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CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

BUILDING AND BEING.

The king would bulld, so legend snys,
The fAnest of all fino palaces.

Heo gent for Ni, Thomas & hullder rare,
And bId bim to rear A& wonder falr.

‘I'ba wrent Xing's trenanre was placed nt haupd,
And with 1t the soyereign's one command,

¢ Halhf wall, O bullder, so good and great,
And s ta the glary of 1ny eatate,

* Hatld wall, vor spare tny wealth, to sl
A proader palace than mortals know.”

The king ok teave of his Xingdom theo,
Anst wandered fir from the hanuta of tmen,

Kt Themas the king's great treaaure spant
Iy worthier way than hia master meunt.

o clad the nakad, the hangry fod.
I'he odl of gladnens rannad him shed

He Hiesned them all with the ample store,
As never & king's wenlth blacamd hofars,

The kluy cama buek from his jvuraey toug
But foand no grace in the bnppy throug.

‘Thay greeted himnow an hiasiow retary,
Tu trach hits the leaacn e sught (o leary,

The king cuma back ta his well spent golit |
Hut 90 gew pudace oould e bebnlfl

Tu terribie anger be ntvors aud axid
That the butlder's folly alionld erwt his head

K, Thoman in dusgeon bk wae cant,
Tl toe time for sl punishiment dite was passed,

Then it chageed, or the good (il willed it yo,
That the king's soa brother in death tay o,

When four duys dead na the logend reads
He rose te Lomanity s life and veels,

Frou; siesp of the duat he sirasgely woke,
Aud thas ta bis brother the king te apoke

1 have heany te Paradoae, O my Mg,
Aud huve heant the beavénly angrls simg,

T And thers D aaw by the pates of goid
A prlace fner than tongue bas tobd

s wnlla and fuwers were [ifted high,
1 beautiful gries to the beading sky

It glozies there tn that rudiant piace,
Shutie furih like a semtle from the deins Lart s fure.

TAD anget aked it was badided there
By the 2o SU Thoteas, with love and care

* Fur our fellow men. and that it shiabd be
Thy palace at peace hengeh eternty,

The king thia vixion ponderm] well,
Tl e tesk SU Thomes brem dangivg cell

And sard i by
Wihe Lusidety »v

er e it sa Wine
it Paradiee,

A FOOLISHT MISTAKE.
i

Lacy, whiek of ne are you going ta give up,
Mark Pesuclere or nie T 12 miast e one of us,
dear, and the sooner vou decidse the better.””

The speaker a tall, Hthe,  brownhadred,
brown-skinned  voung  fellew  of  threeaand.
twenty, with an hourst face ansd a pair of earn.
est blue eoyes —pdiced Lhimselt very deliberatelv
iu Laes Armstrosy?’s way, as <he was strolling
under the trees yn the shady ohd gunden with her
Liat pulled over hor eyes, and a poeket voluwe of
soms poet in her hands. Tt was o searehing
July afternoon, and Luey had quietly slippadd
away from the halldocen Liudies who were sitting
reund her Aunt Hester's teactable, disenssing all
the latest news of the parish.

Mark Beauclers, an wsthetic young genthe
man of thirty, with a very fme voice, rath r
weak sight anda large ineome, was there toy,
but asx he generally was ta be foand st Mis< Arm-
atroug’s tea-table, e counted atmost an one of
the ladies ; and Luey was a little tired of them
all, and wantind (o be alone,  She looked as if
she were having some very pleasant thonghts,
an she sanntersd under the trees, and seewed in
no way prepared for the sndden fnterruption,

*Why, George, you quite startle me,” she
said, stauding still, tor George Laslie had placed
himself in ber way.

* Why didn’t yor ge in and have some
tea 1

“ Becnuse | wanted to talk to you, Luey. Uve
been trving to get an opportunity of talking to
you for the Iast week aud 1 conldn’t. | want
to know which of us you are going to give up,
Mark or me 7

Y Seeing that 1 tever posseased either of vou,
it would be rather premature of me to say,” and
she glanced up at him from under the shelter of
hier bat. ¢ Why, George, what's the matter 1V
she asked, laying har hand lightly upon his
arm. ‘" Are you tll-or augry i

* No, only heart-sick aund sorry and disap-

wintod,” aud the young fcllow lookeld quite
aggard. ¢ Lsuppose T ought ta congratulate
you, and then eiface mysell as speedily as pos-
aible; but when a fellow has eared about some
one all his life, as | have cared about you, it's
not so enny, Lucy.”

