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THE SONG OF RETRIBUTION.

AN UNPURLISHED POEM BY THOMAS DAVIS.

[The following verses arve snid to have been
the composition of Thomas Davis, the Prince
of Irish Rulladists, and now see the light, we
believe, for the first time. Whether the
poem be Davis's or not—and it does no dis-
credit to his fame—it is as fierce a yush of
song as ever issued from an Irish heart ]
 If tho deop exeerations, the swift wind disporses,

Can avengo a whole Nation, you are withered with
curses.’

When did Freedomn go forth on her Heaven-

: sent mission, '

With the despot to struggle in deadly col-
lision,

Like an Angel of Light with the Son of Per-,

dition.

That the moment she faltered, you rushed.
not and planted ’

Your miscreant heel on her neck as she
panted ? .

When did the rights of trampled man shake
in the balance ever, :

That you were not there to kick. the beam
and mock the slave’s endeavour.

But ?'our web'ig ‘well-nigh woven, and the
day shall soon have birth, .
When the song of Retribution shall clectrify
. the earth,
¢ She is fallen! She is fallen ¥ Thus ‘twill
swell upon the blast;
¢ The assnssin of the Nations shall bie pros-
trated at last. . Lo
Hallelujali ! Hallelujah! for the night'of sor-
- row’s past, .
The assassin of the Nations shall be pros-
trated at jast ! ‘
From. the sunny hills of Erin the. defiance
shall be hurled :
To theé coral strands of India ; it shall swecy
‘across the world, )
It shall rock the thrones of tyrants, like Je-
hovah’s thunder gun; :

fu shall permente Creation like the beaming
of the =un ;

It shall ride upon the biflow, and career
upon the blast;

For the nssassin of the Nations shall be pros-
trated at last.

*Tis in vain that you will invocate your hoary
Constitution,

When the Universe re-cchoes the song of
Retribution, ‘

Alen shall trample an your power, Men shall
spit- upon your- threat, . :

To the land that you have tortured you shall
sue for pity yet; ‘

‘You shall beg one drop ‘of water, in your

agony, 10 sip,

Aud the Lazarus of nations shall refuse it to
your lip; : ‘

For the day of ruth and mercy shall for ever
wmore be past,

:\lidlthc Avatar of Tyranny be prostrated at
ast.

THE ORPHANS;
o, i

THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH.

CHAPTER XXXIX.—(Continued.)

“ CoupLy, but not”so much more
coldly than nsunl.. You bave told hex
"

“That Reino. is guiltless.. TFear no-
thing; Sho does not’ suspect you, she
does not dream that we have met. . She
lays the blame of my changed convie-
tions upon O'Sullivan, . If youn ave care-
ful, as I am sure you will be, my dis-
missal and disgrace may be of the
utmost service to . you eventually.”

“The tonch of sutirein his tone makes
her wince. "But she does not resent it.
She speaks amd Jooks -humbled . and
shamefaced.
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“ What am Ltodo ? T deserve your
contempt—more than your contempt;
but I think if you knew what I sutler,
.even you would spare me. I want to
.write to Reine, 1 have writton—will
you give me her address?” '
© « I'do not know it. She is in New
“Yorlk, O'Sullivan tells me, safe and well,
- owith friends of his. But her address he
-will not give—it is her own command.
~.Give me your letter, and he will foward
it}‘ 1
She hands it to him, and stands look-
ing so downeast and sorrowful that it
touches him.
¢« Do not blame yourself too much,”

he says, kindly. “ We have all been
wrong, but regrets are useless. To err

is human, and we have all shown ow-
selves very human. To forgive is divine,
and knowing your sister as I know her
now, I have a conviction that she will
.one day forgive us.”

She lifts her eyes to his face, and he
Sces tears trembling in the gold brown
heauty of their depths. _

« Monsicur,” she falters. ¢ is there
Aany sort of news of—him 2 "

¢ Durand ? None; I am thankful to
say. He is too clever a fellow to be
caught. Make your mind easy, they
will not find him.”

“ What a wretch youw: most think
him,” she says, covering her face, with
.asort of sob; and yet heisnot. A
.gambler he may be—that is his veset-
ting passion, but a thief —— oh ! mo, no,
‘he 'is not ‘that. My going with Mrs.
Dexter maddened him—he wanted to
follow, to do perhaps some desperate
deed, and in that desperation he entered
and stole this money. It has been all
my fault from first to last.: How shall
I answer to Heaven and to him for the
sin I have done?" .

« Don't ery,” Longworth says, unea-

sily. He has all a man’s riervous terror.
.of a woman’s tears, but he thinks better

.of Marie Durand in this hour than he
has: ever done before. ¢ There is one
-thing 1 would like to say to you, if T
may without paining you. It concerns
‘Frank Dexter.” C

She shrinks at the name; pain and
shame are in the face she averts from
his searching eyes.

¢« [t ig 'this: , Don’t fool the poor boy
any longer. You don't'mean anything

by it, of course, but it may be a sort of
death to him. Itisamazing the amount
of harm a coquette can do to & young
fellow like Dextor, and without much
meaning to hurt him either.  Malke him
go; and to make him, Lam afraid you
must tell—-"

“ [ have told him,"” sho interrupts, in
a stifled voice.

“So " Longworth says, and looks at
her keenly.. Hesees it all. Frank has
proposed, been rejected, and  told the
cruel trath. “Poor boy | "'he says, rather
bitterly ; « he trusted you so implicitly,
thought you hardly lower than the
angels—it is hard lines for him.”

Ie thinks of that evening in the boat,
when he had opened his heart to him in
one of his boyish outbursts, and he hard-
ens to this selfish beauty bofore him, cry-
ing “idle tears” for the wrong she can-
not set right.

“They ought to hang coquettes !” he
thinks, savagely. “TFlirtation should be
made-a capital offence, punishable by a
few yearsin State Prison. Poor Frank!
poor Durand ! poor Reinel—if misery
loves company there are enough of us,
and that ¢ queen lily and rose in one’ at
the bottom ot'it all.”

As he goes, a boy rings Mrs Windsor's
door-bel}, and Catherine receives a note,
which she takes to Miss Marie.  She
tuins pale as sho opens it. Itis Frank
Dexter's farewell.

T have very little to say to you,” he be-
gins abruptly, ¢ nothing that you are not ac-
customed to hear, veryﬁike]y, and carevery
little  You tell me to forget you. Imean to
try—it should not be hard to forgeta woman
without heart'or conscience. Youdo not ask
me to forgive you, and you do well—I will
never do 1t. As to your secret, rest casy—it is
quite safe. [ leave here fo-morrow ; it will
probabiy be a relief to you to know it; and
in saying farewell; I also wish you and your
husband all the happiness so well assorted a
union cannot fail to bring.

N “Frayx DEXTER.”
While Marie in her own rcom is reap-
ing the whirlwind she has sown, Mr.
Longworth is on his way through the
darkness to the house of Hester Harriot.

‘| He smokes as he goes—if he were ordered

out for decapitation his last act would be
to smoke on the scattold. A cloud has
resied between him and this friend of
late, .ever since - Reine's * departure.
She had faced him upon his first eall at
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the cotlage after that event,with flushed
cheeks and flashing eyes, and tempestu-
ously demanded if this shameful story
wore true. .

“What story 7" Longworth had asked,
woarily throwing himself into & chair,
e knew there would be a scene, and
shrank from it impatiently.

% Phis horrible, this cruel story, that
Reine Landelle has had to run away,
her only friend in the world that poor
little O'Sullivan, and you—yoy, Lau-
rence, chief among her acensers.”

He tries to explain—tries to defend
himself. She listens, the angry colour
deepening in - her face, the angry light
shining in her eyes.

“And this is Laurence Longworth!”
she exclaims; “this man who hunts
down a defenceless girl, whose two
worst erimes are that she has promised
to marry him, and that she is too brave
todefend herselt at the expense of an-
other ! this man who takes sides with a
heartless old woman, knowing -her to
be mereiless as only one woman can be
to another, whose yoars and gray hairs
have brought her neither chavity toward
God nor man !’ Oh! shame, shame! I
refused to believe it—I would not be-
lieve it; and now, out of your own
mouth, you stand condemned I ‘

He tries to speak, pale, troubled,
every word stabbing him, but she will
not listen.

“You could look in her fice and
doubt her—that true, brave, innocent
child’s face. You could know her nearly
six montbs, and believe her capable of
treachery and crime, - Oh ! man, shame
upon you! I tell you that if my own
eyes saw, my own ears heard, I would
not believe thoir evidence if she told
me they deceived me. If Reino is false,
then there is no truth left on carth.
Only the night she fled—driven away
homeless, friendless, penniless, by you,
and that woman—she came here to me
all her misery in hor despairing face:
poor, poor child I all her heart-break in
her beautiful eyes, and talked to me of
her old home inFrance, and the brother
she loved—full of faults to others but
always dear to her. She had not touched
food-all ddy, sho was fainting with fast-
ing, and wo- sat together in that room,
and she took someshing before she weat
away, If T had only known, do you

think she would have gone—do youw
think 1 would have let her go? Orif
her disgrace and misery were too great:
to be borne here, do you think 1 would
not have gone with her? Your Mr.
O’Sullivan is a true friend and a gallant:
gentieman, and when he returns, my’
tist et will be to go to your oflice and
thank him. For you, 1 am your friecnd
no more—I want to see you here no
more. I will never believe again that
there is honor or common sense left in
mortul man.”

“What!” Longworth says with ra-
ther a dreary smile, “not even in
O'Sullivan ?" Hoe rises as he says it and:
{akes his hat, “ We have been good:
friends for many years, Miss Hester, butr
Inever liked you so well as I do to-
night. I may have been wrong—Ieav-
en knows—passion and jealousy may’
have blinded me as you say, but
1 thought I was right. If 1 have made
A mistalke, then Heaven help me, for I
have ruined and lost forever the happi~
ness of my whole life.”

Aud Jas he goes, Hester Hariott
lnys her head on her arm and cries im-
petuous sorrowful tears for the friends
she has lost. :

They have not met since, and now he
is oxt his way to tell her that she was
right, he wrong. .

Candace admits him. Yes, her misses
is at home, and he enters without cere-
mony the familiar room. 1Miss Hariott
is singing, but not very cheerily, and he
:atches the words she sings:
¢ Thro’ dark and dearth, thro’ fire and frost,

With emptied arms and treasure lost,

I bless Thee while my days go on,” i

“With cempticd arms. and -treasure’
lost.”  Could more fitting words greet:
him ?  She rises, looking surprised, try-
ing to lool displeased; but failing.

“ Iester,” he says, “I have . cotd
back in the character of the prodigal,
erring but. penitent. I have comeo tor
own L have been a tool—the greatest
fool that over drew breath—to tell you
Reine Landelle is all you have thought:
hor, and more—nuoble, brave, true, lov-
ing, and loyal unto death.”

“T knew it I Miss Hariott cries joy+
fally. “ Mr, O’Sullivan is back, and she
has proved her truth. Thank Heaven
for that ? - And she will forgive you,
and all will be well ?
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She catches his hand—it is quite evi-
dent she at least finds it easy to forgive
him—and stands looking at him with
euger eyes.

“O'Sullivan is back, and her truth is
forever beyond a shadow of doubt,” he
answers.  * But forgiven—no, 1 am not
that, and in all likelihood never will be.”

 Nonsense I cries Miss Haviott, en-

ergetically; “don't I know tho nrnl 1
tell you she could not cherish cmmt) if
she tried, and then she

« Yiked you far too well,” is on the
tip of her tongue, but she bites that un.
ruly member, and stops short.

“$She is very proud, you would say,”
he supplements culmly. “Yes; and that
pride has received a mortal wound. A
tar less ~p111tccl girl might find forgive-
ness hard.”

#Tell me all about it,” says Miss Ha.
riolt, drawing a chair close, and looking
at him delightedly. “ Where is she, and
what does she say ? Tell me all Mr,
O'Suliivan told you.”

* Rather a difficult and disagrecable
t.nl\ " he answers, smiling almhnly “1
bave grown .used. to c\mcmeb plain
speql\mfr within the last twelve hOllls
There is no epithet in Mr, O'Sullivan's
vocabulary too hard to apuly to me,
Reingis well; he tells me; is in New
York with friends of his, who will be
good to her, and intends to earn her
owa living henceforth—by teaching, 1
suppose ? - Of Durand of course The
knows nothing, Her address O'Sulli.
van will nobglve and—-that isall there

“is to tell.”

SCALLYY

‘She looks at him sear chmtrly

“All. If you wish to write to her,
your letters must go via the O Sullivan,
I think she will be glad to hear from

ou:l!

“You have written, Laurence ?”

“Could I do less? ‘T have a letter
from her sister, to be given to O'Sulli.
van, at this moment in my pocket.”

“Ah! you have been at the Stono
House 7"

“ Just come direct from Lhue

“ And Madam Windsor?” ‘

“ Refuses to listen to a word.  Mrs,
Windsor is, w1thout exception, the best
hater T know.”

“And Marie—what - says she to al
this .

Again her keen eyes lovk at him
searchingly, but Longworth's face wears
its most impassive exprossion.

“She says vory little—she appours to -
feel a great deal. 1 like her better un-
der ncloud than T ever did in the sun-
shine.”

“And she will Tive with that woman
after the shameful manner ——"

¢ Ab, Miss Hariott, as you are strong
be merciful—in Fitting Mes. Windsor
you also knock me over, remember,
What is Marie to do? [t is her only
homo. She is a lily of the field, neither
able to toil nor spin; she will onl) add
to her sister's wretchedness if she per-
mits herself to be cast off. She must
kiss that great lady’'s hand and bhe
thankful for the crumbs that fall from
her table.”

Miss Hariott impulsively opens her
mouth, thinks better of it, and gulps
down some very strong words. After
all, what right has she to cry out be-
ause the world is unjust and selfish,
and the innocent sufters for the guilty ?
It is the universal law of the world,
and she is not strong enough to set the
wrong right.

She has been unjust in her own way,
too; she has thought some very hard
an(l bitter things of this friend “before
her, forgetting That while she saw with
the clear, calm, firsighted cyes of
f‘nomlslnp, he lool\e(l \Vlth the blind vi-
sion of love.. She has misjudged him,
for he has suftered, does suffer—she
can read it in his f’xcc, although in that
face to casual eyes there is but little
change.

«Larey,” she says, caressingly, and
lays her hand on his arm, “ 1 hope you
will not let yourself feel this too ducply
“Pime at last makes all things even,’
you know, and this, like more of lifo's
mistakes, is but a guestion of time and
patience. I suppose there is noloss
that has not its compensating gain ;
your gain in this is so thorough  a
knowledge of Reine’s goodness that to
doubt her a second time will bo i impos-
sible. You know her as she is, pure and
true, ready to brave more than death
to serve those she loves, ready Lo perish
rather than break her word, You will
think hetter of all women for her sake
—you will be a better and truer man

1
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);o\\l-’sclf for the pain and loss of to-
day.”

