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She thought he was drunk, and eyeing him
with a calm, sorrowful contempt, passed on
to leave the room.

« Mistress Mary !" gasped the sergeant,
once more, ‘‘good Mistress Mary—no offence
—he's here—I've seen him.

No need to tell her who. Her limbs trem-
ble as though she was fuin to sink into a
chair, and she grasped its arms in each hand
like an old palsied woman, as, true to her
mettled heart, she turned her face to Dy-
mocke, and tried to steady her voice te speak.
Not n zound would come save a husky stifled
murmur in her throat—not a sound, and the
soldier in very pity hurried cn with what he
had got to say.

« He's to meet me to-night in the Park—
under the cedars—he's therenow—he's going
away at once, for good and all—going over sza
—we'll never see him mora. Oh! Mistress
Mary, for pity's sake!”

Sho smiled on the honest sergeant, such
& wild, strange smile. Never a word she
spoke, but she rose steadily to her feet, and
walked away with her own proud step; only
he noticed that her face was deadly white,
and she kept one hand clasped tight about
her throat.

Humphrey sat under the codars in the
misty moonlight, and mused dreamily and
sadly enough on his past life, which indeed
seemed to be gone from him for evermore. A
man's strong heart is scldom so hopeful as a
woman's ; it is harder for his more practizal
nature to cling, like hers, to a shadow ; perhaps
he has not so stndiously reconciled himself to
suffering as his daily lot; perhaps his affec-
tious are less ideal, but his despondency is
usually of a fiercor and less tractable kind
than her meek sorrowful resignation. Hum-
phrey had gone through the whole ordeal, the

rial by fire, which scorches and destroys the
baser metal, but from which the sterling gold
comes out puritied and refined. He had suf
fered bitterly ; he sometimes wondered at
himself that he could have endured so much ;

but his faith had not wavered ; to use the
ylanguage of that old chivalry which has never
et died out in England, theugh it might

over his death wound, his shield was bright
nd spotless still,

After the King's martyrdom, as the Royal-
iets termed the fatal execution at Whitehall,
Bosville, a deserter and conspirator, was fain
to hold himself concealed in one of the many
hiding places provided by the Cavaliers for
their more conspicuous friends. It took time,
aT T deametics oo, for the dye tg, wear itself
ouv ot bis nstural skin, Is @ time for hin
comely locks and dark moustache to grow
once more, aud thus efface all resemblance to
the flaxen-haired Brampton, whilome a
private in Hacker's redoubtable musketeers.
Although when he was at length able to go
abroad again, it was a nice question whether
the proseribed Cavalier Major did not incur
a8 much peril by heing recognized in his own
real character, as in that of the
sentinel who ' had  plotted  for the
King's rescue, and then absconded from the
ranks of the Parliamentary army. Many
long weeks he remained in hiding, aud it was
during this interval of 1naction that he heard
of Effingham’s proposed marriage to Grace,
and of Mary's enccession to her goodly inheri-
tance. It was bitter to think how little she
must have ever cared for him, that she should
have made not the slightest effort to discover
his larking place. He judged her, and right-
ly, by his own heart, when he reflected that
she ought to know he conld not sue to her
now —shat if ever they were to become even
friends again, the advances must come from
her. His spirit sank within him when he
thought that heartlessness such as this af-
feoted even the past, that she never could
have loved him for five minutes to forget him
80 easily now, and that he had bartered his
life's happiness for that which was more false
and illusive than a dream. God help the
heart that is sore enough to say of the loved
ones, * I had rather he or she bad died than
used me thus!" and yet poor Bosville had
thought so more than once.

As is often the case with blind mortality,
much of this self-torture was wholly un-
ealled-for and uvjust. While Humphrey
was blaming her with such bitter emphaasis,
Mary busicd herself day by day and hour
by hour in endeavoring to find out what
had become of him. Without compromising
his safety, she was bringing into play all her
abilities, all her experience of political in-
trigue, all her new wealth and old personal in-
fluence for this purpose, but in vain. The
Cavalier party was so completely broken.up
and disorganized that it was almost impos.
gible to obtain information concerning any
one of the proscribed and scattered band.
Mary was fain to give up her search in de-
spair, coneluding that he had either fled 1he
country or was dead. The latter possibility
she combated with a ressoning all her own.
She was not superstitious, only very fond and
very sorrowful.

* It was my fauls, I know,” she used to
think, that humbled, contrite woman; *‘and
yet he loved me g0 once, he could not surely
reat in hi%mn if he knew how auxious and

y I am.” Bhe would rather have seen
him thus than not at all.

After a time his pride came to his assist-
ance, aud he resolved to seek in other lands,
if not forgetful at least d ion and
employment. His fortunes were nearly ruined
with the ruined cause he had espoused. He
had little left save his brave empty heart
and the sword that had never failed him yet.
In the golden tropics there were spoils to be
won and adventures to be found. Manya
bold eavalier who, like himself, had been
more used to bit and bridle than bolt-spfrit
or

and mainstay, was already afloat
the BSpanish Main, with a vague
thirst for mnovelty and a dim hope

of romantic enterprise. Fabulous accounts
were rife of those enchanted seas, with their
perfumed breezes and their coral shores,
their palm trees and their spice islands, their
eternal summers and their radiant skies.
Nothing was too extravagant to be credited
of the Spanish Main, and many an enthu-
siast, gazing at sunset on the flushing splen-
dor of the Western heaven, was persuaded
that he might realize on earth just so gor-
geous a dream far away in yonder hemkphum
w0 which his eyes were turned.

So the Cavaliers clubbed their diminished
means together, and chartered goodly brigan-
tines, and loaded them with merchandise,
looking well to their store of arms and ammu.-
nition the while, and launched upon the
deep with mingled hopes of trade and con-

west, barter and rapine, the beads to tempt
310 dnsky savage in the one hand,
the sword to lay him on his golden sandsin
the other.