“What's not easy, George U 1 really have
not the alightest idea of what you're talking
about,” Lucy cried, growing very red and con-
fused. ' Do tell me exactly what you mean, like
a good boy." . ) i

Goorge wineed and turned his head aside with
rather A savage expression, To be culled “n

good boy ” by Lucy under certain circumstances
would bo all very well, but in that tolerant, al.
wmost pratronizing tone, it wag too much,

**Am 1 not ta congratulate you on your en-
gagement to Mr. Beauclere I" he suid grimly.

*Certainly not,” was the very grave reply.

‘“Then you refused him, Lucy 1 with humili-
ating engerness, ** | gnessed you would.*

* Mr. Beavelere hag not done me the honour
of asking me 1"

“Oh ! and George's fuce fell percoptibily.
“But you will refuse him, Loo, won't yon 1°
he continued. *“ He told me he was going to
propuse this very day,” in a savage whisper.

CThen, perhugs, he will inform you of my
reply in due course,” and she lookel up with a
droll twinkle in her bright hazel vyves. ¢ Now,
George, if you're not coming in to have sonn
tea, please lot me pass.’”

S But vou den't eare about hium, Loo, do
you ' he whispered, with a4 very  penitent
glanece,

s Pardon mey 1 like Mr. Beauelers: very much
indeed, Why shouldn™t 1t and 1T thought,
George, that you and he were friends.”

Ciearge turned away with an exchunation that
sounded Hke © Confoand him,” and Luey return-
ed to the house, serenely siniling under her
broacol-brisnmed bt

The drawing-toom was emply, but in o little
snuggery beyond, which her anut called herown
Bowdotr, there wos a mualibsd hnm of vedees, and
Lucy wmiled more comically than ever as she
went up wtairs to change her dress for dinner.
Both Georee Lesliv and Mark Beauclere were to
dine at * The Nest,” and Lucy, brimful of mis.
chief, resolved 1o tiase Gearge thoroughly befora
she put himont of his wisery,

So she doaned o fresh mushin gowa, sud fast.
riied 8 crimson rose in her bair and theu went
down aud took her seat near the drawing-rmom
window, which comanded the eutranes t, the
frout garden, aod witha very demure smide

awaited the conrse of avents,
Presently she was Joined by her aunt, hoking
wravely imporiant, and bristhing all over with
secrel.  Mias Hestor wasa tall, thin, keeneeyad,
thin-lipped lady of as near forty as passible, with
susoth dark hair, regular features, and a stately,
not to say commambiog presenee © she hd very
beautiful white hands, and shie used thens o wnod
deal i 2 majestic way.,  When dinner was an.
nounced it was by g wave of them she sigoitied
tn her miece that shie wweant to proceed at once
to the Sdining-room.  Luey followed her with
suppressed  amusement  beaming from  every
feature of her face,  She guessed pretiy accur.
ately what her aunt’s searet wan, though, ndl ¢
Miss Hester Dsened the subject, she would not
breatiie even a hint of it.. - As the dinner pro. !
gresant in impressive silenee, she fiund herself
weondering why George did uot come, Later on, !
as ske sat at the piano in the twilight, and -
played over her faveurite sonygs, singing shatchas
of them, wandering aimlessly from ¢ Anld Lang
Svie’ to the *° Lass of Richmond HU and
ettt ¢ Home, Sweet Hame," she little
thourht who wius hstening on the other side of
the hiae tree that shaded the drawing-room win.
dow. There, in safe obscurity, Geo. Leslie
fistened, it he heard the plano closed with just
the suspivion of a bang, snd saw Luey's shght
whiterobed fgure cross the toom aml approach
the open window, then he stole away naiselessly
with something between acob and asigh, There
was even a suspietous and humilisiing moisture
in the poor fellow’seves as be harried across the
fiebls in the direction of the railway station,