But Longworth docs not answer, Ho
rises, looking cold and pale, and turns
abruptly from her. There are somo
wounds so keonly sensitive -that the
touch of a fenther makes the whole body
wince. : ‘

His good-night is briel and curt, and
he goes home slowly through the dark,
melancholy night. -

Where is she? he wondors. What is
she doing alonein that great city ? Her
image rises before him as he saw her
that day in Lester Hmiotts garden—n
girl in gray, with scarlet breast-knots,
cloquent face, and flashing cyos, vow-
ing to hato-him her whole life-long. e
recalls how halfadmiring, wholly amus.
ed, he stood and fell in love with her,
and registered a vow on his own part to
change that hatred, if man could-do it.
Time and destiny had aided bhim, and
in the very dawning of the love he
sounght he hud thrust it from him with

insultand scorn. -In the past many ex-.

periences have been his, but it is ro-
served for thisnight to teach him what
real remorse and despaiv mean.
CHAPTER XT.
DURAND.
Lave has its entr’acts as well as any other

drama, when the drop-curtain is down,

the play for the timo over, and nothing
is lett but to sit blankly and wait. This
time between the acts in Laurence
Longworth's life has-come now. The
performance has been romantic—out of
the common order. of his life entirely,
giving a rose-tint to the dull drab ot

every-day; but it has closed more ab- |

ruptly than it began, and life, and duty,
and routino go on without it. . Days

pass and weeks; weeks are strung iinto |

months, the Pheniz is issued as usual,
. bed-time comes, and meal-time, and sleep
is sweet, and food is welcome, although
love has spread his-golden wings and
flown forever. . . . :
The nine days’ wonder has died out,
other interesting scandals have come to

replace i, Franlk Dexter has gone oft

and not asked Marie: Landelle to marry
him. -Her sistor’s disgrace has.been too,
deep even for a silly boy like Dexter to
overlook. Old Mr. Longworth is avery

proud man ; he has throeatened to disin-
herit him 'if he doos.not give her up.
And Frank has given-her up.  Any one

can see how it i8 preying upon~her—.

sho has been growing thin and pale ever
since he went away, she accepts no in-
vitalions, goes nowhore, except to that
strong-minded old maid's, Miss Hariott,
and is losing half her beauty.

For Longworth—well, there is an es-
cape if you like! Think of hig having
been actually engaged -to the girl, and
on tho very brink of ruin and disgrace
for life. No wonder that sombre look
is growing habitual to him, no wonder
he sits silent and moody in'the midst of
the boarders, no wonder that swift flash
leaps into his oyes, or that scowl dark-
ons his face at the remotest allusion to
the unlueley aftair.
© Mrs. Sheldon watches him silently
and wistfully, with exultation in her
heart, and sham sympathy in her eyes.
e sees neither. The coolest courtesy
decency will permit is in his manner,
when it is impossible to ignore her alto-
gether. - In somo way he vaguely: {eels
she is rejoicing-in Reine's downfall, and
something like aversion rises within
him when they meet. :

Christmas and Now Yoear.go by drear-
ily enough; the end of January comes.
Mr. O'Sullivan 'spends. his holiday -in
New Yorlk with his friend Mrs. Murphy,
and makes life temporarily bright for
Reine by-taking herand her stout friend
evorywhere. . He has forgiven his chief

—he is much too generous to bear ill-

will, and the anxious, quostioning look
of Longworth's eyes when he returns,

give him a twinge of something very.

{ike compassion., ‘

“1s there any answer, O, or any mes-
sago ?” Longworth asks, a sudden eagor
ftush rising in his face.

And the answor comes slowly. .

“ Not. a word, chief. ' She'’s well, and

has your letter. But sure,I think——""

“Ah! never mind that, O'Snllivan,”

Longworth says, wearily, torning.away.”

and resuming work.
“I woildn’t be too despondent, my
boy, if I were you,” cries O'Sullivan,

-cheorily ; ““ go on as yow've begun; sure
"tis only fair to court her-before you.

marry hor, and upon my  honour and

conscience, it was mighty: poor court-
ing ye did: when ye ‘had her. - We have
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a saying at home, ¢ that patience and
perseverance made a bishop of his rev-
erance.’- They're not the virtues you'll
be canonized for, I think myself, but a
little practice of them will do ye a deal
of good. If these proofs you're work-
ing at are ready, l’ﬁ take them, chiefl”

And so he goes ; and so it is always;
and Longworth sits with something like
despair in his eyes, and n horribly sick-
ening feeling at his heart. He has writ-
ten to her, not once, but many times,
long and impassioned appeals, laying
his whole heart, its love, its longings,
its repentance, its ceaseless sclf-reproach
—bare before her. But she has only
answered once that pleading cry
for pardon, then in words brief and
calm, that fall chill on the fire of his
feelings.

“1 read your letters,” she begins;
“~what moreis there to say? You plead
for forgiveness—that I answer at all
shows. that in heart at least you are for-
given. You say you love me—Iloved
me from the first.  Pardon me if I find

~-this very hard. to believe. ' Where love
is, trust is, they are twin sisters, they
are never apart. . That love is love no
longer when it doubts. I never pro-
fessed much love -for you, but I would
have trusted - you—yes, monsieur, let
circumstances have been twice asstrong-
ly against you, I would have believed
your word against all the world, Do
not press for answers to your letters. I
will not write again, no, not once. For
the rest—to let you come to me, to be
your wife—think of it no more. We
were never suited to each other—I
would not make. you happy; and for
me, I could think of the past always
and tremble.. Out of my heart, mon-
sieur, I forgive you, but to return to
you, to marry you—never |” ‘

Surely silence is better than a letter
like this, so Longworth thinks as he
first reads it, with compressed lips and
paling face.” But reading it again, and
still again, new hope dawns in the
darkness. Co ‘

“Yet I will say what friends inay say,

Or only a thought stronger.”

and in its very coldness :the “thought
stronger ” is ihere. - She has cared for
bim—indirectly—she owned that, and
owned it for . the ‘firgt time ; hig letters

wero received and read, and—new hope
dawned. e would be pationt, he wou\d
wait, he would plead, and his day would

come. Nothing in life goes on {orever,

his probation would end, and Reino be

restored. How often Mr. Longworth

read that letter, how and where it was

treasured becomes us not to tell, Any-

thing more prosaic and unromantic

than a newspaper cditor, the heart of
man hath not conceived; but under the

influence of the tender passion, that be-

fools all; even he may somotimes

swerve from the straight path of prac-

tical common sense and be pardoned.

And is it not written that, “To say
the truth, reason and love keop little
company nowadays. Themore the pity
that some kind neighbour will not make
them friends!”

TFebruary comes, sleety and rainy, in
wintry winds and New Bngland snow-
storms, and brings with it the first break
in the blunk. It comes in the shapo of
a letter from Frank Dexter, o

“If it be within the range of possibi- -
lities,” writes Mr. Dextor,  come down
at once. In pointof fact, whether it be
possible or impossible, you must come.
The dear old governor is very ill—gen-
eral break-up of everything—and he
calls for you. Come immediately, for
he cannot hold out more than two or
three weeks at most.”

Inthe twilight of a wild March day
Longworth reads this, and as he roads
there rises before him a vision of the
long-gone past. The snow-shrouded,
wind-blown streots vanish, and in their
places comes back the sunny, sensuous
southern landscape, the songs of the ne-
groes. at work in the fields, the vine-
wreathed, trec-shaded old house, and the
grim-browed, -imperious, stormy old
master, the uncle ever generous and
kind to him. What an ungrateful young
blockhead he has shown himself in that

past time, what a debt of gratitude - .

he owed that old man, if for nothing
else than he had bought off Mus.
Longworth, and saved him from the
moral shipwreck of being her daugh-
ter's husband. ‘ -

,He departs next morning, and reaches
the old homestead late in the afternoon
of a genial spring-like day..- As he rides -
up the long sweep of drive he recalls
vividly his last visit, when, spent with
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futiguo and pale with passion, he had
striddon into his uncle’s presence, to de-
fy him, and bid him forever farewell.
What a lifotime he secems to have lived
through between then and now.

Frank comes out to meot him, and
Longworth gives a quick, keen, half
anxious look into his face. But thero
is not much change—a wifle worn and
thin he - looks, perhaps, tho ‘boyish
brightness gonoe from his eyo and cheek,
tho gravity that untroubled years would
not have brought areund his mouth—no
moro.

“Am Iin time?” Longworth asks,

“In time, and that is all,” Frank re-
sponds; ‘“the doctor does mnot give
him twonty-four hours, His one dread
has been that he might go without sce-
ing you.”

Five minutes later and Longworth is
in the sick-room, sitting by the bedside,
holding the trembling old hand in his,
Mrs. Dexter has' tried to “prepare” the
dying man, but he has half-started up
with a shrill ery. - >

“ Laurence | Taurenco! Come back
ab last | e said hewould never come!!
Go, bring him here. . Why do you de-
lay? I want no preparation to meet
my boy.” '

“ And now he lies, holding him fast,

the dull old eyes trying to read the face
: 50 long unsoen, tho face of *“his boy
. —familiar, yet so strange.

“ Changed, changed, changed,”. he
murmurs. “ Nothing but changoe as we
grow old. - Ho was only a boy then,
bright-oyed ‘and smooth-faced, and he
left me because I would not let him
marry a. wax doll, without heart or
head. - And I loved him-—ay, I loved
him as my own son.”

“TForgive me,” Tongworth . says,
brokenly.  “I have longed to come
11.)):1(:]: many a time and say these words,

ut——' i ‘

# Your pride stood in your way! You
couldn’t humiliate yourself to ask an old
man's pardon; and then young Dexter
was horo, and I might have thought
you had returned for the salke of the in-
heritance? But I never cared for young
Deoxter, though I've dealt fairly by the
lad—a good lad, too, and yet not over-
stocked with brains.. But [ wanted you
back, Laurence—oh ! I wanted you
baelk, and 1'told Chapman to write that

lettor, and you wouldn't come.  Well,
well, welll it's all over now, and I have
forgiven you, and you are here at last.
And you didn't marry the little Shel-
don, my boy, after all--how was that ?”

“ My dear uncle«I owe you many
debts of gratitude, but there is not one
of them all I feel so deeply as that.
You were my earthly salvation in those
mad days of my youth and besotted
folly.” |

“Ah! you can own it now. And
what is this other story Ellen tells me
of a little French girl? Well—you
don’t like it, I see—only take care, take
care. Oh, my boy, my boy, it is good
to look on your face again !”

He keeps him by his side through the
loag hours; he falls asleep, clasping his
hand, at last.

“Stay with mo, Larry,” he says; “it
will not be for long now. And itissuch
a weary while—oh | such a weary while
since yousat by my side before. Allthese
years 1'vo wanted you, and forgiven
you, and longed for you, but you were
proud and wouldn’t come.. Young Dex-
ter never could fill your place, though
TI've dealt fairly by the lad—no one
shall ever say other than that” .

He drops asleep, still' clasping ¢ his

boy’s” hand, and through the long hours.

of that last night, Longworth sits be-
side him, silent and sad, watching the
feeble flicker of life die out.

gently as the slumber of a child. Frank
shares his watch, sometimes sitting op-
posite, sometimes roaming restlessly but
noisclessly up and down. - And just as

the day is breakirg the old man opens

his eyes from that long stupor-like
sleep, and gazes wildly round.

% I dreamed Laurenco was here—my
boy Laurence I” ho cries out, and Long-
worth bends over him.

«Tam here, sir—it was no -dream.
Do you not know me ?”, ' :

A smile of recognition lights-up the
old face. . :

“My boy, my boy!” he says,“I
knew you would cowme at last.”

‘He never speaks again. . He relapses

into that dull stupor, and Longworth,

fatigued with  travel and watching, is -
half asleep in his chair, when - Frank;

struck by something in his uncle’s face,

stops short in his, walk and stoops over -

e T R R RS T X T
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He is a
very old man, and death is coming- -
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him. In.another moment his hand is | spring days pretty much wandering

on Longworth's shoulder, his face very
pale. ‘

“Wake, Larry,” ho says, “Tam go-
ing to eall my mother. . You can do no-
thing more here—he is gone.”

% ¥ * *

® ®

In the twilight of 'a fair Mnrch day,
Longworth and Dexter, both in mourn-
ing, puce together up and down the
long veranda, both very grave and si-
lent. James Longworth is lying in the
churchyard beyond, and only an hour
ago James Longworth’s will was read.
He died a richer man than either of his
nephews dréamed, and has shared those
riches equally between them—cach divi-
sion an ample fortune in itself.

The two young men walk up and down

in silence, while the stars come ount and .

darkness falls.

Longworth is the first to speak.

“I:shall be off to-morrow,”” he says,
“Suppose you come.. with ‘me. You
look rather seedy, dear boy, as if you
needed. a irip somewhere, and theore is
no need of your staying mooning here.
The mater can manage the place with-
out youn ——” : ‘

“I-am going for a trip,” Frank re-
sponds, rather moodily, “ but not. to
Baymouth. " - That’s the last spot in the
universe I ever swant to see. I wish to
heaven [ had never seen it! I am go-
ing abroad again—for years, this time
—and I don't see that you can do better
than do the same. It is ten years since
you crossed ‘the ocean, and there is no-
thing to detain you, now. Throw the
Pheniz to the dogs—to O'Sullivan, ra-
ther—and let us be oft.”

“ Impossible,” Longworth says. “My
life has but one motive now, to find and
be forgiven by Reine Landelle. But
you, dear boy, it is the very time for

you lo start by all means, the sooner

the better.” Accompany me to New
Yf?rk to-morrow, and I will see' you
o "’ f
So it is settled, and much to his mo-
ther's dismay, Frank departs with his
cousin on 'the first stage of his very
long journey. “Three days after they
reach New York, they shake hands, and
art . on the" declk ‘of a Cunarder, and
exter has gone. 7 - e
“Mr. Longworth lingers on, hunts'n
“a‘few old friends, and “spends the long

about the streets  Surely, ifl he lingor
long enongh, sooner or later he will
meet Reine—people in a eity are like
cavds in the same pack, sure to come
tegether some time, in the universal
shuttle.  Bul a week, two weels pass,
and still he watches and hopes in vain,

And so, restless and aimless, it chan-
ces one night (if anything ever does be-
fall by chance) that he finds himself
with an acquaintance, who likes to see
life in all its phuses, in a favo bunk. It
is late, and the rooms are well filled.
They are loitering among the players,
when suddenly a voice, low, bland,
trainante, singularly familiar, and mu-
sically foreign accented, falls on Long-
worth's ear. )

“ Monsicur would imply, then, that he
has been cheated ? Purdon, if I misap-
prehend, but that is what monsicur in-
sinuated, is it not ?” '

#I insinuate nothing,” shouts a furi-
ous voice; “ I say that you have been
cheating, monsicur, from the first min-
ute we sat down, and 1 appeal to these
gentlemen if——"

e does not finish the sentence. Iis
opponent has a glass of wine at his el-
bow, and he flings it crash in the face
ot the infuriated speaker.

Both men leap to. their feet. There
is a confused sound of many voices and
hurrying of feet. Then there is a flash,
a report, a cry, and Longworth springs
forward in time to cateh Durand as ho
falls. ' ‘ :

"

- CHAPTER XLI,
“ AFTER LONG GRIEF AND PAIN.”

Two hours later, on that same March
night, Mr. Miles O'Sallivan sits busily
and virtuously at work upon a slashing
diatribe, meant for that mosl contuma-
cious -of men, the editor of the Bay-
mouth JTlerald. As he sits, one of the
office-boys enters hastily—a- yellow en-
velope in his hand, : e

“Lolegram for you, sir; from New
York.” e ‘ o

Mr. O’Sullivan'drops his pen hastily,
and seizes the missive. In all New York
City thore is"but one person for.this

p{gentleman, and surely she——.  He

tears it open, and draws a long breath

L
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of relief; it has not;hmg to do with
Reine.

“ Come here at once—do not lose a mo-
ment— matter of life and death.

Lavnrexor Loxeéwortn.”

O’Sullivan sits for o moment stupidly
staring at the words. :So Longworth is
in New York ; and what doos this mys-
sterious mcss.xge menn ! Hasany harm
befallon the chief! ILas ho scen Reine,
or has he met Durand? © Matter of
life and death " What does it mean?

