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RIFACIMENTO.

I built me & pleasure houso one day,
In the poot’s land of dreams,
And over it clouds of smmmer lay,
Whilg about it rau gurgling stroams ;
And thelittle birds cnine and sweotly sang.
And a benutiful rose to 1ny window Aprang.
1t peeped through the lnttice and fell at my fest,
And the room was filled with its fragrance sweet.

But & wind came down lrom the lund of snme,
And the roses died in n night,

And the stream wax frozen and censed to flow,
While the birds took a sudden flight :

O’er the sky an ashen pa)] waa apread,

And wy bosutiful youth lay before me dead.
I cursed the wind as I hurried forth,
To seck for death in the frozen north.

I built me & hut in the far north lund,
Of ice frozen fast with snow :
1 reared the walls with w stemdy }mnd.
‘Then crawled through the antranée tow ;
[ had left no chink for the summer sun,
And | snt and brooded o'cr what was donr.
Derpmir and talked with bated breath,
Of the near upproach of her kinsanun, Denth,

Through the cold and darkness I felt a thrill,
Aud a sound as a rutning brook

H

All the instinet of life was within me still,

. Avd Lerept to the door to ook ;

Tho fiend Despair tried to hinder me,

Bul'l struck {mr boldly and hade her Hee.
The stars shone the brighter when she took fight,
While the eastern sky blazed forth with light.

I was moving on with the current of hope
That wag lowing toward the sea;

! had built my hut on a glacier slope,
Aud tho spring-time had sot e free

I was drifting on, and I knew not where,

[ was drifting on, and I did not care.
My life camo back, not a dreamy life,
But u promise of toil as n busy wife.

We build & house iu a sunny land,

tund where the frost cones too;

But what doos it matter, when hand in hiod,
We work with a purpose true?

And our houso shali r)«: happy i sun or min,

We will share all joy und divide all pain,
And never far from that nad we'lt roam,
For love loves best to retanin at bome. "

ManGaner Covpron.

A REMINISCENCE OF SARK,
HY NELLIE ROBIN.

We were alone in the world—fince and 11—
does that sound sad ¢ But we were accustomed
to be alone, and were happy, alwavs. Owur
parents died when Lance was only fifteen, and |
seventeen, leaving us fairly well to do. True,
I gave morning lessons, but that was to enable
me to get luxuries, such as Lance cared for—
fruit in winter, and good old wine. My brother
had been an invalid from a child, and needed
great care and watchfulness to keep him in
tolerable health. There is not much to tell
about myself. 1 was plain and shy, and though,
like most girls, I had fancied myself wany a
time deeply in love, no one had fallen in love
with me.

So we lived our life : all in all to nne another,
Lanes had a good number of scquaintances of
all grades.  He was a real cosmopolitan in dis-
position : grave, philosophic men ; fast, agree-
able yvoungsters, and quiet, steady fallows, all
found a charm in the society of my handsome,
clever brother. As the years went by, Lance
grew no better. Careful nursing and frequent
change of air seemed of no avail.  But one sum-
mer he was particularly weak and low, and our
medical man ordered us out ot England : sug.
gesting, as a good retreat, Swrk, one of the
Channel sles. My ideas of the little island
wers very misty.,  But onr good doctor gave me
full and clear directions as ta the toute, sic,
and ons hright morning we started, in search of
health and amusement.

Duriug the journey my eyes and thoughts
were completely occupied with Lince,  Even as
we entered the weirdly, beautiful Sirk harbonr,
all L could give it was a passing slaves of ad-
miration.

Wao lodged in a small, prctty house, called
Rose Cottags,  The front windows commanded
a view of green fields, stretching out till they

- reached the clitfs.  Beyvond the olitls lay the
wen. Blue and clear us a sapphire ; green and
deep as an emerald D or grey and restless as
troubled eyes.

Slowly Lance mended.  Fach day onr walks
grew longer.  Far into the heart of the island,
ar right out on to the breezy cliffs, where Lince
_could He and drivk in the frash, salt air, and
the strong, rich smell of the golden gorze. We
malde no acquaintance, but took great interest
in watching the pretty girls and children an
the handsome or ugly voung men, who haunted
the green lanes, and frolicked on the sands. Of
course Lance took most interest in the givls, |
was a confirmed old maid of twenty-five, and
like best. to entice a group of children to my
side, and induce them to be friendly.

