sick during the first
foew wecks of boarding school life. Ncavly every bread
and butter Miss is afflicted with the malndy to 2 greater or
less degree, during the first ycar away from the paternal
roof, and my cas: was no exception. I hud lefen pleasant
home, dear to me though there were some disugrecable us-
sociations connected with it, owing, I think, principally to

the Wylde part of tho fumily, aud I was much grieved nt

pacting with papa, my dear, good, kind papn, with whom I
had always Leen a favourite, aud who never fuiled to take
my part in any ofthe little domestic squabbles by which, I
am sorry to say, our home circle was occasionally dis-
turbed.

Often would papa take me upon his kuee, and putting
buck my curls, gnze long and fondly upon my face with a
half sad, half absent expression which I could hardly un.
derstaud, and sometimes he would s2y, ‘You huve my
mother's eyes, darling,” and then he would press me to his
heart and whisper, ¢ my own little Jenny, what a blank my
life would be without you.?

But new associations and plenty of hard stndy soon drew
my thoughts away irom hoimne and ubsent friends, and I be-
«ame in & measure reconciled to my lot.

Misy Sharp’s seminacy v:as ua old establishment. It had
long burne a name high in the annals of school bistory, and
cousequeutly was well patronized. At the time of my en.
trane: there were ahout a hundred boarders, young ladies
from all parts of the country. But the board part of Miss
Sharp's establishment was no exception to the general
rale.  The bill of fare was usually : for breakfast—a very
small quantity of bread, butter, and tea; dinner, first course
—indescribuble soup, amall ¢rust ot bread, second do—small
piece of obdurate beef or mutton, another crust, smal!
spoonful of potatoes, und sometimes » inorsel of turnip or
cibbage ; third course ‘came up minus’ duriug the first half
of the week, after which first course ¢ came up minus,’ and
thitd cousisted of indescribable pudding ; supper—tes,
breud, and butter again in swall quautities, on Sundays
gingevhread.

Perhaps deficiency in the edible departent had some-
thing to do with my home-sickness, however, after fumish-
nyg for ufew days [ made & compromise a8 most of the
other youug ladies did, with a servant to smnggle supplics
{rom without the walis, which compromise had a very beue-
{tciul effect upou my systen,

My room-mate, Miss Halda Stone, who entered ahout
the sume time 1 did; was from New Brunswick. This was
hey first visil to a ¢ warmer clime,”  She had never seen a
great deal of the world at large, and being intellectually
not of 1the brizhtest order, was often wouderfully surprised
at anything thet looked alittle odd ¢r strange to her.

Oue night after we had been dismissed to our rooms with
the injuneiion: ¢just fifteen minutes, young ladics, every
light must be out by ten o’clock,” we were hurredly pre-
paving for bed, and I had just pulled off my shoes und
stockinygs when seddenly Hulda ceuased operations exclaim-
ing, * Ob my! didany hody ever? whatmade it?” ¢ What,?
I usked, ustonished in turn. ¢ Why your feet, wag it the
warin weather did it? ¢ What wmade my feet 7 Au ex.
reedingly vice question for a youny lady of your age to usk,’
[ replicd somowhat spitefully, foe this was a tender poiut.

¢ But they ure s0 lurge, was it the warm weather swelled
them ?’

¢I wish youd stop asking foolish questions,” I an-
awered, getting a little vexed.

* Bat I wang to kuow,’ she persisted, ¢ "cause if mine ave
zoing to gei that way, I'll huve pa come and take me home
again right away.’

" Weil, Halds,? said 1, swallowing my indizastion and
ugsum.ng o wise look, {If you woun't mention it, I%il tell you
bow it happened.  You see, when people in this couutry
bave too many brains if they ull stayed in the head they'd
et hrain fever, so somebiacs they shuke them down iuto
their feet.  That’s what is tho murtae with mine, but yon
needn’t be frightened, I don’t think there’s the slighiest
danger of your ever being troubled that way.)’

