08

THE FAVORITE,

Franvasy 32, 1878,

THE IRISH EMIGRANI'S LOVE,

DY ALFRED PERCRVAL WRAVES,

In pensiyo thought sho passed tho ochurch,
And up tho sunny woodland camno,
Until she found the silver birch
Where long ago hu carvod her name.
And “Oh1” slio sighed, 88 soft aho Kissed
With loving lips that gentle tree,
“Alone, alono I keop tho tryst——
0O lovs, my love, return to mo!

“Returnt Columbla’s realm afar,
Wlitro year by yoar your foot delay,
‘Wo cannot match for sun and star,
By sllver night or golden day ;
Yot hiore tho loviu fushoes dire
Alerm not oft, wa never knoswy
Her awful rushing forest fire,
Tho sllent horror of her snow,

# Her birds are brighter far of wing,
A richor lustro lights her Sowors;
But stll thoy suy no bird can slng,
Or blossom brouthe, as swoot as ours.
Her people’s hoart 13 wise and bold,
Her borders boautitul and freo;
But, oh! tho Noew 1s no? tho Old—
Como back to lreland, love——and mo®

ey et T O~ AP trtrrenrerees

fiE BITER BIT.

A pleagant plaoce In the 000l winter dayy of
carly Juns s the Rua Direita at Rio Janelro —
now re~christenad, ¢ Rua do I, da Aarco,” in
momory of the 1asf days of Paraguayan Lopez,
the b2ls nofre of evory patriotio Brazlllan. (In
Braril, tho hoight of Summer falls in January,
and the dopth of Wlater in July. The most
ogrecablo seazon 18 about tho end of May.)
Stralght, wide, woll-pavod, contalning the two
principal hotels, and terminated by the palace
at one cnd and the castom-houso at the olher,
the ¢ Stralght stroel” certainly moeritz its renowa
ay thoe Oxford street of Rlode Janelro, though
it must be owned that Regent street {8 veory {n-
adequately represonted by its offshoot, the Rus
do Vuvidor. Ona fine afternoon (and very fow
aro othervwiso than fingin thisglorions climate),
tho panorama of this greas thoroughtare is not
a whit Inforior to that of its picturesqus name.
8ake, ¢ tho stecsl which is called Strafght,” tu
Damascns. Teams of mules drawing quoer-
looking nZOr-CATS, WwWhoto open sides,
guarded by ribs of wood, make thom look liko
the skeletons of carvod omnibases ; barefootod
costermongers, staggering under fruits for which
Covent Garden bas no namo; compunies of
soldiersin dark.blue jacketls and white trousers,
black mon and xhile mon being mingled fn tho
ranks iikg & half-played game of chess; lean,
rai-like Braziliung, with clean shirts and dirty
fuces, dolpg nothing In as many diffzrent ways
as pussible; hrawny Eoglish saflors, looking at
overythlng aud everybody with an alr of grand,
ipduigens contempt ; sun-burned pedlers, clicke
Ing thelr littlo siicks together {n placo of aary;
stziwart negross io white jackets, holding a
platting nociery on the stepsof thaogreat charohs
(straw plaiting seoms to ba ths Bratillun negro's
forte. Inovery strest I entered in Blo thers
wero atIsast a soore of blacks thus employed ;)
and solemn Padres, melling undor tas oppros-
ajon Of their enormous hatsand tralling robas of
black serge.

Sach Iy the psnorams which I survey from
the stepa of the Nova York Hotel, oa a oo
morning in the boglaning aZJune. Anhonrago,
1 returiod from & ton-milomavrch up and down
the cnclrcling bills — dospatched & breakfast
which excited the admirationof oy stolidland-
lord—and am now, with an Englishman's pro-
verbial good kense, preparing (0 start on another
and a much longer mareh, intha very hottost
part of tho day. Twenty mlles of broken ground
-8 tomperaturo of seventy-two intho shado—a
fair chanco 0f broken neck or a coup do g0leil—
wisl maors can tho heart of & British podostrian
desire ? Iam stil) gloating over this allaring
prospect, when a deep voice breaks in upon my
Teficctioas.