“ Boy's waiting, siv.” Any answer?”

The brisk question rouses him.

“Ans\\'(}l ?" he repeats, “Yes, wait a
minate.” ITe dashes off two or three
wouds.  “All right; will be there,” and
hands it to messenger, who departs,

The sub-cditor winds up his caustic
remarks in o sudden hurry, and goes
home. This despuateh has upset hit—
it upsets him the whole night long, and
he is glad when to-morrow comes, to
jump on board the earliest train and be
oft. It is late in the c\'cmng, and quite

darle when he reaches "the city and:

whirls up Lo Longworth's’ hotel, and

Longworth himsell is the first pcnaon‘

he sees, stunding at onc of the open
windows smoking.

“What s it 2 O'Sullivan .lsl\s, Lreath-
lessly. “Who is it that’sdead or dying,
and why have you sent for me 2V

In a dozen words Lonlrwoth
him. )

“It’s Durand—shot in a gambling
hell, and dying here. - He is cnllmg for
Reine, and it is to fetch her to him I
have sent for you.” :

“The Lord be praised I’ ‘says Mr, O’

tolls

Sullivan, drawing a 1on¢r breath of re-|

lief; « l t;hou«th it was:woise.

¢ It; can’t’ be much worse for poor
Durand. e won't live the night out—
s0 the doctorssay. You had best bo off,
QO'Sultivan, if he'is to meet Reine alwc.
Tl ]\eop otit of sight if' she I]l\es, so that
. neod’ not detain hcr :

“ [ am much mistaken if it would in
any cuse. With Durand dying, it's
little she'll thinlk of any one olse. Poor
follow 1 and so-shot in'n gambling brawl
is the ond of him: But doesn't he want
to send for the ot,nor one ab nll—“\hss
Marvie 2

¢ No," Longworth 1-esponds bmeﬂy-
#1 'lsl\ed him: Reme 1'uns no- 1'151\ in

| sieur, spoak out!

coming to sco lmn—l\hrlo does. “For
Heaven's sake, O’ Sulhvnn, be off—every
moment is of value.” ‘

“The cab is still waiting, . O'Sullivan
jumps in, gives the order, and is rattled
off, ' In fiflcon minutes ho is standing,
hat in hand, béfore the startied eyes of
Mrs. M. Murphy

“Well, now, that I may nover,” is
that 1.\dys gmetmg' «if T wasa't
dromnin’ of ye last night, Mr. O'Sulli-
van. An’ sure here ye are, and my
dream’s como in. It's only this blessed
ed minute I was say mg to mamzelle

"

“Where is sho?” OSu]hvan
“ T must see her al once.”

“ And it's no good news ye¢'re bring-
ing hel- in such u humy, I'm think-
mfr - She's there in the parlour beyond
timming a cap, and faix it’s hersell las
the clcgmb taste all out in that same
trimming.”

-0'Sullivan hurries by, and taps at the
parlour doox'

“ Fnter,” says a sweet and familiar
voice, and with his heart beating be) ond )
its wont he obe ys.

She lifts her face—the  sweetest on
carth, he thinks, and rises with a smlle
of welcome.

“T1 knew your ]\nocl\, monaxem-’ she™
says, and holds out a little dusk hand
Then sho pauses; the smile dies away,”
for thore is no answering’ smile on - his
face. “What is it ?" she asks, quickly.
“ Marvie"——

“Your sister is well, nmclemoiselle,
but I—I don’t bring you very good:
news for all tlmb I donL know Low to
break things

1t is Lconcc," ‘she says

asks.

“0Oh, mon—
Tt is Léonce 1"
“Yes, mademoiselle, it is M. Durand,
I'am sorry to tell you he has met with
an accident, and . is—is d'ln«rerouqu ill
in fact, and is asking for you—"" "
He breaks off in dxstross. She 11‘18.
twrned suddenly sick and faint, and sits’
down, her face all blanched Wlth terror.
».« Ho is dying, monsieur, and you are
afraid to tell me!”  Then she-starts to
her feeb. ¢ Take me to him;" shelcries
oub.  “ Oh, my brother"my brother !’
« The carriago is'at the door,” he an--

swer‘ 3 but: wont you put on a h‘lt a:
bonnet——sometlung—- i .
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“Oh! I had forgotten. Yes, yes, wait
one moment.”

She hurries out of the voom, and is
back directly in hat and jacket. She
finds Mr. O'Sullivan in the store, ox-
pleining as far as nced be, this sudden
abduction to Mrs. Murphy.

¢ Ah, then, the Lord pity her! Asif
she hadn't enough to troubld her with-
out that. But doesn’t all the world
know it never rains but it pours!”

CHAPTER X1II.
S AFTER LIFE'S FITFUL FEVER.”

REINE appears, very pale, and with a
certain intense expression in her dilated
eyes. Mr. O'Sullivan in profound and
sympnthetic silence, hands her into the
cab, and they are driven rapidly through
the busy, brightly gas-lit streets.

“Tell me about it,” she says, after a
little; “how was it? What was the
aceident ?”

.. He hesitates. B .

“ Qbh, speak !"” she says; ‘¢ do not be
afraid. 1t seems to me I can bear any-
thing now. He is to die, yousay ?” her
voice breaks into a sob; *nothing can
alter that ?” :

“Well, then, mademoiselle, he was
—shot!” .

There is a momentary sound of hor-
ror, then stillness. , ;

«“ By whom ?" she asks, in a stifled
voice. ;

“I do pot know-—I never asked. 1t
was an accident, very likely—such
things happen. Longworth chanced to
be there,and —" :

He stops—his . tongue has betrayed
him, Reine turns suddenly, and looks
at him.. . o .

“Longworth I she repeats; “ what
of M. Longworth ?” :

« Mademoiselle, excuse me. I did not
mean to speak of him, but the truth is,
Longworth isin New York, and chanced
to be on the ground at the time of the
—accident, and it is in his care Monsieur
Durand is at present.” *Twas he sent for
me—Durand was' asking for you, and
Longworth didn't know ‘your address.
You needn't sce him if you wish——"

* He pauses, for the cab has stopped at
the hotel. He leads her in, and upstairs
‘into ‘a private parlour. I

!”

«Sit down,” ho says, “and wait one

‘| minute, I must see if —"

And he breaks off. An inner door
has suddenly opened  and Longworth
stands on the threshold. IIec backs a
step at the sight of the two before him
—growing very pale. '

%1 beg your pardon "—Nhis eyes are
on Reine. “Idid not know "

* Take me to him,"* she says, unheed-
ing his words; ‘ take me to Léonce.
Oh! monsieur, surely I am not too
late I”

“No,"” Longworth answers, sadness,;
compassion, tenderness in fuce fand
voicg, “you are not too late. Only—
he is sinking; it is best you should
know, and you must be very guiet.”

“ Lwill be anything—only take me to
him.”

¢ This way, then.”

She follows him into the inner room.
A door stands ajar—she catches the
glimmer of a faint light, of & bed, of a
dark head lying motionless on the pil-
low. Then she hurries pust Longworth,
and in & moment is kneeling beside the
bed, kissingagain and aguin the shapely
white hand lying limp and lifeless on .
the counterpanc.

- “ My dear onc! my dear one!” sho
says, with a great smothered sob, and.
the dark eyes open, and a smile dawns
on the cold, white, beautiful face of the
dying man. ,

“ Mignonne /—ma seeur,” he whispers,
“I knew you would come.” ;

Longworth waits for no more. He
sees her draw the weak head within
her arms, close to her heart—then he
shuts the door and leaves them toge-
ther. g

* But Léonce, brother beloved, there
should be a clergyman if indeed, us they
tell me, you are dying——" .

“ They tell you truly, ma Petite, my
hour has come. A desperate death is
closing a desperate: life. As to M.de
Cure, he has been here—the excellent
M. Longworth has ; forgotten  nothing.
And it i3 of M. Longworth I would.
spealt to you, m'amour.  As through me
you have been parted, let it be through
me, even on my death-bed, that you
shall come together. For I have scen

bis heart, and lie loves you, Reine, and

you—ah ! you: shrink, but remembor
the dying have privileges, and then
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thore is atonemont!—always thore is
atonement.”

His voice is wonk, and breaks, and
conses. Iis brenthing is laboured, but
in his dark eyes there shines the light
of an inovitable determination to say
what ho has to say, in spite of death it-
self. :

“ Answor, Potite,” he snys;  he
loves ‘you, and you need him. You
will forgive and taleo him bacl, will you
not?” :

“ Léonce, do not ask me. Torgive
him—oh! yes, out of my very heart;

but take him back—no, that can never
be.”

“ And why not? Because you have
aid so?  But a rash promise is bester
broken than kept. It is your pride
that says no, Petite, while your heart
says yes. Will you not try at least—
for my saleo ?"

“What is thero I would not do for
your sako? Oh, brothor, best beloved,
are we indeed to part like this!”

She breaks down in passionate sob-
bing for u momont, but. at, the look of
distross on his face, stills herself with a
choking. effort.

* And Marje?” she whispers, “should

. sho not be here ¢ Think of her, Léonce.
Her heart will break if she hears of
this.” .

A faint smile of scorn and pain toge-
ther flashes across his white face. |

“ Then .why let her hear it, Peotite?
Such horrors are uot for those delicate
cars.You tell me to think of her, che-
rie; the great misfortune of my life has
been ‘that 1 have thought of her too

- much. - As to her heart breaking, and
for me/  Ahl well, you arve an angel
with an angoel's heart, and so for your
sake, in this last honr, I will say nothing,
But she should not be here—no, a thou-
sand times! I wronged her when T
married her. I will not wrong her still
further by robbing her of her fortune,
that fortune for which she would stake
and lose a hundred worthless wrotches
like me. . And sho is very right; who

" should know that better than L? . Only
wo will not talk of her, my little one.
Oh! my little one—brave, aud loving,
and loyal, who would risk a kingdom

. and crown, I believe, to come to her
worthless. brother!” : ‘

The weal voice, faltering and brolken

throughout, breaks off altogether, and
there is silence, long and sad. Theslow
moments go by and range themselves
into hours, Durand dozes fitfully, and
Reine's hoad drops' mournfully against
the side of the bed, as she watches him.
In all tho vast city, she wonders, is
there another wreck so great, so utter,
so pitiful as this? Bvory good gift that
Heaven hasgiven him—youth, strength,
beauty, talent, life itself, cast recklessly
from him—and this is the end !

The doctor bas promised to lock in
through the night, and keeps his word.
Reine, cold, and still, and mournful,
watches him with dreary, wistful eyes,
but in his fuce she rcads no hope. He

goes out and speaks to O'Sullivan— -

watching uneasily in the outer room.

“Tho end will come before morning,
and there is-a chanee of his dying hard.
You had better get that poor young
lady in there—his. sister, T presume—
to retire. It will nover do to let her be
with him at the last.”

Mr. O'Sullivan goes on this second

anpleasant errand, and . finds it harder

to perform than the first. - The dark,
sad eyes look up at him imploringly.
“Ah 1 monsieur, do not send me away.
I cannot leave him. You have so good
a heart, monsieur, pray, pray do not ask
mo to go.” )
“Bat if you wear yourself out to-
night, mademoiselle, you will be unfit
for nurse duty to-morrow. And then
the doctor—it is his ovder, mademoi-
selle—there are, examinations, you
know, and—and all that, and indeed I
think you had better lie dowa for o lit-

tle. You noed have no fear of trusting |

him with us.” ‘

She rises slowly and reluctantly.

« [f indeod the doctor orders it ——
But, monsicar, you will call me—prom-
iso mo that. . If there is a change T
must be with him—then.”

O'Sullivan promises, is ready to pro- ‘

mise anything, and leads: her asway,
She is shown to & room ordered for her,

and as tho door closes, kneels down by

the bedside and buries hor facein her
hands, and the sobs sho has stifled in

tho sick room break forth. Presently

this too exhausts itself, and worn, and

most miserable, she drops nasleep there

whote she kneels. ~ e
She awakes cramped and cold, to find
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that it is brond dny. Assho rises slow-
ly and painfully, her door opens, and
Miss Hariott hurries in and clasps her
in her arms. . '

“ Little Queen! Little Queon.!” she
oxclaims, “ L have found you at last, and
this time I will never lat you go |”

“ But T must,” Reine says, in sudden
terror. I must go to Léonece. “Oh!
why did Isleep!” Tell me—you look as
if you knew—he is—better

There is silence, earnost and pitiful,
then a desolate wailing cry. For Hester
Hariott's tear-wet eyes and averted face
tell the story, and Reine knows that
Durand is dead.

* % * * *

It is Mr. O'Sullivan who carries the

news to Baymouth, to the dead man's
widow. Mr. O’Sullivan grumbles a little
at finding himself, willy nilly, mixed up
with this extremely unpleasant family
tangle; and at having the thankless task
of ““breaking things” to young ladies
forced upon him whether or no. But
Reine has asked him, and what is there
this  unromantic little. man, with the
brogue and the bald spot, would not do
for Reine? : ‘

Itis two or three days before an op-
portunity offers, for he does not venture
to call at the Stone House lest he should
arouse the angry curiosity of its mis-
tress. But one evening as he takes his
postprandial stroll in meditative mood,
he comes unexpectediy upon the young
lady herself. She approaches him at
once and with cagerness.

T have heen watching for you,” she
says, “I knew you were in the habit
of walking here. Mr. O’Sullivan, you
have but recently come from New York.
Tell me of Reine.” - .

“She-is well,” he briefly answers.

“Why has Miss Hariott gone so hasti-
ly 7 She left a note telling meshe had
gone to Reine who was in trouble, but
telling me no more. ' Monsieur, you are
my sister’s friend—what is that trou-
ble 2 ; o

. His eyes shift away uneasily from

hers—with the stick he carries he traces
. figures confusedly on the sand.
is a pause.

¢ “You . tell me Reine is well ?” Marie

says, growing very pale. .. ..~
- Yes, mademoiselle, well
but as Miss Hariott told you-=in trouble.”

There.

in health,

“Ah1" she says, and eatches’ hor
breath; it is then Déonce?”

# Mademoiselle, yos, 1 am sorry to
say, her trouble concerns M. Durand.”

She lays her hand over her hoart, and
stands silently waiting, growing more
and more pale. And then—how, he
never knows—he is stammering out the
truth, that Durand has been shot, and
is dead and buried. e is horribly
frightened as he speaks; she stands in
dead silence looking at him, as if slowly
turmng to stone. ‘Then—as he ceases
speaking—she turns, still without a
word, as if to go. Sho walks a dozen
steps, and then without warning or cry,
fulls face downward on the sand.

It is no more than Mr. O'Sullivan has
expected. Ile lifts her up, carries her
furtherdown, and dashes cold sea-water
in her face. DPresently, as he is begin-
ning to grow anxious, she revives, opens

.her eyes, sits up and pushes bacl the

wet fair- hair oft’ her forehead.

