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CARTHSTONE.

THE RAILWAY RIDE.

—

iy THOMAS DUNN RENALISH.

In their yachiv on aeenn eliding,

On their stoeds Arabinn ridinge.

Whirled o’cr snows on tinkling stedges,
Men forzet their woe and pain @

What the pleasnre then should 611 them—

What the cestusy shauld theill them-—

Borne with powlerons speed, and thunderous,
O'er tho narrow iron pluin,

Rextless ns n drewm of veugeanee,
Mark you there the iron engines
Blowing stesm from snortime nostrils,
| Moving each upon its trnek
h'mhn!u. panking. anxious. eager,
Not with purpese muan or meager.
Lat intense intent for motion,

Fur the tiLeriy they ek

Now once sereams jn teiumph, for the
Eagine-driver, gritued and >warthy,
Je

At the rum Vit asd t

Croszing longe and theewd-tike bridees,

Spannipme stee il eeaving ridzes,

memlows,

Iny-—

thers,

3 ntters,

While its blazing eye ontpeering
Leaks tor perils in the way.

Ta yon tunnel-deift eareovine,
Inits hrown month disappearing,
Past trom sight aped passed From hearing,
Silence follows like a spell;
Then a sinhlen souml-linrst sueges,
Az the traiu e v eqreth emergos
With a sereqn of exaltation,
With a wild and joyeus yell.

T Ares

¢ this is real;
be pust § ’
1 steenxth and burpuse,
Jawe of speed awd thirst of eain.

Ol what wildness ! ol ) what gladness?
Ol ] what Joy akin ta madpe
el less feeli f
s ta-day heyand the staps?
What to ns all human ant-hills,
Fame, foals sich for, aml that man tills,
1n the swinging il the clatering
And the rattding of the ?
—Nerthuers for M.

UNDER THE COMMUNE,

THE STORY oF A FRENCH GIRL.

BY ALICE GRAY,
The first damieile fa which T set foot on
Freneh soll was a peaxion in the Bue de Cas-

tizhone,  Many Amerieans will reeolleet the
place, for ta many it bas bheen, us to me, o first
introluction to dark-paved entranee-vaults, to
conclerges Hving o o hole In the wall, to stone
staleways which leiud upe thvonzh o bouse with
musty, abscure passages, nnd dining-room awd
kitchen in the thind story, and to Frangolses
skatingevery morning aver the bhuderoom floors
after deftly arranging bed amd toilet-table. 1
sat in the breakfst-romn a few mornings after
1 came, a lurge mirror opposite me refiecting
every movenment, another so arrunged ns to
convey the reflection on Into the passage, 10 a
tittle box where the walter, o ronund, handsome
Italinn, seemingly hesct with o chronie wonder
why Awmerieans ran found the world o much,
arrabged Bis forks and nnpkins, The room
secmed full of eyes all aronmd,. 1 wos chilly,
felt very strange ta the place, and not at all-
rure I had done n proper thlig in coming down
and ordering my breskfiest nlone: in short,
quite uncomforiable,

Suddenly a door behind me opened, and Ma-
demolselie Ronselte, a large, well-made giel with
a resolute little month, glided In: « Pardon,
maldemolselle: s it that I am permitted to
breakfust with you?” The Hitle red mouth
smiled sweetly as she seated hersolt at the long
table. What a bath of pleasnre and comfort
fhe gave me nt ohce! Her gay, nnembnrrs.
sed grnce was charming, 1 know 1 scemed
gauche beside her.

In o momend a gentleman of my own party,
Mr, T.eannrd, eame i, It wns @ ecase of un-
mixed, direet fasclnation. He absolutely stared
at Mademoiselle Ronselle, ordered tea instead
of coflve, ml, s he listened o her enthosiasm
about last nlght’s opera, actunlly dravnk the
stufll.  When she addressed him wich, Monslenr
vient de St Louis?” whirh she had gathered
from our talk, he suceumbed at once.