«8enbor, can you kindly tell me tho way to
the Pasepors Oftice 2

Tho speaker’s Partugnoss is sufficiontly gram-
mstical, but his aocentls anmistakadbly
and o single glance sufMces to tell ms his na-
tiopallty, There ir 20 mistaking that firm,
openl, honest German face, still fresh with gtho
healthy froahnass of tho Fatherland—veary plea-
sant 10 look upon amiqd the sallow unwhole-
s0m$ visages of Rlo, which, whether judged by
ths looks of by tho morals of its people, may
auy do clazsod with the citles of the Plain. Tho
fair hair, the alear blug oye, thoabort plps hang-
ing down upos the chin, the honest, sun-
buried countepance, tho homely cloanli-
ness, and stardy self-roliant bearing, all carry mo
back to the day when, thousandsof milos honos,
I first saw tho compounecnt atoms of the groat
Teutonio race allently fuldlling thelr anpolntod
wotk, with that guist rosolution, that steady
obodicnoe, thas dogged uncomplaining oxactnoss
which paved tho way for S8adowa and Sedan.
Equally characioristio are the 2potlessiinen and
uright, ckoery, wollfillod-out visage of the trim
1116 matron besido m, holding in her arms,
with a smilo of truo mothorly pride, a stapdy
two-yoar-old, whoso appoarance is quito a ro-
llof after that of the poor little mosquitoos that
aro boracalled by oourtesy ¢ childsen” I bo.
think mo of tho look with. which the biographer
of¥rederick the Great s&13t01mo0, 8 few moutls

ago ¢ “Tho future of Gormany is the futuro of
Europs,® and inwardly wish that ho woro hero
to look upon theso choloo specimons of his
woll.bsloved people.

 Aro you long from homo, my friond ' asked
I in Gorman. ¢

4 Ach, meln Herr! you spoak Gorman!?
criod tho man with a sudden grin of rejoicing.
« Fralse ta to God ! It islong, Vory long since
wo left Gormany—elghteon months attho least!
and now we aro but just veturned from tho
River Plate, and kuow not a soul in the towal
Iam right glad to hear thogood olg tongue; for,
seo you, thiy Portugueso is just liko thin soup—
thore's not enough in o wholo sootenos to All
your mouth proporly I”

s But now, thank God ? woarogolng bome to
our own country aud our own people,” chimes
fn bis wife, holding up hor kiolus Wilhelm for
metolook at; ¢ and, of my freo will, we shall
novar lonvo it again, }oarest thou, Friedrich ?
novar again {"

Friodrich laughs good-humoradly, and glvesa
sldo glance at me, as if to say ¢ ¢ 8ho will have
hor way, you soo i"

« Well, I'll tell you what, my good poople,”
resumo I, ¢ you mayn't be ablo to find your way
vory oastly, and this padsport work isa trouble.
some business at best; so, porhaps, I had bot.
ui{ Just go with you, and sco you through it
a ”

«You'ro vory kiud, meln Herr,"says the man,
visibly rolioved by tholotfer. « Lisboth, my
pet, somoalong ; the Herr is 80 gocd as toshow
us the way."

Tho little woman thanks mo with a bright
smile, and away wo trudge along o road which
I have travorsed onco too often already. Tho
passpot systom 18 nominally abolishod in
Brazll, but, ltko most ¢ abollahoed” nutannoes, it
takes o wonderful deal of killyug. To onter the
conatry without a passport {s ocasy oL ~agh, but
you must always have one in order to leavo it ;
tho ompire belng In this respoot very liko an
oel-pot — perfoctly oasy to got iunto, but rathor
GifMeult to get out of. On our arrival, wo are
beset by tho usual vexatious delays, and the
ususlswarm of harpy uaderstrappers, offaring to
Temove thom ¢ for aconsidorntion,”” asold Trap.
bois would phrass it; but a judiclons mixtarc ot
ballylng und flattery (joined o tha iberal use of
thres or four great names which hats besn
oourtoously placed at my service) oventually
carriod tho affalr through, and Frederlck Huus.
m~nan, Prussian subjoot, {s committed to thae
fathetly care of all good oMcinl Christians, for
his safe tranzmission 0 Germany, ¢ with his
lady and obhlld.”

