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HER TOUR.

- You, wo'vo been tenvelling my donar,

Three monthe, or such n mnttor,

And 'tis o blessing Lo got clenr
Of nll the elash and elntter.

Al when | ook the gulde-book through,
Aund negench queer place in there,

"T'is haurd te mnke it seein gquite true
That I myselt have beon there,

Ourvoyage?  Oh, of conrse ‘twas gy —
Delightfull splendid ! glosious !

We spurted the shore—we sped away—
Wa rade the waves vietorions,

The first mste's monurtache was »o graw! !
The ocean sweot, though slorniy

(I was s sick § could nat stand,
But hushund saw it for we).

Al Queenstown we aw lind once more—
Groond never looked s prefty !
We took a stenme-car near the shore
For some light-sounding city,
A very ordinary stone
We hnd to Kiss at Blarney
The begoars woubidn'Clet ws wlone
‘That half-day st Killsrney.

The Giants” Cavnsewny 7 "Tisarranged
With no rexard to sciepean;

Tt mast xonahow of Lite have changed —
At Jeast we saw no ginnta,

Some Jittle funny serabs of folks
Sold piotures, amd were merry ;

The men were tall of yarnsand jokes,
The women bapefoot, very,

OLd ¥eatland 2 Yes, all in our power
We dild there, te be thorough ¢

We stuppand in Glacgow one whale hour,
Then strnight to Edindesrnugh.'

At Abboteford we ninde nostay
OF hilf an hour precisely

{The rains a1 along the sway
Were ralned very nteely).

We disd two wnonntsins in the eain,
And left the others nndone,
Then tiwk the ** Fiving Seotetiman® teain,
And eame by night to Londor.
Loty tunnels somewhers on the line
Made sosad and darkness deeper,
No; English seenery is nat fine,
Viewed from a Pallmnn sfeeper.

Oh, Paris? Paeic! Paris ! “tis

t
About that Vietor Hugo!

He paints the city, high nnd Jow,
With faithful pen and rendy

(I think. iy dewr. T ouzh? to know—
We drive thers twi hars stendy .

Throngh Switzerlnnd by train, Yes, |
Enicoved 18 tn a treastre

Bat =13} the mauntainy are too high
Tosee with noy plensure,

Their tege-~they wade my ueck quite <G
Just stretehing up o view them |

Andd tolks are very Foolish of
They clambier clexr up o see thewn !

Tenne, Veniee, Naples, and the Rbine ?
W did them ~do not doubt it

This gune ook here is vers fipu—
“Pwill totd you adl about ot

We've smved up Asia GU neat yenr,
It husiness gots unmavebeld

What ! guinw ¥ Came again ; anid, dear,
1T will sob seetn so travelled,

Wittt Canthron. in Harper's
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BEWARLE OF THE WIDOW.
Miune hias been o troublous and a petilous life

in matters of love,  No sooner have 1 emerged
from one ocean of sighs and tears, than [ have
plunged headlong into avother. It is passing
strange that ] never fell into matrimony in my
very carly davs ; my father did so, and s did
niy mother, and also my respected grand-dame,
She, good soul, originally Miss Letitia Simpson,
at hiteen marpied her Gest hushamd, 8 Mre. Jeflery
Wilsen ; at sixteen, gave birth to my mother,
Hler husband then died without any other issue,
teaving her more than well* provided for. At
seventeen, she exponsad a Mr. Winckworth, who,
in his turn, conmgned her to single blessedness
and a fat dower; after which, having quarrelled
with all her race, or all her mee with her, she
abjured them and the realm, betook herselfl to
the Continent, sl was barely heard of after-
wards. My mother, following one part of her
example, married at sixteen, and enriched the
world with me at seventeen. Fate, however, |
suppose, destined me to- -

“waste my fweets upon the desert aie

and thus only I can acconnt for my escaping all
the matronly and matrimonial snares that beset
e in my youth.

