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SONG.
(From Théophile Gauticr.)

Gay butterfiies, white as the soow,
Io swarms travel over thasea,
Ob I would that like them | might go
On a trip through thealr blue nod frev ¢

Swect Indy, ma belle des belles,
Whose eyes dark as miduigh! appear,
Conld 1 boreow thelr wings, onnst thou tell
Winther swiltly tay course 1 would steer 1

Not o kizs would I give to the rons,
Buto'er forert and dnle I would iy

To thy virgioal Mps thnt unclose—
Tbere—flower of my soul~1 would die!

Montresl. GHO. MUKRRAY,

{ Writteo for the Nrww.]

TIM'S LITTLE LASS.

By the Author of ** Luzy Dick,” * Prose and
Poetry,'" ** Constance, a Lay of the Olden
Times," ete.

= Oh God the (Grent, the Hligh, forgive the thought,

In tbat we could not stand before Thy throne

Witheut the loved and lost thut went bators ;

Our bhearts would swell 140 Lig with puio to bear

The catpoaring of even angelrong ;

We could but stretett 1o Then snch en Pty bands,

Or, if we dured not, hunger everiore.'

Some dozen vears ago [ was inspector of the
fire-brigade of a city in the Dominion not now
so famous as it used to be; for in those days it
was a garrison town gnd the place was alive
with the gy doings af the military.  Oue man,
the Guardian of the Central Fire Station, 1 took
a speeial liking to.  He was a grand f-low, the
veternu of the brigade, as able and eflicient in
the dixcharge of his duties as the youngest man
amongst them, in spite of his sixty yeura; over
six feet, he carried himself hike a grenndier, and
hiy grave, intelligent face would have attracted
the atteution of the most careless vbrerver.  He
was popnlur amongst the men, and though slow
of speech what he said was werth hearing ;
there was often s quaint mixture of humour
and pathos in hi- uttersnees which seemed to
hint of no common mind ; indeed he was one
of those rarities in sny ravk of life we call
“ Nuture's gentleman.” It was my good for-
tune to be able to render a slight servics to
this man, for which he evinee i so mueh genuine
gratitude as to make me feel almost axhamed of
mysell and call to mind the poet’s oft-quoted
lamentation over the gratitude of the race. |
certainly reaped more than 1 had sown by gain.
ing the riendship of wy fire-man,

Oune evening when | was at his house I no-
ticed & picture hauging on the walll It was
a photograph of a chithl, very joorly exvented,
for in those days photography was in its infay-
¢y, but even the absence of shading in the por-
trait could not destroy itesingnlar beauty,

“ Why Tim ' 1 exelsimed, “wherever Jdid
this thing come from ? isit a real «hild v

I tonked up in some surprise at reeeiving no
answer to find my fricud regarding the portrait
with melancholy eyes,

“ Ay, it's not an vld story vet ! he exclaim-
ed, *'and the pain of it's hardly gone by.”

Fearing | hat made some miserable LWlomler i
would have liastened to change the subject, but
he n‘L'n-nlml :

““ Not an old story, never old to me, and yet
there's something about you, sir, that makes a
body like to tell you their troubles.”

“it's nigh on ten years,” he bgan, **since
first 1 fell in with Tim Carey.  He was as hand.
some a fellow as ever [ saw, taller than me by
an inch and a quarter, with a kind word and a
ready hand for every one that needed it.  Just
to see the way those blue eves of his smiled
would have done your heart good sir. He'd liad
a peck of trouble too, peor chap, lost his wifw
the first year of their marriage and took it sore
to heart ; for he thought a hesp on her, and
never coubl be bronght to so much as look on
a woman after.  But hia heart was just as fall
of love as it coulid hold for his only child, a girl
of fonr yeats obi, his “*little fass,”™ as he alwavs
called her. Nothing but that snd Lady-bind,
And, bless the pretty | it just cuited her ta s T,
for she was as fine and delicate as any lady.
That there's her picture that has so taken your
funcy, but, hang me, if it wasn't plain beside
thut child, even her father said so and he set
great store by it.”