AN soon as we rose he went and intrigued
with the head-walter (o change s pluee at
dinner g0 as to fiice Muademoiselle Ronselle,
She was not remarkably pretty, thotigh she had
st o smile whieh wauld have gllded the mud,”
and wonderful eycs, holding more pnssionate
porslbllitles than one often reidds in French
eyes; but the quallty of her nature Just wrap-
ped his Ineomplete and Insuant isolation from
every other,  One most telling charm way her
quickners of feellng and her anrestrained way
of expressing It.  Evidently no harsh, repress-
fng frown had cheeked the spring of her spirit,
Afterwiards T found this ta be common with
well-brought-up Freneh girls, They are taught
to regulante and express graceflly thelr impul-
ser, butd the fine ehnrm of an open, fearless, tu-
nocent eye and lip Is never brushed off,  What
we call self-control, whiech is really mere reti-
cence, 1s not s0 present as with us,

John Leonard’s was a kind of possession ane
rends of but does not often see.  The audncious
yellow-halred-young Amoriean reveled in it,

At dinner the father awd mother appeared—
niee people, and Fortune having been kind to
them, they had como up from the provinces
for thelr first visit to the capltal, ¢ A prdsent,”
Mr, Ronselle sakl, ¢ nous falsons le Dimanche
tous les jours;" and then madame trod on his
tar, for tho phraso savored too strougly of tho
time when Sunday was thelr only  day out.”

What pleasure they had ! so sincere, so
hearty ! Mademalselle Ronselle beeame n grent
favorite in the house, and went everywhere with
us American girls,

One day we went to Malmaison. The alr
was crisp and sparkling as in Americn, the pink
horse-chestauts glenmed liko an Aurora on the
tanks of the Selne, the pink parasols were flush-
tne the Champs Elysées, the fountains seemed
glad to be 1n I'arls—as glad ns wo were. Out
In the country were trim cottages with pear
and cherry trees trained agninst the walls, o
white wilderness adnzzle with sunkilssed blos.
somns, the tiny kitehen-gardens, ecrnmmed with
dointily-kepl vegelables, tossing up a vivid
cmerald-green agninst the whitencus—nas tho
grass of an Alpine rdell ereeps up {o the snow-
penks, The vermilion-tited roofs—for the old
thatoh flowering with house-leeks and clematis
18 now uniawful—wero of tho same shado as
the scarlel wmbrellas which dotted the rond,
borne by the market-women, with thelr keen,
patient ¢yes nud bronzed forehends coming out
tinely undernenth thetr white enps.

We saw 1lekls of buckwheat, reminding us of
America. Wo heard nlso our Amorlean orlole,
whose note I have llstuned for lu vain among
English groves all dripping with song. The
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river caught and earcesed the sunbeams, so
willing {0 be rocked thus. As we flow pastn
fuddent blue of violets was flashed {o vs from
the wands—nalve imperinlists, wearing Napo-
leon's flower, .

At Reutl we found n fite, It was parhaps
one of the many f*tes of the ¢ mols do Marie,”
or clse the stony little village, near which is
Mnlianlson, celebrated the duy of its patron
salnt with tho usanl proccession of young girls
in white vellz xenttering flowers, ehildren dress-
ed ny angels, priestis nmnd ecenser-boys, Nota
foul was left i the houses, which were festooned
outslde and across the street from window to
window with roses and aznlens, I was very
prefty to roll fonto the mhlst of %o gay o keene
throngh archex of evergreen twined with flowers,
It wax alimost as If they had expected ug, and
mivde ready with imuosle anad holliay garh,

We Jiumped ont of the enrrlages,  « Allons I
sald Miclemolgelle Litontine, stipplng her arm
in mine, ¢ 1 make yonto see everything, 1
explnin all to you, Me, T understand this, We
do like this nt home In 8L Savinien ;** and east-
Ing a qulck glance to see If Mr, Leonard was
following, she mingled in the erowd, asking
questlons qulekly, kindly, graciously:  She was
one with them at once, ¢ Vnlel something of
the pretuiest P and she direeted us to one of the
reposoirs evected nt Intervals along the street.
Like all the others, it was made of white linen,
with moss and evergreen twisted Into plilnrs
decorated by eolord masses In patlerns, the
roof formed of laurel leaves, elose and shining,
Just fike emerakl senles,  Inshle of each was nn
altar with eandles and bouquets, and when the
procession halted at the done, #s many as could
crowded th to kKneel before the inage of the s2!/nt
who enused all thiy fuss,

IFarther on wasa tent with an exhibition such
as I have never seen in any other placo—na kind
of tableaux or pnses plastiyures, tnken by children
from ten to thirteen rohed {n pure white, as
nearly as possible like the drapery of a statue,
ele od on & hrge revolving platform. The
seenes were the adventures of Joseph and his
brethren, and the suttferings of our Lord at the
twolve statlons on the Via Dolorosa. I'n this
st the costumes were bright and earefully ae-
cnrate. Fvidently the grouping was by some
artistie hands, but the ehildren, with their fine
perecption nid vivid jnteltigence, hnd addeq, I
could not doubt, a subtle graee, o warner mean-
trez, In the ddroop of an eyelid or Lthe poise of a
Hmb, St Veronlen espeeinlly. 8 Jittle mald
with selemn brown eyes, holding out the hand-
kerehfef, was as reversnl and enthusiastie as
any Ivarlan actor In the Passton-play of tber-
Ammergnn, There was nothing dramatice; the
eflirel was of groups of statues, for the ehildren
st literally motionless,