On my arrival on the Continent, I had been
but a short 1ime at Paris, when my health vis-
ibly and seriously declined, and the medical men
who attended me advised a visit to Nice for its
restoration.  In decordance with their direction,
I, nothing loth (for a seat at a desk never was a
desiderutum  with ne), set out; nand, as [ was
alone, and was vot ovor-enamaured of my mono-
svlabic patronyine, assutned one more suited to
the euphony of w billet-doux ; and having there-
fore, re-baptised myself, 1 made my appearance
ut my journey's end as Augustus Montague, with,
morcover, & dash of black down on iy upper
lip, which [dignified, to my own mind, with tlie
title of wmowustache, Thus yelept, and thus ne.
coutred, 1 begun my way at Nice, and, by dint
of my modest looks, a little foppery, and my
good name, [ shortly wou my way in the
world, ‘ ! }

At a-party to which I had, through these
means, been asked, 1 one night met s Madamae
Pérotlet, whose nppentance, and more, hor sutfer-
ance of my. attentions, made same impression
upon me. - She was' an extremely fine won an,
Aud English, scemingly ubout . five.and-thirty,
though'less-favoured fnir ones spoke of her as
‘m\'ing nambered fifty yenra, Her hair and eyes
wore of the blackest ;- her eye-lnshes of the anme
calor, and long, thick, sndsilky ; her complexion

fair, but not ruddy, such as hest contrasts with,
and host becowes, the raven lock ; her features
wore more beautiful in their expression than in
their individuality, although . then even they
werg beautiful ; her teeth were the finest [ ever
saw, and | opine no woman can lay claim to
beauty who cannot show, nay, eveu display, ber
teeth. She hore un casy, dignified, and com-
placent amile ; her figure was of the strictest pro-
portions, and her earriage most gracefn! ; mare-
over, she was rich, nnﬁ consequently amiable,
She wus a widow, too; and, with all these
qualifications, of course was greatly sought after
by the men.  But she bad sense and caution ;
and while she smiled on all, and enamoured
wany, she never gave more. than hope, and pre-
served all her own freedom. The women, who
wished her dead, or married, consequently called
her a coquette, nnd nome of the viewr garcons
agrecd with them-—but this was suspicious evi-
dence ; while the younger men, whotn the aunts
and mothers of standing spinsters admonished to
beware of the widow, ouly bowed, and then turn.
ed on their heel to laugh .

The first time 1 met lier, a glove which she
dropped, and which 1 protfered her, gave me an
opportunity of opening a conversation with her.
At first, conscions of my youth, ] hesitated a
little, although my looks bespoke an age riper,
by some years, than I had attained ; but her
answers were 80 mild, o swrve, and so conde-
scending—her manner to me so kind and easy
~and her whole conduct so engaging and assur-
ing—that, before 1 left her, 1 had, although
blushingly, adventured on some little gallant
badinage, for which, to the mortificatlon of my
elder competitors, she shook her little finger at
me, and wpped me with her fan, Encournged
thus, T might have proceeded farther ; butasshe
knew how to commence a conquest, so she knew
how to continue one ; and assuming & dignity,
not violent, but perceptible, she restrsined my
further advances ; am{ heing even then sensible

n woman's heart (for | had begun to think of
her's), I contented myself, for that time, by ex.
pressing a hope that I should have the happiness
to meet her apain, and bowed mysell away.

That night I 10se 50 per cent, in my own es-
teem.  “Truly,” said {to myself, * the man
whom that woman distinguishes must own some
attractions ; she is a lovely aud an intellectual
specimen of her sex ; to possess the love of such
a one would be something to pride one’s self on.
What hoenor is the love of a giddy, indiscrimin-
ating girl, who runs the murket of matrimony
with her heart in her hand, eager to bestow it on
the first bidder t—Truly, I'll be a chapman no
more for such cowmmon wares, Buf, vanity!
vauity ! Cuan the rich, beautiful, sought, anit at
an age when prudence has mastered passion,
think of such a one as me ! Yet she seemed very
kind.”” *“But kindness never marries,” said a
stil], xmall voice. *“ Yet she oftimes gives birth
to love,” { thought, in answer. ** But she is
wealthy, has a wide range for choice, isa widow,
and has the whole town after her,” replied oy
monitor.  ** True, true,” I whispered; but she
has interested me, and by ey it

Again we met, . The widow smiled at me, and
threatened, if | persisted, to reprove me. “Cela
va bien,” said | to myself, and 1 retired, for my
vanity, or little else, was as yel interested.