And Bosville had a
of these 'pirate-ships, lying, with her
fore-topsail  loosed, in the Thames.
She was well found, well manned, well
freighted, and ready to sail at a moment’s
notice. Before he left England for ever, he
thought he would go and take one more look
at the old haunts that had always been so
dear, that had witnessed the one great turn-
ing-point of his life; and thus it came to
pess that Humphrey had met hia former ser-
vant that afternoon in the park at Boughton
and eat at nightfall uoder the cedar, musing
fpeamily in the misty moonlight.

share in one

another word than ** Forgive me, forgive me,
Humphrey !” again and again.

These scenes are all alike. Most of us
have dreamt them ; to some they have come
true. None dare ignore them from their
hearts. The moon rose higher and higher
in the sky, and still they stood, those two,
under the cedar, her wet face buried in his
breast, his arm around her waist. They
must have had much to tell each other, yet
it is our own opinion that but little was said,
and that is safficiently unintelligible ; but
Humphrey Bosville never sailed for the
Spanish Main, and that he had good reasons
to forepo his departure, we gather from the
following reply to one of his whispered inter-
rogatories under the cedar, murmured out in
soft broken tones by weeping, blushing,
happy Mary Cave—

My own, you never know it, but Iloved
you so fondly all the time."”

CHAPT

Y'THE FAIRY KING."

Once more we gather the friends, from
whom we are about to part, in a fairy-ring
under the uld oak tree at Holmby. More than
twe lustres have elapeed, with their changes,
political and private, since we saw them last,
Iustres that have stolen on insensibly over
many & birth and many a burial, over much
that Las been brought gra.
wueh that has wasted ¥ deoay.
Thue man of destiny has gone to his account.
The man of pleasure reigns, or rather revels,
on his fatbher's throne. All over England
bells have rung, and barrels becn broached,
to celebrate the Restoration. A strong re-
action, to which our countrymen are of all
others in Europe the most subject, has set
in against Puritanism, propriety, eversthing
that infers moderation or restraint.  Wine
and wassail, dancing and drinking, quaint,
strange oaths, and outward recklessness of
demeanor, are the vogue ; and decency, 80
long bound hand and foot in over-tight swad-
dling clothes, strips off her wrappers one by
one, till there is no saying where she may
stop, and seems inclined to strike hands aud
join in with the frantic orgy, nude and shame-
less as o Bacchanal, As with boys fresh out
of sehool, there is a mad whirl of liberty all
over the playground ere each can settle stead-
ily to his peculiar pleasure or pursuit. And
the old oak looks down on all, majestic and
unchanged. There may be  little less yer-
dure about his feet, a few more tender ohap-
lets budding on his lofty brows, a few loss
drops of sap in the ‘hardening fibres of his
massive girth, but what are a couple of lus-
tres to him? He stands like a Titan, rearing
his head to heaven, and yet his time too will
come at last.

He spreads his mighty arms over a happy
party ; not so noisy perhaps (with one excep-
tion), as most such parties are in these
roariug times, but one and all bearing on
their countenances the stamp, which there
i8 no mistaking, of a destiny worked out, of
worthy longir.gs fulfilled, above all, of a heart
at peace with itself. They are well mounted,
and have kad to all appearance an excel-
lent afternoon’s sport ; a brace of herons lie
stricken to death on the sward, and Diamond
herself, that long-livad child of air, proud,
beantifal and cruel, like a Venus Victriz,
perches on her mistress's wrist, unhooded, to
gaze upon the spoils. Grace Effingham takes
but little notice of Diamoud beyond an uncon-
scions caress to her father's old favorite ;
for her attention, like that of the others,
is taken up by'an addition te this familair
party, who seemns indeed, as doubtless he
esteems himself, the most importsut person-
age of the whole.

He is a bright laughing child, of frank and
sturdy bearing, not without a certain air of
dofiance. He has his mother's soft blue eyes
and rioh clustering hair, with something of
the wilful tones and playful imperions ges-
tures which sat so well on the loveliest lady
that adorned Henrietta’s cours, but his
father's kindly disposition is stamped on his
open, gentle brow, and his bonny,rosy mouth.
Ho has his father’s courage, too, and physi
delight in danger, as Mary thinks
g'ow of pride and happinass, while she watches
uim ride his pony hishor aund thither over
fortuitous loaps, and galloping that obstinate
little animal to-and fro with reckless and un-
called-for speed.

A tall old wan, his visage puckered into a
thousand wrinkles, his spare form somewhat
bent, but active and sinewy still, bends over
the boy with assiduous tenderness, adjusting
for the twentieth time the pony's saddle,
which is alwuys slipping out of its place.
Hugh Dymocke has no children of his own—
an omission on the part of Faith which does
not, however, disturb their married harmony
—and of all people on earth he is most
devoted to the urchin, who never allows him
to have a moment's peace. The two are in-
separable, The child knows the whole story
of the civil war, and the details of each o
its battles, as furnished with considerable
embellishments by his friend, far better than
his A B C, He belioves etoutly that his
father and Hugh are the two and

bravest men that ever lived, inclining to
award the superiority, if anything, to the
latter, and that his own destiny must be nee-
essarily to do precisely as. they have done.
Besides all this, Dymocke has tanght him to
ride, to fish, to play balloon, to nse his play-
thing sword, and & host of bodily accomplish-
ments ; also lie has promised to give him a
erossbow on his seventh birthday. Wherever
little Master Humphrey is seen (and heard
100, we may be sure), there is Dymocke not
very far off. Faith, grown stout, easy and
slip-shod, having moreover deteriorated in
good looks as she has improved in amiability,
gives her husband his own way on this single
point and no other. * Indeed, he's crazed
about the child, and that's the trath,” says
Faith ; generally adding, ** I'm not surprised
at it, for you won't see such another, not on
& snmmer's day !