¢t Uny, what?? she answered, her astunishment seemingly
on the increase, and eyeing my poor ¢ clappers’ with open-
awouthed wouder, *did you say it was your brains ? well,
U glad if you dow’t think Uil getit.  What makes you
think 1 wor’t? Is it catching any, liks the small pox aund
the measels ?” but here the bell put an end to our confab
for the night. -

T'he next day as I passed through oune of the class rooms
T uoticed several of the girls eyeing me from heud to foot
somewbat curiousiy, and little black-eyed Kitty Grey, who
sat next to Miss Haldz, and 40 whom that young lady was
whispering loudty, had stiffed nrarly the whole of her
Landkerchief into her mouth, and her erimsoun face and
otlersigns indicated some strong internal convulsions.

Of coursz it was rather annoying to be staved at 50 un-
ceremonionsly, and I was sure Malda bad been repeating
somwe of our last nizhi’s conversation, for from my short
acquaintance with her I had slready discovered ber to be
loug to that unotortunate class of mortals who never can
keep anything to themselves for twenty-four hours.

But I resolved to stand upon my dirnity; for Miss
Halda’s story got all over the house iu an jncredibly short
space of time and created quite o seasition. A few seemed
inclined to pity me, but the greater mumber coucluded 1
must be a jolly surt of a girl and became my friends at
once. I'rom that time I got the nume of ‘shuke down,’
which I carcied daring the whole of iy school term, and
as ¢shake down’ was an improvement oa ‘clappers,” I was
quite reconciled to it.

The first school yeur passed rapidly away, and a day or
two after the close of the terin brouzht papa to take me
home for vacation.

My native village looked very inviling in contrast to the
hot dusty town, und my father’s handsome unsion with
the big elms clusiered round it, th¥ extended grounds
and cool shady walks through them, was a very pleasant
change from the coufinement of th¢ school room, and 1
must co.fess that sumethiag else pleased me rot a little.—
That something #lso wus the knowledge thut mny sunts,
the Misses Wylde, had gone to the soa shore aud would
not return till September, su in all probability T would not
see them that summers. Ob, glorous thouzght! I could
romp us much as Ipleased, and do just what I pleased, for
there would be no one to acold me and box my cars, and
call me ‘Tom hoy’ vow. Mamma never minded what I
did any way, and papa, good soul, was always pleased to
see me enjoying myself as I chose, 8o long as I didn’t

laughing matter I

‘break my ueck climbing trees and fences,” nov “fall iuto
the river aud get drowned.”> And 1 bdieve I would have
been perfectly happy only for thegpresence of one f 1y old
troubles—Hat Moore. Heor father's place juined ours, and
she made thut an excuse for coming 10 see 1ne evew day.

1 had always disliked the girl. ~ When @ child she had
teased aud annoyed me, and she seemed to hecume more
and more hateful and ugly as she grew up. I will not say
ugly looking, though not pretty. She wus o brunette,
rather tall for her age, with dark huir urd bold, wicked
looking eyes. Her brother, three ycars older, was the
counterpart of herself; and I had always thought him good
looking, though to me, lis sister was pesitively ugly.

The first morning afler my return, 8 I was iwaking a
tour of the kitchen garden, 1 heard sieps on the walks be-
hind me, axd looking round, there was Hat, and no getting
away from her.

¢ Halloo Jin 1" she commenced, ¢1°ve comato sce you, how
are you, and how ace your cluppers ¢ As big as ever!
aren’t you glad to see me ? how do you like bourding school ?
Loolk as though they had kept you on tater soup and gruel.
How long are you going to be home ? cte, cte,” talking all
the time so fust T couldu’t get in « word.

ButI was on my guard usually ; She was verg partial to:
bright colours particularly yellow, and always bad soms-
thing of that hue ubout her dress, so whonever I saw avy-
thing yellow coming I gencrally found it converivnt to shp
into the first out-uf-the way place handy, and let Fer hung
till she was tired.

