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ment for the garden of a colonel who had fallen
in battle. The Gouoral ordered Zepher to report
to him. o

[ hear that you are n sculptor, Now, 1 want
gou to.sculp ‘me a lot of gods and goddesses,

upiter, Apollo, Venus, and all the rest of them,
and have them on hand by eight o’clock sharp,
next Saturday evening.'’

¢“Buat, General, I can't have thom done
by next Satarday. It will take me three
monthsg——""

¢ Qilence 1" thundered the General, ¢ when |
arder anything to be done, it has to be done.
Yon have them statnary done or I'll have you
locked up for n month.”

“ But, General——-"

“ Keep quiet! How much money do you
necd to buy plaster of Paris 1

Zepher Jooked at the General, and saw that
he was in good earnest, so, after he had studied
over the matter the sculptor replied :

‘Al right, Genoral, I will do my beat. I
will waut a hundred franes to buy plaster of
Paris.” .

*“Here itis. Now get to work right away,
and have them statuary by eight o’ clock Satur-
day night, or you will wis%n you had never been
born. CGiet them up in fine style, part-eniar:
Yonus.”

This was the last the General saw of Zepher
for several days, but he heard of his going from
one bar-room to another, treating everybody,
and having s good time of it generally, so he
sent for the artist.

** What is this | hear about you! Instead of
sculpturing themm gods, vou are going about
filling your hide with wine, rmaising distur-
bances.”

“ General,” replied Zepher, humbly, “1 am
getting along finely. We artists have o get
drunk to eatch the inspimtion.  That's the way
it is with all great geniuses.”

*¢ 1 have heard something about that,” replied
the General pensively, ** hut be sure you don't
overdo i1, for them statues have to he on hand.”

“ General, I wish you would tell the guests
not to touch the ststuary, for it ruins fresh
atatuary to have it handled.”

« All right. T will attend to that, Now go
to your work,” said the General, twisting his
moustache. Zepher went,

Saturday night arrived on time as usual
True to his word, Zepher had carried the sta.
tuary, wrapped in blankets, into an arbor in
the ganden. The pedestals on which to place
the figures had already been put in position.
Zepher, assisted by a friend, unrolled the Llan.
kets from the life-sized plaster of Paris figures,
and carefully placed them on the pedestals,
Then he escorted the CGeneral through the
garden, and showed him his works of art. They
were, indeed, splendid.

*¢ Ah, you are indred an artist, This is a
splendid Jupiter and his thanderbolt. He looks
for all the world like that big corporal of the
Zonaves, He has the same beard.”

* He was my madel,™ replied Zepher.

““You have made a perfect image of him, but
why do vou cough so much ¥

“ 1 am nervous for fear that the statuary way
not please you.”

“ Dismiss your fears. 1 am well satisfied.
Here are a hundred francs for you tospend with
vour friends. The Governor's statuary eannot
compatre with these deities.”

Zepher disappeared, snd the delighted General
soott re-appeared with the Governor and the
other guests in the brilliantly lighted parden,
To say that they were natonished at the artistic
skill displayed, is to use a feeble word., The
Governor was lost in admiration, and he candid.
ly stated that he could not boast of anything to
compare with it. Jupiter, iu particular, was
much admired.  Everybody kuew the gigantic
Znuave vorporsl, with the big beard, nnd pro-
nounced the figure perfect. Al the other
statues were wonderfully lifelike, and the dra.
very excellently arranged.

Suddenly, the Governor, who was examining
Jupiter through his eyegloss, uttered anexclam-
ation of astonishment, and started back.

““What is it, Governor ¥

“1 must have been mistaken, but [ imagined
that Jupiter moved his head. It must have
been thoe light.”

*Yes, | suppose sa,"” replicd the General.