% They are all proud of him. Uncle Effing-
ham, as the boy persists in calling George,
with half-a-dozen listle blnck-eyrg darlings
of his own, spoils him almost as much as
Grace does. He is not a man of quips and
oranks, and such merry conceits ; but he has
ome or two private jests of their own with the
little fellow, in which, judging from the ex-
plosions of langhter by which they are fol
lowed, there must be something irresistibly
humorous, apparent only to the initiated.
George's beard is quite white now, and the
snowy locks which peep from under his
beaver form no unpleasing contrast to his
coal-black eyes, glittering with fire and intel-
lect, and the swarthy glow on his firm healthy
cheek. Heis very happy, and obeys Grace
implicitly in the most trifling matters. The
only fault to be found in his strong sevsible
character is, that he defers too much to the
whims and fancies of his preity wife. Neea
we observe she has plenty of them ready for

the purpose. The neighbors say she ** rules
him with a rod of iron,” that she * bullies
him,” and “worries his life out,”” and

“ abuses his good-nature,” that ** his stable
contains a grey mare better than any horse,”
&e. &o. ; but George knows better. He knows
the depths of that foud true heart ; he knows
that & word of tenderness from him can at

anytime briug the tears into vhose fawn-like

good-will ; “many a shrewd blow have you
and I seen struck in our time, but never was
o;_e ‘given and received so deservedly as
this !

Bat Sir Humphrey is all unchanged from
the Humphrey Bosville of the Queen’s house-
bold and the King's guard-room. He rides
maybe a stone heavier or <o upon his horse,
but he rides him still like a true knight, fear-
less and loyal to his devoir, faithfal and de-
voted to his ladye love—yes, she is his ladye-
love still—as dear, as precious now after
years of marriage as when he took leave of
her at Falmouth, and watched for the very
glimmer of her taper to bid her his tacit fare-
well from under the cedar at Boughton. He
has got the foolish sleeve-knot still, he has
got one or two other equally trifling absurdi-
ties ; perliaps they represent to him a treaure
that is beyond all value here; that, unlike
other treasures, he may peradventure take
away with him hereafter.

And Mary, riding by her husband's side
with calm contented face, is no longer the
proud iwmperious Mary of the Court—the
spoiled beauty, whose llect no

room I mean.”

1 retired to my eouch, but not to sleep. In
my fevered dreams I beheld Victoria—I am
conddent it was Victoria after all—passing,
leaning on the arm of my hated rival. I
clutched madly at his throat and seized —the
iron railing of the bedstead, or the marble slab

of the little tableby my bedside. Irose un-
refreshed ; but what matters that—I was
about to die, ha, ha! to die.

Having dressed myself I went in search of
arope. You may think that when a per-
son wants to hang himself, there is nothing
easier than to find a rope ; but I had to hunt
the hotel high and low before I could find
one.

** What on earth do you want with a rope,
monsienr ?” said the pretty mistress, when
finally she found one.

With the precious bit of hemp in my pocket
I took my way to a thicket, not far from the
hotel, in a little wood, whose paths were
familiar to me. There was one lonely and

gloomy copse there, where I well knew my

lifeless body would swing for weeks, ere it

was to overreach, whose heart no gallant
was to be able to touch. She ‘has known
real sorrow now, ay, and real exquisite joy
—such joy as dries up the very memory of

pain with its searching beams. They have
each lelt their traces on her counte-
nance, and yet it is beautiful still

with the placid and matronly beauty of the
prime of womanhood.

There may be a line or two on the sweet fair
brow—nay, a thread of silver in the glossy
rippling hair ; bus there is a depth of un.
speakable tenderness in the comely mask
throngh which the spiris beams with more
than its pristine brightness ; and the love-
hight in her eyes as she looks in her hus-
band’s face is unquenched, unquenchable.

Mary laughs, and says **she has grown into
a fat old woman now; ™ and no doubt the
graceful figure had become statelier in its
proportions, and the Court dresses of Oxford
and Exeter would scarcely be inducei to
meet round the still shapely waist; but
Humphrey caunot yet be brought to consider
her as a very antiquated personage. He says,
“She has always been exactly the same in
his eyes ; " and perhaps indeed the face he
has learned so thoronghly by heart will never
look like an old face to him,

She spoils him dreadfully — watches his
every look, snticipates bis lightest™ whim,
and fol'Gws him about
fond adEoimtion that & )
to conceal, Bhe is always alittle restless
out of spirits when away frown him if only for
a few hours ; but she brightens up the mom-
ent they come together again. It seems as
if she could never forget how near
she once was to losing him altogether. She
would not say a wry word to him to save
her life; as she is angry with herself,
thongh she cannot but confess its existence,
at her jealonsy of his lavishing to much affee-
tion even on her boy.

With ull & mother's fondness she knows
she loves the child ten times better that he is
80 like his father.

So the little fellow shoots ont from amongst
the group upon his pony, careering away over
the upland like a wild thing, amidst the
laughter and cheers of the lookers-on; and
they too move eff at a steadier pace behind
him. for the sun is already sinking, and the
old tree's shadows are creeping and lengthen-
ing gradually to the eastward. They move
off, snd the old oak stands there, as he
did in King James's time, when Bir Giles
Allonby was young ; as he will when that
bright-haired child shall become a feeble
grey-haired man; when the actors and
actresses in our lstoricaldrama shall be dead
and buried and forgotten.

He is standing there now, though the
soenes which we have shifted are scenes of
full two hundred years ago. He will be stand-
ing there, in all probability, two hundred
years hence, when we shall assuredly be
passed away and gone—passed away from this
earth and gone elsewhere—Where ?

THE END,
THE INNOCENT OLD MAN.

Tho other day the police at the Union de-
pot noticed a feeble-looking old man wander-
ing in and out to kill time till his train
should depart, and as he several times dis-
played quite a roll of bills, he was warned to
look out for pickpockets and confidence men.

“ Wouldn't anybody rob an old man like
me, would they ?”" he innocently asked.

The warning was repeated, but he jogged
on as before, and after a time was seen in
close tion with two who
had walked him around to the wharf. An offi-
oerdgul him away from them, and angrily
aid :

“ Didn't I warn you against sirangers?
Those fellows are after your money !"

* But how could they git it when I have it

in my pocket and my haud on it all the

time ?”

“CYWell, you look out.™

“ Yes, I'll look ont ; but I don't want to
be uncivil. When anybody falks to me,I
like to talk back.”

The strangers soon had- him on the string
again, and in about a quarter of an hour they
left him in a hurried manner, and be saun-
tered into the depet with his wallet in his
hand.

* There! You've let 'em beat you ?” ex-
claimed the officer. *“How much did you lend
them "'

“ Wall, they wanted twenty dollars,” he
elowly replied.