And R fize sight it was to ses the two toge-
ther. The *“little lass’” was a rare one for
goodness, even as a beby she never cried Tim
said ; and though she Legan to talk ut a year
old, she was a shy, silent little thing except
with her (ather. Ax for Tim bhe couldn’t do
encugh for the child. Every evening he'd sit
in the ng yand, back of the station, with her
on his knee, and unless the alarm sounded you
waouldn't sce  them apart again that nignt,
Her hair was all ono yrllow >§1ine, as curly as
curly, and her eyes big and dark, and sad-like ;
but she'd the swectest little voice like the
piping of -ome wee bird.

* Dad,” she’d eay, und put her arms round
his neck and give him a big hug, * rin't 1 your
little lnss ¥’

“ Yes, sure,”” he'd say.

**Aud nobody else’s, dad.”

And ho'd answer again unsteady-like.
mine and mammy's in Heavon.”

And she was such a wiso child. She'd say
never another word.

And indeed if you'll believe me the mother
herself eouldn’t have dono better by the ** littlo
lass.” Hu'd wash and dress her every day, and
tie her ribbona as deft as any woman ; and then

““ Just

to ace him comb her hair, why the curls 'ud
sll look running awny round his big fingers,
And Tim 'ud Jook us proud as n king, and call
her his golden lady bird., Then, if it grew cool
of a summer's evening, he'd go in and fetch
an old shawl and put it round the child to keep
off the chills. Tun was a prime favourite with
the men and when he hecume Guardian of No.
8 (our station) there wasn’t w man in the brigade
that wnsn't glad of his promotion. OI course
ufter this we saw more of the lit'le lass than
ever, for the gunrdian enme to live at the sta-
tion.  She lost some of her shy ways and grew
quite merry and friendly. Her great delight
was to be put ou the top of the big eugine when
the men wers cleaning it, and she'd beg a bit
of rag of them and fall to rubLing it with all her
might, and give a little shrick of delight when
she saw how the brass would shine. Somehow
or other se were ull the better for the child
being there. By und by a bad word grew scarce
nmongst us, for how could a man swear with
that bit of innncence staring at him with big
eyes.  Such dainty, lady ways she had too that
no one would think of touching her with dirty
hands. In fact she was the pride of the brigade’;
not & man in it but would have gone through
more than fire and water for her. Une of the
fireemen had a littde 1ad, a year or two older than
the Lady-bird, and ne’d come and play with her
sometimes,  The way these two children wonld
talk,

* What are vou going to be when you grow
big ¥* she'd ask bim.

‘“ A fire-man, of course.
to be 7

A fireewoman,” she'd answer, irm as a
rock.

* But yoncan’t,” he'd crv, bent on teasing
her *“you're omly a girl.  They never are,”

L going to be anyway.  Like my dad.”

CBut ke am't a woman.”

“He's fur better,”” she'd answer, sharp as a
needle, *for he doesn’t get drunk like your
mother.  Avd then beesuse he pets red in the
face she puts her Awo arms round his neck and
kisses him, aud whispers 1 *Sorry, sorry, but
you mustu’t speak agpiinst dad.”

S Bat Ddido "t spesk agrinst him.”

*Yes, you find fanit with him for not being

What are mou goiug

n woman 5 but say no more.”’

S she’dd often enmd her sentences for all the
wotld Hkew v aman, Tteames from being <o much
with older folka1 reekon and plaving lutle with
other children,  But »he and Philip ithe littie
Lad) wore always prime foiends.

We niad the great fircman’s pie-nic that year ;
first a short tnp downthe river to a green island
all covered with grass aud trees and twittering
hirds o with the sun shining away up there in
the blue hike the glory of Hewven ) and the
place su rare und quict that the lock of it ouly
wotld huve comforted a sore Lieart. There wus

games, runnivg watehes and sueh Yike, aud a
dinner afterwards in a big grove of maple tees
Tisn aud 1 were so hig and strong that we run
rach other close in everything we undertook,

The men called us v in the aports, thongh
to be sure it alwayy seemed to me Tim did
tittle the Lest, and Thn, bless him ! would al.
wavs deetare the sume of mes Bot welt T mind
that day the awful scare we got. 1t was Tim's
turn to throw the hamener aflter me and he'd
just turned to me and said with that merry open
sthile of his,

