JANUARY 13, 1883.

HE AND SHE.

He sat in honor's seat,
And rapturous Indies gazed into his eyes,

She stood without, heneath the wintry skies,
In snow and slect.

e spoke of Faith's decay ;

The ladies sighed beeunse he spoke so true.

Sho hid her tace in hands frost-numhed and b,
But dared not pray.

In church, in court, and street,
Mon howed andIndies smiled where'er he went,
She stolo through life, by shame and hunger heut,
. With hlecding Teet.

. Upon his wedding-duy
She stood, with burning eyes that fain would weep,
And heard the dancers’® tread, the music's sweep,
Sound far away,
The bride so pure and true
He took unto himself in hanghty mood .
And all the paltry world applauding stood,
Though well it knew:

: The while in frost and snow
Half elad she stood upon whose maiden brenst.
He pledged his faith, for love’s supremest test,
Tn joy and woe.

Haavyar Hoonti Boveses.

GIRLS' GOSSIP FLOM LONDON,

Madge writes : 1 am rather iuclined to envy
you in this troubled and noisy December. You
have no idea how detestable the weeks just pre-
vious to Christmas are in London, the streets
overcrowded, the poor horses straining and slip-
ping and over-loaded, and almost every human
creature apparently in a violent hurry. After
Christmas there is a kind of temporary lull, the
holiday folk taking their pleasure, which, to a
certain percentage of them, consists unfortunat-
ely in filling the streets with drunkenness and
orange-peel.

You are spared all this, as well as the discom-
fort of the dreadful dramatic posters which flare
upon the distressed vision. from every wall. Dur-
ing the last two months these have really been
too horrid. One represented a burning house
with one or two human beings falling through
space, pursued by blazing rafters, Another
showed a man, evidently intoxicated, trying to
knock another man down with a brandy-bottle.
Then there was a man holding another down
and striking him over the head with a pair of
tongs. And as if these were not enough, there
are the advertisements that jump up and down
and make one’s eyes ache.. The letters are so
made that they are perpetually winking, and
they exercise a curious fascination over the be-
holder, who tries to look away, but reverts con-
tinually to the throbbing things. One longs to
provide them with eyelashes that will button

down. 1 wonder if they go on twinkling all
night ¢ - These are especially prominent at the

railway stations, and add a further horror to
life. By-the-way, do you not wish that the word
““ aceident ”’ could be smothered up a little when
one is travelling ? The first thing one sees, in
large letters, at the stations, is ¢ Accident In-
surance ;” and if one buys a railway novel, these
are the most prominent words on the back of it.
{t isn't cheerful, isit ?

Neither is this letter, you will say ! But then,
you know, I am very much nicer than my let-
ters. Lvery nice girl is.  Something absolutely
delightful has happened—the sort of thing one
reads of with appreciation in a novel, but thatis
too delicious in reality. Papa’s brother, who left
home a lad and has never been heard of since,
has turned up as rich as Creesus, though not
quite so wealthy as Vanderbilt. He is so red
and jolly, and laughs so boisterously that every
one stares. He says it is because his Jungs are
properly up to their work, which reminded Maud
and me of the old lady in one of Mr. James
Payn's novels, who accounts for the intermittent
nature of her H’'s by saying she sullers from
asthma ! KR )

This delightful : old uncle has - brought us all
the loveliest presents.. He is. fresh from Au-
stralia, but, luckily for us, he stayed in Paris on
the way. He hasgiven me a set of * pearls, -the
sweetest things you ever saw, and a pair of Tur-
kish - slippers which just fit, and are one mass of
real gold and silver. He brought opals for Maud,
and luckily her birth-month is October, so that
they cannot be unlucky to her, October being
the opal month.  Among other things ave lace
from Malta and Brussels, aund, oh ! bitter drop
in the cup !. bonnets from Berlin, the most aw-
ful atrocities you ever saw, which the dear old
fellow thinks perfectly lovely, and which we have
to wear, for fear of hurting his feelings.: We
look frights in them, und perhaps that is why I
take such a gloomy view of the world out of
doors just now. - I have, while out in that bon-
net, to console myself by repeating, over and
over again :. ¢ Those darling peafls ! those pre-
cious slippers | and that lace t”