Suddenly the éntire eompany broke into ex-
clamations of horror and astonishment. Jupiter's
face was distorted in a most inexplieable man.
ner, and without any warning. he sneczed a
terrific sneeze.  Before the guests could recover
their astonishment, great Jupiter said solemn-

1 know 1 was told not to move, General,
but 1 just could not helpit. 1 believe 1 have
caughtcold in thise——""

Jupiter did not finish the sentence, for the
outraged and exasperated General tore a limb
from au orange tree, and sailed into the god asif
to destroy him bLodily.

“We had better got out of here,” remarked
Mereury to Venus, and:jomping down from
their pedestals, they made  tine timo for the
fence, ‘u‘lpiug ench ather over ax fast as they
conld. . Several of the henthen deities who were
a little late in stmting, were assisted m:}h-.rinlly
by the Geniral, who eontinueil to chnstise them
with his weapon na long as there was a single
deity within reach. S

“The flight "of the deities put the company in
“mich a good humor that, for the snke of the jake,
even the inspired scuiptor was for;;wen. The
lnwn party was the grentest event of the season,

- “and is still the subject of much merrimeut at
2o Algiors. Conne BRI

A TRUE STORY OF A BEE AND A
BRIDE.

1t was & gem of o garden-—tho little music park
and parterro—full of natural beauty,” arranged
and embellished by art, and’ oren two nighta a
week, during the summer, to the public for pro-
menade concorts, and this was one of the most
glorious ¢venings of the season ; the uir was soft
and soothing as the zephyrs of Araby the Blest;
# thousand flashing jets™ of gas set up o vain
rivalry to the cloudless moon ; the assembly was
large snd gay and animated, and every instru-
ment of the monater orchestra was present and
m tune, .

Tired of the busy scene about the music.stand,
surfeited with a concord of sweet sounds, a pen-
sive painter strolled around the miniature lake,
along the winding walks, until he found a va-
cant Seat beside the re-entering angle of the
flowering hedge. Here he sat, communing witl:
his own thoughts, not heeding the gentle whis.
pering carried on the while on the other side of
the projecting hedge.  Presently a merry laugh,
that- had escaped the guard of the whisperer,
brought him suddenly te his feet with the men-
tal ¢jaculation, ‘* My daughter 1"

Two hours later he saw the lovers, from the
sheltered window of his stelier, slowly approach
the entrance door. The mooun revealed the lovers
parting, and by the same illumination the
tather measured the manly form of the youth,
a8 he moved off gaily from the domicile.

As father and daughter sat together at coffee,
next morning, the former said :

“ My daughter, last evening at nine o'clock |
sat on the upper side of the angle of the flower-
ing hedye, beyond the lakelet in the music park,
and was aroused from a deep reverie by your
laugh, which you were cautioned to restrain, by
a masculine voice ; and later | saw you permita
fine-looking youth to take u lover's an revoir at
my door. What is the young man's profession 1

Blushes mantled the fair face of the daughter
as, with downeast eyex, she answered :

‘A blacksmith, father.”

Silence for some minutes ensued, during which
the roses of the young girl’s cheeks were supplant-
el 1'1)' lilies.

The panse in the colloquy was broken by the
father saying, iu measured tones, and with firm
hut atfectionate emphasts @

<My daughter can never marry other thanan
artist.” And rising, he walked slowly from the
room, withont observing his child's deathly pal-
lor and gaspiug for breath.

Two vears had elapsed. On a Lenutiful au-
tumnal afternoon the maiden appeared at the
door of the atelier and said :

“ Father, you have wrought long and ar-
duously at your easel ; let us walk for relaxation
and amusement.”

Along the street they sauntered, until return-
ing into the welcome shade of the ! Green
Square,” they soon stood in the open space be-
fore the Cathedral, in the presence of the Iron
Canopy of wondrous conformation. 1t was con-
structed of pounded iron. Some genius with
his kammer bad wrought out in most patient
wanner perfect marvels of angels and humaops,
of flowers, fruits, and leaves, of animals, and of
many real and mythical existences, and the
whole was arranged and consorted with such ar-
tistic taste and skill that the painter stood wrap-
ped in admiration. At length be inquired :

“ Whaose work is this, my daughter 1"

The flush again surmounnted her face as she
answered, in subdued exultation :

* T'he young blarksmith, father ; is he not an
artist '

They walked home in silenes, and having en-
tered, the painter kissed his daughter and said,
tenderly :

' Yes, he is an’ artist, surely ; but I ‘meant
my child should marry enly’a painter.”’