« Now, thon,” suggest]l, as we debouch agrin
upon the Rus Dlielts, «let us havo a cup of
coffee together on tho airength of having gob
evorything settled,”

Tao littlo Fran looks delighted; bus Mastor
Friedrioh, whose tastos are more oconvivialthan
mine, movos at amendment. « Coffre's for thdse
who cat got nothing better, mein Horr, says ho
roprovingly ; ¢ lot uy have somo boori”

Tho teader ompbasis lald upon this mazio
word 13 too muoch for me, and [ asseut at oace.
We turn into tho great cafd at the cotaer of the
Palacs 8quare, 2nd I ordervoffee for myself and
= full moasure of besr fur my comparion, who,
under thes influence of tLs groat luspirer, waxos
expansive.

4 Mein l6lber Horr,” says hio to me, « you've
beon very kind to me, and I ahounldlike toshow
you that I'm not ung.ateful. X know that you
English are fond of queer storiss, and, I yoa
like, I'll tell youjono thiat you've seldom haarq
tho ko of®

With this exordium, Friedrich takos a pull of
boer that would choko auy man bt 'a German,
wipes his moustacho with & grunt of intonso
relish, plants his elbow an tho }ttle marble
table, and begins as follows:

« Tals thing that P'm gaolng to t=! you about,
= oin Hert, happoned when we wore s long 'way
up the country, on & tributary of thoe Parana. It
was rough work, especiaily for Liabuth hore (a8
for me, I got used to that sort of thing whon I
sorved 1n the Landwohr at homo). Just 8 little
hut, you know, big caough to put tho bowl of
ona" plpo In—virgin forest all round, thick and
tangled onongh to hampeor an vlephant, or makoe
an ant lose his way—the run masting yoa blrok
by day, and tho damp tarning you ycllow at
night—nothing to eat but jorked beef, and that
80 tough thel you might have hanged yourself
with a thin slico of §t. Himmel? bow &
usod to lorg for a bit of good old German saus-
agv and o can of bosr! Bat, a8 tbo saying s,
» Crying won't mend o brokon dlah,” so I stood
it out 64 best I might; and Lisboth, sho dore it
all Uko a grensdior,”

And hero honsst Friedrich, 1o the fullness of
his Srioar, locus across ths table and troats his
wifotoa kiss on both cheeks, to tho
groatamusemen?t of tho lookers-on; after which
refroshmont he prooeeds with rodoubled
energy:

« ] daresay you'll wonder, moin Harr, what
tho mischiof pogzoasod mo £0 sotilo in such a
ptace; but I wasn’s such afool as I looked, aftor
all. You 200, I had mado the soqualntasoo of
a Paraguaayaa follow dowa in Rosario, who had
got drunk onc night when I waa with him, and
blabbed out some story of o placer (o gold do-
posit, you know) in a oeriain spot upono this
rivor, a Uttlo abovo whoro it ran intotho Parana.
Well, tho next morning, whrap ho found ho'd
botrayad the secret, Lo was in a terriblo taking,
and the only way ho conld think of to rmacnd
matiers was 10 Qo me far his parinor, and go
halvas ib whatovor wo found. XHo might have
douo WOrss, Lo, for 1t was o totgh job, aad I