But in my seeret beart, there was someone
about whom 1 conld not help feeling curiouns.
That ** someone™” was a tall artist and evidently
A hard-working one.  Wa used to enconnter him
at sll hours, with his sketching watorials under
hix arm, © A look of wark in hix strong, manly
lace. Ho was not handsome, or even good-
looking. Buu I was not « girl any longer—to
be attracted by mere beauty ; it was the trust-
worthiness, and goodness, of the face that |
liked.

When we met he never glanced at me, but
always looked intently at Lance, as if he wished
to speak to him.

One afternoon lLance was very tired ; and de-
cided to stay at home, and work off his fatigue
in a good sleep. He made me promise to spend
the long, sunny aflerncon out of doors, saying

that I must take a *‘real stunning walk,” and
come back with roses in my cheeks. After [
had made him comfortable, [ went out, Where
should I go t Such an emburras de richesses as
I haid ! The lanes would he lovely in the mellow
glow of the afternoon sun. The hays would he
like dreamland, with the little tran-lucent
waves creaping in and covering the silver sand,
jut the chiffs would be better than all ! Fringed
as they were, with dark recks and  parple
shadows. Ko to the cliffs T went ! Past the
mill, down n shady lane, where i the pound that
l.ance snid was like “hazel-eyes” Through a
white gate, and out on the clitfs, A sudden
thought strack me. | was quite near the
Gouliot Caves, and the tide was very Jow,
Should 1 visit them 7 [ had been ouce before,
but that was with a crowd nf noisy tourists.
Without another moment’s reflection, | started
off, rununing till [ reached the little path, lead.
ing to the caves. Then | began to descend.
Being a Londoner, it took me some little time
to got down. When | was fairly inside, the re.
ward for my scrambling was il that heart and
eyes could desire. As | stood near the mouth
of the larger cave, rocks flung all ways in care-
less strength rested at my feet. Stretching be.
vond them lay the sea, to.day calm, blue, und
untroubled. [le des Marchaud rose fair and misty
against the horizon —like the island of Jean
Ingelow’s poem. All this beaunty was frareed
by the dark, arched entrance of thecave, Wheuy
1 had guzed my f{ill, | turned and wandered
back, carefully picking my way, for there were
treacherous holes in these fairy caves. 1 grew
quite absorbed, being absolutely fearless alone
with the great Mother. So absorbed, that 1 did
not notice the nearing rush and swirl of the re.
turning tide. But when at last I heard, and
stumbled quickly to the entrance,...........
a sea of foam greeted my terrified eyes. Back—
back—with flying steps to the other opening---
a pitiless sea of foam just breaking into the
mouth of the cave. Dumb and almost breathless
with horror, 1 stood still.

As the waves wotted my foet, the cold, fresh,
water scemed to inspire me with a thrill of
vigour, [ ran back into the cave, and looked
carefully round for a ledge on which 1 conld
clirab.  There was ane~—lippery and uncertain
~—-but ““a drowning man catches at a straw.”
iy a great efiort and after many falls, | crawled
on the ledge, and cronched close against the
cave-wall. Hollowing my hands round my
mouth, | called long and loudly.

A thousand echoes woke from the sleeping

caves. A thonsand echoes from the dreaming
cliffs.  But no answer from the sweetest of

sounds——a huwan voice.

My voire grew hoarse with blinding tears. 1
covered my face, not to see the green, deep water
rising dearer and nearer. Then I listened, and
once more called alond. 1 held my breath. Ob,
my God ! The splash of an oar! [ cried and
sotibed like a baby, as | strained my eyes, to see
a small boat making its way through the foam,
and into the cave. A cheery man's voice called,
“ Be very careful, and when I bid you, lean
down, and hold me firmly round the neck."