"Another interval of two years has lown.

The painter has, for months, confined himself
in concentrated theught andlabor on his great
picture of the ** Fallen Angels,” and at last it is
finished.

Having taken his matutinal coffer, he leads
his daughter to the atelier and, pointing to the
painting, suys:

“ Bebiold my masterpiece.”

The daughter responded enthusiastically

“ 1t is beautiful t sublime! But, father, you
have wrought ton intensely 5 you confine your-
self too closely ; you must take u littlo rost and
recreation ; it is yet eacly in the day, you shall
take a earriage and drive through the luxuriant
fields to the cottage of Mr. Moyeanx, and loiter
the long summer day in the cool shade of his
maple grove, and at six o'clock you shall return
to a dinner worthy of the artist who could con-
veive and exccute the ‘ Fallen Angels’™

As the sun was verging toward the horizon the
father returned, refreshed and strengthened by
rest and the invigorating ait at the rural retreat
of his congenial frientl, Mr, Moyeaux.

At the threshold his daughter received him
anid escorted him struightway whither she knew
his heart was yearning to go, into the presence
of his freshly finished and hisgreatest work,

Gazing in mute adniiration, he drew forth his
handkerchief and step.ped to the picture to drive
away & bee that hat alighted on ounv of the
figures. The bee woull not be frightened, and
he sought to brush it from the canvas, and then
only realized that it was a painted bee, executed
in his nbsence. : R

Turning to his daughter, who stood pallid and
motionless by a curtained alcove, ho nsked :

My daughter, who did this 1" :

_ ¥ My biacksmith, father,” she answerwl,
trembling with emotion,. v il

Tarning - again to the glowing canvas, the
father gaid : )

*“The man who painted that bee can marry
my child, if she willsit.” o Sl

The blood rushed in torrents to the girl’s face,
the curtains of the aleove parted and the noble
form of the artist, painter, blacksmith, steppod
to theside of the blushing maiden, and knelt
with her before the father, who laid a hand on
each head in tender blessing.

It was late that evening when the happy trio
arose from the dinner that had been a' fea-t fit
for artists, painters, and lovers. !

To-day every visitor at Antwerp finds the gar-
den of music, that nestles under the frowning
battlements that protect the city, of frequent
sumier evenings, a fuiry scene of natural beauty,
heightened by art, populous with the best and
brightest society, while the ambient air floats
saturated with music’s most perfect snd inspir-
ing harmony. And every tourist passes through
the ** Place Verte,” and in the open space bofore
the great Cathedral he arrests his steps and stills
his voice in admiration, as he contemplates the
Iron Canopy, and feels it isa marvel of artistic
beauty, wrought by some cunning hand under
the one only inspiration that could make its
achievement possible.

And lastly, every lover of art will find in the
magnificent picture-gallery the great painting
of the ‘“Fallen Angels,”” the masterpicce of
Fran Floris, and on it the bee painted by Quen-
tin Matsys ; and he will see other noted pic-
tures by both artists in the same collection ; bat
the sentimental visitor will linger in the pre-
sence of the bee that was painted in love, and
won a painter’s daughter for an artist’s bride.

A FABLE FOR THE WISE.