“What is it ?" she asks, incoherent-
ly. -4 Oh! 1 know,” alook of anguish
crossing her face. * Léonce is dead
—my love, my husband. Oh!l Aon
Dienw " : L

She covers her face with her hands,
and sits motionless for & moment; then
the, old_look of resolution comes into
her face, and she rises. But she does
notshed a tear.” She holds out her hand
to O'Sullivan, stunding anxious and dis-
tressed. ‘

“ You are’ goodness itsclf, monsicur,
good to my sistor, good to me. . [ thank
you with alf my heuvt.” B

She turns, and hurries away. - O'Sul-
livan: follows her, but there.is neither
faint, nor faiter, nor pause 'this time us
she- hastens. on her way to- the Stone
Honse. Straight into’ the presence of
Mrs. Windsor, and on' her knees before
her, Maric tells the whole story of her
own deception and her sister’s inno-
cence. : Lo '

“T loved him and denied him. Tloved
her and spoiled her whole life. My hus-
band, made reckless by ‘me, stole ‘your
money, atd that theft and his tragical -
death are all my doing. . From"first to
last T have deceived ‘you, but the truth
ig spoken at last, and when you publish
.my.shame- and -guilt -to " tlie world ‘and
"turn'me from your door, I will only‘be
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recoiving the reward I have richly de-
sorved.” .

Mrs. Windsor listens with a bitter-
noss that is like the bitterness of death.
Always the same—decoption, dishonor,
trickery. Ts thero to be no end to the
disgrace brought upon her by these
girls?  lzns not the name of Windsor
Doen dragged . through' the mire suffl.
ciently, thut this fresh degradation is
1o bo added ?  Longworth had forsaken
her; she is growing feeble and old;
must this girl go, too, and all the world
know why?

“ Leave me,” she says, in n stifled
voice, “and como again to-night. Who
knows of this fast worst shame ?”

“Mr. O’Sullivan.”

“Ah ! And Mr. Longworth is, T pro-
sume, with your sister in New York ?”

“Ie is.”

“Go 1" Mrs. Windsor says, with sud
den, swift, suppressed fory.  The sight
of the gyl is hateful to her. 1n her
heart she could curse them oll. ‘

For hours after she sits stonily dumb,
- staring-in a blind, blunk fashion into the
dying fire.
alll In her life she has had many good
things— beauty and grace, a wealthy
husband, an old name, n stately house, a
{air daughter, a noble son. Death and
timo have robbed her of all save the
wealth, and. to whom is that to go?
Longworth refuses and repudiates it;
by “this time  the granddaughter she
hates may be his wife. -And now there
is this last dishonour—is it, to be given
to the derision of' the world? No, Ma-
rie shall stay. It is the only reparation
she can malke. - In spite of all her de-
ception, her grandmother feels for her
none of that intense abhorrence sho has
for the other. It issettled—Mario shall
stay, - - .

CHAPTER LXIII‘.
WON AT TAST.

In. Now' York, Reine, in the tender
cave .of Miss Haviott, droops and falls
under this last blow.  Ie-has been so
inexpressibly dear to her, this erring,
brilliant brother; his death has been
so.. awfully sudden and. tragic that it
crushes. Sleep deserts -her, -or if it
comes -fitfully, is broken: by haunted,

terrible’dreams, ‘She grows’ apathotic
. ’ .

And this then is the end of

1o all things; nothing moves or inter-

ests her.  Longworth, inexpressibly
troubled, comes and goes, butshe takes
no heed of him, No effort of Miss Ha-
riolt’s can arouse her. As thoweoks go
by, hor health fails, and she grows pal-
lid and thin ag a shadow. Thoroughly
alarmed, Mr. Longworth and Miss Ha-
riott hold a consultation at last, and
when the lady returns from it to her
charge sho makes an abrupt proposal.

“Little Queen, suppose we go on 2
journey 7"

The dark, languid cyes lift. wearily,
and look at her.’

“ My last year's scamper over Burope
has but whetted my appetite for more,”
continuos Miss Hariott briskly ; ¢ [ pine
to go again. Suppose we start—we two
—next week, and we will go to Rouen,
and you will show me the white house
on the hill—Ah | 1 thought that would
bring you back to life!”

For Reine bas started up, with clasped
hands, and eyos that light for the first
time in many weary weeks. ‘

“We will go next week,” says Miss
Havriott, with decision. *“ We will reach
Tiondon early in May, in time for the
height of the season, and we will ride
ina ‘ broosh and four,” as Thackeray has
it, in-Hyde Park, and see the queen and
royal family, not to speak of the nobil-

ity and Ianded gentry. 1 havea convie-’

tion, Petite, that if I had been born an
Iinglishwoman I would have been a hor-
rid snob, and adored the aristocracy.
Then we will eross to France and spend
a month, iff we feel like it, in a certain
picturesque Norman eity, and my dar-
ling will geu back her old brightness,
and’ be my high-spivited, radiant ¢ Lit-
tle Queen’ of other days.”

It is nothing less than a divect inspi-
ration— Reine rouses from that hour.
Next weok comes, and they go. - Long-:
worth sces them: off, and. though she
does not heed it then, Reine remembeys.
afterward how pale and wistful his face:
is, as'ho holds out his hand and quictly
says good-bye. : :

They have a delightful passage, and:
before it is .over Reine “suffers a- sen.

change,” and is quite her old self again...

They see London at its best-and gay-

ost, as Miss  Hariott has predieted, re-.
main a fortuight, and then -cross: the
channel. Through tho whole-month of”

I

AL i o Rt i




526 THE

HARP.

Juno they linger in Paris and Rouen.
Other faces are in ‘the “old house on
-~ the hill" now, as Reine, silent and a lit-
" tle sad, wanders through it, or plucks
an apricot ripening against the garden
wall. The morbid apathy has gone, but
in its place a profoundthoughtfulness
comes, that puzzles - her compunion,
She contracts a habit of sitting and
gazing ecarnestly at her friend—that
excites the curiosity of that excellent
lady. .

One rainy evening, the last of their
stay in the quaint old town, they sit
alone together. Twilight fills the room.
Miss Hariott at the window gazes -out
at the slanting lines of rain, at the city
all blottel out in a white blur of mist,
Reine, half-buried in a big chair near,
holds a book, but she does not read—
she iswatching the elder Indy with thag
intent look that has often been fixed
npon her of late.

“Well, my dear, what is it?"’ says
Miss Hariott coolly. -« Silent curiosity
has its habits. ltseems to me you have
a new way of staring at me lately.
Now, what is it.about ?”

« Miss Haviott," returned Reing, ear-
nestly, ©are you rich ?°’ -

“H'm! That, my child, is what legal
gentlemen term a leading question.
Why do youask ?”

“ Because I want to know."”

“ An excellent reason. Well, you

see,” says Miss Hariott, folding her|

hands in an argamentative manner over
her belt, “rviches are comparative. In
regard to the rag-pickers' and street
gamins I see every day in the street, I
am rich.’ In regard to the Rothschilds,

" or Miss Burdett Coutts, or your grand-
mother Windsor, I am poor.”

“That-is not what I mean, and you
know it. ' You told me once you had an
income barely sufficient -to live .upon,
and that last year's tour exhaunsted your
finances. How. then, have they been
replenished ? - How, in short, have you
‘been able to come again, and fetch me,
.and live, luxuriously, as we have lived ?
How 2" .

" . She leans forward in her earnestness,
a8 she asks the question, Miss Hariott
aughs softly. : s S

“Sooner or later I. knew it would
come to this.” I'told him so. My dear,
.an you not guess.?”’ .

Reino falls suddenly back. The dim
light hides hor face, and she does not
spealc a word.  Miss Hariott bends to-
ward ‘her, and puts hor arm caressingly
over her shoulders.

“Little Queen, do not be angry—it
was our only hope.  Could we see you
droop and die Lef‘ore our eyes? To
bring our little Norman girl to her old
home was her one chance, and—he made
me do it. ~Ieloves you so dearly, Pe-
tite, so denrly "

But Reine puts up her hands with a
little impassioned gesture.

“Oh! donot!” shosays; “itisthen
to Mr, Tiongworth I owe it all 2"

“All.. To send you away was tho
greatest sacrifice he could make and ho
made it. He is not a patient man as a
rule, but, Little Queen, he has been very
patient here—"

She breaks off, for the girl makes an-

other gesture to stay her. It is ovi-
dently a question to be discussed by no
third person, however privileged. There
is a pause, and the elder peers vut of the
window against which the rain is'dash-
ing in'wild drifts. '
Ct A réal snmmer tempest,” she says,
in a changed tone, “We will havea
disagreeuble day to-morrow to start for
Italy.” ‘

“ We are not going to Italy,” says a.
voice-from the depth of the chair; “ we
are going hack to England.” :

« My dear——" , ‘

“ And by the first ship’ from Liver-
pool we are to return to New: York.
Let us say no move about it.” ‘

‘ But, Reine, one word—you are not
angry 7" » : ,

“1 am not angry. Iamtired, though,
and if you will ‘excuse me, I will say
good-night.” * '

She kigses her friend and goes, and
Miss Haviolt is left ‘sitting by the win-
dow, perplexed and anxious, and pro-
foundly ignorant whether she has not
given the death-blow to Laurence Long-
worth's last hope. ' :

They veturn to England. Three days
they spend ‘in Livevpool, then they are
homeward bound on- the-wide Atlantic
once more. Not'one word is spoken on
the 'subject broached on that night in
Rouen, and Reine's face and manner
tell nothing. - She is simply quiet and
thoughtful, but-sweet. and - bright, and
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porfoctly restored to heulth; and. Miss
Haviott, looking at her, foels that no
mattor how Longworth’s love affair
may go, she at loast has not laboured in
vain. »
Thoy land in New York, and both
iake it as a mattor of course that Mr.
Longworth should be the onc to meot
them, They drive to a hotel together,
and after the first ten minutes of preli-
minary greeting Miss THariott starts
up, declares she is porishing for a pri-
vate cup of tea in herxroom, and is gone
in a flash.

“ Now or never,” she thinks as she
marches down a long corridor ; * if they
cannot come to an understanding now,
I wash my hands of them forever !”

AMr. Longworth at least is making the
attempt. Heo has borno Miss Hariott's
brief presence with impatience, and the
instant sho goes is standing by Reine
holding both her hands, and gazing
down at her, all his heart in her eycs.

¢ Reoine,” ho says, “am I forgiven ?”
“Qut of my heart,” monsieur. Ah!
~how T thank- you. And XLéonce—I
- promised him. I bhave been very pas-
sionate and proud, but how could I ro-
member anything against the friend
who had been so good to my brother I”

“And this is all ?” Longworih says,
and drops her hands, and walks away
to the window, stung to the heart.

There is a pause—a moment of wist-
ful indeeision. Then she crosses over,
lifts his hand to her lips, and kisses it
as a token of wifely love and submis-
sion.

“ And Laurence, because 1 love you

so well I can never let you go.”

CHAPTER XTLIV.
A FOREGONE CONCLUSION.

#Anp 50 Longworth und Reine are mar-
ried 1" exclaims the * gentle reader,”
looking up. “ Well, we' knew they
would be. "And now tell us what the
bride wore, and how she looked, and
who were the bridesmaids, and how they
looked, and who ‘stood up’ with. the
bridegroom, and where they went, and
all about it.” o :
There is not much to tell. Tt.wasthe
simplest of weddings, and the bride
wore white, of course, but ‘only whito
Swiss, and the traditional orange wreath

and <oil, and looked lovely. And the

only bridosmaid was Miss Hariott, and.

she looked stately and handsome, and
very happy. As to the bridegroom—
but who ever is interested in the bride-
groom? Mr. O'Sullivan- was not best:
man—who was does not matter. Why’
he was not signifies nothing ecither.
There was the Pheniz—it was impossi-
ble to be absent so often from the post:
of duty.

There was a wedding breakfast, and
then they went to Quebec, a city where’
there are always zephyrs and breezes
(for it was warm weather in New York-
that August), and where the thermo-
meter never mounts up among thenine-
ties, and saw the Thousand Isles and-
Mountmorenci, and the Plains of Abra-
ham, and Wolfe's grave, and were hap--

7l
p)Miss Hariott went home, and said no-
thing about it, and perhaps that was the
most wonderful thing of all. So quietly

was it kept, that in all Baymouth only”

two people knew it, and one of these
two was Miles O'Sullivan, from whom

wild horses, or yet thumbscrews could™ -

not have torn it. ‘

And it fell out, some six weeks later,
that Miss Hariott gave a party. And a
select company of the cream of the
cream of Baymouth were bidden -and:
came, for this lady, despite her msthetic
tendencies, was a -very queen. of host-

esses. And tho little rooms were well® .

filled, and Miss Marie Landelle, in trail--
ing black silk and jet ornamonts, looked*
fair as a star, and white as a lily, and-

cold as Anderson’s dclusive 1ce Maiden.-

And Mr, Frank Dexter, newly arrived:
from ‘““doing " Europe for the second:
time, bronzed and mustached, much im-
proved and quieted by foreign travel,-
looking tall and handsome, and rather~
superb, was there, but he held aloof, it-
was noticed, from Miss Lundelle the
whole evening. ’ !

He had outgrown that old folly, Bay--

mouth said ; the disgrace of her sister
and cousin—by-the-bye, was he her cou-

sin ?—still clung to her. How singui

larly that sister had vanished ! said!
more than one Baymouthian—for all

‘tho world as if the carth had opencd

and “swallowed her. Still, Mr."Miles:
O'Sullivan - might have, told tales, no-

doubt, if he choose; andas for Mr,.-
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Longworth—and here ladies turned,
with a2 smile, to their hostess—where
was Mr, Longworth, and now that he
was a millionaire, was he ever coming
to Baymouth again ?

Miss Haviott, in sweeping silks that
became her well, searles ftowers in her
profuse dark hair, smiled as she listen-
ed, a quizzical, and vather puzzling
smile.  Oh, yos, Mr. Longworth was
coming back—she cxpected him here
to-night, in fact. Did not she know?
Why, he arvived this evening from
Canada by train. It was partly to wel
come him, and that he might be greeted
by many familiar fuces, she had invited
her friends on this occeasion.

A slight sensation went through the
rooms at this unexpected announce-
ment, and a faint, amused smile passed
over the face of Marie Landetle as she
listened.

Among. the changes these months
had wrought, one of the most notable
was that which bad made this young
Iady an inmate of Miss Hariott's home,
and a pensioner of Miss Harviott’s boun-
ty.. For, one July night, some three
weeks before, that great and gracious
lady, Mrs. Windsor, had closed her eyes
upon all things earthly, and had gone
forth from the Stone House in gloomy
and gorgeous state, to return no more.

Two days later and the reading of the
will electritied all Baymouth. The
Stone House, liberally endowed, was left
to the town, to be used as a Home for
Aged Women; there was a legacy to
each of her servants, and the remainder,
an enormous fortune, to a distant cou-
sin, 2 merchant, of Boston. Neither of
her granddaughters was so much as
named in it, nor ber friend, Mr. Long-
worth, and it bore date but a fortnight
before her death, v "

It was a’'will that perhaps might have
been contested by the lawful heiresses,
but one of these young persons had dis-
.appeared from mortal ken, and the other
felt little disposition to dispute it.~ She
Jad battled in vain; her efforts o sccure
thiy fortune had brought nothing bul
imisery upon. them all—it was retribu-
tion, and she bowed her head and ac-
.cepted hor fate. Miss Hariott offered
her a home, and to Miss Hariott she
went:
hers, were proffered indeed—but that

Other homes might have been’

|
I

was impossible. It was about this time
Mr. Frank Dexter returned from foreign
purts, bis tour of many yemrs vesolving
itelf'into precisely tive months, ~ That
hearing of Durand's death from Long-
worth's letters, he should go straight to
Buymouth, that being in Baymouth he
should of course, visit Miss Ilarriot, goes
without snying. IIe met Maric seldom,
alone never, but still they did meet, and
it the young Iady was silent, and shrink-
ing, and a little cold, all that was nntu-
ral, and—Durand  was dead, and he
could wait.