It all happened in a minute ; how, I eould
never tell, One sixty seconds | was cowering
in agony on the ledge. The next found me
seated in the boet, borne bravely out of my
terrible prison by the strong arms of my un-
kuown artist.  After my few broken words of
thanks, we were both silent. We Janded at
Havre Gosselin, the nearsst bay.  After helping
me to ascend the winding clitf paih, the artist
kept at my side till we reached Rosze Cottage.
Liuce was seated in the frout gardeu, looking
vefreshed wnd bright after his sleep.  But I sup-
vase [ nast have looked stewnge ) for when
Hmnrc saw e, he said quickly @ ¢ Whatever is
the matter, Dorothy * | tried to angwer, bat
could not ; a wave of feeling swept over me-—a
wave of thankiuloess at seeing my brother s
fave again. When [ looked round for the attist
to explain, he wus gone, Ry degrees | told
Lance the whole story. The next day 1 was
quite my sober self again | but felt as ~ager as
L.ance to ses the artist ouce more,

Of coursa we did not encounter him for near-
ly a weak ! Ou the Sunday, as we were return-
ing from chureh, Lanece caught hold of my arm,
aml drew me agide : ““here he 155 hide ; or else
he'tl go a different way.” 1 was ignominously
hustled inside a red gate. Lance stood near,
ready to pounce vpon the prey. )

The artist came sanutering along, blowiog
Jazy whills from his cigar.  He had tust passed
the gate, when Lanee, pulitug me after him,
came quickly forward.  Betore | had tuae to
spoak, e was in the thick of a very hurried anl
confused thanksgiving to my prserver, To-day,
the artist was quite talkative-~to Lance ; and
it wis my brothet's bright, deficate tace at which
he gazed with such evideut pleasure. Afier thut
Sunday, we grew quite friendly with Mr. Bean-
mont.  Dischssed art, books, scenery, othies,
religion, original sin, and eternal hopa. Every:
thing and aaything; except our own privale
affaits.  Our new nequaintance was a resorved
as ourselves. Mr. Benumont chatted and langhed
with me ; bat with Lance he was tender, nay,
almost Yoving., How kindhearted to pity wy
invalid brother, and be so gentle with him{ O
course 1 was cot in love with the artist ; the
little god comes not so hastily to me. . Lance
grew stronger each week, Ry the end ol Sep.
tember we left Sark,  Mr. Beaumont travelled
with us, for be, too, was a Londoner. All
through the journey, he was in woudorfully
good spirits. When we neared Loudon, he grew

very vestless; sud as soom as we renchedi

Walerloo, he gazed out of the window with a
dark flush on his face. No douht he is looking
forward to seeing his artist friends, I thought ;
and busied myself wrapping Lance warmly in
his overcoat ; for the evenings wers growing
cool. The train stopped. Qarselves and our
parcels were onee more on the old, familiar plat-
form. 1 turned to bid Mr. Beanmont good-
nizht, and to hurry Lance into a cab. Lance
touched my arm : *‘I sav, Dorothy, whoever can
that be talking to Mr. Beaumont 7 What a stun-
ning girl.”

[ 1ollowed my brother's eyes : [ saw the artist
coming towards us, with a girl of about Lanye's
age, and with the same style face-—delicate,
dark, and bright, “ Mr. Beaumont's sister,”
was my first thought. | had no time for a
second, for with a smile of pride, he introduced
ce.f my wife,”

Then | knew that 1 had been mistaken —and
that | was in love with the artist.

NOEFOQUR MAREIAGES.,

The inbabitants of the Island of Noifours in
the East Indies have many singular traits and
customs.  As is usual among primitive peoples
marriages are not made according to the incli-
vation or by the free choice of the young
people, but at the wish of their families, who
consult their convenience alone when they
affiance their children — most frequently at a
very tender age. When the arrangement is
completed, the betrothed are forbidden to asso-
ciate with rach other. The etiquette which
regulates the affair is very rigorous, and presses
heavily upon the little fiancés. They are for-
bidden to look at each other, and it is enjoined
upon the young girl so to arrange matters that
her future husband cannot see her. When they
wmeet each other on the roard——ap accident which
cannot fail to occur occasionally—the girl, who
rarely goes out alone, being warned by her com-
panions, is bound to keep herself hidden behind
a tice or bushes fromn the time that her future
lord and master comes in sight till he has pass-
ed by, It happens often that the two are of
the sume company — for instance, when they
cross from one island to another in the same
baat. Then the childlike and simple courtesy
which gives the law in these regions demands
that they turn their backs, and iook steadfastly
in opposite directions. The betrothed must
also avoid all contact with members, both mas-
culine aud feminine, of the family iuto which
they are about to enter.