And all created things rebelled against Man.
He had come among them, they knew not
whence, with a commission to rule them; and
they had discovered that among them all, he
was the weakest creature. *“1can drown him,”
said the Sea ; “1 can burn him up,”” said Fire,
““like anything else.”” ‘“What can he do to
me? " said the Air, ““ that | shiould listen to his
word!” [ wounld bury him, with pleasure,’’
said the Earth, *“ but he would only rot.”” “He
cannot run,” said the horse; *“ or swim,” said
the shark ; *“or fly,”" said the eagle ; ““or even
climb,” said the monkey, *‘like me.” ¢ Ile
has no tusks,’ said the elephant ; “or teeth,”
said the dog ; ““or claws,” riid the tiger; “or
fang,” said the snake. * We will bear this no
longer ; let us go before O.din, and have him
sentenced to death, or, at least, deposed.” And
they swept the unhappy being, cowering with
cold and shivering with fear, all naked and
torn, up to the top of Jokull, where above the
eternal snow Odin dwelt in Valhalla, within
the Happy Plains.  And as Odin sat at wassail,
they flung Man before his feet. And as the
created things made their complaint, the Gods
looked on Man with tearless eyes, and con-
demned him in their souls. *¢This creature
master ! thought Thor ; * he is not even the
strongest.”” ‘' I see no foresight in him,” mns-
ed Heimdaller. ¢ And where is his beauty ?”’
smiled Freva. - ** Why should the All-Father
choose him 1" asked Odin ; and he avose aad
stepped towards his throne, to pass the sentence
of the Gods.

But as his foot reached the lawest step, Odin
Jdrew back and trembled, for above the throne
he saw two luminous Eyes, piercing, vet calm
as stars ; and he knew the presence of Destiny,
always the bearer of the All-Father's will. Form
was there none, or robe; only the LEyes were
seen, but into those Eyes even Qdin dared not
gaze; while from below them came forth a
Voice, gentle as the south wimd, yet chill as
the blast from the glacier, freezing the resis.
tance in everv heart. ‘It is the will,” said
the viewless Voice, *“of the All-Father, whose
messenger 1 am, that Man shall rule, and that
some created thing shall give Man an iastru-
ment of power ;' und the luminouns LEyes were
veiled. Then the Gods and all ereatures, re.
lieved of the dread presence, murmured discon.
tent. *“ Shall we give him our imwmortality ¥ "
asked the Gods ; “or [y derth 177 moaned the
Sea; ““or 1y brightness 1" tlashed the Fire
“or I wy omnipresence ! murmured the Air;
““or | my riches?” gasped the Earch, “*Can 1
give him my speed 1 said the horse ; ““or 1 my
strength 17" said the elephaut; “or | wy
spring 1" said the tiger; ““or I my venom?”
hissed the suake. Fverything created refused,
and the grey goose, most spiteful of creatures,
hissed contempt, and struck in its malice at the
wrotched oreiturs, cowering powerless at Odin’s
foet, so hard that a feather tell, all bloody, on
his lap. .

Then once more the luminous Eyes shone
forth, once more the soft rush. of speech from
below them was hoard, and all were still to
hearken. *‘ Now, as ever, the will of the All-
Father is done.: Thou hast thy talisman, O
Man1l Go forth to rule.’’ And Maun arose,
and went forth comforted, for he knew that
with the feather had come to him that which
other created things know not of, and which
the unchanging Gos cannot have,—the power
of accumulating wisdom. And he sought for
knowledge, and stored it; and year by year
his sway ‘grew. wider, and stronger, and wmore
stern, - He crossed the sea at -his will, and har-
nessed tho fire to his car, and stored riches from
the ‘earth, and flow through air without fear,
aud made of the lightuing a slave, and used, or
killed, or tortured all the bsasts ‘as he would.