** And you handed it over, of course ?"

“ 1 give "em a fifty dollar bill and got thirty
back.”

“ We'l, you'll zever see the bill sgain

I kinder hope not I" he chuckled he
drew down his eye. * It was a counterleit
which my son found in Troy, and being as I
am very old and innocent, not up to the tricks
of the wicked world, I guess I'll git into the
cars before somebody robs me of my boots !
If any one should come around looking for
IFB please say I'm not at home.—Detroit Free

Tess.

————

HOWTHE PRINCEOF WALES LOST
HIs sUrPER.
(From the London World)

At a ball given recently in honor of the
Prince of Walos a small table in an aleove was
reserved at supper for his Royal Highness and
hisintimates, The ball was at its height ; the
Prince led one of his partners to the table, fol-
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would be di d.
L.

Upon the road I thought of Bertha—come
to reflect about it, it was Bertha— and cursed
her with all the bitterness of which my soul
was capable. I then tested my cord. It was
not such an agent of self-destruction as I
would have chosen, had I had an assortment
frem which to make a selection. It ‘seemed
te me short and not up to my weight. I was
annoyed. You cannot tell how a trifle like
that will affect a person’s'temper, at such a
trying moment.

A further disappointment was in store for
me. On arriving at the spot I had selected, I
was disagreeably surprised to find some one
else there. An individual, whose back only I
could see, was occupied in fastening a rope to
the most eligible branch of my tree.

+ Hallo, what are you doing there?” I
eried.

. He turned round.
of yours, anyway,”

“ Bah ; don’t you think I know what you
intend doing.”

“ Weil, and supposing

““What business is tha$

I wanted to hang
f 1 ioide, 1

The Introdaction of the Drama by Midbat
Pasha.
(From Blackwood's Magazine.)

Among other novelties which have been in-
troduced inte Damascus since the arrival
there of Midhat Pasha as Governor-General of
Syria, is an Arab theatre upon semi-civilized
principles. I went there one night with his
Highness, and was surprised at the modern
aspect of the honse, There was a ticket-seller
at a guichet, and a house neatly arranged with
seats, which were well occupied by an exclu-
sively male audience.

In the front row were the seats reserved for
the Governor-General's party, while the or-
chestra—consisting of a man who played an
instrament like a guitar, another who played
one like a zithern, another who played a na-
tive clarionet, another who sang, and another
who drummed—were placed in a recess to
the right of the stage. The curtain was in-
scribed with an Arabic motto, and rose and
fell with irregular jerks; the scenes did not
change, and the actors sang, or chanted, their
parts. The play was the original story which
Vecdi has adapted, and the plot which he has
considerably altered, of ** Aida.” The lead-
ing aetor, who performed the part of she
General, was a man of considerable power,
clad in a coat of mail, with 8 most fantastic
helmet, which, at the opening scenes, partly
concealed his face, and whose lower extremi-
ties were clothed in thick white hose. He
stalked about the stage unceasingly in his
stocking soles, swaying his body in & mea-
suredand not ungraceful manner, so as to
keep time with the cadence of his voice, which
was expressive of his varied emotions, and by
no means unmusical.

The Egyptian King's daughter, who was in
love with him, and the Abyssinian Kiog's
davghter, whom he makes a prisoner in war,
and with whom he falls in love, thus nearly
breaking the other one’s heart, were both
boys dressed as girls, who acted their parts
with great feeling and cleverness, considering
their youth. Indeed, it was difficult to tell
that they were mnot girls. They were
picturesquely attired in Oriental costumes,
the one as a slave,the other as u King's davgh-
ter, but the other female attendants wore

myself—it is my own
mean.”

Iv.
I regarded him narrowly. He was a hand-

ance.

“ This young man,” said I, lifting my
hands to heaven, ‘‘was going to take his life—
all for the sake of & worthless jilt.”

“ Bie," he cried.

“ Poer, silly fool,” T went on, communing
with myself aloud, ‘he would undertake to
defend her. All lovers are the same. Will
you,” I continnad, *‘take my advice—the ad-
vice of a well wisher ?  Just leave that cord
there—it was a stonter rope than mine, I had
observed—and go quietly home, like a good
fellow. When you are yourself you will
thank me for having given you such good
advice.”

He sheok his head gloomily, “I desire to
die,” he muttered.

 Don’t let yourself be goaded into taking
a step that if youn were alive you would regret
to-morrow,” I wenton to say, with a benevo-
lent persistence—(You see the fellow had pre-
empted the only really eligible bough in the
copse) —‘when you are dead it will be too
late to change your mind."”

“T can guess it."”

“ No, yon cannot guess it.”

“Sir, a woman that I loved ; 8 woman for
whom. t

And he went on to tell me his story, which,
singularly enough, was precisely like mine.
The coincidence made me pause for a

t, to colleot my thought
. 5
Vi

“ I see,” said Charles—he had told me, in
the course of his painful story, that his name
was .Charles — *‘that your silence justifies
me.”

“By no mean-,” 1 eried—you will observe
that it wouldn's nave baen digaitied for me
to abandon at oncemy former position on the
subject of snicide—'‘there is nothing what-
ever in all that you have told me to justify
you in taking your life. Come, my friend,”
said I, becoming really interested in his sad
case, “come let us reason the matter out.
Why should you complain because you have
been unfortunate in love ? Don't you know
what the poet says : —

The lot of girla was to deceive,
Since winter first was snow.

“Women have been false to their lovers
from all time ; women will be false to their
lovers to all time.”

“But no women has ever been so false to
her lover as this women was to me.”