A third time wemnet. **Now, then, Ephraim,”
said 1, for the coup essni—this time you must
be serions and distant, and if she has thought
upon you, the result will tell” [ approached
her with a low and most respectful reverence ;
inquired after her health ; without giving her
time to answer, made some dry remarks on the
wet weather ; broached a recent munder; re-
marked on the Alsanag, and the last new flounce:
and was retiring, when she said—

“ But, Mr. Montagu, [ wish to trouble you
with a rommission, if yon can find time to exe-
cute it for me."”

I assured her I was at her service.

* Then will you have the goodness to see my
carriuge onlered here at twelve, as | have been
out ail the week, and am futigued. Perhaps you
will let me know when it is at the door, as |
don’ wish to be seen leaving so early.”

* Allons, mon bon ami, Ephraim,” thought
1; “cela sa do micux.” Auo‘ thanking her for
the honor of her commands in & tone of deep
and grateful respect, 1 left her to execute them.

That Jdone, and twelve o’clock came, 1 made
my way 1o her. She was seated near the door,
and whispering to her (for the secrecy she wish-
ed me to practise gave me the privilege to do so)
that the carriage was ready, I offered myself as
herescort to it. - She accepted my ofler, and
placed her arm within mine; as she did so, 1
lelt a fluttering in my heart [ was unprepared
for, and as the stuircase was deserted, 1 looked
upin trembling and confusion inte her face, and
pereeived she Jookeld at me. One instant oureves
met, and the next they were cast down or avert-
ed, and [ thought the confusion was mutua}--1
positively shook. - As ' handed her into the car.
risge, 1 stammered out an expression of hope
that she would feel relieved from her fatigue next
day, and begged her permission to eall and in.
quire after her health in the mornivg : a gracions
smile, snd a graceful juclinntion of the hea,
anawered me, and the conch drove ofl.

* Fool," said 1, ns I slowly reascended, ““to
match your puny wits against & woman's charms
and wilea ! Your own weak'snares have entraps
ped you."

In the morning, having dressed myself with
more {han ordinary care, 1 found myself ahout
two o'clock,  with a very unsettled. pulse, at

3

Madame Pérallet’s door ; and being announced,

that an independent aspect is the surest way to’

wag ushored into 'the drawing-roomn, where the

widow was seated on a couch, ot g small and ele-
gantly-carved: writing-tatle,  drawing her amall
white han:ls over gome invitation cards, The
usual inquiries made and answered, Gur con-
versation tiroed on the. previous night's party,
and she told me she was busy, when [ entered,
writing cards for one of her own.

“ But do you know,” she said, *“1 write so
little lately that my hand is quite stiff, and 1
am so awkward. See,”” snid she, laying it over
the table to me, *‘ see how | have blackened my
fingers with the ink.” .

““ Indeed,” said I, rising and advancing to the
table, and with an affectation of short uight, tak-
ing her hand in mine to examine it. *“This ink
of yours is a most sacrilegious violator. Would
you permit me,” I added, as she drew her hand
away, ‘‘ to finish your task 1

** Oh, indeed,” she answered, rising and vacat-
ing her place to me, ‘“ you will oblige me much,
if you will undertake that kind oftice for me,”

¢ Rather say for myself,” 1 said ; for { fear 1
am selfish in seeking the pleasure I ask.”

She made no reply, but smiled, and placed her-
self opposite, witg a list of nawes to dictate.

*“ What is this #'* said |, taking up the l1st she
had finished. *“This is my name. Awm I the
ounly Mr. Montagu of your seqnaintnuce 7"

She nodded acquiescence,

“And am | to have the henor of attending
you ¥’

“1f, she answered, ‘“no better, no more
agreeahle engagement.”

“Heavens " said I, *“what better, what
more agreeable engageinent is it possible I could
have 1 what other engagement could inditee me
to forego-—-—"

**Mr. Montagu,” said the widow, “1 will
read the names.”

“1 thak you—but, Madam,” [ resumed,
““you muast first permit me to thank you for the
honor you have done me, or you will make me
believe you think so meanly of me as to deemn
me insensible to it.”