¢ She's treated me very badly —-bat for all that
I hope she may be happy.  Heaven bless her U
he saied, as he eatight aglimpse of ** The Nest,”
as the train <hricked past.
Then he <hrank back into his corner, and
gave himselfup to the bitterest retlection,  He
1 ‘t 1o realize that he was rejected

found it dittiea
yet Brauclere teld him distivetly that he had
.w'npn:u‘d to Miss Armstrong that alternoon and
Liad beets arvepted, There was noe further reasou
for bis staying at Westwater © and he was going
to ask bis unele of the tirm of Lestia & Long.
hampton, te send himon a confidential yission
ta the extreme vnd of the earth, where they were
supposed to do business.  Grorge eould not bhe
‘.l‘iln.g\1;~lxi(';\l enough to look at happiness
« through another man’s eyes,"" o0 he determin-
ol to gt completely out of the way of Mark
Beanelers . and he could not even sum up
courage to congratulate Luey, or say good bye:
but he wrote her a nice letter, in which a good
deal of real feeling was hidden under s me stitf
formal phirases, and throughat all pevgwd a very
sore, bruised, affronted, but <till faithful love.
Luey langhed at it tirst, and then cried over it,
theu \vi}wd her eves, amd wrote an \*,\'l\l;m;\tor_v
and atfectianate reply o but, alas ! George was
gone on the confidential missiou. Hiz letter satd
that he was on the eve of starting for China, and
bore the Southampton post-mark,  He said he
might be abgeut for years, or forever.  To poor
Luey, in the first dismay of her discovery that
(;(.“{-g.- was really gone, it seemed the sune
thing.

1.

My dear Leslie, this is a surprise and a
doasure!  How are you! When did you get
Lm‘k " and George Leslie found his hand
graspesd by aportly, comtortable-looking geatle-
man in gobl-rimmed glistes and & wideawakehat

“)--1 beg your pandon, Ldon't—1 van’t quite
reeall vou, though | seem to remember your
vaice,'" Gearge stammered,

The portly geutleman langhed. ¢ Well, you're

wore changed than 1 am, Ddare say, snd yet |

Cafraid we'd starve,
CGeorge, don't select a clever woman witha taste

¢ looking round cautiously.
ful

s eomand or disapproval, unee:

knew yon in a moment.
you've forgotten—"

‘ Beauclere 7 Why, ofcourse ; how stupid of
me 1" and George's brown face grew a very
curious brick colour as he wrung his old friend’s
hand. ““ I've becn away five years, Mark, and
it tella on all of us.”

‘1 wish it told xuch a Hattering tals on me as
it does on you,"” Mark said with asmile. “Come
and dine with me, old fellow-—-no excuses—it
wou't putus out in the least.  Mrs, Buauclere is
at Brighton with Miss Armstrong, so ' cn
goreon. We live at Putney -jump in” ns a
Chay' eane up, *and tell me all about vonr
wlventares, and when you returned.”

“Tonly landed three days ago, and 1 haven't
hatdt any adventures, except of the most eon-
wonplace, practical kind,  The busivess | went
out to manage turned aut very well. T made
some money, and Pve eome to England to settle
down-—that's all.  How is Mrs, Brauelere !

“Ouite well, thanks.  Have you put on the
halter yet, George ¥

“No. The Celestia} Empire is certainly uot
the place of all athers to tempt a man to matri-
mony.”

“Lacky fellow !
with vou.”

George was silent - it seemed like treason to
rcho the wish.  Ttwas just like that mouster
Mark, vver to express it,  0f course he made
poor Luey wiserable, that was only to be ex-
peeteid.  How he ever could have become so
supremely dull and commanplace George conldn't
imagine. When he entered the drawing-room
he conldu’t help noticing little  evidences of
Lucy abwout her old-fashioned work table-—a
black cat, which he seemed dimly to remember
—boaks and a drawing or two.  His heart beat
a littde quickly © and on the whole he was glad
that he had not 1o meet her on the first evening,
* Does Miss Armstrong always lHve with you 1
he usked presently.