“Lots of 'em have.”
“No, none could be.”
“ Bat I tell you thousands of 'em have. I

¢ oy i > N i, S
e was deadly pale. than might have been ex| Jthough

yes, I will be calm |
if you would only be so, I should have been
able to find my hat long ago, instead of stay-
ing here to listen to your excuses, when 1
ought to be dewn town attending to business.
1 wonder how you expest I'm to keep this

d dresses which were by no
means becoming. The King
8] idly areay: ¢ monarch,
ventional Sardanapalus, and be

of Egynt wasa
after the con-
did the

of acting in the strict sense of the word there
wasnone ; it was recitation, now plantive,
now impassioned, and, im the case of one
character, jocose ; but the perpetual wmotion
of the players, who move rythmicallys about
the stage all the time, grows somewhat mono-
tonous to the foreigner accustomed to more
lively action. The audience, however, seemed
thoroughly to enter into the spirit of the
piece, and appreciated the jokes keenly. Dur-
ing the entr'actes the Arab band played the
wild diseordant music with which all Eastern
travellers are familiar, and which is to be
heard any day in the cafes and gardens of
the city. The ballet was of the tamest des-
eription, and eonsisted of the most wearisome
repetition of little steps. It was in every re-
spect strictly proper, and was danced by the
youths who represented the Princess’ ladies.
The whole affair was an experiwent
which seems likely to suceeed, and on the
whole, was a pleasing, if slightly dull, perfor-
mance.

A CAUDLE LECITURE REVERSED.

The Hat of the Master of the House Dis-
appenrs.
(From the Meriden Recorder.)

Now, Mrs. Caudle, I should like to know
what has become of my hat? Here I've been
hunting all over the house, and lost ten
minutes that should have been given to the
Mutual Life Insurance Co. Now, L say, what
have you dene with that hat? You haven't
seen it? Of course noi; never do see it.
Frank, go and get my hat, and Jane, fetch
me my cane. What's that! You ecan't find
my hat? Now, Mrs. Caudle, I should like to
know why, you will persist in training your
children in such & heedless manner? He
can’t find my hat! To be sure not ; how can
he if you don’t learn him how tolook ? Didu't
I leave it in the kitchen when I went there
last night after something toeat? How the
deunce should you know ? I say it's your busi-
ness to know, and to have my things ready
for me in the morning, aad rot huve me los-
ing so much time. Eh! you have too much

elee todo? Of course you have! with three

servants and two children! Be calm! O
You see I am calm, and

know one w) conduot towsrd—toward an | house going, if I'm to bs kept waiting here
intimate friend of mine—was——. Why | formy hat. What! how can you help it?
should you kill yourself because ome m‘?ﬂnm help it? Why, madam, it's
woman has played you false? Seek aunother | the easiest thi in the world! It's
one—a pretiier one.” simply this modern management. Now,

* In vain, in vain,” he ;_“she was | do you suppose things would go on in this

groaned
the only woman in the world that I cared for
—the handsomest woman in Paris, sir.”
“ Oh, bosh. I know of a hundred hand-

somer, dnd mere tender than she ever could
be. You may think, in the first moments of
soreness, that there ure no other women in

tae world, but 1n a month from now you'll ba
prepared to admit how silly it was to enter-
tain such a thought.”

VI

My eloquence seemed so convineing, and
my position so sound, that it became a plepsure
to me to listen to myself.

I went on :

* What good will it do you to hang your-
self? Tell me, if you can, what useful pur-
pose would be subserved ¢ Either the woman
has a heart, or she has not. If she has no
heart——"

* She bas none—none."

« Of course she had none ; therefore your
death will only be agreeable to her, will only
flatter her. 1t is & big advertisement for a
woman to have a man kill himgelf on her ae-
count. What will the public say—the boys ?
They'll say, Charley was an ass—a silly ass.
Yes, Charles, everybody will say you were a
silly ass ; and everybody will be right in say-
irg so, t00."”

1 waxed eloquent, in poins of fact, as for
some moments it had occurred to me that I
was arguing my own case, and pleading for
my own life. I heaped fact upon fact, added,
with such earvestness

lowed by eome of the mest
guests, Two chairs, however, remained un-
occupied. A heated parson, supporting a still
more heated partner, descried the vacant
places and immediately swooped down upon
them. In vainthe courtiers nodded, winked
and beckoned; his reverencc meavt supper,
and was not to bedeniel. At last Lord Charles
Beresford, always fertile in resoutce, dropped
on his knees, and crawling under the table
pulled the parson by the leg. It was of no
avail ; the reverend tleman merely kicked
out and oonﬁnmdfi': attack on the good
things intended for royalty.

g
and closeness of reasoping, that my friend at
last tell into my arme, and eried :

« You are right, you are right—bid me
do whatever you would, and I will obey

you.
« All right ; let usgo and get some break-
fas

ViL

1 took him back to the Golden Lion. I was

terribly hungry.
The table at which we seated ourselves

was peatly set, and aided one's sppetite by

your fault that I can't find my hat. [Sits
domn.] Well, it's no use talking, I shan't go
to the office to-day and you, ma'am, shan't go
to Newport—dy’e hear. It's no use asking;
you shan’t go. Yoa needn’t suppose I'm go-

EE

would only see that articles are in

way if

the rlgmhu; but, I suppose, you haven’t
got time to do that even!
‘Well, there is no use talking, I mast go to
the office bareheaded.
Your bonnet! But why should I be sur-
prised—why
should offer me your skirts also, since I seem
to have lost all authority in this house !
not your fault?. And pray, then, whose fault
is it? I will repeat it over twenty times, if
you wish it—whose fanlt is it?
servants? No, ma'am, I tell you you are

Of course not.
Your bonnet, madam ?
should I be surprised, if you
It's

What ! the
mistaken ; itis not the servants—it is your

fanlt. I wonder who oversees the servants—

who, madam, but you? Then, clearly, it's

to be deprived of my hat like this, and
en allow you to spend my money at New-
No. ma’am ; I'm not such a fool as all
comes to. No—no, ma'am ; here I am,
TI'll stay all day, ma’am, and—eh !
‘'ou wish I wouldn't talk so much ?
you I will talk—I'll talk all day, if I
, and smoke t0o—dy'e hear that? I'll
smoke in the dining-room, and —yes, by Jove !
—I'll smoke in the parlor, and by Jove,
ma'am, I'il seont the curtains and smoke all
overthe house !
Here (says Mrs. Candle) the horrid wretch
was about putting his odious precept into
tice, when Jane came in with his hat, bav-
ing found i in a corner of the large oak-tree
chair on the back stoop.