Mrs, Laura Sheldon, millc-white,
blonde-haired, sweetly smiling, cume
lite—aiter Miss Flarriott's announce-
ment—and so did not hear it. Next to
Mlle. lmndelle, she was the pretliest
woman there.. She could wemnr green,
and “wore it—pale-green  sillk, with
quantities of tulle, pink rose, and green
gras=es in hair and corsage. She was
late, but not the latest ; half an hour
after, there was a momentary stir and
thrill thatran like electricity from room
to room, and turning round . to discover
the cause, she found herself face to face:
with Laurence Longworth, - For six
months she had not seen him.  With a
little' exclamation, so glad that it was
not 1o he repressed, she turned to him,
her eyes kindling, her checks glowing,
and held out her hand. ‘

“Qh, Laurence ! whiat a surprise this
is! ~ Iow glad L am to seo you again!
I began to think you had deserted us
forever.” '

“Would you have minded much ?” he
said laughing,  “So Miss Harriott has
not told you either.” ‘

“Told me what ?”

He laughed again. How well bo was
looking, Mprs. Sheldon thounght—how
handsome, how . happy !

It was not thus in other day we met;
Hath time and absence taught thee to forget.”’ .

“Reine . Landelle;” she might have
quoted.  Once again, she thought, as
she had so0.often thought before, how
had it ever been possible for her to
refuse this man?  And- in addition to
all, he was now a millionaire, though to
do this charming young widow justice,
she would have gone with him to beg-

ary. -

«Miss Hariott's tasto for private

: i N

]
{
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theawricals will be never outgrown. I
fancied ovory ono knew all “about mo
and my affairs. [ find T come amon
you, and startle you as much as if
wore the marble guest. Ah!horoisour
fuir hostess now —that modern marvel
—a woman who cun keep « secrot!”
“And who never indulges in second-
hand eynicismt * Mrs, Sheldon—jyou aro
old acquaintances, I know—but in her
new character, lel me present you to
Mrs. Laurence Longworth.” '
[tis the coup de theatre—whother
prepared with malice  prepense. who
shall say?  And turning round Laura
Sheldon sees a vision!” A bride-like
figure in teained white silk, and deli-
-cato laces, and two dark upraised eyes
she has never thought to see again. It
is Reine Landelle.  Nay, Reine TLong-
worth surely, for Longworth stands
beside her, and looks at her as men
only look upon what is the apple of their
¢ye, and the delight of their life. It is
Laurence Longworth’s wife!
Something of what she feels perhaps
is in her face, and those sweot duirk oyes
read it. - All-small animositios -fall to
the ground,and Reine holds outher hand.
«T shall bo very glad if my husband’s
cousin will count me among her friends,”
she said, simply. ~ And then she drops
Miss Harviott's arm, and talkes her hus-
band’s and twrns away.
Ono last glimpse. , L
Aninterior. ~ Gas jots, softly shaded,
pouring their subdued light over Miss
Harriott's parlour. ~ Mr. Longworth
lying luxuriously back in his traditional
<chair, Miss Harrviobt" near. him. - Miss
Harrviott talks, Mr, Tongwor th listens:
Mrs,  Liongworth sits at the piano, and
plays an exquisite song, without wouds,
faint and sweet as thesilvery ripple ofa
summer brook. Ier husband’s cyesare
upon her, while his cars are at the dis-
posal of his hostess. o ’
“ 8o tho heir came yesterday,” con-
tinues Miss Harriott, ¢ and sold the
Windsor Mills. - He got a fabulous price
for'them.”  And that'is' the end of the
Windsors." : - '
- “Talo her for all in all,” quotes Long-

worth, “weshall not look upon her like

agnin.” o _ .

“And onee you wore. the heir, Larry,
Only think of the moral courage you had
to resign afortune of five orsix millions!”

“And all for me,” says his wife, sud-
denly rising, and standing behind his
chair—Laurent, mon ami, it was all for
me, wis it not ? I wonder if I was worth
it?ll . .

Mr. Longworth gazes up with cyes of
lazy adoration.

“All for you, my darling, and Ithink
you were worth it. I don't know what
the market value of'n Little Queen may

be, but I should say her price was above -

rubies.” ‘

A puuse—uncomfortuble for miss
Ilarriot who feels that she is playing
“ gooseberry.”  Madame Longworth
comes to the rescue.

“Sing for us. Marraine,” she says,
caressingly; “ I have not heard you
once since we came, and it is a night for
song and music.”

) # * % 3

A garden scene. A nightliken great
erystal “full of limpid moonlight,  soft
winds, and sparkling stars, A lovely
lady sits'in a garden chuir, wrapped in
a fleecy white shawl, hee perfect face
upturned to the radiant night sky. Near

her stands a gentleman, and to him not-

a starin all those golden clusters is half
so fair as that upraised face.
silent, listening to the music from within.
I nover knew your sister was beauti-
{ul until last night,” says Frank Dexter,
* though I admired her always. = Hap-
piness is an-excellent cosmetic. = As she
once said hersolf of love, ¢ it is the very
bost thing in all the world.
membor that day, Marie ?”
“Tremembor,” she answer, softly.
And then there is' silence again,
Nothing has been done, but they - are
{riends, these two; and, though theve is
much to he mourned for in the past one
does not mourn forever, and one can
hope so mueh for a beautiful widow of
twenty-one. . So Frank Dexter, standing

here to-night beside Marie Durand, does-

not despair, though his day may be far

off. - Listening 1o the song that comes-

through theopen window, he knows that

all life holds for him in present or fu- -

ture is in the words Hester Harriott
sings: IR
¢ And I kuow that at last.my message
Has passed thirough the Golden Gate.
8o my heart'is' no longer restless,
And I am content to wait.”. : E

THE END.,

They ave *

“You re-
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LADY WILDE (SPERANZA).

Tue portrait of Lady Wilde is aptly
chosen -for our columns at the present
time—a time in the history of lreland
little less stirring in its events than the
period when “Speranza’ first awoke
the passions of the [rish people by hor
matchless verse.” Ireland had then en-
tered upon an epoch when the writings
of the contributors to the Nation, ap-
pealing directly to the Irish heartfound
a willing response to those fervid utter-
ances;, and the result was a complete
national revolution. The old apathy
and lukewarmness which overshadowed
those who should have taken aliveliorin-
terest ‘in Ireland’s cause gave way to
manly resolves; and the men of Ireland
stood erect in active earnestness pledged
to the noble cause of national redemp-
tion. - Associated with this heroic re-
solve are names that will be remember-
ed while lives & single Irishman; and

- none will be cherished more gratefully

or affectionately than that of the lady
whose portrait appears herewith, ,

Lady Wilde's maiden name is Jane
Franscesca Elgee.” She is descended
from a family that has given some good-
ly members to the legal, ecclesiastical,
medical and military professions. She,
however, has been the only scion of it
that has given evidence of possessing
literary abilities; for all those who went
before her—belonging to her family—
never displayed any literary talent, were
neither authors nor aunthoresses, but,
nevertheless, were respected and honor-
ed in the society in which they moved,
on account of the estimable qualities
they possessed.. The family of Elgee
has not been, then, famous for its bril-
liancy, nor can it" boast of a long list of
names glorious in"the annals of history.
Butit had the good fortunc of inheriting
worth, valuable, intrinsic worth—and
putting forlh, from time to time, proofs
of what it could do in its own way. The
father of Miss Blgee, ov (* Speranza”
of the #Young Ireland! era) was »
worthy minister of the late disestablish-
ed Anglican Church. '

But, perbaps, the most widely known
of Lady Wilde's relatives—at least on
this side of the Atlantic——was her: only

- brother, the late Hon. Judge Elgee, of

Louisiana. e became one of the local

leaders of -the Confederatos. e was
one of the heads of the Confederate
Senate, and the resull was, that when
the people in whose defonce ho had
struggled had vanished, and when the
fatal blow was struck, he lost all his
worldly possessions.  Some timo aftov
he doparted peacefully from this life.
But returning to Lndy Wilde's career
—itis hardly necessary to state sho was
in the very zenith of her roputation ag
the “ Young Ireland” ora. Her pootry
—strong, impetuous, carrying all before
it—now like the voleano’s crator, now
like the mountain torrent—was doing
more damage to Knglish rule in the
country than could be well managed;
for her poetry was of thatIrish national
type thatseorns connection with foreign-
ors or foreign customs, and profers the
genuino article to alien ones of another
dye. People. who saw “Sporanza”

then, cither personally in the City of

Dublin, or saw the cmanations of hor
genius in the Nation’s ¢ Poet’s Corner,”
will long remember the sight. = At the
period to which we refor she was physi-
cally a very fine apecimen of woman-
kind, . No one could speak to her, or
even come in her presence, without feel-
ing that there stood’ before him one
whose mien and attitude were imperinl
and commanding.  Yet haughtiness
was pot & part of her character.  She
was mild and graceful, and held in high
esteem by all. Her face wus full and
vound, while her eyes were firelit, dazz-
ling in their brilliancy, and could only
be compared to those - far flashing
thoughts of hers that, given expression
to, as they were in the magnificent ima-

gery. of human -language, have casta

glow on the “Young Ireland” literature
that Irishmen will never let die..  And
such was the effect of those patriotic
poems of hers that she was the means of
converting to: the national cause many
who were struck by the earnestness of
her talent, and whose hearts succumbed
before her resistless appeals. - Hor as-
sumed name # Speranza’ - became
widely recognized ag one of tho greatest
writers of the old Nation. . Hor health
was drunk in many an assemblage;
and never before in'{reland did woman

attain such popularity as “Speranza”

did. .. Men who were previously West-

British in - everything, turned round, -

i
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(Spéi-anza.)

touched to the core by ¢ Speranza's”
songs. Hor enthusinsm was admired,
and several Dbegan to reason that,
verily, that'cause must be intrinsically
and extringically good which had for its
advocate such &8 pure, genius-gifted in-
spired and queen-like maiden as she'was.
And some timo after, when Gavan Duffy
found himself in prison on acharge of
high treason, “ Speranza” did not desert

the Nation. The. “Poet's Corner”

there still knew her as of old.  She .re-:
The famous .

mained firm and . faithful.
article * Jacta Alea Est,”” which appear-
ed among the leading articles of the
Nation, in'1848, aud which appeared un-
signed, just as the other leading articles,

‘was written: by  Speranza,” and per-

haps there isno piece she ever wrote so

powerful or so fiery. It was a challenge.
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to the Bnglish Government—a call
upon Ireland to rise up and hurl the

‘tyrants from the pinnacle of their power.

That article became the gospel of the
projeciors of Ireland’s nationality.
But the time passed on ; the cause was

"lost; the young men were scattered all
amid.

the world over; and “ Speranza,”

the general shipwreek, retired in dos-
pair from Irish polities. A little aftor,
in the year 18531, she married Dr. Wilde,
of Dublin city—a gentloman of high
medical repute and some literary abili-
ties. Buntin the general despair that
blighted all hopes at that period, “Spe-
ranza’s ' harp was hushed.  One may
as well expect that the nightingale
would utter its bewitching notes” of
melody if incarcerated in a noisome cell
as expect that *Speranza™ could sing
—now that the gloom had fallen on the
land and slmost every vestige of nation-
ality was being swept with the de-
parture of the young galaxy of writers
and oraters of the period. :

The carcer of Lady Wilde irom that
time up to the present has been marked
by no public action of any sort.: ‘She
has published a volume of poems, many
of which first saw.the light in the old
Nation, and which were received very
favourably by the press critics. This is
the only volume of her own, we believe,

“ which went through the printing press

from her pen. ,

The keynote of the volume which is
dedicated to Ireland, is contained in the
opening stanzas.of the dedication:

My Country, wounded to the heart,
Could I but flash along thy soul
Electric power to rivé apart )
The thunder-cioud that round these voll,
And, by my burning words, uplift .
Thy life from out Death’s icy drift,
Till the full splendours of our age
Shone round thee from thy heritage—
As Miriam’s by the Red Sea strand
Clashing proud cymbals, so my hand
ould strike thy harp,
-+ Loved Ireland! S

And bhow true it is to-day of Ireland,
as when, “Speranza’” wrote:

Rl

~Ag'a frozen ship in a frozen sea’;

And the-changeless stillness of life’s atag-
Sopation L L e S
Is worse than the wildest waves could be,
Rounding the rocks eternally.

Ireland Tests mid the rash of hi'o,r_{'ression,

Nor does “Sporanza " ever dospair
for the futnre of her country, or cease to
sound the noto of progress:

But the world goes thundering on to the
light

Unheeding our vain presages;

And nations arecleaving a path to Right
Through the mouldering dust of ages.

Are we, then, to rest in achill despair
Uumoved by these new elations;

Nor carry the flag of our Ireland fair
In the onward march of nations?

It may be new to some of our readors
to hear that she is now bringing out a
volume of collected essays, Theseessays
are very nwmnerous, and are, bosides,
excellent in tone and tendency—dis-
playing a scholarship and talent truly
admirable. These picces of proso litor-
ature of Lady Wilde’s which have ap-
peared insevoral Irish newspapers were
chiefly of a critical nature, but are not
by any means so woll known . us her
poetical contributions, for the reason
that they were not signed with her
name and wert published without any
signatare. . These essays form a goodly
collection, and we venture to predict for
them a success fully in keeping with
the reputation gained by their talented
authoress.

Lady Wildo is a passionate lover of
knowledge. Sho has a great zeal and
an ardor for literaturd, and a thirst for
the waters of its fountains which is
simply unguenchable. She has studied,
and succeeded inacquiring complete ac-
quaintanceship with all”ithe leading
Buropean languages, and she has made
practical use of this knowledge in some
cases, for she has translated scveral
German and French poems - into Eng-
lish wverse, very successfully—notably
“ Korner’s Song to his Sword "—a
piece that, after a remarkable way, is
turned into Tnglish in a very faithful
fashion, while at the same timo rival-
ing the original in wild strength and
puthos. . But the study of langusges did
not satisfy ‘Lady Wilde's -arpirations.
She should go still further. So she
paid attention to science and did not
cease till she had explored very many
of the wonders of that branch. Philo-
sophy, too, became the object of her stu-
dious" applications, -and” metaphysical
specilations had “come ito possess o
charm for her,. "In fact, few, if any wo-
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men, possess ‘that wide and deep and
univeorsal knowledge which Lady Wilde
possesses. Shoe has not confined “hoy
studies to onae - particular department,
and her life from '49 to the present, and
ovon to a certain degreo before 49, has
boon one of intellectual labor.
The throe great ideas which: scom to
havo their foundations firm and deep in
“ Speranza's ' soul are, . Knowledge,
Humanity, and Irish Liberty. Anyouc
reading her poems will have no diffi-
calty in discovoring how often she treats
of tho lust ‘two principles, and' the
student of her life’ will and can well
judge of her devotion to the formeor.
In order that our readers may see. for
themselves how those principles are
hers, we tako 'the liborty of extracling
a passago from a letter she has lately
written, in which she is oexplicit enough
in tho observation she makes. “My love
of lilerature,” sho  writes, *“is only
equalled by my passionate zeal for the
advancement and progess of Humanity,
and my carnest desire to see. our ‘beau-
tiful Ireland, add our gifted people, take
their proper place among the mightiest

“and noblest nations of the earth.