Uncle Tom has given Lilla a set of silver cntrde
dishes bought in DParis. ~She has hitherto ne-
glected her ealrées shamefully, but now, she and
the cook spend half the morning in consultations

_over “made’ dishes, and-the result must be

very pleasant to poor George, who has not had a
vroper dinner at._home since he was inarried.
Have you ever tried stufled.artichokes at an
entrée? . They are very.good.’ Boil them till
tender, then pluck out the little bunch of leaves
that form the apex, filling the spuce left with a
stufting . made . of mushrooms,  parsley, shalot,
salt, peppeér, bread-crumbs, all mixed together
with fine salad oil. . ‘Then stew again slowly in
alittle good stock. The parsley and shalot must
ba put in by the hand of wniser,

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

I have bought all my Cliristmas cards to send
away. Some of them certainly ure lovely, and
their beauty renders selection a matter of some
difliculty. 'The sutin ones are delightful, but
Lesbin says that she would much rather have
oue of those sweet little pigs that are o be seeu
everywhere now, or a darling impudent-faced
china-pug, or even & mandarin. She contends
that one puts one’s vards carefully away, and
seldom sees them again'; whereas the pug or the
pig, or the Jainty, tiny Hower-vase, would be
over-present on its especial bracket, & memento
of the giver. My only objection to Christimas
cards is that people who used to give as nice
litile presents at Christmas and ou our birth-
days now think a handsonie eard will do as well.
But it does #or 7 1 would rather have a pair of
gloves——much rather—and, better still, L should
like 2 dozen! They are such a heavy item in
one’s expenditure. 1 conld easily spend half my
allowance on gloves, hoots, and shoes. Could
not you?

Papa brought home the Lancet the other day,
ou purpose to show us a paragraph in it about
the excessive weight of women's clothes. It de-
scribes the burden of the garments depeuding
from the waist as *“alond heavier than a felon’s
chains.,” I donot know the weight of a felon’s
ehains, but I do kuow that the winter mantles
are almost intolerably weighty this season. 1
told you that papa gave mea very handsome one
in the autumn ? Well, dear, I have been obliged
to have it cut down. Isimply could not walk
in it—could scarcely breathe. I have had a
pretty, short dolinan made of it, and utilized the
remainder for trimming a brown vicugna dress.
The long, heavy mantles are fit to be worn only
in a carriage. Weight is not heat, though many
womenp dress as though they thought it was.

It needs a really skilful dressmaker to produce
a stylish-looking costume without making it un-
bearably heavy.: And how many really skilful
dressmakers are there? Not above a score in the
whole of London. A good cook is rare enough
(see the almost pathetic advertisements for them
in the dailies!) but a thoroughly good dress-
malker is as hard to find as a four-leaved sham-
rock ; and when she s found, her price is, only
too literally, *“far above rubies.” Duesn't she
charge ! Other things that make the dressed so
heavy are the round weights sewn under the
present fashionable tabs, to keep them down. I
have sixteen of them round the basque of my
velvet badice, and as each weight is nearly three
quarters of an ounce, they make no slight addi-
tion to the burden of my clothes. I wonder why
we do it—why submit to such tyranny? Oh, for
some clever and pretty woman to show us a way
out of our bondage !

TIHE HAND OF DEATIH.

Death is the most momentous leap in the
dark which it is the lot of poor mortality to
take. . It is not so much the fear of annihila-
tion which is its chief sting; it is rather the
tremendous knowledge that the final departure
of the breath from the body confronts us with
the absolutely wunknown and the irrevocable.
In one of the finest sonnets of the English lan-
guage Blanco White has analysed the sentiment,
and has presented it in its most hopeful aspect.
When, he asks, Adam fivst knew of night
*“ from report Divine,'’

 Did he not tremble for this lovely frame,

This glorious cunopy of light nnd blue?

Yet ‘newth a curtnin of translucent dew.
Bathed in the rays of the great setting thane,
Hesporus, with the host of heaven, came,

Aund lo, ereation widened in manw’s view !”’