—— - —

—Thousands of men are engaged in repair-
ing the embankment of the River Arad, in

£z
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“ No ; from the South. "

* You were in luck. Yon see jes’
the cussed road agents has got me in.
* Yes; well, let us Lear from you eoon.

“ Nuthin’ but another stage robbery can
keep me from settlin’ right away.”

We next went into the Heavenly Rest
Saloon, kept by One-eyed Smith, who
took lodgers also. He was so called lo dis.
tinguish him from Two-eyed Smuth, who was
in the whiskey business next door. After
some conversation the liguor man inquired :

* Can you settle with our house to-day, Mr.
Smith ?

« Bless your soul ! Jost every cent I had by
the robbery last night.”

** Was expecting money, certain ?”

“Got pardner North, wrote me tellin’ by
what day’s express I'd get $500. Wish I
could pull on a rope round she necks of the
infernal hounds that got it.”

Visiting the Elysian Bower Saloon, owned
by No-eared Bill, we found him in.  Bill, it
seems, at some time had been engaged in
what is called a *‘chawin’ match,” to distin-
guish it from a shooting match. In the
course of remarks between them the collector
said :

* You owe a balance, I believe, on your last
bill ?”

* Yes, but blamed if I ain’t hemmed in
like I was in & augor hole an’ a peg driv' in.
Been lookin’ for money by the stage for two
or three days ; znow I lost it in the roblery
las' night, Thieves is gettin’ too thick
for hones’ men to thrive. I'm broke. mister,
fell flatter'n a flapjack mashed. Take some-
thing ?”" ¢

We did.

I had Leard of the robbery, but did not
know it amounted to such & calamity. It
seemed that hardly any one, however signi-
ficant, had escaped loss. While taking din-
ner at Jake Blunderbuffer's restaurant,I over-
heard him dunning a boarder. The latter ex-
cused his tardiness by explaining that he had
been deprived by the robbery of funds which
he had written to his uncle for. That it was
juet time for an answer from his uncle when
the stage was robbed. Later in the day,
while standing as the bar of a saloon, the
Nook of Bliss, run by Denis 0’Shooligan,
1 overheard a man with a thick neck and a
face which had, doubtless, cost a great deal
of money to color, say to a young man
sitting near him, in the corner, who had
whm eyes, but did not seem to havemuch

“ Did you get your mouey "

“ No."

« Don’t your mother gend yer a little money
every month ?”

“Yes ; it gets here about the firsé of the
month always. To-day is the first you know ;
and the stage was robbed before it got in. My
money is gone, just my luck, you know.
Looks like a fellow might as well give up.”

* What did yer want with the five dollars I
lent yer any how ?"’

+ I saw—I saw,” the despairing young man
hesitated.

“ Well, what 2"

“ Saw an advertisement—,"” hesitated fur-
ther.

*What advertisement ?"

“Saw,” desperately, ‘‘where a man adver.
tised to tell anybody how to make a good liv-
ing in a mining country for five dollars.”

“ An’ yeor ansud it 2"

* Yes."

* What'd he say to yer ?”

** Rustle.”

“ Hell I”

The robbery bad entailed such confusion in
business on the community, and such an un-
usual amount ef money had been lost, I con-
cluded to go and- see the driver who was on
the stage when it was robbed. On the way
his stopping place, I heard a boy cry out to
another :

* Johuny, when yer going to fork over that
four bits for the cat I sole yer 2"

* Dunno ; can't git no money ; dad got
robbed on the stage las’ night. Pay yer nex’
pay day, when the Silver Shower Smelt-
in’ Kump'ny pays off. Uncle’s workin’ for
‘em."”

the fix

Finding the driver I said :

* You were stopped last night ?”

‘* Yes.”

* How far out ?"

* Two miles.”

¢« How many robbers were there ?"

“ Five.”

“ They must have made a big haul. How
did they get she treasure box open ?”

* Weren't no treasury box. Don’t come
ev'ry night, now. Dona to fool the road
agents.”

** Got the money and checks in the mail "

* Didn’t trouble the mail.”

“ Why, I'm surprised. How many passen-
gers did you have "

** Que.”

 Robbed him ?"

“ Went through him.”

* What did they find ?”

“ An old silver dollar.”

“ That all they got away with

« Didn's get away with that. The fellar
said he'd like to keep it ; that his mother bad
given 1t to him when he was a little boy, back
in New Hampshire, an’ he'd kep’ it for & sort
o’ pocket piece, nest-egg like, an’ they let him
keep it.”

“ Did they do anything else ?"

¢ Yes.”

“ What ?"”

“ Went off ocussin’.”

e

BATHING IN VIENNA.

Tue Trinlsota Modest Man Not Accus,
tomed to the Ways of Austria,

Mr. Prentice Mulford thus writes the San
Francisco Chronicle from Vienna: After
awhile I discovered that the Viennese who did
wash th washed th I all over
at the great public baths, and not in the little
pint pitchers of water they kept in their bed-
rooms. So I went to a public bath. Idid
not know what to ask for, but I knew German
enough for water. I went in and said,
“Wasser.” They took my meaning imme-
diately, or they might bave seen that I needed
washing. I declare the ridiculous amount of
water they furnish one leads %o dreadful re-
sults.

There are two passages leading into the
great five-storied bath barrack—one for males,
the other for females. Of course I took the
wrong one, and wus shoved back by a woman
with a towel. I didn't see that it made much
differenge, for the attendants on both sides
were females. Marie showed me to my bath-
room. Marie was a big, brown, black-eyed
Austrian maid, in round short skirts. She
went abead of me with an armful of towels.
| She opened by bath-room door. I went in.