Such is the language of patriotism—
such the ringing words of'a woman true
to tho end to the glorious lessons she
taught when shie :was in the bloom of
maidenhood. And it speaks much for
the tenacity with which Lady Wilde
has held on ‘o the national cause, when
we arc aware that she has lived for a
long time in surroundings which did not
partake of a Nuational character. - She
moved . in society’ where Irish Nation-
ality is-banned; but still she is its true
and ever faithful upholder.: .Some of her
genious has been transmitted to her son,
Oscar Wilde, but little of her national
spirit has followed it. ’ :

In conclusion, we may observe that
there can be few differences-of .opinion

_among readers of * Speranza’s . poetry

as- 16 -its . various execllent qualities.
We thinlk wo should bo giving as good
an idea as possible of * Speranza’s”
peotry by saying that it was just ‘as

" Meagher's .oratory was in prose. .. We
mark in both the'same irresistible foree
. of thought, oloquence of expression; love,

of native:land, and: high sense of chiv-
alry that wore characteristics  excollent

‘in their method:~It has been observed—

and. observed truly that just like the
themes of Mongher's oratory, “Sper-
anza's " were stern realities—war, valor,
glory, victory, duty, virtue, sacrifice,
honor, and” truth. :

Long may “Speianza” live in the
island home she has loved so well, and
for whose national welfare she has raised
her harp and sung so sweetly. And
may-her old age—now that it is coming
on—Dbe calm and happy—commensurate
with the reward she so eminently de-
sorves at the hands of an appreciative
Irish public.—JIrish Canadian.

A TRENCH SKETCH OF
Mr. PARNEELL.

From an article in the Triboulet we
tuke the following. skelch of Mr. Par-
nell: '

The chief of the Trish cause is, in
{act, one of theseinen born to command.
Tall in stature, proudly erect of head,
well proportioned in _the ensemble of
his ‘body,  Mr. Parnell.can be ranked
among that privileged’ class.in which
strength is combined with slenderness
of frame.” Under the voluntavy slow-
ness of his movements, and the impassa-
ble ealm which he knows how to spread
as'a mask over his countenance, one
can discern a temperament essentially
organized for action. - These natures,
cold in :1ppe:u':uﬁ'cé, should not be mis.
taken. Once'the hour of danger arrives
these men of the. ice-surface are trans-
formed into extraovdinary tilters. . . .
Energy . is: the characterigtic of this
figure. Mr Parnellista wrestlor—he
has already proved *himsélf to be one ;
but fight assumes a’special form in his
person. ; Me is less a man of attack
than a man of resistance. Parliamentary
storms, interruptions .and = interpella-
tions must pass- over his head without
bringing the color to the pale. cheek,
without taking - from :those:-cyes their
fixity of expression. One: cannot” con-
ceive a‘being better appropriated : for
the direction of the crisis which Ireland
is- travorsing—n crisis'in ‘which.an -ex-
cited nation has, above -all, a'-want :of

-sang froidy of -tenacity, of that quality
“called by our neighbors éndurance-—the-
_power of::holding -out for-a length of
“time. T T
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CANADIAN ESSAYS.

« QASHEL OF THE KINGS»
(Continued.)
BY JOSEPH K. FORAN.

In finishing our last essay we reforred
to the tower at the western end of the
Cathedval—“Tt is beyond a doubt” con-
tinnes Dr. Cotton, “this tower was
erected for purposes of defonce, and
probably it was always furnished with
a garrison. The latest period at which
we have any account of hostilities tak-
ing place on this spot, is the yecar 1647,
when it was besieged by Liord Inchiquin
and the parliamentary forces, and after
a severe bombardment was taken by
storm. The buildings suffered much
damage from the cannonade, and after
the capture of the place, the victors
blew oft' the roof of the Cathedral with
their cannon. The western towor which
was directly exposed to Lord Inchi-
T quin’s battery, was greatly shaken. A
large crack running from top to bottom
of its western face and which has been
visible during a‘great number of years,
may perhaps have originated in some
settlement of the foundation, and’ pro-
bably was much enlarged by injuries
recetved on this occasion.”

Dr..Cotton now gives the reason why
the Cathedral was changed and the new
one built and why the old one was aband-
oned, He says: © After the troubles of
the. Commonwealth. had - passed, the
choir, of the Cathedral was used for
divine service, and so continued -till the
year 1749 when. Archbishop = Price,
being desirous that the parishoners
should have a place of worship less ex-
posed to storms and more accessible to
the aged and infirm, caused St. John's
Church, within the town, to be made
cathedral as- well as pavochial, and
transferred the congregation to that
church.”

"We will give now a- lengthier quota-
tion from this writer; telling the diffe-
rent phases of neglect, of repair, of
decay, of improvement through which
this historic spot has passed since the
old cathedral was deserted. ,

“ Since that' time, the old Rock,
(as it is called by the people there), has
been left to itself. }])Ihe round tower
still stands in its simple dignity, unin-

jured. Cormac's Chapel has suffered
comparatively little damage, oxcopt
from thoe lapse of time and some injudi-
cious * adaptations > made while it was
garrisoned by the troops. But the ¢ Ca-
thedral’ having become roofless and
oxposed to the woathor of all scasons,
has owed its present condition of toler-
able integrity, chiefly to the solidity of
its walls and its masonry.

 Tho debris of the roof had accumula-
ted to a great height within the charel,
burying benecath  them - tombstones,
fragments of windows, capitals, corbels
&e., and, being covered with long wav-
ing grass, presented a sad picture of
desolation. Some years ago this rubbish
was removed ; the whole place was
cleaned ; tho lovel of the original floor
was reached ; the bases of the four fine
pillars supporting on arches tho central,
tower were exposed to view; and the
just proportions of the cdifice were
shown. Some interesting tombstones
also were uncovered, ‘but the greater
part of them were broken in picces.
However the fragments were. carefully
colleeted, and joined togethor as well as
circumstances would admit. =~

“ The lower stone-roofed vault in the
western * tower, having had its few
apertures closed up, had become a cham-
ber of darkness. Not a'soul resided on
the Rock. The memory of their forefa-
thers, who had - been:slain’ by Lord
Inchiquin’s troops, was still fresh in-the
minds of the townspeople; and the
spirits, of ithe dead were believed to
haunt the scene of their former strug-
gle; in confirmation of which belief,
strange. noises were reported to be heard
ab night, and mysterious glimmerings
of light were occasionally seen to issue
from the deep recesses of the western
tower. ‘ .

¢ About twenty-two years ago, (Dr.
Cotton wrote this in 1848), when in the
process of clearing away the accumula-
tion - of rubbish which disfigured - all

arts of the church, I came to remove a

cap which lay on the floor of this
vault to the depth of several feet I
unconsciously interfored with this tra-
ditional tale. Not that [ encountered
ghosts, or any hostility fromthewm ; but;
concealed under the rubbish, I discover-
ed the remains of a coiner's forge, coals,
cinders, &c., and have some of the base
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motal found there in my possession to-
day.” '

I'his opisode in tho researches of Dr.
Cotton is u pretty cclaireissement of a
long believed legend! There we have
one of the thousand instances in which
superstition is befooled by Knavery,
and the credulity of the unreflocting
masses of our countrymon is traded on
by unprincipled adventurers. At the
vory time when the forgers of base mo-
ney were encournging the religious
alarms of the inhabitants of Cashel,
thoy were carrying on their thiovish
trade uninterrupled, and probably were
daily trafficking and cheating those
very people with that countorfeit coin,

“1t had long been observed, that the
crack in the western tower was widen-
ing, and appeared to threaten a serious

rupture. At length, on the morning of

the 22d February 1848, a violent storm
8o shook the building, that the tower
parted in two from top to .bottom, and
tho southern portion fell to the ground
with a terrific crash. The excellence of

the mortar was now shown most cons-

picuously. The wall fell in large masses.
soveral of which still remained firmly
comented together. ( This is seon in
the fallen tower of Conway in North
Wales and in several ruins both in Ire-
land and England). Many stones were
broken in pieces and ‘the fragments
remained firmly imbedded in the mor-
tar,  Onolarge mass ten or twelve feot

~in length, and four- or five feet high,
which includes part of the parapet, and
thereforo must have fallen from the
greatest height, appears to have glided
down without turning over or altering
its position, and now stands upright
and entire in the church yard, imme-
diately under the spot which it formerly
occupied, - (This belongs to the buil-
ding over the principal entrance and
not to the Western tower).

“ By this accident, the interior of the
lower vault and of the Hall above it, is
exposed to view from tho south., A
small but rather elegant window in the
upper part has been destroyed ; and the
heavy masses of stone, in their descent,
overwhelmed the projecting’ southern
poreh,” which, together with'a guard-
room over it, has beecu almost. totally
demolished. © . S '

 All'this mischief was not done at

the same moment. Part of the building
fell several hours before the rest, and
having thus loosened the general bond
of cohesion, ‘prepared the way for a
second fall; and many of the adjoining
portions now appeunr to hang together
so loosely and imperfectly, that still
further damage may be oxpected to
follow, unless timely meuns be taken to
present such a misfortune.” ‘

As might naturably be expected, a
lively interest was excited throughout
the country when the newsof the “fall”
was spread.  Thousands flocked to
the spot as the word went abroad.
Great sorrow was expressed ‘ tales of
all sorts were told; the Prophecies,
always abundently to hand when wan-
ted, were raked u]p for the occasion.
People could not help noticing that the
day of this disaster was the day on
which the Revolution in Paris broke
out ; and some body immediately recol-
lected an ancient prophecy of some
wise man or woman, declaring “ that
there would never be n successful re-
bollion in Ireland till the Rock of

Cashel fell.” Under such circumstances - -

as here_ described it would seem useless. '
to attempt the repairing of all the dam-
age which has been done. But as: the
spot is consecrated by many historical
recollections, and the building can never
be regarded by Irishmen without the
warmest interest, it scems a duty to
malke every endeavour to stay the fur-
ther progress of destruction by careful-
1y supporting and strengthening those
parts which seem most ~ immediately
oxposed to.dangor, and which, -if preci-
pitated from a great height, may demo-
lish much whieh may be at present pos-
sible to save.

Dr. Cotton thus concludes-his appeal: -
“ unhappily the ‘slender funds of the
Dean and Chapter are barely sufficient
1o meet the current expenses of divine
worship at the present cathedral. But-
a wholesome and creditable degree: of -
intorest - has' shown itself, not' only .
amongst the inhabitants of the town,
but 'in “many' others who value the
venerable and still spreading monuments -
of ¢ olden time.” ' The Lord Bishop of "
Cashel has oxpressed his wish that an
ondeavour should he made, not at resto-
ration, but at judicious repair,”so as‘to:
prevent further damage; and he'-has’
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offered twenty pounds for the commen-
cemont of the good work. It is conti-
dently hoped that many other friends
of the Church and admirers of antiquity
will contribute their aid to the under-
taking, so that something effectual may
be done before the winds and rains of
another wintor mako still further havoc
amoung the dilapidated chambers.”

Such is the termination of the Rev.
Archdeacon’s address ‘upon. the subject
of’ the repairing of the Rock of Cashel.
It is a complete diseription. in a nut-
shell of the old Rock. However the
learned Doctor does not go into uny of
the particulars of the histories of the
families whose forefathers have slept
for ages the "tranquil sleep of death
beneath the vaults and under the monu-
ments of Cashel. ‘

We will come back, in the next, to
John" Duvis, -White's own work in
which, as he says, he has * put some
particulars together which may be in-
teresting to the reader.”” The maxim
taken by Mr. White, when be commen-
ced his” worlk, must hdve been from
‘Cumden—* It any there be which are
desirous to be strangers in their owne
soile, and forrainers in their owne citie,
they may continue, and therein flutter
themselves; for such like I have not
written these lines, mor taken these
paines.” ~ :

1t "was a “truly noble and patriotic
feeling . and sentiment that prompted
the editor of the Cashel Gazette to
devole so much of his time to the study

- of that ancient city and to the reading of

the history of the country; the learning |

its legends and tales and superstitions,
the tracing of its antiquities and.then
the gratuitous'distributions throughout
the land,” of the knowledge thus  ac-
quired by labor, energy and devotion.
It may seem strange that we have
commenced this series with ™ Cashel
and wnot with Dublin the ‘capital or
Corkor some other city of greater . im-
portance, However it is not our object
to give what can bo found in a thousand
places;in- the diary of every learned

travelier of Burope, in the:guide-books

and “hand-books  on the. trains. 'and,
steamers<that is, a description .of the

places™of interest ,in large cities. We,

-wish’to give to the public .a. unique
+ guide to places not so well' known and

iastical residence.

whero thihgs of groator interest are to
be found and which are seldom des-
aribed,  you will, perchance, a long
time, heve or in Ireland seek for a pro-
per and roally interesting guide to such
places as Cushel. Therefore it is that
we take up such subjects und strivo to
give what is not to be found in any
other journal in Amerien. It i3 not to
the style, nor the composition, nor the
importance of the guestions. spoken of,
nor the strength of arguments used,
nor thedepth of the subjects in these
essays, that we look, in order to inte-
rest ; but mervely to the sole quality
they really possess, that of nob being
upon ordinary or common place or
thread-bare topics. ‘

Itis well to have every-day topics in
daily papers but it is just that in such
a -publication as the Harp, the only
Irish-Catholiz ono of the kind in* Ca-
nada, that we should go to the past and
dive into the future. - If onc chances to
get possession of some information,
howsoever small it may  be, provided
it may do even one atom of good to a
follow being, it'is right -that be should:
hand it to” the public.” Censequently
having possession of the works above
cited and several others on [ike subjects,
and knowing that no other copics of
them arein Canada, we give them to

the public. It is bad to-be as the one that

story tellsof in  Ginerva Da Siena; who
would seeck—". - B .
“Rifty miles round, beyond thésight of man,

Rather than one across in open view
His zood and bad a like hie loves to hide”

Green P:u-k, A);llnel'. P. Q-

THE LEGEND OF ST. SENANUS.

NEar the junction of the rivers Lee and
Bride are the ruinsof the Church of In-
nisearra.” It was here that St. Senanus,
divected, we ‘are told, by an angel,’
founded his church,-and fixed his eccles-
When the prince of
tho place heard of this occupation of his
lands without permission, he'sent mes-
sengers to demand rent and vestitution.
Subsequently he sent his favourite steed’
to be maintained at ‘the expense of the .
monastery, but the steed fell into the
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stream and was drowned, so that no
part of it remained to be scon except
the carrn—i.e., the quarters—hence the
name Inis-Carra.  This plnce has been
commemorated by Thomas Moore in his
celebrated lines of “Senanus and the
- Tady "— ‘
Ol, haste and leave this sacred isle,
Unholy burk, ere morning smile;
For on thy deck, though dark it be,
A female forn | see.
And, I have sworn this sainted sod
Shall ne’er by woman’s feet be trod.
THE LADY.
Oh, father, send not hence iy bark,
Through wintry winds and billows dark.
[ come with humble heart to share
Thy morning and evening prayer;
Nor mine the feet, O holy snint,
The brightness of thy sod to taint.
The pious ‘Cannera, a virgin saint of
Bantry, one night after Vespers, as she
was at her prayers saw all the churches
of Treland and a tower of fire rising out
of every one of them up to heaven.
The fire which rose ort of Tnis-Cai-
thaigh was the largest, the highest, and
the most; brilliant of all, and rose most
directly  heavenward. * On  beliolding
this the holy virgin exclaimed, * This
is the church to which I will go, that
my rosurrection may beout of it 1"’ She
then prayed to God that she might not
lose sight of the tower of light, but,
" like the fire thatled the children of
Isracl through the wilderness, to be
directed unto this place. God granted
her prayer. Having no guide but the
tower of fire, which continued 1o burn
day and night, she set out, and contin-
ued till she reached "this place. - St.
Senanus knowing  this; came to the
shore to. mect her, and bade her wal-
come. e told her togo to an island to
" the eastward, where his mother and
sister were, and she would be entertain-
ed thero.  She told him' that it was uot
for that she eame, but to remain in com-
munion of prayer with him. He told
her that she'could not come on to the
island. She then asked him if he would
give her a place 'of interment, and com-
munion. At length he permitted hor
to- come to the brink of the ‘island,
which she” scarcely reached alive, - He
then brought her the last. sacrament.