“Well, Tom, old bay, I'll do wy best to beat
that,” Whizz it went through the air at a strap-
ping pace an:d fell full twenty yards beyvond the
wark, the highest nomber seored that day ; but
none of us pard great toeed to that, For as the
hammer left Tun's hand the little lass semehow
hid slipped into the cirele and came running
tawards Ler father, her arms stretehed out to
himy, all in ey pretty white halidvw dress, tiie
witd lottering her blue ribhans that only that
morning ['d seen him tie with hix own hands
It was adl over in o minute, Only for that
louger fling of Tinds and she'd have been Iving
there, our Lady-bird no longer, buc it missed fire
just by a hair's breadth, and on she cime with-
out a sign of frar, You might have heard your
heart beat for that moment of awful guniet; but
Tim went white as death ana el against me.
Then there was a lowd cheer from the men and
a dozen hands were stretehed ont to pass hier on
to her futher, He came to in a second and
cattght her fast and held Ler asif he'd never let
her out of his two arms again with never a wornd.
But when we all fell wondering why she wasn't
frightensd but ran an cool and steady as you
plense, she leans against her father Kissing her
a-many  times and we all hear her small voie
piping oue:

| wasn't afraid of the hammer becanse you
threw it, dad, and of course you'd never hurt
vour little lass,"”

Tim walked off with her then and there, and
wouldn't take a bite of the tine dinner ready for
us

“ [t's given me such a tirn, Tom,” he says.

So in a little time T went to find him, carry.
ing some of the best of the victuals for the little
lass who 1 thonght maybe mixht tempt her
father to eat. 1 was a while looking without
suceess, and then 1 saw him sitting umder a
high elm with the child asleep in his arms,
looking straight Lefore him, and I knew hy .the
lnok on his face he was saying a bit of a prayer.
Presently Lady-bird stirred, opened her eyos und
said she was hungry, so | made haste to come vp
up with the grub.  Whilst she was eating u
piece of eake she coaxed her father to take s bite
and | followed up with some good voast turkey,
and so between us wa got him to eat a bhit,

Then Lady-bird was for having a story, for Tim

was great in that line, and she, bless the
}»rctty, would never grow tired of listening. But
ter father had no mind for inventing that after-
noou for the shock had besn almost too much
fl:'r him, so he fell back on a Bible story, for
Tim and me were uo ‘great scholars and never
got much beyond our Bible and the newspapers.
Out that e should have pitehed on that one
seemed o e a gueer coincidence years after.
He began ¢

¢ Long, long ago, there was a vich man, just
a8 rich as ever he conld be, who had everything
he wanted.”

““ Wag he afireman I asks Lady-bird.

“ No,” says Tim, smiling a littfe for the first
time, ** he was a great king, my pretty,”

“Oh, g on," says Lady-bird, giving the
order like g little queen,

**He lived in a great palace and had servants
to wait on him and you would have thought no-
thing that heart could desire was out of lis
reach,  In the same country there lived a poor,
poor man.”’

¢ What was he " asks Laly-bird again,

““He had alot of men under him,' savs Tim.

** Oh, then he was o fireman like _\'ou; dad,”
cries Lady-bird, clapping her hands.

“Not a bit of it,” 1 put in lsughing, «nd
Tim goes on. '

e was a captaing my pet; his men were
soldiers ; there were not any firemen in those
days.”

©*Oh, " says Lady bird, drawing a long
breath ; ““then it must ave been an immense
time ago,  Longer than a million miles. Go
on dul, but you Levdn’t hurry.”

CThank you kindly,” says Tim, swiling at
this, and on he goes. ¢ Well the PUOT mal Was
just as pror s the other wis rich, e had ouly
one thing of his own.”’ i

“A hittle lass 7 eried Lady-bird, delighted.

“Well not exactly 5 a little lamb

1 don’t think wneh of that,” says Lady-
hird, disappointed.

“Ah ! but be dil. He hid it in his bosom
to keepr i warm, fed it out of hos own plate, gave
it drink out ot his own cup, kept it always anild
adways safe from harm.” )

*Lake you and me," says Lady.bind again.