~n 4o a geel day’s work when 1 Itke” And
Frisdsich, witlh pardonable complacency, lays

ot tho tablo a broad, brown sinowy hand,
equnlly fit to handlo apado or muskot. « 8o
oway wo wont to tho plaoer, and wore as busy
a3 boes for wooks togothor, shovolling, washing,
sifting, oradilng, and rooking all day loug, tilt
by avening I'd bo as stiffand soro a3 tf I wore
back agaln at achool 1a the Friodrich-Strasse at
Frankfort-on-iho-Odor, with old Martin Spren.
gor fogging mq every day for bad grammar,

¢ Woll, one evenlng I wassitting siaoking my
plpe undor a big palm-royal that grow oloso to
the but, and onjoying my rost afler the hant
day's work I had had. Luaboth was lndoors,
gotting suppsr ready, and my partner was
out gomewharo or othor: #0 [ had it all to my-
solf, It was hright moonli~ht, and I was just
wondoring how tho old Frlodrich-4trasso would
Yo looklug just about that time, whon suddenly
I heard a crashing and suapping nmoug tho
bushos, and a man burst out of tho thickot closo
{0 whoro I sat, runnlug at full spood, with an.
other man closo upon his hools, Just as ho
passsd e, tlho foromost fullow (whotn I saw to
ba a nogro) trippoed ovor aroot, and cane smash
down on s faco; and bofore Lo could got to hits
fuot ngnin, tho othor mnan was upon him. Thoro
was a gllttor fu the tnooanllglt, and thouastifod
cry, Tho hound lad stsbbod him; but ho
didu't got muoh by It olthor, for iy rovolver
Was out already (you so0n learn tc Bs smart
with your weapons {n thoso parts), and I shot
alm doad as old Vater Fritz.”

Frau Haussmana gives a slight shudder, but
hor husband proceeds with tho untmpaired
complacenoy of a man who has fully discbuarged
his duttes.

u Woll, of courso, tho next thing I did was to
look to thoe poor follow who had been stubbed;
bat I saw at a glance that ho was done for—
thero was death for ton mon in such a stroko as
ho had got. I propped up his head, and made
him as casy as I could; and he told me, as wall
a2 ho could speak, that ho wasa runawayslavo;
that ho hud managal to steal o big dlamond
and oscape, moanling to soll it down tho river;
but that this othor follow had found out the
sccrot and glvon chaso, and tunt washow ital)
kapponed. Then he puvs Lis hand isto the
breast of his shirt, and fetchas out an old rag,
tightly twisted up, and all soaked with hisblood,
aud puats it into my hand, saylog ¢ Tako 1t, for
I ahall never want it again; it's all tho thanks
Icangive youl' And with thut, motn Horr,
thoro camo a rattlo in his throat, and he fell
back dead ; whilo at tho same moment I sawa
shadow fiitiing away among tho trees, which,
a3 the moonlight fell upon it, lookod wonderfully
liko my preclous partoor.

4 Now this was just whatl dida't want: sed
When  saw {t, it rather sot mo a-thinking.
Diamonds don't grow on overe treo dowa Para-
guay; and I knew well enough that 17 I wyore
ever suspected of having a jowol like thet abont
me my life woald bo about as g2fo &3 a goose’s
neck Detwoeon the testh of & fox. 80 what was
to be dons? I walked alowly back to the uut;
and when I got thore who should I 809 but my
partaoer, sitting by the fire, and looking as good
8 if he wers in church. But just as X camo in
ho threw = sharp, searching kind of look at
me, just 11ke o custom-hoass officer opening a
big box; and then I felt suro that ho knsw all
about 1t.

«32200],’ says 1. «I'vo had rather & quoor ad.
venturo. Whilo I was sitting over tharo & man
camo runatng after another, and he caughe him
ap and stabbad him; and I shot the ono that
did 1t, and the woundea fellow gave me this
diemond in thanks. You sce we Gormans ¢an
Uo something after all;” and with that I un-
rolled tho rug and showed him the diamend.