The procession outsilde sweptl.on to the chareh,
the priests eontinuing to chnnt, the boys to
wuve thelr eensers, for which o man gave
them the time by opening and shutting some-
thing in the form of u bouk.

o Xhall we go in ?” we queried.

¢ Pourguol pas 2" snid Leéontine. ¢ You should
see all”

We were glven the post of honor, There wanr
n mass, and then a short address. Mademol-
seHe Léontine st there, her hunds folded in her
lap, n complacent smile on her face, and such a
pretty little air of having got up the whole thing
for our entertainment : you would have snid, n
graclour young lady from n chitcan ncar by,
and these her faithful vassals,

Wihen the festal pomp had left the church—
the sume where poor Josgphing is burlied—two
Httle glirls started up and began senttering lllies
on the attar-steps, amd a brhle tripped up and
was marrlul,  She would have been very
pretty but that her head was ceropped, for the
peasants sell thebr tresses every four years;
hnlil the vell and wreathh hiid the loss pretty
well.

# Oh, how shois Innocent ! how she issweet I
oxclaimed Léontine; and while & little girl ana
boy, carrylug small basKets, ‘went round with
true French grace to gather the usual alms
for the poor, she pressed forward to offer her
gomd wishes,

I don't knnw what 1t was, whether she crossed
the path of o womnn In the throng, or the
womnan hers—[ thought the woman jostled her,
and then was angry at her being thero—Bat 1
saw Liéontine shrink baek with a shudder, nnd
then bow and murmur somcthing apologetic
to the bitlerest faee 1 ever saw. Thero was
mallgnity, n sncer, in every fibre. lor a few
secomds thie cold, eruel eyes rested on Léontine
stondlly, the Up curled, and while wo all shuad-
dered simultaneously, she sald distinetly, « 4w
revoir, mademoizelln !

s Come out, Léontine,” I said, rushing up.
s« et us go! let us go !

With the unsald congratulations palsied on
her lip, Léontine left the chureh. Outin the
sparkiing atr throbbing to the music of « Mou-
rir pour la Patrle,” she lnughed merrily.  « Me,
1 nm not superstitious,” she snid.  + What have
you, my triends? What have you, Mr, Leon-
ard 2 It was a manvais cour—that s atl.”

With n little of the dish taken out of us we
pursued our way to Malmalzon. The roses
which Josephine ecultivated — especlaily the
coquettish one naned after her—Innghed Inside
the rallings, the laburnum bhlossoms 1t the
avenue with the zentle glow of their gold, the
masses of rhaiodendron chanted of Yirginla
wouds, but we hurrled on to the house, with
merely u look at the gurden-scat where tho
empress received Napoleon's visit after the
divorce. ’ )

On the threshold Mrs, Burnhaum turied: ¢
suppese thera never was a4 more unhappy
waoman than Josephiine when she entered hers.”

Léontine looked at her, and T saw she grew
a little pale. One by one we walked into the
shadow of that great grief not yot paled,

They showed us the rooms—dining-room,
bed-room, sulon—smatler and plaloer than we
expected, with an abundanee of polishe:d woorls,
Inlald cabinets and benufets, <1l exquisitely
nent and homaollke. At Inst we camo to thad
sadd plece of lapestry-work whilck has Jose-
phine's needle stuck in 1L nas she left it for the
Inst time. Weo all shed tenrs 08 we stood nnd
wnzed. [ stood next to Léontine. She trem-
bled, and 1 heard a2 hollow sonnd come from
her Hips, % Desorted! deserted !  All at onews
she sunk down on the loor heside the frame,
crouched together in a heap, her head on her
knees, In o pussion of sobs, ‘We were ul! thun-
dersiruck, John Leonard rushed forward Im-
petnonsly, aud tried to ralse her. Buat she re-
sisted when ghe suw who it was: she pushed
him away. Then he knelt down and passion-
ately whispered something in lior ear, I think
he told his love in that moment, At any rate,
she let him help her to 7ise nud lend her to a
window.