In Germany when lovers are obliged to sepa-
rate, they agree to look at the moon at certain
hours from their respective places. The Noi-
fours bave an analogous custom. At the first
quarter of the moon, the moment when she
appears after an impatiently endured absence,
they assemble, and each one gazes at her, while
all shout together in concert, with joyful cries
and sonorons howls. It is to encourage and
fortify the crescent moon?! Surely, and still
morea to streugthen the hearts of their friends
who are travelling, and those who are weary,
dejected and in need of aid. All the Noefours
gaze at the moon simultaneously : and all these
looks, all these cries, accumulate in her a
reservoir of superabundant strength, which is
afterward poured out through her beams upon
the community, but especially upon those who
are sick and feeble. If any one ix taken il],
aud is going to die, the blame is laid on those
women who, they say, have not danced or sung
enough to the new moan - a daty which, 1
must be said to bher credit, thay perform wmost
conscientiously.  Marriages in Noéfourian high
life are not celebrated withont splendor and par-
ade, although their wedding ceremonies are
characterized by a reserve and modesty very re-
wmarkable in a savage people of the tropics.
Acdorned with the most beautiful orsvaments,
the bride is conducted through the village.
One womn, haviug seized her by the Jegs,
catries et ou her baek, while another hinds her
arms, as though she were a captive, and leads
her by a rope to the home of het betrothed. It
is a symbol of slavery —a souvenirof theancient
servitwle  which  the aristocratic  class, every-
where conservative of the traditinus ot the past,
has  presorved.  Marriages among  the lower
classes are differeutly conduw t=d.  In this case
the proceasion starts from the house of the
bodegronm, who leads o crowd of relatives and
friends, each oune beariug a present.  The pro-
cussion bogins to marel at nightfall — for it
must he made with torches, vlassical emblem of
the hymeneal fies. Ou veaching their destina.
tion, the Widegroom is presented to the brude's
velatives, who lead him intn her chamber,  She
awaits him with her baek turned — indicating
that she does not. dare to meet his conquering
waze. The youug man approaches till within
two feet of fer, turns on his heel, and then they
ara back to back, in the midst of & numevous
assembly, the men ou one side, the wowen on
the other. A missionary, whe was pressnt at
one of the ceremonies, relates that an old sor-
eerer placed the right hand of the youny man
it that of the girl (still with their backs torn-
ed 1) minmbling an fncantation, to the purport
that no wagician should throw a spell over them
and that vo tor should take their lives, with
more good wi-hes of the like kind, after which
& woman took some pap and put it in their
months three or four tunes.  Then the wission-
ary was entieated to fire his pistol aver their
heads — which he did willingly, probably ot
suspectiug that he was lending his aid to & wa-

gical operation. At the feast the behavior was

dignified, almost stern, the songs and the

danres, which this people love passionately,
being excluded from it. FEvidently the Noe.
fours are of the same opinion as the sage who
said that death and marriage are the two mosat
serious events of life. After the entertainment
the bride is Jed into her own room, still not
daring to meet the terrible glance of her hus-
band, and keeping her back turned to the door;
seeing which, tha hushand also turns his back
upon her. The whole night is spent in this
manver. They sit there motionless, having
some one to brush away the flies, and without
sgeaking a word. Jt isa veritable watch on
their arms. If they grow sleepy, some one of
the assistants, who take turns in doing this ser-
vice, nudges them with his elbow ; if they keep
wide awuke the bridal pair are assured of long
life and a green old age. In the morning they
separate. still without looking at each other, to
refresh themselves after the fatigues of the pre-
vious night, in order to repeat the performance
the second night, and the third, and even ths
Inurth, without being permitted to relinquish
the siege.