‘“ If your thanks are on each recurrence of the
occasinn to be as fervent,” said the widow, *¢1
fear the task will soon bhe irksome to you, for 1
have just made up my mind, if yon will promise
ta write all my cards, and be a little more
sedate in your gratitade, to put your namedown
in my book for the season.”

*Is it passible, Madam ?then will T be sworn,
like the H=brew copyist, never to p ought
else ; and will attemid you, too happy as your
bidden, your bounden scribe---nay, bat there is
no toom for that dubious smile—1I will swear.”

“ D a't, pray,” she replied ; “remewmber, if
vou write for me only, how many damsels will
die for lack of the elegaut food of vour billet-
doux )

* Not one, 1 assare you, Madam ; if T have
potluted paper with a line to woman since my
arrival, or dared to harbor thoughts of more than
one, and she, one to whom I can never presume
to aspire "

“ Theu there is one, Mr. Montagu ? but pray
remember my cirds. [ fear vou will make a
very negligent amanuensis,”

“ There is indeed one, Madam, if T dared re-
veal her.”’

¢ Well, well, Mr. Montagu,” she said, ¢ 1
don’t wish to canfess you.”

* And yet, madtam,” I answered, * vou could
absolve me.”

“Mr. Mootaga,” said the widow, hastily,
**do, pray, think of my cards, or I must write
them ; and ounly se¢ how that nasty ink has
stained my fingers.”

““It only serves as a foil to the snowy lustre
of the rest,” 1 said.

‘“ But yet you would not like it if the hand
were yours——""

1t it were mine—if it could ever Le mine,”
I said, warming as Uspoke, aml raising it to my
lips.

* Huave done then, have done, Mr. Mantague ;
see how you have kept your promise, not one
card written—oh, tie! and now we really must
leave it till te-morrow, for 1 must go out.”

“1 hope not,” 1 satd. 1 will complete them
instantly.”

 But, indeed. T must go out.”

““T'o-morrow then, perhaps, you will permit
me to show my industry 1"

“Yes," she said, ““if you will promise, very
faithfully, really to write.,”

“ As closely as a pundit, on my honor;” and
once more pressing her hand, and having fully
received pardon for mv sins, T withdrew,

The next day and the next, our seats were re-
sumed. [ pen in hand, madame with her
pocket-book ; but still the cards remained sta-
tiouary. Not so with other matters: 1 pro.
gressed in love and holduess, until I won from
the widow’s lips a confession of regard, and the
sweetest  assurance of it that lips ean give.
Never did Jove sit so lightly or so happily on
e, though my passion for Matikde, for that she
tald me was her name, was ardent ; and she was
beautiful, fascinating, and in every way engag-
ing; but she wae not to Le treated with con-
tinnal scenes, aud her own demonstrations of
love were of that nature which satistied without
ever exciting the heart. We felt rather than
told each other's hopes, and thoughts, and
wishes, and I enjoyed serenely what 1 had
before and have often since squandered in un.
necessary or unavailing suffening. Her actions
spoke more than her words, and I was too proud
of her to doubt her for her silence—her, and

a wortan ; others [ adored as™ angels, till ador-
ation became torture ;. and ' have frenzied
myself in seeking and worshipping their attri-
butes. . ) :

About four mwuths I led in this way a very .
happy " life, ‘when it was agreed we should be
murried ; & contract de merriage was necessary,
and 1 was to wait upon a notary to instract him
to prepare it.. To enable me to do so, Matilde
explained to me the nature and amount of her
property, what was ample.

‘ And now, Augustus,” said she, ‘I must
own, | have deceived vou in one point.

“Indeed " 3aid 1. “I am sure it is inTa
very venial one.” i

“It is so, indeed; but it is necessary 1
should now explain it to you—my name is not
Matilde Pérollet.”

“ Indeed 1! said I, at the same time thinkin
to mysel{ how easy a way this confession woul
make for my own on the same subject.

* That name I assumed to escape the impor-
tunities of relations in Kngland. Listen, and
you shall soon be made acquainted with the
brief story of my life. My maiden name, you
must know, was Simpson.”

“Indeed !" | said, ‘‘ we have that name al-
ready in our family.”