“ We had bettor be off,” anid Mrs. Linonard,
Jolin's mother. # Poor Mademaolsello Ronsclle
5 nervour.  That womun frightened her In
the church, and then this wax teo much for
her.”

& Vous croyez, mndame 2 sald Léontine
simply. ¢ 1 never was nervous hetore."”

We all studied Léontine after all.

¢ Bourgeolse I" snld some of our party, and
talked anbout tradespeople with a curl of the
lip—an amusing curl when onc refleoted that
all thelr drafis from home had & soup-and-
candle or drygoods basls, or perchance a note-
shaving one.

Two years passred on, an_d_ ovor the brilliant,

tossing sea of the Boulevards eamo a volee,
s Peace! bo stilt " heard In tho hissing of the
first Prussinn sheil. .

« Listen ! said I to 3rs. Burnham one Ooto-
ber morning:  *# We have let the last detach-
ment of Amerieans go through the lines, and
now—""

“Yes, now our lot is east in with this "city
for better ar worse,” replled Mrs. Burnham, ns-
suming an elevated exprossion, # It has been
our home : wa will not desert it now.”

Mrs, Burnham, most matter-of-fact of Amer-
fenns, had riaen Lo living for an idea, rnd sho
seatad liersolf by the window with the mien of
dnme In heleagnered fortress. We wero bul
three now—our original party had seattered.

At that window wo sal for many woeaks, feel-
Ing the slow tightening of the chain around us,
our perceptions sharpened by the patient suf-
forlng wo witnessed.

¢« Whnt, In the name of merey, is that?”
exclaimed Mrs, Burnhnm one morning as we
honrd overhiend a terrific thumping and stamp-
fug and pounding, with bounds like those of a
catamount. It continued at Intervals through
the dfay, nnd at nizht beeame feightfal,

We anppealed to Madame Brigau, our Inand-
Indy. She enme back to us n moment after:
“ Ah, madame! the poor gentlemuan nhove is
desolated,  He sends o world of apologles. It
ix long ginee he had & spark of flre, and for one
week he has kept his bed xo as not to freeze;
but now it i3 that the bed-clothes are sold, mon
Dieu! and he says he cannot feel him the
leps; and so he take o little exercise.”

And so—nnd so, after thut, M. Monselet
studied his RBanskrit Vedn by our fire every
cvening, burying himself among the strange
soutnls, his lips moving ke o priest’s over o
breviary, xo a5 to be no check on our conver-

sutlon, To our great delight, we had in the
menrre, bright-eyed man the fizuroe of the

Schotar, the traditionul type, springing up only
in the old eclvilizations like thiy, of mnarvelous
learning and marvelous poverty, and simple as
n buby.

On New Year's Day, volll, n spy! Four
gensdarmes came to tuke one of our fellow-
boarders and his wife, suldisant Belgiansg, but
they had fled just tn time, Then we had o
domiellinry  visit. We ulso were foreiguers.
We must go instantly before the mayor of the
arrondissement. In wvain we protested our-
selves Amerienns, showed the United States
fing, and demanded that the United States con-
sul should be sent for.

Quite u llttle erowd was on the stairs and in
court. I noticedd & man in a red waisteoat,
biareheaded, with black curly halr, and eaught
the gleam of a black eye that sent me hack
into the room with & knowledge of what fitcos
swarmed behind barricades notb far from here
elghty years nyo,

« There §s nothing to do but go quletly,” sald
Mre, Burnham, but I determined to make an
eftort. s In it we,” sald 1—+ is it we you would
accuse, who have worn ourselves out for the
people of your quarter? We have given of our
substance, we have caten but two meals n day,
to have a portion for your wives aud duughters,
You, Jacques,” sald I suddenly to one sullen-
looking creature just outside the door—s you
know that but for us your wife would have
frozen her feet off standing in the line waiting
for & meat-ticket. We have worked our fingers
off to muke you warm gnrments.  Tenez ! amd
I ran to Mrs. Burnham’s armoire and showed
tho conts and clothex that «Dorens had made.”
“ And as for wood-—remard our wood-box! 1t
1s empty, wellnigh., Where is the rest? Gone
to keep youu warm.”

s C'est vral, c'est vrai, interrupted the land-
lady: ¢ the ladies have the little blaze very
mean now, and besldes, the poor gentleman au
quntriéme, whose knees are no more kneex Lo
him, they have him down all the evenings to
sit in the snlon with them. Isls for a friend
they give up thelr so delieate privacy ? No, it
is o poor erealdre who is noneof their nequnint-
ance, but he s of ug, mes amis—nons nutres,”

s And to crown all,” I continued to the ser-
gant-de-ville, ¢ you come for us when our pro-
tector i gone, to tuke us to the burenu, before
the crowd, where it is not proper for ladies to
go nione. We go not. Return In two hours—
M. Barnham will then be here, Till then put a
guard at the porte-cochdre I it pl you.
We cannot escnpe up the chimney.”