#Lisboth looked at me acrosas the tahble with
a look that sald plsinly enough: ¢«How can yoa
be atch o fool?” Manocl gave & Wicked grin
liko & wolf ovor a dokd horso; I aaw that he
thought me so uplifiad by this adventurs that Y
oQuldn't keop tmy Own soorot.

«Well,” saya he, 4this is all very woll; but
what are wo to do with it? If anybody gets
soont of tho thing our ltves aro not worth thati”

« Novor you fear about thnt,” answored I,
#1'1! put ¢ whore it won't bo found {p 2 hurry
Just you walil a minute;” and I wont (nto the
innoer room and brought out a little stecl mnatch-
box, shutting with a spring, aod tho chaio on
which I carried my clasp-knifo; and I warolled
tho bag in which the dlamond waa, and rolled {1
up again tghtarand gave it him to hold whilo I
Qxed tho box on tho chaln. I sawhim give ita
pinch to make suro that the dlamond was still
taslde, and although be tried to iock very tnao-
oont, thero was & twinklo in his eyo which
showed what ho was thinking of Well, I
stowed 1t 1n ‘tho box, and pat tho ohaln round
my reck, and Manocl got up and went o,
saying that ho would go to bis hut and bring
ovor a flask of sguardionte, and wo'd have a
Jolilfication in honor of this lucky find. The
miauto bo was gone, I sald to my wifo: « Now
Linboth my pot, just you slip away to bsd, and
leuve him aad mo to ourselvos; thern’s not tho
loxst dangor, bellove me” She looked up in
my faco very long and wistfully, &s If to ask
whother I was not deceiviug her; bat xoaing
mo begin 10 amilo, sho madeo sure it was il
right, and sho kissed moe, and wont of as qulot
naa lamb.

«Well, back camo 3anoot with tho liquor,
and wo foll to drinking. I kwow well caough
what ho was at, aad proseantly I protended to
have had too much, and bogaa nodding 2ud
raolling about, aa if I were fairly drooping off to
sleop. At last I slipped right off my seat on
the floor, &And lay like o log. Foragood quarter
of an hour (6 very long oo to mao) lio sat watch.
ing mo; and thon I hoard him stoal ovar to the
inaner door, 10 listen i Lisbolh was asletp. Heo

nodded, as maoch as th'say: «All righti" gnd
then camo and stooped dow:s beside me., 1 folt
his hot bronth on my face, and odo hata softly
drawing out tho chain (wlint was in tus othor
hand I could caslly gross), and I tell yor moln
Horr, 1t ssumod & ocentury before that obaln
0amo off. At last ke roso to hig foot, axd atole
oul. Ilay for ai loaet half an Lour bgfore I
vontured o riso; but ho was gone, safe cnough.
8o the next morning, whon wo saw that hio had
roally loft tho place, Lisboth and I dug up our
sharo of the gald, hud started down thp river o
Buenos Ayros, whoro wo sokl the dlapiond’and
tho gold-dust for swonty thousand Prusilan
thalers, with whith woare now golug home.t*

“And what on earth twas it that ho stolo,
then 7’ asked I in amazemont.

¢Woll, nothing vary valuable. Whon I un.
rolied the rag, I was holding botwaeon two of my
fingors an imitation stono which I had taken
out of my ring, and, you 500, I had waxed the
cud of 1n;" thumb, s0 asto be ablo to tako upthe
diamond while I dropped the other stone {nto
its placo~—just a littlo sloight of hand, nothing
more. But I don't think Marool ,will call a
g&rru‘x:n stupld again. Walter, anothar glass of

8N THE BRINK.

«What! pron. 18 to marry you, and then
have 1t boasted &t over tho placo that you have
conquered tho heart of Belle Zdgeoomb? No,
lndood", Mr, Winstod, X don't aspiro to that noto-
rloty.

And the girl’s boantifal Up curled hanghtily.