She came in after me. 1 was quite anpre-
pared for this. But she wasn't. She seemed
used to it, and went to werk. She spread a
sheet on the bottom of the bath tub. I don’t
knew whateit was for, but they always do it.
At all events it takes off the rough edge of
the zine for one’s skin. I waited also. Out
of regard for the proprieties I removed ogly
my hat. I would not even take of my ooﬁ‘u
before Marie. The water seemed a long
time running in. It generated a eloud of
steam, which gradually filled the small bath-

contending parties.
the Globe will eare much for eur opinion, nor
that its Ottawa correspondent will be pitched
into the Chaundiere on account of what we
say of him, as he ought to be, but for all that
we venture to suggest to our big contemporary
that many of the stories telegraphed from the
capital would be better left unpublished,

had
as our granddaughters there would have been
0o old chinaware.

she never came again. She left a large pile
of linen for me. I examired it. There was
one towel about as large as a napkin, and two
large aprons, which reached from my head to
my heels. Theaprons puzzled me. I util-
ized them for towcls. A friend afterward
told me their use. They are to put on, the
one before and the other behind, on getting
out of the hot bath, and you sit in them and
ring the bell for the attendant to enter, turn
off the hot water and let on the cold. Marie
all this time was waiting for my bell toring to
come in and turn on cold water. She never
heard that bell. I puton but one of these
aprons, the forward one. It fitted me per-
fectly. It would fit anybody. It was a
splendid dress for hot wenther ; 8o easy to
put on and off ; so loose, cool and comfort-
able ; soeasy to slip out of, and, if need be,
fan yourself with the skirt.
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WHY ARE WIVES WHAT THEY
AHME?

(From Land and Water.)

Why are wives what they are, and not what
they might, could, and should be? Because
in nine cases out of ten it is for want of tem-
per or judgment in tho man, We have all
heard of the cautions individual who would
see his wife's grandmother before he took the
irrevocable vow. He was quite right. A
man desiring to enjoy the delights and con-
solations unknown to a single condition, pre-
pared to love and cherish under all calamities
and changes, would do well, if possible, te
learn & little of the early training of the
woman he desires to make the partner of his
joys and the conssler of his sorrows, and te
have some knowledge of her in a domestic re-
lation.

It seems hard in this our day to find the
medium between the faskionable wife, all
frivolity, dress and excitement, aud the female
virtuoso, or the womsan -without tact; but
there are women, of many of whom it may be
truly said in seriptural language, “the bear
of her husband does surely trust her.” How
often are these women linked to the vicius
and the unstable, are obliged to shut their
eyes to facts, and when love is goue live on
enduring? Marriage to them Las been a
desperate thing, a curse and slavery, mstead
of the nearest approach to perfect happiness
permitted on earth.

Ofthe drunken rufiian, quick with the
blow, we have nothing to say—he is scarcely
one remove from the beasts that perish, and,
as a rule, belongs to the extreme lower class ;
but t the lled gentl there is
the overbearing, tyrannical hnsband, at whose
voice children and servants flee, soured pro-
bably by difficulties in his business or profes.
sion, but surlily keeping his trials from his
wife, and snappishly resenting all bher at-
tempts to win his confidence. Who so cap-
able as she to soothe and to aid by Ler weo-
manly tact and diseriminaticn, made keener
by its concentration in her little world—
home ; and have we not sacred warrant that
the wife is a helpmeet for the man, not a
slave to minister to his material wants ouly,
while he grudgingly doles out his money,
pever dreaming that the order of his house is
only arrived at by a thousand little domestic
cares, so heavy in the total, yet a labor of
love when lightened by kind, husbandly in-
terest. This men acts as if he were devoid
of alfection himself and grossly presumes
on his wife's early ineuleated sense of duty.

Then we have the henpecked husband. Now
the censorious world contemptuously laughs
at his name, and discasses the anxious, irri-
table wife ; it never tronbles itself to consider
the weak, vacillating man he must necessarily
be in his safest condition. He is a never-
ceasing anxiety to his wife, who knows he
must either be afool or a scoundrel. She
toils early and late with brain and fingers to
rectify lis sins of omission. Her pitiful
tenderness must alway® follow him and hold
his wavering mind in check lest his selfish
folly should bring more troubles into the
household impoyerished by his careless in-
difference, leaving his wife to fight the battle
of life single-handed. He is only amiable
when gratified, loving when spared a difficulty,
giving a few flattering words of praise at his
wile's clever management—more painful than
pleasing, for she knaws their value—ill-tem-
pered if forced to do anything he dislikes, and
coarse in his tauats about nagging and bicker-
ing. If she is righteously and sternly com-
pelled to give ugly names to Liis procrastina-
tion he will occasionally ery Peccavi, thereby
firmly believing he has washed out all his
sins and may begin them again on the
morrow. With such a wman a wife cannot
take the inferior attitude which all womanly
women really delight in, but must unpoeti-
eally fulfil Wordsworth's picture of

A perfect woman nobly planned
To warn, to comfort, and com . an

Then last, but not least, we have the salt of
the earth—great and gifted, tender and true
men whose lives are spent in making strong
resolutions which they seldom fail to carry
out. A husband from this class is at

with himself ; therefore gives joy to others,

bringing home light and comfort at all times
and under all eircumstances, Self-governed,
he justly exercises rule over his wife, whose
happiness it is to anticipate his wishes and
acknowledge his supremacy. Excepting the

few in whom the taint of moral baseness is
bereditary, men know full well that women,
through their strong affections, are what men
make them.

1t is also want of faith in men that makes

women nnjust to each other, preventing the
friendships there might be between them, so
sacred and helpful, for woman only knows
woman as she really is.
 Man to man so oft unjusi, is aiways so to
woman,”

As Byron says—
- -
ROT.

Orillis Times)
It is scarcely necessary at this late day to

assure our readers that we have a sincere re-
spect for the Globe newspaper and an abiding
faith in the principles of the party of which it
is the chief organ.
everything we read in it, however, nor are we
likely to do so as long as its Ottawa corres-
pondent is permitted to fill his column with

We do not subscribe to

sueh ble rot as he h
to collect under a delusion that it is news, or
even decent political gossip. o . .

The country bas no wish to listen to tattle
of this kind, and it is exceedingly out of

place in the columns of a powerfnl and re-

spectable journal such as the Gloke. We have
had a great deal too much of this kind of
thing ia the past.
ever overturned by it nor ever will be.