* Yes, of course : whiera elan could she live ?
fodewmd, T don't know i the least how the house
wonbd get on witheut her. You see, my wife

Is it possible that

I wish I had gone there

Pand | goin for polities and literature, and that
“aort of thing ; anel if we hadn'tsomeone to kenp

usin otder and see to our ereature comforts, °m
I{ ever vou do marry,

for logiv and metaphysies,” Mark  whispered,
s simply aw-

I never fancied Mrs, Beauciere would de-
velop a taste for thase snbjects,”” Grorge replied;

and then he smiled a little sadly as he thoaght
cof Lury as a blue-stocking, and Aunt Hester,
W bio has always been his special horror, whisk:

ing awbout the house, upsetting the domestie
comfort of everyone, and waving her hands in
inglv,

“1 never could staad i, | know,” fie said to
himself, as Mark went on giving him some de.
tails of the establishment, with a sort of roeful
wood hamour. A clever wife and an energetic
aunt-in-Jaw, would be tao muach for we”

And it hal evidently proved too much tor
peor Mark Beauclere. He was no longer slender,
sentimental, and wsthetic;  indeed, his chitef
idea in life seemed to be thorough enjoyment of
sueh pleasures as temained to him. He enjoved
his dinmer, for instanee, thoroughly, and grew
quite coufidential over his eotlee ufter.

It was very sadden, vour goiny away,
tieorge,” he remarked after a long chat over the
old timex at Westwater, and the pleasant even-
ings they used to have at **The Nest.”™ ¢ Da
vou know, 1 thought yon had rather a faney for
Laey"”

George grew brick-red again, and bent his eves
resolutely on the table.

“ jt wonld have Leen a capital thing for von:
and 1 believe she liked vou, for she seemed al-
togetlier out of sorts when she got your letter.
lu fact, Greorge, vou micht have done much
worse than have married Luey Arnustrong.

Still silent and steady contemplation of his
wlass, on the part of George.

¢ And for that matter, you might do worse
thau marry her still.”

Grorge looked up with a sudden angry flash,
then he grew quite white.  Mark was not chaf-
fing in the Jeast, he felt that 1 still he counld not
take it all in at onee.

1 believe it's entirely on yonr account she
has remained single,” Mark continued, with
good-natared garrulity, “‘in spite of all her
wunt's etforts ta get her well married.”

“ Did you say Mrs. Beauclere was staying st
Brighton ¥ George presentiy asked, in a very
we-k voice ; because 1thought of running down
there for a fow days.  Will you cowme, Mark t”

© Nu, thank you,” with a droll sheag, *¢ My
wife and Luey are staying at the Royal; give
them my love, and tell them they need not
hurry back, as 'm all right.

* L4 *

-

“ Laey, dearest, can you forgive me? [t
was all & dreadful mistake from first to last 1 1
thought it was you Mark wanted to marry ; and
when he told we that eveniog that he had pro-
posed and been accepted 1 was fmantic.  Aunt
Hester never onee entered my head.*’

Luey's roply was a little unintelligible, but
alter a time they managed to understand each
other.  Miss Armstrong could not long resist o
Jover who had bean faithful to het for five years,
even when he believed her Tost to it forever
aml Grorge resolved to marey her out of haud,
20 that there should be vo more misunderstand.
ings. Sometimes Mark Beauclere chatfs them
both a little about George's mistake 5 but he al-
wavs boldly asserts that the great mistake was
Mark's after all.

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

Tug)Prinee linperial of Japanisto be edu-
cated in France.

PosT-office Savings Banks, which have proved
such n success in England, are to be started
throughout France with the New Year, accounts
being limited to » maximum of £30, and inter.
est being allowed at the rate of three per cent.

Tur legal sanction abont to be given to the
extablishment of thirty female colleges through-
out France, gives rise to much opposition on the
part of the ;g\ilosophurs of the ancient régime,
who behold in this new systern of education for
girls the total destruction of all the charm and
grace of wimanhond.

M. PenriN has no objection to the return of
MUe, Sarah Bernhardt to the Théatre-Frangais.
It the event of her coming back, the director in-
tends waiving his claim upon her of the 100,-
900 franes damagrs allowed him by the Court.
it should she eleet toappear on any other
'aris stugre, he would then insist upon recriving
the whole amount.

