
i^ TllE CHOICE Of A VnffK,

What thi '^ told me th> day before, that, when at

the groat military hoapit;il v^'here are now the

wounded and the fiick from tlt^ Egyptian and
otlier wars, the Princess passed through, all the

Blck wore cheered at her coming, and those who
(joHld be roused neithw by ''>ctor nor nurse from
their a tupor, would get up on their elbows to look

at her, and wan and wasted lips prayed an audi^

ble prayer: "God bless the Princess of Wales
Doesn't she look beautiful ?"

But how uncertain is the tarrying of beauty in

a human countenance ! Explosion of a kerosene

lamp turns it into scarification, and a scoundrel

with one dash of vitriol may dispel it, or Time will

drive hi ' chariot wheels across that bright face,

cutting it up in deep ruts and gullies. But there

is an eternal beauty on the face of some women,
whom a rough and ungaUant world may criticise

as homely; and though their features may con-

tradict all the laws of Lavater on physiognomy,

yet they have graces of soul that will keep them
attractive for time and glorious through all

eternity.

There are two or three circmnstances in which
the plainest wife is a queen of beauty to hei

husband, whatever her stature or profile. By
financial panic or betrayal of business partner, the

man goes down, and returning to his home that

evening, he says : "/aw ruined; I am in disgrace

forever ; I care not whether T live or die." It is

an agitated story he is telling in the housel.oJrt

tf at winter night. He says : " The fumituM
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