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: . . SN ou were an hour late, and you whipped Miss
MY SUNDAY KVENING OUT. VAN FIRNARINE ly‘ully and sent her l;owliu)g, tobedx:r:md you
ny &\.“\S\Q N = boxed the eurs of Tom, nad then you drank
'é\b\}\\s W % three tumblers of whiskey and water and went
A '\‘\'\“S “Q" \ to bed crosser timm ever, and your poor wife
D) ARRY
N\

had to creep in beside you and listen to your
railing nntil sleep overcame you, and all be-
cause, through your own fault, you were dis-
appointed out of an evening’s pleasure. Think
of Jane's sad face, sir; had she not a right to
vent her feclings and call her mistressa tyrant;
and yet she went op stairs instead, and sat
meckly by the side of Master Freddy,

Miss Rosie, you little puss, you remember
that pic-uic that you hoped to attend with a
certain military gentleman, and how you got
up betimes in the morning and dressed your
charming person with more than usnal cars,
and had on your saucy little Gipsy hat by
mne o'clock, and were coaxing on those de-
licate straw-coloured kids, waiting for the
carriage o come round, wheu plash, plash,
plash, came dowu the rain, and great streams
were tumbling from the housctops, and great
flreams ran gurgling alony the strects, and
there was no pic-nic for vou that day! How
you tugged off those gloves, Miss, and tore
them all np the back, aud flung vour hat to
one ¢nd of the room and your lace shawl to
nouther, and ~tamped up and down, pausing
occasiopally at the window to play au ugly
tattyo ou the pape, while vou scowled and
pouted at the torrents without, and, if you
thought ou the matter at all, must have ob-
jurgated a certain Mr. Longfellow and his in-
sune song about the beautitui rain!  Rosie, ma
bel'e, thipk of how meekly the nursery maid
turned from her cavalier and went up to the
LSy,

Do we think cnough of our servants?
Madam, Jane und Mary are not mere machines,
for whose use you have paid so much, aod if
you only give them food to enable them to
work and some curner that you can shove
thent into at woight, you have not doue your
duty. It were hetter for you, madarm, and bet-
tor for them, if they were machines; but un-
fortunately they are human, and have souls
and passtons and instincts and feelings, and
if we pinch them, they feel it; and if we
prick them, they bleed. It is inconvenient,
but unfortunately it is true. You have feel-
ings, my charming Mrs. Crumpton, and you
indulge thew, you pamper your sensibilities.
Are you sad?  You can have quiet and sooth-
ing triends, and pleasant music, aud people
are considerate,  But Mary down stairs is
reading & letter and you ring the bell, and she
crushes the serawl into her pocket and wipes
her eyes with her sleeve, and comes in with
the tea-urn, and you scold her because those
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u Please M'm, this is my Sunday evening
out; van I go now " '

w xo, Jane, o't let yon go ont to-night.
Master Freddy is unwell) and you must remain
with hiw”

And Jane Lefe the room with a corrowful
countenanve.  She wis dressed ready for set.
ting ont on hes few bouars leave of abseneo,
She bal put on her best bonnet, with the
cherrveealoured  ribbous, aud bhad a large
broos ti fastening her slmwl, and way even
deawing on i new pair of cloves u8 khe came
into the room, She had ao thought of being
draappointed, for the mistroers bl or(r.r;yf; Acon-
slitmion to her dunwatn:sﬁ'rv;_;ulat:ng their
Sanday vveningy out; bt with the despotian
ol G sOVereip, s}m hd fevoked the edict and
reoegated her subject binck to the nursery with
Manti v Freddy as a compauoion.

Poor dane  The titde walk that yoa looked
focward to with Tom or Harry s rwept sway,
arnt he poor fetlow, will keep that appomt-
we nt, warily waiting amd at st torn bomne
witic o wival sielbess at heatt, and tidak Lis
B twitndess and that she wis preosnctn fing
with o ue more favonred bean, and Jane goes
S ~aiTs Lo the nusery il jiots Mastor Froddy
nipd hnstees him ta sieep, and neves veuts her
foditnngs by as much ns oue apury ﬁlap upon
the tepling shoulders of that prevish brat, - N

Pror Jane, Tt was hard on thee that after '
thy toil and noil thou conldst not have thy
Somiay evening out, and T awear that thy sad
face as thou departedst the romn spoilt my
evening's enjoyteut aiel rose up coustantly,
Jike s reproachiul ghost, betweets thy tits-
tevas and myseif, snd made hee otherwise
pleasant lag b have nn edee on it )

Yoy and 1 sir, when we are disappeinted,
wre not given to turn away and bear it with a
sl comintetinnee. We fame and swear, wa
mveigh the Fates, and abuse our wives, and
are cross to oar cuildren, and if we sre an-
need, why, oir, the world shall know it If
we deive 4 oreaterse of our owny shall our wives
dare to latgh or e merry ?

You, sir, had made up your mind to 2o to
the opens bat vou ditiy datiied abont engag-
th & ecal i the last monent, and then the
place that you wanted next the charming
widow, Mes Sadwaoeds, was taken, and you
were anhoved and wouldn't gosdt ail, and came
Bowe instoart anct s nHicd your wife, You know
aonn dudoair. Yeu swore at her because the THE REMAINE OF THE LATE SIK GEO. K CARLIER LYING I¥ STATE IN £oS DO
Witk had to b re ha £, and you forgot that .
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O1rawa,—LOCKS ON THE OTTAWA AND KINGSTON CANAL,