% Ah,"” erled a volce In the erowd, “ these arc
no Americans. The Amerleans, they speak not
French so well,”

# I know that accent,” sald nnother: ¢ |1t is
German, Me, I have been in Germany; and
she has the heir blonde Just like the Prassians,”

¢ Oh, for Henven's kake be quiet I' xald Mrs,
Burnham to me. 4 I told you our best plan was
to go along quictly.”

#Ah bah!" erled nnother, %] have seen
Americans who had the hair as that, on the
Bounlevard. I bhave driven them when I had o
carringe.”

 Vi," sald the first, contemptuously, ¢ thou
hast no eyes. The shade Is quite other.”

I should have laughed any other time at my
gafely turningon the shade of my halr, or rather
on the correctness of cyc of two vaurfens, DBut
J did not then.

“ That we are Americans can easily be ns-
certained, you kuow,” 1 sald to the officer.
¢ Roturn In two hours,  And clear the house of
madame of these ingrates, Put o guard at the
door. We demand that.”

The house was clenred, three sergents-de-
ville were set paelng up nnd down outside,
Mrs., Burnham devoted herself to making her
* prepurntions.”

8he put on nearly all the clothes she eould
find, among the rest an cnormous petticont,
down-quilted, which shie had pleked up tn Swit-
zerlaxd, one or two worsted saeques, and o
Inrge quilted one over them. Her travellng-
st was of bearskin, cloak, enp and mutl, and
over the cap a thick red woolen hood was tled
tightly umder the chin, a Macphorson plaid
rotund hier shoulders, and as an extrn wrap sho
threw over her arm o thick coarse skirt of blue
serge we had made fora poor woman, She
griasped o large Amerlenn oy in one hand, the
other, thrust through her mufl, held one of the
yard-long lonves our bread enme in, and o huge
bunch of wax flowers we were just making for
a funey fnir. 1L 18 ns well to be prepared,”
she siid. ¢ Wo don’t know what may happen,”

Thus she stood, bolt-uprizht in the middle of
the floor, huliding tightly the unfurled Amer-
fcan fiag, when the mayorof the arrondissement
was announced.

« Show him up,” said ghe.

Frightened ns I was, I inughed,

« Pandon, madame ! said the little man pant-
ing and bowing low.

« We are quite ready to gn,” returned Mrs.
Rurnham : % you need not have takon the
trouhle to come for us yourself.”

« Mais Madame does not comprehend.”

« Excuse me sir: [ compreliend ail I want to,”
she continued loftily. I have nothing o say
aboul it now: I cannot talk. I must suve my
sirength for what may be beforo me. Have the
gomluess to lead the way, mousicur;” and sho
advanced to the door, waving him on before
her. -

« Mals, madame, permit that T explain—*'

# Explanations would be supererogatory. Wa
shall submit. Pass out, if you plense,’” and she
bore down upon him waving the Amorioan flug,
presslug him to the vory threshold, whure the

little man capored nbout In perplexity. s Pagg
ont! pass out! Wo are ready, nx you sec. Sub-
mission and patience are woman's only rerour-
ces, I regret that my young (rlend”--here a
reproachful look at me—#should have glven
way to her cxeilement before your oflicinls,
which I suppose has bronght upon us this fresh
fgnominy.”

Thoe poor little man, in compiete hewllder-
ment, repeated her last word, «Jgnominy 2

#Yes, nominy, ¢ returned Mrs. Burnham:
‘e ay feel {t, I suppose, though—"

“ Madame does not refer to the visit I have
the honor to make her at present 2

«] most certainly do—a very unusunl pro.
ceeding on your part, I tnke it, Monsieur lo
Muaire,”

¢ Pardon, madame—"’

#Pardon! Do yon nsk my pardon?” and
Mrs, Burnham's features relaxed intonn nngelic
smile. “You have it, be nssured. I am a sin-
cere though humble Christian, I trusi, and I
shall hinrbor no resentment. You are only doing
what you belleve Lo be your duty, my poor mon-
sleur. We 100 know our duty, and shall ¢n-
deavor to perform it—in sllence. Conduect us, if
you please,”

“Oh, madame,
listen—,’

#We are in your power.  We malke no reslst-
anee ™ and Mrs. Burnhinm enst up hier eyes nnd
took u fresh hold of her mufl; flag and wax tfiow-
Crs.