“(On my first marrizge with Mr, Wilson——"

“Who ¢’ | cried.

* Wilson !” she answered.

My hair stood on end—** Were vy married a
second time ¢

‘] was,"”

“To whom ¥

“To Mr. Winckworth.”

“Winckworth t" 1 exclaimed,
Wilson, Winckworth !
grandmother !

‘¢ Simpson,
Heavens ! vou are my

NATIONAL NONENTITIES.

I don’t suppose many people will now be found
to object to Balfe having a tablet in Westmin-
ster Abbey. At all events, it is not a question
of his body being there; and his memory, if it
only means a few extra square inches of the
national mausoleum above ground, is at least as
good as some other ‘“ memories,” whose actaal
boues have crowded out the bones of better men.
That is about all [ ean say for Balfe's tablet.
The fact is, what the common sense and the
common feeling of the country wants—and, pro-
bably, slways did want—is the reservation of
Westminster Abbey for the real ““upper crust "’
of humanity—the very best, wisest, and greatest.
Well, that has been found an impassibility.
Countemnporaries snap their fingers in the {aces of
Posterities, and are sure to hustle a number of
their Cheap Jack celebrities in among the great
Silences of the Abbey. Whenever a fussy man
who has made a splash in architecture—given
good dinners or painted bad pictures—won a
party victorv—written books or made speaches,
has Jeft behind him a number of fussy friends,
they besiege the unfortunate Dean of Westmin-
ster. He often, being no specialist, has no spe-
cial opinion—takes advice, and usually falls a
victim to the noisiest—and in goes the body or
up goes the tabler.  This bas be:n, no doubt,
the case ever since the Abbey was used for
burial.  Noonecan look through the tablets or
the brasses at the Abbey without asking why
some people are there and why some others are
not ! It would, indeed, be a good thing if noone
about whom it was uecessary to ask advice were
admitted at all inte the Abbey. A man once
asked me whether I advised him to marry a cer-
certain lady. 1 replied, * Don’t marry anyone
until you find it unnecessary toask such a ques.
tion.

[ don’t waunt to be misunderstood. 1 have
nothing to say against the honor shown to Dar-
win.  Dickens was an enormous—perhaps the
greatest—entertainer of his age ; and even Stern-
dale Bennett had some claims as the pale reflex
in England of the transient school of the immor-
tal Mendelssohn. 1could, however, never un-
derstand the barial of Mr. Street, whose claim to
celebrity seems to be that he naturalized amougst
us that peculiarly gloomy, and hole-in-the-wall
style of North Ttalinn Gothic which is least fitted
to our unsunny climate, and is most uncomfort-
able to livein., But the feeling about Balfe is
undoubtedly genuiune, and he way & genuine
melodist, as Canon Duckworth remarked, though
he might have said -se without stumbling into
the common error of supposing that Balfe was
really more melodions than certain others.  The
fact is, he wrote a few good songs—¢ When
other lips and other hearts,” and *l dreamt that
1dwelt,” &c.—which had the same kind of as-
tonishing, and perhaps ephemeral, popularity as
some of Lougfellow’s smaller lyries. He also
wrote two or three aperas like “ The Bohemian
Girl,” that show a teadeney, even now, to hold
the stage, and are cleverly erchestrated—in his
days n rare thing for operas in that style; and
1 believe, too, he was at the time the ounly Eng-
lishman who ever got £1,000 for an opera.
¢ Nous avons chaugé tout cela avec”—* Pina-
fore,” &e.  And so Bualfe has claims.  Bat what
he really deserved was a line of ‘‘honorable
mention " in Westmioster Abbey. Why are
there not the three degrees? 1t is high time
there should be, in the Abbey's overcrowded
state. Those not great enough for a tomb should
have a tablet, and those nat great enough for a

!tablet should have ‘‘a line of hounorable men.

tion.” There would then be some chance of
really great people in 1892 finding some niche tor
a tiny tablet.somewhere all to themselves ; but
at the presout rate of immortality-manufacture

. : i sinly —Truth.
lier only have I loved rationally —1 loved her as ; there is cert: lnly none T "

LONG-TOINTED finger-nails  are fashionable
among women, but they will never he popular with
married mon. : ;