-} At last the Universe was his, and he'its lord,

‘non-confoymists was prosent. -

and, weary with conquest, he said,—‘* The AIl-"
Father must will that I be happy. I willgoto =
Valhalla again, and see the Gods,: and learn
from_them the secret of joyous immortality.”
Aud-Air and Fire bore him up above the ‘eter-
nal snow to the Happy Plains above Jokull;
but lo ! there were no Gods there. - And Man,
eoraged, called the lightning, and, swift as
thought, raged through the Universe, seeking
where the Gods might be hidden. In ‘the
depths of the sea, in the centrs of the earth, in -
the boundless fields of air, he songht for the
Gods, but found them not, or any sore tidings
of whither they bad fled. By times his ser-
vants brought rumours, and he =et off again on
his quest ; but he found them not, and wea
and angry, he once more betook himself to see
them in Valhalla. He found them not, but as
he stepped from the Happy Plains on to the
eternal snow, to recommence his downward
path, he turned, and once more saw above him
the calm, laminous Eyes, and waited for the
softly-rushing Voice from below them. It
cume forth at last, as of old, soft as the south
wind, chill as the blast from the glacier. “This
is the will of the All.-Father whose messenger
I am. When Man shall rule all created things,
then shall he also have gained the secret of the
Gods. Go forth to rule onee more, O Man.”
Aud man went forth in pride to search for the
created thing that he ruled not, and he is
searching still, though he sees it in every wave.
—The Spectator.

A PRACTICAL JOKE.

A story is told of a plot by two men to steal,
in a joke, a friend's property, which ended in a
manner both painful and unexpected. They were
neighbors of a Mr. Duffy, and in some way that
gentleman became aware of their intention to
steal his pet calf ; therefore he removed the calf
from its box-stall, and put in its place a he goat
of a vicious disposition. He fixed a spring on
the doorof the stall, that would cause it to close
unless held open, and he also attached to the
door a spring-lock that would fasten and could
only be uanfastened from the outside. Then he
went to bed, but notto sleep. It was at the
witching hour of midnight that the two ma-
rauders entered Mr. Duffy's barn. They had ex-
amined the premises the day before, and knew
exactly where to go. They entered the stall,
and the door closed behind them. Evervthing
was still.  One of them opened the slide to his
lantern. There was a clatter of hoofs, and the
man with the lantern found himself knocked
into a corner. He was very much surprised.
He thought such conduct in a calf the queerest
he had ever known. Then the other man opened
the slide to his lantern to see what the matter
was, and the next moment the breath weut out
of him with a ““yah’’ that made the listening
Duffy laugh all over. Then all was silent again
except for some emphatic exclamations from the
men, and soon the man hit first recovered
enough to endeavor to find his lantern. He
found it, re-lit it, and turned the bull's eye to-
ward the goat; then he went into the corner
again. The goat’s temper now being roused, he
did not wait for more light, but began to butt
wherever he had a mind or heard a movement,
and the robbers concluded that it was time to go
home ; the goat, however, was of another
opiniou, and, besides, they were locked in. They
called for help, and Mr. Duffy could tell when
the goat hit them, because instead of screaming
“ Help!" they cried * Oh!" After he had
laughed till his sides ached, he opened the
door,

NEWS OF THE IWEEK.

YEevLow fever is reported from Senegal.

Ax uvknown steamer foundered during the
gale of Friday oft Penzauce.

Ismatt Evoun has been appointed Minister of
the Interior for Egypt.

ADPDITIONAL marines have been ordered to
Ireland for police duty.

Prerona has refused the terms proposed by
Chili as unreasonable,

Tre ¢ Passion Play” will be presented in New
York about Christmas.

Muven damage to shipping has been caused
by recent gales in the Black Sea. :
Tug plan of the Panama is to be changed from

a sea-level canal to one with locks.

JEws have been adjudged incapable of hold-
ing landed property in Russia.

Tug jary iu the trial of Higgins, for the
murder of the Huddys at Lough Mask, dis-
agread, )

Sin- EveLyy Woon sails for Egypt on the
16th to take commaud of the Khedive's new
army.

Tus remains of the late Anthony Trollope
were interred in Kensal Green Cemsotery on
Saturday. : o

T'ug lire in London on Thursday night burned :
ovar two acres of ground, destroying property
estimated worth £3,000,000.

Tue Prefect of Police at St. Patersburg has
ordered the expulsion of all Jews residing with. -
in- the: municipal -boundaries of St. Petersburg
without official permission. _ G
' Tuk funeral of the Amhbishog of Canterbury,

luﬁe. including ~
ep

was' attended by a large assem
many promineunt clergymen.: . 4
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