Just s, my precions,  Well one day the
king, the rich nan, set eves an the poor nan’s
latnh, and he wanted to have it for his own. He
went on a-donuing and a-Jonging il at last he
sent and stole the Iittle lamb and kept it

 What dul the wan do 7 eried Laly-bind,
the by tears ready 1o drop from her big eyes,

Her father’s voiee was strange und huosky-
like. ‘ ’

“He eaciin't ever have torn the litide lumd
vut i the peor e’ s arms while e was alive,
s0 he Killed him first.””

1 would have killed the rich man,” eries
Lady-bird, the calour ttaning up in the dur.
hog’s fuce s @ didn’t no one kil bing, dad 1™

¢ No, he was a rich man.”

¢ Sa he ot aff,” sabs Lady-hind,

* Godadidn'tiet him off,™ said Tim solemnlyv;
“he was punished for it afierwards, surely pon-
ished.  His son that he loved, as 1 love vou my
Lttle lass, grew up ted and fought him, aud
when he got killed in hattle the king's heart
was near broken.  How he ecould ever have
hived after 167 wlds Tim, pressing rthe littde
child to Lis Losom, ““alter to-day 1ton’t under.
stand. It beats me hollow.”

1 suppose it was beeause he wanted to that
he couldu’t die," savs that wise, simple chill
at which Tim shudders. Bt vou see, dad,"”
aldds the darling gravely. “God's way was
best.””

Well two years went by and the Huile Tass was
hardly bigeer though now nigh on six, for she
was always a delicate wee thing, as white as a
Wy, Forall that her voice was sweeter than
ever, and Tim wastineand proud of her singing:
and when strangers came to inspect the place,
as they often did, and admired the child for her
uncommon  benuty, he'd bave her trill sut one
of her songs as sweet as one of the blessed
angeis.  About this time too there came o the
town a minstrel troupe of Freneh singers. The
manager catie one day to see a new kind of
engine we had just imported from Paris that
everybody was talking about. Tim, who was a
elever fellow in machinery, was showing it o7
to bim and explaining when inte the big hall
at that moment comes the little lass, looking
as sweet s w peach in her pink check dress; o
sight to set any futher’s heart a-glowing,  The
manager fooks at her direetly and asks her name,
aud if she's the child he'd heard tell sings so
pretty.  Of course this sets Tim ofl, as it is my
belict he meant it should, and he makes Lady-
Lird sing her wvery best song, The foreiguer
scems mighty  pleased, and asks her to sing
samething more, which she does there and then.

e child’s vo'ee is most rare,” he says
thoughtinl-hike,
an ch money by and by.'’

¢ She’s worth more than that to me ever sinee
she was born, a precious sight more,”
with a loving lock at the darling, The foreigner

covetous look in his eyes that 1 did uot like,
and then hie goes away.

The next moraing, bright and early, coming
down the stairs from Tim's private rooms, 1 2aw
that foreiguer again.

1 wers ag free as brothers.  Tim  was standing
stack still in the middle of the roam,

*What's ap, old boy " 1 cried, for his face
was as red as fiee and & queer mixture of laugh.
ter and anger in his eyes,

“Such a go, Tom, you'd never guess; that

foreign chap had the impudence to offer to buy
Lady-bird.’ . .
““TPo buy Lady-bird 1" I cried, a bit afraid
that Tim was off his nut. At this he laughed
outright.

“Well it comes to the same thing,” he an-
swered ; ** he suys if [ give her up to him for a
term of years he'll go shares in the profits, for
there's no end of money to be made out of her
voice ; or he'll pay a round suin right down on
the risk if I'll give her up altogether.”

¢ Why didn't you kick the fellow down
stairs 17 1 eried, getting hot all over for longing
over the lost opportunity.

““That's just what 1'm wondering myself,”
said Tim, stroking Lady-bird’s curls, She was
standing by all the while, and here cried out as
if frightened, :

“ You wouldn't send me away, would you,
dad 7’

He put his two arms around her in a sort of a
passion of love and eried :

““ Never, never, 1’d die first,”’ and Lady-bird
looked satisfied.

{ To be continued. )

MISCELLANY.