#Bat, Bolle, I toll you this has been no more
Qirtation oo my pert. I love you mudly, truly,
and i€ you rofuso me, ll—I’ll—"

«Do nothing desperate, I hopo. Hal hat
what an aotor you would mako, Alr, Winsted!
Roully you have mistaken your calling, and
should oxchange your lawyoer's briefs for tho
socks and buskin,” crlod Bellio merrily.

«Bello!” and Paul Wiastod's voica b4 a
touch of stornness in it, despiwo his lovor-liko
attitudo—t Bolle, you aro cruel ¢ inock mo
thus, and crugller still to kesp ane in suspense.
I love you, provoking girl; and now answor me.
Wit you bo my wilo1? .

4 Woll, then, my answer i3 No, Mr. Winated,
I will not canscnt to murry yon. 1 have hoard
too much of your mauifold dirtations; andevon
{£ I loved you, I would not marry a man who s
80 notorious for hlg numercus lady-loves, and-—
for nothing else.”

«Ha " and his faco Sushed; uthon yourideal
of a husband {s & hero?” ;

# Preclsely, Mr, Winstod; but perhaps youdo
not understand the word as I meanit. I donot
mean & melodramatic braggart, who boasts of
what he has done and cad do, but & may—
honest, npright, nodblo—doing and daring all
things for the right.”

«Thon, Mlas Bolio,”and Panl Winatsd stralght~
enod his stalwart form, and spoke in A ob6), dis-
tant tone, «judging from you present opinian of
mo, I fear I shall never reaoh your ligh stan-
dard of porfeotion, Therefore, as I have heard
yoar answer, I will go. Farowell;” angd avizing
his hat, ho hastily Jeft the rooin, .

Bay oly, ficklo woman L.

Hardly had tho door cloged helind his re-
trosting form when Bollo Xdgocombd, tho
haughty relguing beauty of tha plare, sprang to
hor footy ctylng—

u)r, Winsted! Paunl, I dld not-——Graptons
Hoavon! what havo 1 done? Heo 18 guno--ani
{——oh, I havo lost him for sver—twicked, hato-
ful g’ *that T amt”

Aad she sank buck upon tho sos with aburst
of toara,

L . * * L] ®

«Why, Paul Winstoed, youlock &3 glum as a
basket of chips What alls you, man?” cried
Phil Denham, as ho sncountored thn formeor.

Woell, Phi}, T own Tam foching rather out of
sorts, Thoe fact ts—botween you and mo, ro-
momber—I've beon jiited.”

Whow 1" ¢

And Phil gavo a low, Incredulous whastle.

« Paul Winsted the tnvincidle jiliod by mor.
ltalwoman! What wiii happon poxt, I wo, 1(3{: .
But came, old fellow, out with it I .
ocurfosity.”

«Then, uunfortunatoly for your posoo of
mind, you'll have 10 romaln in that snxious
state, for I assuro you I have not tho slightest
{dos of ludaiglog you with & hfstory of my
WOO.."

And despito his own Irritation, ho lsughed at
his friond’s look of ‘blank disgust.

sWhat! not oven tell mo ths fuir onec’s
name ?” gxclaimed Bhil, at laat, with somo .,
digaation.

« No, sir, not oven the lzdy’'s name.”

“Woll, than” continued the Iirreprossiblo
Ph\l, after 2 momept's pausq, “1f you won't
tako a fellow iuto yoir oonfidence, perbaps
your august highnicss will condescond to go
a-fIshing, What say ?7

Say! why, I say I'm with you, and the
soonor wo start tho.-better, 'Twill ¢drive dull
caro away,’ at all ovents; and bosides, I knuvw
of a lovely, qulet litle spot n short distance
from horo whitro we cau spend a ploasant
morntng, I think.”

« All right,” replicd Phtl; «got on your fish.
ing rig, and I'll agtond o the tackle. Hurry,
for it's getting ratherlate, and wo anall not, as
1t 18, roach our fishing ground for moro than an
hous,”

* [ - - » - e
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a\Well, Paul, what suocoss " interrogaiod
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