If, is the conelusion of the sonnet, the sun can
make man blind to such countless orbs, why
may not existence have an analogous influence ?

“ Why do we, theu, shun death with anxjoas strite ?
It light can thusdeceive, wheretore not life? ™

The simple answer to the first of these questions
is that death is shunned beeause nothing what-
ever is known, or can be known, about it. A
majority of the sciensilic personages of the day
declare their belief that when every vital func-
tion has come to an end, consciousness and
existence cease, and that the only immortality
which is reserved lor the children of men is that
which can be claimed by electricity, gas, and
water, and the other constituents of. the carthly
frame. A counsiderable body of religionists are
convinced that death is synonymous with an
eternity of torture for a large proportion ol the
human race. The faith is held by another that
after an uncertain period.of probation or punish-
ment, of an unknown character, every one will
be admitted to tha fruition of felicity of an in-
definable kind. Many other varieties of faith,
or unfaith, upon this matter there are. . They
may be all ronghly classed under the heading of
belief or disbelief in alife beyond the grave, and
‘of these the former is shared by those who think
that such life will be one of misery or of hap-
piness. for the bulk of created  beings. = Ischa-
tology, as the science or speculation of ‘those
who are learned or interested in such matters is
called, has u library to-itself, and where its doc-
tors disagree, who shall decide?

Till -within the last two thousand years the
world - was not - seriously’ troubled “with' what
might become of it after death.. The patriarchs
xm(i potentates of Israel were gathered to their
fathers and awaited their doom with tranquilli-
ty. A few philosophic and eultivated ininds in
Greece or Rome discussed the question, and. ar-
rived at no delinite” conclusion, According to,
the national religion of the Latin'and Hellenic
civilisations, as illustrated in the eleventh book
of the Odyssey and the. sixth of the Fneid,

pletely forgotten as if they had never lived.

dumb deign to spoak.

there was a systaw of rewards and punishments
in the world of shadows. But the cducated
classes reposed little more beliof in this revela-
tiou than they did in the deities to whom they
sacriliced, because custom and etiquette pres-
cribed the rite. Fven in the New Testament
there is no full or direct light thrown upen the
state of thoso who have passed boyoud the veil.
"The central fact, in the religion of Christinnity,
is the Resurrection, and all wo can know of the
condition of the dead we are admonished to infer
from that. The Founder of the Christiun fuith
signalised the trinmph of life over death, St.
Paul claborated the act which crowned the
carthly career of the Master, in the epistles that
he adressed to the faithful, iuto the keystone of
a religious system.  But of definite knowledge
as to the momentous future he gave us none,
The evidence in favour of a future lifo is now
what it was then — neither less nor more ; it is
supplomented only by faith and tradition.  The
generations come and go ; men and women are
born to labour and to sorrow, to indolence and
to happiness ; they live their life, und presently
they are no more. To those who survive them
for a while they leave a store of memories and
associations full of joy or of pain, as the case
may be, The grave closes over them amid the
tears and the indiflercuce of relatives and
friends. The funeral ceremony is over, and in
a year, & month, or a week, they are as com-

What has become of them? When the coftin
is lowered into the grave, and the adlatus of the
officiating clergyman throws a few gruins of
sand as an accompaniment of the words * Dast
to dust, and ashes to ashes,” what is the state
of the dead occupant of that small tenement—
of him or her who, a week ago, was a living
man cr woman, but who las since been ouly
spoken of as*‘it”? ‘There is & poem, written
by Mr. Browning, which, in connection with
this subject, produces an effect that may safely
be said to be unequalled in English literature.
The dictionis of unsurpassed strength and
beauty. livery lineseems instinet with spiritual
meaning and life. Fvery couplet appears to
flash a new revelation on the mind. At last,
Just as” the reader, brought up to the hihgest
poiut of expectation, makes ready to grasp the
groat secrot, the poem closes and the bard is
abruptly silent. These things are a pavable ;
and the lesson they teach is that of the futility
and the despair which are the reward of those
who would penetrate into the great mystery.
One after another, friends and foes are hurried
away. 'Those we hold dearest vanish through
the dim portal, and make no sign. Whether
they fare well or ill, whether they take any
interest in our fate, whether our fortunes atlect
them at all —these are matters on which we
know just as much and just as little as when
Aristotle mooted the question in a fumous chap.
ter in the Kthics. Yetnoone doubts that the
slightest intimation on any one of these poiuts
would make all the difference between grief and
happiness to thaose who are left behind — that
the knowledge of a future meeting *“ beyond the
sun,” to use the phrase which exigencies of
rhyme compolled the Laureate to employ, with
those who have gone before, supplemented by
the further knowledge that meanwhile it is well
with them and not ill, would transfigure the
carthly existence of hundreds.