On the fifth morning, with the first rays of
the sun, the younyg people at last look each
other full io the face. That suffices : the mar-
risge is considered accomplished, and the new-
ly-wedded pair receive the customary congratu.
lations. Not till the following night do the
watchers leave them ; and then the husband is
bound in honor to slip away before dawn, since
his bride cannot be expected yet to endure a
second time in broad daylight his terrible look.
She will not dare to meet his guze until after an
interval of four more days and nights. Seo
much modesty would not besuitable for slaves.
They throw themselves into each other's arms,
and all is done.

The wife is the property ot her husband, and
trespass on his rights is punished by fine. How-
ever, this fine is payable 10 the chief, acting in
the name of the state or impersonal justice ; for
the offended husband would think himself
dishonored if he received the price of his shame
—therein being less civilized than Europeans,
who often estimate conjugal infidelity in pounds,
shillings and pence, and who, witheut blushing
prosecute the lovers of their wives for damages.

Among the Nokfours, as in many other conn-
tries, the young girl is not supposed to have
wholly lost her virgin estate so long as she has
no children ; and it is not ustil after her first
continement that she is gratified by the hono-
rable title of laititre. She then loses her
maiden name, and receives a new one. Still
greatly astonished at the discovery of language,
which they consider the highest act of intelli-
gence, primitive peoples do not distinguish
clearly hetween the soul of the individual and
his name. The savage who hears himself called
trembles in all his being, as if under the charm
of the most powerful incantations. Itis alse
unbearable to him to have his name taken iun
vain by some vulgar mouth and in trivial cir-
cumstances. The young mother must not only
pass through a new baptism, but through a new
birth — a delicate crisis, a moment full of dap-
ger, so that during the whole coremony  she
must keep herself carefully concealed behind a
screen, in order to escape from observation.
Oune malevolent spectator alone could «do hat
irreparable injury. She no louger dares say one
word. Certain kinds of food and drink are
brought to her surreptitiously, and while sbe
swallows them drums are beaten -- doubtless to
scare away a crowd of malicions spirits.  She
only leaves her hiding place when her new name
has been inangnrated with all the necessary
soleamnity,  Her friends receive her juts then
cirele, anid make her walk te and tra, whiie they
waiva 4 pires of blus cotton over her hesd. Bur
the mother must not go over the thrashold an.
til the child, for whom she is bound to preserve
all her steength, begins to walk alome. 1t <he
tires hersel for one day only, it s feared that
the child will have weak legs all its Jife. We
know that our own country dures have some
analogous superstitions, and even worse ones.
When at last she is permitted to go ont, she
covers her head with a large hat or a piece of
cloth : tor if the sun should shine on her, its too
powerful rays might have a fatal etfect npon the
baby.

TrE entry of the dude upon the stage was of
course inevitable, and an enterprising New York
mauager has introduced info his show acom.
rauy of young women uttired as dudes, whe
act and sing in the tived and lah.de-dah style of
that languut type af modern dandyism, The
travesty is very successtul ; espreially effective
is a chorus by the young ladies as dudes | ir
may be described as timid warbling. The voices
are faintly piano, and apparently tsue from »
jelly-fish race of beings, whe bave not vital
power ensugh in them to do more thas whisper,
even at the very height of their emotions.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician. retired from i)mn}uco, having
had placed in his hands by an East Indiz missionary
the tormula of a simple vegetable remedy for the
speedy and permanent cure of Consumption, Bron.
chitiz, Catarrh, Asthma and ail throat and Lung
Affections, also o positive and radinal eurs for Ner-
vous Debility and all Nervous Complaints, atter
having tosted its wonderful curative powers in thou-
sands of cases, has felt it his duty to make it known
to his sufforing fellows, Actuated by this motive
and » desire to relieve huwan sutfering, 1 will send
tree of chargo, to all who desire it, this regipe, in
Gorman, Frenoh, or English, with toll directions for

l Power's Blook, Rochester,

preparing and using. Sent by mail by addressing
with stamp, naming this &M{ﬁr- W. A. Noves 49
N.Y . 0w
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