She there died ‘and ‘was buried on the.

south’ side of the island,

where her
grave is.. ‘ !

SISTER MIRENE.

PO A o

AN Epr1sonE OF THE SYRIAN MASSACRE.

CIAPTER 111.—(Continued)

Siner the day when the Druses burnt
Doir-el-Kamar, and put more than two
thousand  Maronites to the sword, [
have been in tlie service of the brave
Joseph Iaram, who has gathered a
small army around him in the cen-
tre of the mountains and hus already
rendered great service to our cause. [
am doubly useful to him as soldier and
doclor. Still as soon as we became
aware that Damascus was threatened,.
I'left him to come to you. You must
prepare to come with me without delay, -
A caravan  of fugitives is assembling
about two leagues from here; they will
wait for us until to-night. A number of
Maronites have sought his protection
already. He has placed the women and
children in a narrow valley strongly
fortified by the heights that guard it.
Five hundred brave men and well urmed
guard the defiles which lead to it. - It'is
there Iwish tosee all three of you.: But
where indeed is the third ? Why bhas not
my dear Gabriello come. to.greet me ?
% Gabrielle,” said Mr. Herbelin, is at
school in Damascus, where we will. go
to seek her. . .
Jerdinand repressed an exclamation
of terror. ‘
“QOh, yés;” hesaid with an assumed.
indifference; “at. Damascus; T will go
to fetch hor.” N
“ No, not yon,” replied Mr, Herbelin,
“you arc overcome with fatigue; re-
main with Sophia; help her to get ready
for departure; warn our Thost and
hostess'; advise them to come with us;
meanwhile Twill go for Gabrielle.”
“ @od grant you be not too late,” said
Mrs, Herbelin, = - - -
“ When Iarrived at Damascus all was
quiet. . If Chalib’ had only told ‘me'I
would have gong to bring lier with me,
but he spoke ouly of you and T came
away after having written a few lines
to your partner; Mr. Just.” - 7
¢ If Just is prepared he will save Ga-
brielle,” said- Mrs. Herbelin, .~ 7
% We will ‘save all}” said,Fordinand
in" a budyant tone.. ¢ Whatever your-
husband says to the contrary I shall'go /|
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with him to Damaseus, It is not per-
haps necessury, but you will bo moro at
ease if T gowith him."”

“«Ifyouare coming then let us set
out immediately,” said Mv. Herbelin.

“Yes; wo have not a moment to
lose. My sister will break the news to
Mr. ank Mrs. Dravel, and provail upon
them to join us. Will you not ?”

¢ But what shall I say to them 2"

“Toll them this. The only means of
safety is now in flight. It is necessary,
therefore, that they should make up
their minds to set out with you and all
the Christians in the neighbourhood.
As I have already said a small caravan
awnaits you at Bycoub at the foot of the
mountains, You will join it thero; and
you will journey with it to-night; and
as I know all the places where it will
camp, it will not be difficult for us to
find you in oue place or another.”

“What do you say; brother? Do
you think that I am going to fly with-
out you, and my huasband and my
child”

¢ Alas, Sophia, it is absolutely neces-
sary that it should be so. You cannot
stay here.”

“Why not ?"”

 Because we shall not return by this
route. When wo leave Damascus, we
shall goto Lebanon by another road.”

“Then let me go with you to the
city.” -

“Impossible, you would only delay us,
and endanger Gabrielle.” She began to
sob and IFerdinand in anunder tono said
to Mr. Herbelin. “ She must go; she at
least must be saved. Use your influence
with her whilst I go -to get horses
ready.”

A few moments later the two gentle-
men were in the saddle. and at full
galop. Neither broke silence for some
time. ' At length Ferdinand asked.

 Have you prevailed upon my sister
not to wait for us ?” , ’

“ Yes, but not without difficulty.”

“It is. well. ~She at least will live:
at least wo will hope s0.”

“ It is the sccond time you have said
that Sophia alone will be saved. You
do vot think that Gabrielle is in
danger.” ‘ C
“ Ferdinand did not reply.”

“ What, is . it possible ?”’ .exclaimed
Mr. Herbelin. “ But why do you fear ?”

«[ foar wo aro too late. . I did not
wish to sny so in the presence of my
sistor, but Damascus is, I fear at this
moment given up to fire and swoud, our
poor Gabrielle perhaps is no more: and
we ourselves may be only sceking
death.”

# Mr. Horbelin
astonishment.”

“Then why, ho asked, did you como
here. Are not two victims onough ?
Why did you not remain to protect your
sister 7

“ Becauso if my sister does ag she
was told she is safe; and I wished to
do all that is possible to save Gabriclle.”

“ You have written to Just ?”

“ Yes; towarn him to save as many
as possible."

“ Then he will begin by putting Ga-
brielle in safety.”

“ Alas, that is scarcoly possible. I
told nim I was looking after that, all
tho Lime supposing that Gabrielle was
with you.”

“ My, Herbelin uttered a cry of des-

air."” ,
P There is yet one chance for Ga-
brielle,” said Ferdinand. . :
"« Has she not powerful friends at Da-
mascus "

“ I do not know one.” ‘

“Isnot Amrou at Damaseus ? Amrou
the uncle of the little Arab, whom Ga-
brielle calls her sister.”

“ Heis dead.”

# Dead 7" '

“Yeg; this two or three months; but
not only is he dead, but worse still, tho
fanaticul Druse, the Arab’s father who
presided - at the massacres at - Deir-cl-
Kamar and Hesbaya, is at Damascus
with his daughter. They live in the
sumptuous palaco of the deceased Am-
rou.

“ Then all is lost. This ferocious
sheik who has preached the holy war in
every valley of the mountains, has not
descended into the'plains for nothing.”

looked at him with

CHAPTER IV.
FLIGHT.

Tre sun had set and twilight cast deep

shadows over the landscape. . On - the
terraced vroof of " Amrou's house, the
little Nad-ji-e-da sat. She was pale and
gilent, her hands grasped couvulsively
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the cushions on which she reclined, hor
anxious oyes gazed stoadfastly at the
city. All through the suburbs tho ex-
citement was extreme, Numerous bands
of sinister-looking men paraded in the
doubtful light, looking like the gouls
and djinns of eastern story. Menacing
shouts filled the air, mingled with cries
of fear-and prayers of supplication.
Lurid flames shot up to the sky at
equal distances, the clouds of smoke
from which made the air heavy. Mean-
while, .and in spite of all this, young
and beautiful girls, and beautiful sul-
tanas rveclined and chatted upon the
flowery terraces. :

When the tumult on the streets was
at its height, and when threats and the
cries of dying men beecame loudest and
most frequent these clegant dames and
damsols would stretch over the stone
parapots to applaud the slaughter with
all the strength of their tiny hands, aud
when dim shadows flitted along the
neighbouring house tops followed by
menacing figures, these fair arms cover-
cd with pearls were lifted up to deride
the fugitives. ' o

Whilst Nud-ji-e-da, paler than a moon-
beam, looked tremblingly on this horrid
spectacle, her nurse, who had ascended
to the terraced roof ornamented as it
was in true oriental style with flowers
zlmd flower beds and roses, addressed
161, Co

¢ My child you ought to descend into
the house: such spectacles as this are
not for young and innocent eyes.”

“ Alag, Sulema,” replied Nad-ji-c-da,

turning away with a gesture of horror,
“ I beliovo in truth I shall die. It is not
blood ‘that is coursing' through my
veins; it is a. fire that. burns there.
What has. happened 7+ What madness
has seized the people of Damascus ?
Why theso crimes—these assassinations,
these incendinries ?* - ' :

“Itis the will of Allah! my child,
said Sulema, who like all Mussulmans
was afatalist” -

“Allah, as you call him, God, as I
call him, will surely punish such erimes.
But tell me—is it not noarly over ”

“It is over some time, my child ; and
it is not as terrible as you imagine.
They have killed a few Maronites, burnt
a few houses; that isall”

“That is all. “Ah! if that were in-

deed all; it would be all too much. But
you do mnot tell me the truth, nurse;
thoslaughter has beon terrible; and [
fear is not over yet.”

“Tt is over, child; it is.”

“Whither then go all these men ?”

“Whither do they go? They know
not perhaps themselves. In every tu-
mult there are always men who cry out
more than they work—who are indeed
lambs in liger's skins, DBut come, my-
Nadu; as there is a lull in the storm,
why remain here? why do you disobey
your father, who charged you to shut
yourself up as soon as the moon arose?

“ When my father gave me that com-
mand he was far from supposing, that
these massacres began at mid-day would
continue until nightfall.” :

“ Perhaps he gave it becauso he fore-
saw - that they would continue that
long.” *

“What! How! My father know it,

and do nothing to prevent it? Oh,
that is terrible! terrible! Andayou

say he has not returned ?”

“ Not yet, my child.”

“ Ho has gono then to join the Alger-
ian Abd-el-Kader, to assist him to defend
the Maronites.” ‘

“1 wish, my child, I could let you
think so. But it is not true. Your:
father’s rank, his title as minister of
Hackem, would oblige him to fight the

-| infidels.”

“Oh! do not say that, nurse; do not
let me think such a horrid thing pos-
sible.  What! a barrier of dead bodies
between me and my father! the blood
of innocent men on my father's hands.

You judge him wrongfully. Oh! how
differently my grandfather Amrou

would have acted.” ‘

“Yes, but. Amrou shared the ideas
and prejudices, and almost even the re-
ligion of the IFranks—unhappily for
youn.” . - > k :

“ Why unhappily "

“ Becanuse the education he has given
you will become the source of your most .
bitter sufferings.” ' ‘

“ Would you have me anbounce. the

‘| false doctrine of the imposter Hackem

—pretend to be ‘inspired—make poor
iguorant people mistake the utterances =~
of folly for tho oracles of a prophet? I
could not do it, nurse; I could not.”
The young girl stopped suddenly.
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The uproar of the city increased; arm-
ed bands became more numerous; the
imprecations were more violent, and the
crios of the victims more heart-rend-
ing.. On all sides lurid flames, and
black smoke leaped towards the sky.
From the height of the minarets came
the voice of the Imans applaading tho
crowd.

Nad-ji-e-da sprung from her cush-
ions.

“ Nurse ;'
that ?"

“What? my child!” .

“Some one called me.”

¢ Called you ? what folly!”

“Yes, yes, I assure you it was so.
sweet voice twice
name."

“You dream ; child. Nor isjit to be
wondered at. Go, I pray and steep.”

‘“Sleep ! no, no; that must not be:
We must watch rather; and ask the
Master of Life to help with His grace
those who are going to die.”

“It.is not necessary to stay on this
terrace in order to pray. Come into

-the house; we will take our tesbors
(beads) of perfumed amber on ecach
grain of which we will invoke one of
the ninety-nine names of Allah, orif you
%mfer it we will read a chapter of the
oran."” ‘

As a protest against this, Nad-ji-e-da
shook her tiny brown hands, until the
interlaced sequins ~which served for
bracelets shook together with. a silvery
sound. s

“ Never—never again, she said, shall
these fingers touch the grains of the
tesbor—nevershall the lips of Nad-ji-e-da
again invoke the -Most High under the
name of Allah—never shall her cyes
again read the lying sentences of the
imposter's book.”

Solema regarded her in silence.

“ What do you believe in theén, if you
equally reject the doctrines of Hackem,
and the religion of Mahomet?”

The young - girl rose with an-air of
quiet majesty and placing both her hands
upon her nurse’s arm exclaimed in- a
firm and strong voice. : Lo

1 beliéve .in. the Divinity of Jesus
and the Sanctity of His Virgin Mother.”

“Jesus and Mary! tho faith of the
- Catholics ! Allah protéet us both! the
poor child is lost ! murmured the good

' she cried, “ did you hear

A
pronounced my

withdrow her arm.
dreadoed

womun -as sho
“Your father, child; your
father, what will ho say ?”

“Ie will have to take it in
part,” answered the young girl
tone of indiffercnce she littio folt. ‘

“Ile will have to take it in good
part!” cried the nurse with vehemence,
“do not count on it for a moment. If
you resist him—if you deny his God, he .
will trample you under his feot without
pity or remorse.” ‘

The young girl throw herself baclk
upon her cushions and covered her face
with her hands, Suloma after contem-
plating her for some moments with an
air of compassion, tried to porsuade hor
to enter the house. . :

4 No, no;” answered the child; ©I
must remain here to the end.”

% But again I tell you it is finished —
seo; the streets are almost deserted.”

“ Because the crowd has gone in'some
other direction. Listen.”

“T hear.only the howling of the jackal.”

“You are mistaken ; nurse. Those
sounds are cries of human grief. - And
if you doubt it look there,” said she’
averting - her eyes as sho pointed be-
low.

In the street in front of Amrou’s
house, & Druse enveloped in his mach-
lah and with his face half conceated by
his turban, had just plunged his dngger
into the breast of & young man dressed
in Buropean costume, who bhad fallen
under the blow but who still lived.

“Twenty-two I muttered - the ass-
assin as he cut a notch on his yatagan.

' Nad-ji-eda sprang to hor feet; utter-
ed a cry of teiror, and, beating the air
with her arms, shrank back to the othor
extremity of the terrace, whoro she ro-
mained motionless, sceing nothing, and
hearing nothing. ‘

Before leaving, the Druse stooped
over the murdered man, to be sure that
he was dead, or that at least his wound
wag mortal, . By a rapid motion  the
wounded man ‘seized a pistol from the
murderer’s girdle, and pointing it at the
murderer’s . heart.  Without, however,
drawing the trigger, he returned it say-
g — . . ST IR -

“Your life is in ‘my.power, in return
for my own, but I sparé. you.and for-
give you, in order that the God befove .
whom I.am about to appear, may for-

good
in a
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give me, and grant meo graco and
merey.”

The Druse discharged the pistol at a
man, who was gliding stealthily past,
and - who fell dead.

“ Twenty-three I” said he. ~ You are
right: “the weupon was good and you
might have killed. mo. T do not wish
to be under any obligation to you; and
am therefore ready to rendor you a sor-
vice in return.  If there is in the city
any one in-whom you take nn interest,
tell me his name and 1 will do all Tean
to'save him.”

‘“Are you in earnost ¥’ asked
wounded man.

The Druse shrugged his shoulders,
and prepared to depart, when tho dying
mamn, seizing his machlah, uttered a foew
svords in a choked voice.

“Vory well,” roplied the murderer
as he departed. o B

(To be continued.)

MISSION OF THE LAND LEAGULE.