It is an ineradicable instinet in human na-
ture to desire an authentic assurance on such
matters as these. The riddle may be beyound
the capacity of the human mind to guess, but
the attempt will be made to guess it. ‘A
faithless and adulterous geueration,” we may
be told, *ask for a sign, and no'sign is given
it but that of the prophet Jouah.”” But the
passionate -aspiration afier a distinet faith, the
unspeakable yearning for a positive belief; will
not be quenched. Fleclere si nequeo Superos,
Acheronte  movebo may. well be the cry of the
despriring spirit. . The- resolution which the
words embody muay be said to be acted upon.
When kunowledge is withheld, superstition steps
in, Men and women, foiled in their efforts to
know, become the dupes of their own credulity.
Where authentic revelution throws no light
they kindle a fulse fire for- themselves. This
may be contemptible, but it is profonndly sad
as well. . ¢ Mr. Sludge, the medium,” is a sufli-
oiently discrodited person, but the cause and
opportunity of his. vocation are the unsatislied
craving of human nature, The phenomena of
what is known as spiritualism have no meaning
except with reference to a future life, and pro-
fessed spiritnalists prosper Leeause they -appeal
to feelings which are the common heritage of
humanity.” They pretend to take up the story
of the soul at the precise point at which the
narrative is dropped by religion. That is the
true explanation of their inilnence and’ their
suceess at the present day, Thoy may be de-
nounced as mischievous -impostors ; but they
offer human nature what it can get nowhoere
else—what it cannot, perhaps, get from them-—
aud  the ollfer will never be wholly refused.
¢ Psychological research,” to employ the Jearn-
od synonym for spiritualism which has’ recently
been invented, is the organised attempt to_sup-
ply. what the oracles of Christianity refuse.” [¢
will e persevered  iu till the end. of the chap-
ter, or until, possibly, the oracles which ure now
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Marruegw Auvonb bas discovered that the
groat want of the French is morality ; the Ger-
wan, civil courago ; and of the Knglish, lucidity.
Like a good many discoveries, this is far from

the truth. . The great want of Krench, Cerman, !
English,. or anybady else is money. :

VARIETIES.

Two gardoners returning home talk about a
rose named ‘* Lady Flora.” An old lady listens
wonderingly, and is much exercisod as to who
aud what she is.  First gavdener: ** Man Jecms,
‘Lady Flora’ Jookit braw the day! Hoo did
ve get her intac sich fine bloom "'  Secomd
gardener : ** Weel, Tam, 1I've had an unce
facht wi' her.  We've had herin the hoose an'
oot the house, in this bed an’ syncin that bed,
but somehoo she aye lookit seekly ; an' it wis
only when | took her doon amung the shrub.
bery an’ happit her weel up wi' dead leaves that
she really cam’ tae.”