Wehad no visitors that snamer as my aunts were away,
and mamma did not care for compauy, no vr.e came but
student, a son of an old friend of papa’s, who stopped on bis
wuy home and spent a few days at cur heuse, DLull did
uot see much of him he was off hunting most of the time
with cousin Joe or Ned Moore, Hat's tirother, for which I
was thanlkful, as there wus ruther a mortifying circunastance
conuected with our fir-t meeting which 1 could not casily
forget. "I was not at home whenhe arvived but after my
return going into the lihrary for something found a pair of
walkivg boots mamma had vrdered for me luid by wistake
Isuppose, on the table, and as ue one but papa was iu the
room, and I was very curious io get u peep ut them as they
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were some new siyle, I pulled open the parcel and sat down -

on the fluorina coruer Lo try them on. I suceeeded in get-
ting my footinto one of them by dint of considirable exer-
tion, but the oiher could not be coaxed or persunded io
come on although I had hroken one of the straps and dam-
aged it somewhatin other respects, and in disgust I threw
the ofending artiel= acress the room,

¢ What's the matter dear 7’ said papa turning round to
look at me.

¢ Maiter ¢excloiwed I bursting into a very uudigni-
Gied fit of tears, ¢ those yood-for-nnthing old boets, mamma
got me, v 6:’t 2o on, I've heen pulling at them for balf an
bour, and its ju t all because my feet are so big. 1 wish
I'd never had any feet, or I wish 1'd been born in China
where they tie tham up when they are little 80 they don’t
neverget g, 1do so.—" Just thenl canght sight of a
youny gentlerman stonding in the ducr-way. with an iniense
ly amused eéxpression of countenagee. How long he had
been there 1 could not tell, hut papa saw him then and
smiled as he said come in Douzld. This is my davghter
Jeouy.” Theyoung gentleman bowed and advanced n—
step or two ‘Y am bappy to make your acquaintance Miss
Colton.

Ihad sprung up by this time and pretending not to sce
the hand be held out, and vetwrning his bow stiffly made
oy way pust him out into the hall with burning cheeks and
s0 indignaunt to thiuk that I shoold be caughtin that way.
I concluded immediately that T detested collego students
generally and this one in particdlar, and just then cawme
uear ranning over eousin Joe, only he wusso much taller
thanI, as be was coming in. ¢ What's uj», Jeuny ?’ he ex-
claimed, ¢ your face is as red as a peony and you'vebeen
crymg, hey ! what is the matter ¥’ -

TO BE CONCLUDED KEXT WEEK.

A Love Poem.~—I am thinking of the time,Mary,
whengsitting by thy side,und shelling beans,I guzed
on thee,and felt a wondrous pride. In silence Jeancd
we o’er the pan,and peither spoke a word, but the rat-
tling of the beans, Mary, was all the sound we heard.
Thy anburn curls hung down, Mary, and kissed thy
check, thy uzuve eyes, half filled with tears, bespoke a
spirit meck. To be so churmed as T was then, had
ne'cr before accurred, when the rattling of the bouus,
Mary, was all the sound we heard. I thounght it was

not wrong, Mary, so, leaning on theidish, as you snatched -

)
up a hand of beans, I snatehed a nectared kiss.
And suddenly therc eame a shower, as I neither suw
notr stirved, but the rattling of the beans, Maay, was
all the sound we heard,

VErY SMART LaD.—As we were walking along the
street the other day, we noticed a crowd of urchins
standing around a boy who was sucking a piece of
candy, ‘I say Bill,” said one of thewn “give me that
candy, aud I'N make it come out of my ears, like Blitz
did."” Second youth shells over the candy. Fivst
youth very deliberately eats the candy—sceeoud youth
watches the little fellow’s ears—and after drawing
himself into every conceivable shape, he said :—*“well,
if I hain’t forgot the rest, us sure as rags.” ~

When Lord Lauderdale laughed at one ofSheridan’s jests
and promised to repeat it, Sheridan begged him to vefrain
from doing so ; ‘for,” said he, ‘s joke In your roowh is no