Tue sehovlmaster wag apparently not abroad,
or rather wasall at sea, when the lately-issned
Freneh census papers wers drawn ap.  Amongst
the Jdircctions for flling up each paper, which
are printed on the Lack of each of them,
the recipient is directed to give the city as well
as the connuy of his or her birth, * such as
Dublin, Falond.”  We would respectfully ad-
vise the preparers of the offivial documents of the
vity to give some time to a brief study of the
elements of geography.

Turrr is 2 rurions change taking place in the
shopekesping classes of this city—the monster
honses have crushed out the medivm establish-
ments,  tnly the very modest or the most
humble appear capable of  continuing that
straggeie for life, and how? The owners are
stmply artizans, who enuvert the shop into a
dwelling and & work room, and these produce
aml sell on the spat 34 per cent. cheaper.
Gambettt has promised 4 bill on the labonr
question.  He is believed to be favourable to
Toaning state mouvey 4t a very low rate to arti-
zans whose character will justify contidence,

Frenveony knows that a Parls cab goes by
the name of Faxry, but very tew know anything
ol the origiual source of this designation, fewer
stiil that 1t is traceable to w native of our sister
island. In a Lfe of Saint Fiacrius, or Fiaker,
whici is pnblished, we learn that the persoa to
whom the French cab owes its name was the son
of au Irish king, aml was horu in the year 600.
Another legend uinkes him the Crown Prince of
Seuthand, son of ““ Eugenius 1V, King of Scot-
Land” Pilgrimages to the relies of St. Fiacrius
became very fashionable in the seventeenth cen.
tury, and the coaches iu which the pilgrims
made their visits were adorued with a pictare of
the sain?, either on the outside or inside.  Sr.
Fiaere was supposemi to ensure them against acei-
dents. Henee the hired carriages were called
Podlsire s b Sudad Fieeo, which was afterwanls
shorteusd tnto *“tacre.”

HUMOROUS.

Jospt BreaiNos says :—*There are 2 things
in this world tnr which we are never prepared. and those
airiwing.

Tug man who eau see sermons in running

broaks is most api 1o go aad ook for them oz Sundavy
when troat are bitiong.

Oxe man wsked another why his beard was
brown asd bis hair white! ' Bacause vue is 20 years
younger than the uther.

11 seems that competition has forced the price
of false teeth »o Tuw that it isu’t really worth a body’s
while 1o out bis nataral ones,

FeoxoMy is wealth. A Philatelphia lady,
swho fonmd 8 baby in & basket v her doarstep, took the
infant to the station-house, but saved the basket for
marketing.

A cvrrreNt paragraph states that s Vie
Zinlan, who was sestenced to the penitentiary a few
dav ago for horse stenling, at ooe time paid tixes on
0000 Jdols” The demoralizing effacts of the tax-
paying babit cannot be teo deeply deplora i,

Tur meanest man in the world lives iu Bar-
fington. While a deaf, dumb and blind organist was
sleeping on the post-oftice corner, the wreteh stole his
instrumeat aAnd sabstituted a new-fangled charn there.
for: aad when the organist Awoke he seized the haodles
of the ohurn and groand away for dear lifa, and when
the **shades of uight were falling fast,” the meanest
man in the world came round. touk Lis churn, restored
the orrat o ita owoer, aml cartied Rome faur pounds
of creamy butter,

Prorie who suifer fram lLung, Throat, or
Kidney diseases snd have tried all kinds of
medieine with little or no bevefit, and who de-
spair of ever being curad, have still a resource
left in Flectricity, waick is tast taking the place
of almost all other methods of treatment, being
mild, potentand harmless ; itis the safest system
kuown to man, and the most thoroughly scien-
tifie curative power ever discovered,  As time
advanees, groater discoveiies are made in the
wetho | of spplving this electric flnid ; among
the most recent sud best mo les of ustug eleetri-
city is by wearing one of Normau’s Electric
Curative Belts, manufactwed by Mr., A, Nor.
man, 4 Queen Stivet East, Tovonto, Out.