Tur following jokeis attributed to a manager
at Boston.  He came before the curtuin, made
a low bow, and then preceeded to this eifect i—-
“Ladivs and gentlemon,—Wo are going to vary
the performance of the evening by a little prac-
tice in the right way of getting out of the house
in case of accident.  Have the goodness to im-
agine that the theatre is on tire. One of you
will Le kind cunough to snift uneasily, while
those in his neighborhood will mutter in an
undertone, * Surely that is a sinell of smoks t”
The whele house will then begin to show sigus
of alarm, and if & ludy or two conld maunege
conveniontly to faint it would help to complete
thaillusion. 1 will then appear before the foot-
lights in a state of the greatest agitation aund
alarm, and will ery out at the top of my voice,
¢ Unless you clear out ia double quick time you
will all bo roasted alive !"  ‘These words will na-
turally send a thrill of horror through the
house ; but you must not loss your heads.
livery one will rise quietly, and those who have
brought umbrellas will not forget to take them
away. A doorkeeper will be stationed at ench
exit to regulate your retreat; and when the
the theatre is quite cleared he will invite you
to return.  You will then simply have to turn
on your hecls and go back to your Fluces, when
the performance will Le resumed.” The au-
dience did not relish the sareasm ; they did not
move, but they yelled, and the manager retired
without scoring & trinmph.

Orrierat MOUENING IN CHINA.—A  corres-
pondent of an American newspaper, writing
from China, deseribos the conduct of ollicials
there when a parent dies, thus :—*“The mother
of Li Hung Chang has died, and in consequence
that eminent pubiic servant has withdrawn
temporarily from oflice. It has been knowa for
some time past that the old lady, who was over
cighty years of age, was in o very procurious
condition, and speculation was rife as to the
effect which the ovent might have on the politi-
cal fortunes of her illustrions son. It is well
known that Chinese etiqueste strictly demands
vetirement from oflice for the space of three
vears on the death of either purent. - To this
there is hardly over un exception. The theory
is that the grief of the bereaved son i3 so incon-
solable as to incapacitate him for his public
functions, and, morcover, the sacred duties of
attending to the funeral cerewonies amd . per-
forming the sacrifices at the grave must veces.
sarily nbsorb his time and attention. What.
ever his rank or wealth may be, he must go
about clad in a conrse hempen garment uwn.
stitched at the borders ; ho must sleep fov forty-
nine nights on the bare oor, with « brick for
his pillow, beside the collin ; he must remain
unshaved and uncombed for oue hundred days ;
and for the whole period of three years he cau
have no music or joyous event of any kind in his
house. Atsuch utime public duty must give
wity lo private, and the otticial, no matter what
his standing, who would omit to report the fact
of his father’s or mother's decease nnd  request
permission to retite would certninly incur grave
censure, and probably be dismissed from oflice
altogether.”

A ¢urious scene oceurred a-few weeks ngo at
the lecture-room of a well-known school of phar-
wacy. The room was pretty woll filled, and
the lecture wason eapsicum  and other stimu-
lants. - ““Capsicam,”” said the professor, ‘‘is
well known to vou all ; you have, ne doubt,
often gathered it in your botanical excursions
with my learned colleague who occupies the
chair of botany in this “institution. You. all
kuow that, when the vods are properly dried
and reduced to powder, they produce our ordin-
ary cayenue pepper.  Theyalso yield a tincture
which is often used as an adjunet to  medicines
when it is desirable to stimulate the mucous
membrane of the digestive organs. Cayenne
pepper itsell has been used with some eftect in
the treatiient of delivinm tremens, and u moder-
ate dose ol it given on going to bed has been
kuowa tocut short a violent attack of cold ‘or
ague, 'The netive ingredient ol the eapsicum
pods, as before ohserved, is soluble in aleohol ;
little is yet known about jit——"" The lecturer
had got to this point of his - disconrse when it
was sweldenly interrnpted. One of the liboratory
students was desirous of seeing the active prin-
ciple contained in the tineture, and had  been
for some minutes- evaporating & little ovor a
gpirit-lamp.  The fumes of the aleohol carried
up into the air of ‘the lecture-room a - notable
quantity of capsicine, and evervbody began to
sneeze most violently, -including the professor,
Iu aboul two minutes it was quite impossible to
stay in the room, and the plice -was rapidly
evacuated - by’ about. forty  pharmaceutical
students amid a perfect volley of “sueezing ‘and.

“laughter. - 'The professor, who had just observed

that, with regard to ‘capsicine, * little was
known ‘about it,” was mndo imore intimately
acrpninted with it at that moment than he de.
siveds B ; : S