And no Government was
It
tends to make bad blood,” to bring politics
into contempt, to belitile the struggles of the
We do not expect that

Ber ahos less

—1If our g been as

—Since the clergymen’s agitation against
the ** mixed marriage” system of the Oneida
Community, twenty weddings have taken
place there. These, with twenty-five couples
who had become members after wedlock,
mako forty-five married couples. The popu-
lation of the community is 299, 57 of whom
are children under ten, and 26 young people
under twenty. One member is over ninety
years of age ; 5 over eighty ; 26 over seventy ;
57 over sixty; 97 over fifty; 143 over
forty ; 191 over thirty, and 216 over twenty.

—1It is proposed to complete a grand opera
house on the Thames embankment by a com-
pany with a capital of £160,000, £45,060 to
go tosthe present owners, which is just half
what they spent. One hundred stalls are to
be put up at the disposal of the shareholders,
and, there being sixteen hundred shares, be in
sixteen years ench shareholder will have one
year's right to a stall, which he may let. The
sixteen hundred shareholders are to form a
tontine, each holder nominating a- life of
sixiy, and the nominator of the surviving life
ultimately to have the theatre.

—A Paris paper gives some curious statis.
tics regarding the number of women who have
entered the professions of art and literature,
from which it secms that there are at present
living in France 1,700 lady writers and 2,-
150 female artists whose productions have
been exhibited in the Salon. Two-thirds of
the writers were born in the provinees, 1,000
are known to be writers of fietion, 200 are
poets and 150 compile ecducational works,
There are 752 modelers in wax, 602 painters
in oil, 13 miniature puinters and 107 sculp-
tors. Painters of fans, artists in water colors
and chalks, ete., number 494,

—A big bully whipped a boy at Lexington,
Ky. On the following day the boy patrolled
the street in front of the bully’s house with
the handle of a huge pistol protruding from
his breast pocket. The wman saw this when
he came out, and fled in terror. The boy
gave chase, wildly . .brandishing the weapon,
and the fugitive and pursuer went through
street after street at the top of their speed
the former ealling piteously;on the spectators
for help. A policeman at length arrested the
boy, and then it was discovered that the pistol
was not only unloaded, but was devoid of &
trigger.

—The Liverpool Post tells a strange adven-
ture of a venturcsome small boy. It appears
that be played truans from school and dared
uot go home at night. He managed to get
into the station yard at Chorley with the ine
tention of passing the night in one of the
passenger carriages, but he failed to gain
access, the doors being locked. He then
crept under the guard's van and pulled him-
self on the couple of short iron rods between
the axle of the wheels and the carriage floor,
and between which the brake apparatus
passes, In this position he went to sleep,
and at 5 e'clock in the morning the train
started for Wigan, The lad was actually
brought to Wigan and again taken to Chorley,
clutching the rods. At tne latter place he
was discovered, still fast asleep, and resened
from his perilous position. The marvel is
how tue lad remained on this frail support
during his eighteen miles’ journey, and asleep
all the while. Had he mioved, death was
certain,

BRU.GARDNER'SLINEKILN CLUB

The janitor was seen in close consultation
with Brother Gardner and Sir Isaac Walpole
before the meeting opened, and directly that
the triangle had sounded the President arose
and said :

“Gem’len, I hole in my han’ written charges
agin Pickles Smith., Will Pickles step dis
way "

Piokles came forward, his tongue out and a
look of amazement on his face, and the Presi-
dent continued :

“Brudder Smith, you am charged by de
janitor wid bein’ foun’ drunk in Paradise
Hall.”

“What!” exclaimed the defendant as he
came square down on his heels.

“De charges go to say dat on Thursday
when de janitor came 1 heah to sweep out
de hall, you were drunk and aslesp ona
benck, De janitor ran out to call an officer,
an doorin’ de meanwhile you lit out and fled
and vanished.”

“Bring fo'th my black-faced acouser,” de-
manded Pickles, as he waved his hand toward
the ante-room.

The janitor was sent for.

“Sah ! look me in de face!” commanded
Pickles; “look me right in de eye, an’ tell dis

club if you sawmein dis hall Thursday
night "
. “De chap looked like you,” was the hesitat-
ing reply.

“Did you go nigh him 2

“No, sah.”

“id you git a f'ax look at his face 2"

“Not very."

“Didu's youn run off de minit opened de
daook an’ seed a man in hn.h?"m
“I—I—yes, sah.”

‘‘Gem’len,” said Smith as he turned to the
club, “I war’ ontto Pontine Thursday and
half of Friday, an’yit dis vile caitiff has
brought dis cl:arge agin me !”

Pickles took his seat, and the janitor stood
alone, the centre of all eyes and a target for all
frowns. After a long silencethe President said
“You am hereby broken of your office an’
fined two lollars? Let dis be a warnin’ to yoa
as long as you live, an’de smaller heap you
kin g1t into Mir de nex’ six months de betterit
will be for you. Take a seat on a back stool
an’ keep your mind quiet.—Detroit Free
JPress.

A WATCUH IN HIS HAT.

We have scen a great deal written and
heard conaiderable said about the “Man in
the }ron Mask,” and the man with the **brick’”
in his hat, but while riding on a Western
railroad a short time sinee we actually beheld
& man with watch in his hat—aye, in his hat
—but not on the inside of his hat—a plain
silver watch set in his hat front about midway
between the rim and the cxown, face outward,
80 that anyone passing in front of him could
tell the time of day, He was a middle-aged
man, with long bair—by the way, how is it
that slmost all eccentric individuals wear long
hair—even Sampson did until Delilah found
a pair of shears—and paid no apparent asten~
tion to the numerous queer looks cast at him.
It getting noised’ about the train numerous
persons from other cars would pass through
the coach he was in to see the man with the
wateh in his hat. At last one young gent
with more assurance than discretion ventured
to usk the peculiar party the reasom why he
carried his watch in that prominens position.
The old sport looked his questioner quizzi-
eally in the face and told him it was an alarm:
watch, and every time it etruck it hit his

| head and reminded him it was time to. take:

his medicive, and remarking, “It has just
struck,” pulled out a bottle of **old rye'" and
took a good ‘'swig,” and the young man re-
treated amid the quiet - smiles of the adjacent.

passengers.
———

—A man refused % be treated by a
hysician the other day. But sappose it had
goen a saloonist T

Gk

.