M. lo Maire struck his forehend with both
hamls, and plunged them in his pockets and
stamped on the floor.

“As a sheep betore her shearers—"
menced the lady.

« Dear Mrs, Burnham,” I sald, « there is some
mistnkes perhaps monsicur does not wish to
take us away,”

aLet him summon his minions,' =eplied Mrs.
Burnham, now wrought up to the highest piteh,
“1 bavo shiown him I kuow what will honour a
woman and the Unilted Rtates of Amoriea.”

#The »oung Indy was rlghi,” shricked the
mayor. #JX come to apologize, to relhabilitate
everything, to make it all level, and madaine
will not lel. me finish one sentence. If madame
would remove her—her searf nnd her—her coif-
fure, and relleve herself of the so heavy satehel,

madnme! be pleased to

come-

‘mayhe she would understand.”

It was indeed time to lend madame to a seat
amd relleve her of some of her wraps—not the
satehel, though, ¢« My bag—no!" she roused
herself to say,

Just at this moment Mr, Barnhiam appeared
at the door: «In the name of common sense,
what's all this?

“ Clost un monsicur 1” exclaimed the ofMieial
In cestusy.

All this time we heard nothing of our old
compnnions. The Leonards had taken Leontine
Ronselle to Germany with them, but we knoew
nothing more ot them, except that we had
heard Monsleur and Madame Ronselle had come
Lo Parls and established themselves. One day
I met o priest attuched to St. Sulplee, whieh we
called nur parish church. ¢« Mon pore,"” I said,
syou c.me from a place of sullering, is it not
s0? CanIdoanything?”

I goto a place of suffering,” he answoered.
o If madeniolselie went with me?"

e led me ton room where a girl had starved
herself for her parents. Help had come that
day, but too Inte. She was not in the fiest
enthusingm of youth, but a woman past thirty,
and she had dane it deliberately.

s Poor thing!” snid Iather Brefet, 1t was
her religlon, Al she had, for this poor fumily
do not nttend to their retiglous duties,”

By tho pallet, to my surprise, sat Leontine
Rousetie, thin and pale.  What astonished me
more was that she was In the dress of an ou-
vri¢re, and her manner, though graceful and self.
respecting, was entlrely changed.

“Will you relieve mndemolselle?” sald 'n.
ther Brefet @ “she 1s exhausted and tho mothes
sleeps.”

1 live au einquifme,” whispered Leonting,
s 4f you will nscend some time.”

1 snt down by the bed in bewiiderment, Au
evoning of dread and glovin began., Across the
floor of the bare room fell the shadow of the
Jagged corner of the IIopital de la Plilé, whose
roof had been blown off the day before, and
chambers laid bare, whenco they had borae
shattered bodles. I had never before heen so
near the wop of the eity. 1 heard o shell pass
over the house, followed its screuming track,
and then bent my car to hear it strike if it
were not too distant. It was not, and 1 heard
the thunder of tho explosion, and then almost
imincdiately n horrible confused outery—howl.
ing—I don't know what to call it—an inarticu-
lnte medley of sounds, as If men, beasts and
things inanlmate were sending up o wail, It
Iasted perhaps five minutes, and dled away
slowly, very slowly, and the dolor and paln of
the entire city seemeil eompressed in the last
bLreath that flonted past on the night wind.

Then all was still.  Ilooked at the dying girl,
Iier enrs wore closed to all such sueh sounds—
her eyes were (Ixed on a crucitlx, I rose and
went newrer to her. 1 too had need to realizo a
prolecting presence of love. But 1 eould not.
Tho room, the house, the c¢ity, socined utterly
abandoned. The horror that once stremnmcd
from sueh a cross when darkners was over all
the earth was upon me. 1 thought of the welrd,
horrible outery I had heard, and sttll the figuro
with arms oulstreiched In helpless suffering
scemed to mock us as it henrd the infinito wail
of nil time, and moved not—uny, its feet waore
nailed to the cross,

Suddenly I pereelved the dylng woman had
turned her head and was looking at me. She
tried to speak, but her tonguo refused fts oflice.
1ler Inst words bad been uttered when she sald
“ Ma mére” hinlf an bour before.