Groknte FLETCHER, & ploughman, was invit-
ed to the wedding of an old fellow.servant, in
a Scotch town.  Ou his return home nest morn-
iug he was asked by a nejghboar, ¢ Weel,
Geordie, wan, hoo got ye on at the weddin’
yestreen T Ye'll no be fit for your breakfust this
morning, 1 suppose 27’ To which Geordie made
answer, ** Jock, thae town marriages are a real
tak’ in.  Man, there was just * Nae wmair, ]
thank ye,” wi’' them a’ at the supper; an’ of
coorse, 1 just said the same, * Nae mair,” till ]
thankit mysel’ oot o” my supper 2’ thegither. 1
could eat a dead sodger stutfed wi' bagganets the
100.”" ’

A NeEw Drastarie Avtaor.—E. Werner,
whose novels we have froquently had eceasion
to notice in English translations, hus just had
a steeess upon 4 wew tield.  Some time ago the
Munich Court Theatie invited the dramatic au-
thors at Gevmany to compete for a prize for the
bust play.  Ninety-ninenceepted the invitation,
~ending thirty tragedies, thirty-one dramas, and
thirty-eight vomedies, K. Weruer, who outil
then bad pmever written a play, sentin a comedy,
which was recommended by the Committee as
the anir play worthy to carry off the yirize, which
it therefore obtained. It s called ¢“ Supersti-
tion,”” and will be produced in the course of the
voming season.  E. Werner isthe nom de phone
ot a lady— Elisabeth Burstenbinder,-- A theneum.

How Ao SwEanize GENERAL was CURED. —
The late General D, of D., who had seen and
done sume serviee to his country, retired to his
pateruad estate to wait the final ““assembly.”
Among other improvements he determived to
make a uew rouad to the ** Place” from the pub-
He road.  As was then the custom, he hm} all
Liis tenants ami cottars warned to be on the
sround at a certain hour of a certaiu day to
make the road.  Pupctual himself, as was to bhe
expecied of w military veternn, he was on the
~pot fixed at the time ordered. Up came John
Towson, asking what he was to do, and had
his plnce and work assigned to him. Up eame
another and avother at varions times and re-
ceived instructions.  Atlength the tardiness of
the **full in *" raised the veterun’s ive, and when
Johu Ross approached, touched his har, and
asked what he was to do with his Lorse and cart,
He was ardered o FPGo to———."  Shortly after
up came  Robin  Barbour, pick on sheulder,
and, upen asking what he was to do, received
the same answer--** Go, &e.” Among the vas-
sals was a gomerid, Jaune Kerr, whe, looking up,
vricd—-** Hey, Knbin, step oot yuick an” ve'll get
a thle —the General has just sent Rossie awa’
thers wi' @ Kuirt.”  The rebuke from the half-
wit was tos much for the old hero, and trom
that day 1o the day of his death he was never
heard 1o swear.,

ORGAN FOR S4LE.

From ona ot the best manutactories ot the
Pominion.  New, and an excellent instrame 11,
Will be sold cheap,  Apply at this office.

$800 REWARD.

They cure all diseases of the Stomach, Bowels,
Biood, Liver, Nerves, ' Kidueys and Urinary
Organs, and §00 will be paid for a case they
wiil not cure or help, or for any thingimpure or
injurion~ found in them-—Hop Bitters. Test it.
Ree “Traths” or ** Proverbs®  in another
eolumn.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

“She will be worth oh, very

ays Tim

says Lothing but locks at her again with o

1 ran up aund went into
the sitting-room without knocking, for he and ;

AR

An obd physician, retired from practice, hav.
Fing hat placed in his hands by an East fmidia
}unsdon:xr‘v the formula of u simple vegetable
remedy for the speedy and permanent cure for
! Consumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh,  Asthma,
and all Throat and Lung Atfections, also a posi-
tive and radical cure for Nervous Debility and
fall Nervons Complaints, after having tested its
wonderful curative powers in thousands of ecases,
“tas felt it his duty to make it known to his
suffering fellows.  Actuated by this motive and
a desire to relieve human suftering, 1 will send
" free of charge to all whe desive it, this recipe, in
German, French, or English, with fall direc.
tions Tor preparingand nsing. Sent by mail by
addressing with stamp, naming this paper. W,
W. Suerar, 144 Powery” Block, Rochester,
QW
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