The curé returned.  She pressed the cross to
her brenst. Hereyes turned to her mother, then
buck to him with a spenking gnze.

s Wonderful grmee of God I murmured he.
« Behold how she uncansclously Imitntes her
Saviour? As He from Hlis cross looked on the
mother that bore Him, so—It 1s hor religion, 1a
pauvre Nlle !

Then he commenced the prayers for the dy-
ing. Ldéontine Runselle had crept back again,
and wo kneit side by side and watched the la-
borlng broath.

When all was over I went up with Léontino
to her little room. 1t was bare, no tire, nocoms-
forts—nothing. ¢ Nothing,” did I suy ? Nay, a
smile wus there, a trusting, happy smile. It
was fitled, garnisliod, warmed, illumined, I
looked aud learnoed a new lesson, or rather a
clear and sweot rending of an old one. 8ho wept
a8 she spoke of her futhoer and mother, both
dond of smalipox. They had lost thelrall before,
for it was precisely this clasgs of small caplitalists
on whom the war foll hardest.

« [ have to work now,” she sald.

s It is hard,” sntd I, remembering tho gay vi-
slon of two years ago.

# No, It 18 not hard. I do not feel it hard,”
shn replied, and ngoin beamed that lovely
smile.

Sho spoke frankly of John Leonard. Ho had
been buck in Parls, had gone and was to return,
s It cannot bo long now, thoy tell mne.”

Thoe last words fell dreamity, and she cvidont-
ly had flown off on the wing of auticipation.
‘Fhere wias 1o need of commisoration here. Weo
parted, promising to meet ofton.

(T'o becontinued.)

LAWYERS, MINISTERS AND SOCTORS.

WY 0. W. HOLMES,

The Inwyers are a picked lot,  first scholars,”
and the Iike, but thelr business 18 as unsym-
pathetie us Jack KeleWs. There is nothing ho-
manizing in thelr relatlons with their fellow—
creatures, They go for tho side that retaing
them. They defond the man they know to be
i rogie, and not very rarely throw suspicion an
the man they know Lo bo inuocent.  Mind you,
I am not finding fault with themn § overy side of
@ case has a right to the best statement It wd.
mits of; but I sny it does not tend to makoe
them sympathetle.  Suppuse In u cnse of Fever
vx. Patient, tho dustor should stde with clthor
party according to whethor the old miser or his
expeetant hielr was his employer, Suppose
the minlster should sldo with the Lowd or the
Devll, eecording to the sulary offered nnd other
incldental advantages, whero the soul of a sine
ner was ln question,  You enn see what a pleet
of work {t would make of thelr sympathies, Iat
the lawyers are quick -» witted than either ot
the other professtons, and abler men gencrally.
They are gool-nztural, or, I they quarrel, thelr
quarrels are aboveeboard, I don't think they
are as aceomplished as the ministers, bat they
lave o way of ernnuning with specinl know.
ledye for o caso which leaves o certain shallow
sediment ofintelligenee In their memories about
a gamd many thilags.  They are apt to tatk lay
in mixed company, and they onoway ol
looking rounrl when they mg t point, as if
they were addressing a Jury, thit Is mighty ag-
pravating, as I onee had ¢ ston Lo see when
one of "vm, andn preity famoas one, put me on
the withess-stand at a dinner-puarty once,

The miuisters come next in point of talent.
They are far more carlons nad widely interested
outside of their own ealling than cither of the
other profosslons, T like to talle with *em, They
are fnteresting man, full of good feelings, hared
workers, always foremosi in good deeds, and on
the whole the most efficient eivillzing elaass,
working downwands from  Knowledge to ignor-
anee, that ts,—now anl then vpwards, ilso,—
thint we have.  The wrouble i) Lhut so many of
them work 10 harcness, nud it s protty sure to
chafi- somewhere,  ‘Chey tonoften asstme prin-
ciples  which would eripple our instinets and
reason and give us a crateh of dootelne, I have
tulked with a great many of ‘em ot all sorls of
bellef, and 1 don't think they have ixed every-
thing In tiwir own timds, or are s dogmantie
in their hnbits of thought as ohe would think o
hiear *em lay down the law in the pulpit. Tiey
use] to lemd the intelligence of thelr parishes §
now thay do pretty wellit they keep up with it,
and they are very apt to lag behind it,  Then
they must have n eoileague,  ‘The old minister
thinks he ean hold to hils ald course, saillng right
into the wind's eye of human _atare, stralghl
as that mmous old gkipper John LBunyan; the
young miulster falls off thirco or four polnts and
entehes the breeze that left the old man's sails
all shivering, By amd by the congregation will
get ahiend of Aim, sl then it muast have another
new skipper. ‘Ihe old priest holds his own prot-
ty well; the minister Is coming down every go-
neration nearer el nearverio the common level
of the usaful citlzen,—noarnele at all, but aman
of more than wverage ol instinets, who, it
he knows anyihing, knows how litlle he knows,
The ministers are good  talkers, only the strug-
gle between natire and grace  makes some of
fem a little awkward occasionnlly.  The women
do their best to spoil 'emy, as Lhey Jdo the posts ;
vau fInd it very pleasant to be spotled, nodoubt;
%0 tlo they. Now and then one of them gocsover
the dam ; no wonder, they're always in the ra.
Pids.

By this time onr three ladies had their faces
nll turned towanred the spenker, ke the woenther-
eocks in o northeaster, and T theught 1t best to
switeh off the talkk on to another rall.

JHow abont the doctors ?—1 suld,

—Thelrs s the least lenened of the professions,
in this country at least. They havenot halfthe
general culture of the lawyers, nor a quarter of
that of the miunisters, T ruther think, thongh,
they are more agrecablo to the compmon run of
people than the men with black conts or the
nien with green s Poople can swear before
foma it they want to and they ean’t very well
Lefore ministers, I don't care whether they
want 1o swear or nob they don't want to be on
their good behavior,  Besides, the mindster has
a little smaek off the sexton about hlin ; hao
comoes when people are in ertremis, but they
don’t send for him every tlme they make o
slight morul #lip, — tell 2 ldie for instance, or
smuggle nslik dress through the enstom-house §
bhut they eall in the doctor when @ ehind Is ent—
ting a tooth or gets a splinter in its finger. . So
It doesn’t mean mueh to send for him, only
ple; nt ehat aboud the news of the day ; for
putting the baby to rights donsn’t take long, Ro-
sldes, everybady doesn’t ke to talke about the
next world ¢ people are modest In thelr desires;
and find this world as good as they deserve § but
everybody loves to ik physie.  verybody
loves to hene of strange cases ; people are enger
to teli the doclor of the wonderful cares they
have heant of § they want to know what is the
matter with somebody orother who ls sald to
be suttoring from « acompliention of disenses,'”
and nbove all ta get a hard name, Grock or
in, for some complaint. which sounds altogether
too commonplico in plain Eaglish, If you will
ouly call a headache o Copladalyin, 1t neguires
dignity at onee, niul n patient hecomes rather
proud of 1t. So I think doctors are generally
welcome Jn most compnnios.

In olil times, when people were more afrald
of the Deavll and of witches than they ure now,
they Jiked to have a priest or o minister some-
where near to seare ‘ym oft'; but nowsdays, If
you could find an old woman that woubt ritle
round the room oh a brounstiek, Barnum would
build an amphitheitre to exhibit her in; and ir
he could come ncross & young imp, with
hoofy, tnil, and budding horns, au lineal
descendant of oue of thoso « diemons” which the
good peoele of Gloucester fired at, nid were fired
at by ¢ for tho best part of & month together” In
tho year of 1602, the great showman would have
niim nt any cost for his museum or memngerie,
Men are cownrds, slr, and are driven by fenrns
the soverelgn motive.  Men are idolaters and
want somethiing to look at and kiss and hug, or
throw themselvos down before ; they always
will ; und If you don't make it of wood, you must
make it of words, which are Just as much used
for idols ns promissory notes aro used for values,
The ministers have a hard Lime of {L withont bell
and book and holy water; they are dismounted
men in armor since Luther cut thelr saddla~
girths, and you can sce they nre quistly tik-
ing offone plece of iron after another, until som-
of tho hest of ‘em are fighting the devil (not the
zoolozleal Dovil with the big D) with the sword
of the Spirit, and preclons little clse In the way
of weapons of offence ordefonce. But we couldn't
get on without the splritual brotherhood, whalt-
over becamo of our special ereeds, There Is a
gonins for roliglon, Just ustherols for printing or
sculpture. Il is hnlf-sistor to tha genius for mu-
sle, and has somo of tho features which remind
us of enrthly love. But It Hfts us il by its mere
prosence. 'fo'sco n good man and hear his volee
once a woek would be rosson enough for Lulll.
ing churches’and pulpita.—From « the Pocl at
the Breakfast Table,” in the Atiunlic for Muy.