Tir following extract from a lecture
recently delivered by Rev, Dr. Lieeming
under the auspices of the Halifax branch
of the Tvish Land Leagne, we take
from an exchange .- ‘

In answering objections sometimes
made.against the Teague T beg to state
that the Lengue is purely a political or-
ganization; & humano society, establish-
<d to build up the shattered hopes- of
a prostrate nation, to pour the oil of
gladness into the wounds of a broken-
hearted people, to clothe the naked, to
feed the hungry, io protect the.widow
and the orphan, by cnabling the sons
and daughters of freland to obtain the
-bread they havo earned by the toil of
their bands and thesweat of their brow,
“This association, I repeat, is purely po-
litical.* It is not a veligious sodality. It
ds open to members of all croeds. Its
motto is “ Broad and food for Irelund”
-All denominations may enter its wide

the

fold. Religious discord ecannot mar the,

.glorions music vising from' the million
tongues inv one grand burst of purest
harmony. In matters of this kind, as
in all questions of political doctrine,
«churchmen and- laymen stand:on the

samo platform. All speak with the same-
authority.. Render to Cmsar the things

that are Cesar's, and to God the things
that are God’s. It is not necessary that
Cwmesar should die that God may live.
The two powers are separate and dis-
tinet. Both have their respective claims,
Political freedom,then, cannot be crush-
od beneath the rod of religious authori-
ty. When clergymen, therecfore, enter .
thoe Lengue, they do so as private citi-
zens and members of society. When
they speak of or against the League
they speak ona subject foreign to their
Jjurisdiction and their opinions aro
charged with no religious weight. They
may differ amongst thcmselvcs,. {1nd
we may difter from them. Political
freedom is the birthright of every man,
woman, and child. Ilivery member of
the community is free to judge between
the meorits of those methods by which
public happiness may be best sccured.
Liet no one then imagine’ for a moment
that they fail in allegiance to religious
authority by holding and defending ‘a
different political opinion from that of
their pastors, and  spiritual -guides.
Hernce, then, when we hear that part
of the clergy of Treland’ disagree in
their judgment of the Lieague, that some
approve, whilst others condenin; let us
not be disturbed. It is but nataral and
right, and their disagreement is one o'f
the strongest proofs that the League i3
merely a question -of political ‘bearing-
wherein difference of sentiment does
not clash with our duties to-heaven;
for God liimself respects our liberty, and
wills that Cresar should hold his owr.
We read in the press, that to_one Irish
prelate in particular, the League is
peculiarly - obnoxious; - to him it is a
poisunous weed, infecting. the air and
creating only a mighty stench. To
another prelate of equal station and
more patriotic fecling it is a blooming
rose, peerless in Beaaty, which opening
its ruby lips moist with dew, to kiss
the golden sunbeam, woos and embalms
the air with the richness of its’ breath.
The difference, ladics'and gentlemen, is
not in the plant itself, but in the nose
of the man who suiffs it. And I am glad
to- say, that the vast overwhelming ma- -
jority of tho Trish clergy, prefer ‘the -
perfurao of the rose to the stench of the
weed,  Wedro told by some that this’
restless agitation unsettles’ the ~ mind,”
disturbs the "soul, and impedes 'the
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growtih of Christian piety, that “we
should cease this wild excitement and
trust more to prayer. But [ for oue
would far rather practice the seriptural
injunction which tells us “ work ax
well as pray;” for the Bible teaches
“ faith without good works won't save a
man.” So neither will prayer without
good working system cver liberate Ire-
land. It is arash and presumptuous
hope to expect that God will work mi-
racles, oven for the redemption of a
country so faithful to Him. Miraculous
interference is a rare occurrence. God
will not dry up the waves of the Eug-
hsh Channel, as he formerly divided
the waters of the Red Sea, and then
send the armies of Great Britain to
swell the ravks of Pharoul in the realms
below. We rend that the walls of Jeri-
cho fell down at the sound of Joshua's
trumpet, -but if it is imagined that the
chains of English supremacy which bind
the Irish wnation in galling servitude
will part asunder at the prayers of the
people, they may wait 6ill the crack of
doom, when the archangel blows his
trumpet and the echoes of that blast
have screamed themselves hoarse. We
read again ihat a crow was sent by
heaven to carry bread to Elias when he
was starving in the wilderness, but I
never heard of any crows being sent to
feed the Irish; on the contrary, Iknow
that the Epglish Government has sent
millions of Irish to feed the crows. 1
" yield to no man“in my faith as to the
power of prayer, 1 hold that it is tempt-
ing Providence to pul your. trast in
prayer alone. For 700 years the church
and people of Ireland have been pray-
ing for freedom’; for 700 yoars have
those prayers been consecrated by the
tears and blood and fastings and famines
of 'a stricken people—the " famishing
mother, the dead babe still clasped to
her milkless breast, has prayed the
prayer of frenzy; the stalwart man,
with parched tongue and sunken cheek
and wasted  form has stretched  his
withered hands to heaven, all the prayer
of his soul broke to the wild laugh  of a
raving maninc—despairing multitudes
have tarned their bloodshot eyes to the

brassy clouds, have shook their fist in.

heaven's | face and ‘shrieked :in their
-anguish, . ¢ My God | my God! why
.hast Thou forsaken us?” And will no

answer come ? Oh, yes I hear it} earth,
air, sea, and oceun proclaim it; I hear
it in the gurgle of the strenm, the cata-
ract’s roar, the crash of every wave
thut breaks on the golden sands of the:
sunlit shore ;—I hear it in tho shiver
of every leaf that stirs on the trees, the
tremor of the tall grass in the plains.
below, the rustle of the wild heather on
the mountain-tops ;—I hear it in the
soft whispor of the summer breeze, and
the howling burst of the winter wind
—1 hear it in every thunder's rattle,
and the pitiless pelting of the hissing
storm;—I read it in overy lightning
flash, and tho twinkling glimmer of
evory shining star, and that mighty
voice thrills my soul and fills my being:
“ Sons and daughtoers of Ireland, rise
from your knees, dry your tears, put
your own shoulders to the wheel, for
God helps those who help thomselves.’™

It is impossible to describe the wild
scenc of excitement which followed
this- magnificent, passuge. Cheer aftor
cheer -rent the building, and it was
some minutes before the speaker was
able to’ continue.

*

ENGLAND AND ROME: ANOTHER

VETO QUESTION.

IreLAND's Catholic Chureb has had once
more to raise her mitred frontand stretch
forth the crozier of St. Parniex to repel
English attacks upon her conseerated in--
dependence. : :
Hoerein her prelates will command the-
large warmhesarted admiration, not only~
of their own devoted flocks, but of all
who, differing trom ‘them in religion,.
respect wise and honorable patriotism.
Ingland, it appears, has developed:
her perennial intrigues at Rome, and
now secks to have a political agent or
Representative of the Roman Court in.
London.. His cars would be continually
filled with complaints about the conduct.
of Irish clergymen who happened to hold.
their country deaver than the views .of
the Ministry of the day, and, as a
foreigner, it would be inpossible for him
always to discern the falsity of the
charges, the groundlessness of the com-
plaints in time. . . T
~“What does Iingland want this Nuncio-
in London for, whilst Bngland refused
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to recognise the Pope by sending him
an ambassador? It is not diflicult to
comprehend her desires.  She has be-
trayed them on too many occasions for
Ireland to ignore them now,

Lngland desires to male the Trish
Catholic Church a Slave of tho State.
Is lofty liborty, bogotlon of poverty
and sclf'sacrifice, has always made her
Governments nneasy and anxious to
cnst their fetters, whethor of iron or of
gold, over its untrammelled limbs.

The demand for a Veto—the demand
that Bngland should have power Lo forbid
any priostshe disliked from being raised
to the opiscopucy—was a broad, open,
and avowed declaration of her desire.
Her Governmont—sought to malke this
a condition of Catholic Emuncipation—
sought to bribe Irish Catholics to sur-
render their Mother Church intoslavery,
but the bait was nobly rejected.

Since then, however, the English have
always been intrigning at Rome ngainst
Ireland, even when they were intriguing
against the Pope himself. Lord Parny-
ERSTON the worst enemy of Papal inde-
pendence, was indefatigable in trying to
cntrap the Papal Court with respect 1o
Irish affairs.  Sir CuarLes Gavan
Durry, in his recent work, has recalled
the memory of much that is of impor-
tance, but, perhaps; the mostsignificant,
because tho most audacious, attempt is
that avowed by Lord Panxzrston in a
letter to his - brother in 1834 :—« I -am
Sending off @ messenger  suddenly  to
Florence and to Rome to try to get the
Lope not to appoint an agitating prelate
Archbishop of Tuam.” GREVILLE, in his
-Memoirs, gives this further information :
“Lord MEeLBOURNE told me that "an
application had been made to the Pope
very lately expressive of the particular
awish of the British Glovernment that he
would not.appoint MacIlALE to the vacant
Catholic  Bishopric, -ANYBODY BUT- 1IN,
notwithstanding which the Pope appointed
MacHaLe, IHis Holiness said “that he
had romarked, for a long time past,
that no pieco of preferment ofan’y value
ever fell vacant in Ireland, that he did
not get an application from the British
Government asking for’ the appoint-
ment.” ‘ ' Co

What.a loss to Ireland and ‘to the
Trish Catholic . Chureh "it would: have

been if England had prevailed, and ™ the

Popo had not “appointed MacHALE.”
But, he resisted the .influence of the
British Government, al a time, when it
was at its mightiost, and gave honour to
whom honour was due, and surcly no
choice over was more distinctly guided
by Providential wisdom than that which
vaised up Jotry of Tua to the Archiopis-
copnl Seo of the West! England’s coun-
sols then, a8 on many an oceasion since,
wore divectly opposed to the welfare of
Irish Church and ITrish people.

It is gratifying to hear now that the
whole Hierarchy of Ircland, in high
council assembled, have unanimously.
repudiated this last temptation of the
Saxon Satan, and rejected the gilded and
glittering chain ihat, thrown upon
their necks as if in honour, would have
weighed heavy as the fotters of slavery.
This revives the memory of greats con-
tests, noble efforts, and heroice triumphs
in a glorious past.~—Dublin Irishman.

CHIT-CHAT.

—Sir Charles Duffy has a great name,
and has issued o great manifesto, Io
thinks the Irish Land Bill a great mea-
sure, and one caleulated to do great good
for Ireland, iff—alas! that all human
things should rest upon anif. * Your ‘ if’
is & great peace maker” and let us add, a
great castle builder {n the air; and air
built eastles are not wont to last a thou-
sand years. * On the airy support of an
if Sir Charles makes out a great case
tor the Land Bill, and a great future for
Ireland, With prophetic eye he sees-
proverty, starvation the proselytising
school, caubeen doffing to agents, dram
giving to the bailifts, and the driver .
“daty eggs” and ‘duty fowl" all
gone by the Board. This would be a
protty picture, if it did not rest on the
inverted cone of an #if.” - But this.is
not all. The Irish tenant has to got
compensation for his improvements,
if— A fat goose or two or a keg of
potteen will not have to be: given. in
order to secure a fair valuation, if—-,
and a thousand other things depending
onan *if.” Now it is an dcknowledged

fact, that an inverted coneis not the .

most stable of foundations for a ¢astle,
much less for a nation’s prosperity. We
wish so much did not depend upon an
“if:” so much good'on so little. good.
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—Itis considered a great feat amongst
“our eircus goers for an elephant to stand
with its four great feet (excuse the pun
—it is unavoidable) upon a patent pail.
We confess we cannot help thinking of
the feat, whenever we contemplate [re-
land’s future balanced upon-an it
Castles in Spain
Is building in vain
Unless the Lord build the house, &c.

—And what, I pray you, is this little
“if” on which this - tremendous super-
structure of Iveland’s prosperity de-
pends? - The honesty and intelligence of
two men out of a certain three. Alas!
how slender a thread nation's life de-
pendson. The sword of Damocles hung
not on a slenderer.

—« T do not believe religion to be an
adjunct, an adjective, an ornamentsvper-
added to education. I believe that
without religion education does not ex-
ist and cannot exist.” - (The Cardinal
Archbishop of Westminster at Cardiffl)
Noble words, nobly put by the most
noble of men ! '

—An early Christian writer has said,
 Homo sine cognitione Dei pecus.” (A
man without the knowledge of God is a
bog.)

—The preseni agitation for the wear-
ing of woollen stuffs is a curious com-
ment on- the fact, that the fancy of a
girl about her gownsrules our industrial
productions. ~ Women want to rule at
the ballot-boxes. -Ought they not to be
content to rule our factories; fo make
and. unmake ‘millionaires—to - be ‘the
main spring of our merchandise and
commerce, without wishing to rule in
our Senate.. But then thatis just where
she would rule—with her tongue.

-—Your modern CGreeck .is & hard
hitter. . At modern Athens it is a
weather prognostic - worthy of ‘“Old
.. Prob” that ““donkeys fighting portend

‘rain” and by an_easy and logical ap-
plication- of the principle, *when two
‘men- fight, the gamins cry out “it is
going - to rain.”’ This is hard on - the
“humans. ‘ ' ’

* —Mr. Raylston in his “ Songs and

{ death.

Tales of the Russinn people” and Mr.
N, G Polites of Athens, in his *“Populare
Mecteorolowical  Fables,”  abundantly
prove the connection in the Russian and
Grreek popular mind of the Prophet
Elias with thunder and lightuing. . The
idea oviginated donbtless in his ehariot.
of fire and his calling down fire from
heaven. In the Middle Ages in Grecce:
it was believed that when it thundered
the Prophet was chasing a dragon
through the sky, and at this duy itis
believed that the rattling of thunder is.
the noise of his chariot wheels,

—LEither Tcelandic satire was strong,
or Danish forbem ance was weak.  The
[eelanders provoked at Tlarald Blaataud,
King of Denmark, for having seized
one of their merchant ships, made such
severe verses on him that he sent a fleet
to ravage the island.

—But  Icelandic law-givers - were:
equal to- the occasion. They thercon
made a law. that any one, who should
satirize . the sovercigns  of Norway,
Sweden or Denmork should be putto-
Such are the safeguards that.
hedgle in royalty. = And yetl at’ this.
royalty a beggar's dog may bark.

' SRS Y

PASS IT. ROUND.

Few Catholic journals there are to which.
the annexed paragraph does not apply..
The Western Watchman, from which it is-
taken, deserves our thank= for the cut-
ting rebuke; and we pass it round, in.
the hope that some delinquent, seeing it,
may repent and make his peace with his.
publisher.  The Watchman says:—

“Weregret to Jearn that the Catholic-
Banner, of Kansas City, has suspended
publication.. The Banner -was a. good
paper, well edited, and published in a.
live city. Tt had a fair circulation, bug
we presunie a great many wero leeches,.
who subscribed but would not pay for it.
Tt is'strange so many of our Catholics
are good enough to subscribe fora Catho--
lic paper ‘ to help it along,” but will un-
blushingly refuse to pay for it, and yet
call themselves honest.  The Catholic-
publishers should publish the names ofc
thesc lecches of the Catholic press for-
mutnal protection.”
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PROVERBS.

AnmoxG the various classes of proverbs,
perhaps the most numercus division is
that which bears upon seifishness.  This
is not much to be wondered at, for sel-
fishness is a tolerably constant quality
of human nature.  As sclfishness gener-
ally appears 1o he disagreeuble, it is not
surprising cither that the thoughts of'all
people take pretty nearly thesame view
ofit. We are afraid that any amount
of odium will not cure this defect, for
few men will confess, even to themselves,
that they are selfish ; but to those who
are biessed with selficonsciousness, we
recommend the following maxims. The
English say, ¢ Other men's sorrows will
not  break our hearts” The Russian
phrase is “ The burden is light on the
shoulders of another.” The French say,
wittily, “One has always strength
enough to bear the misfortune of his
friend.” The Ttalians, to whom water
is valuable, tell us, ¢ Every one draws
the water to his own mill” The
Oriental, cooking his food at the desert
fire, declaves; © Every one take the om-
bers'to his own cake.”” - The practical
Roman soldier, when straps o buckle
on his armor were scare, asserted that
“Men cut broad thongs from .other
men's leather.” The Englishman blurts
out, “Bvery one for myself, and God for
us all.”  The phlegmatic Dutchman
finds breath enough. to snort, curtly,
“Self's the man,”  And the Spaniard
avoiding danger, advises lo “ Draw the
snake from the hole by another man's
hand.”  Selfishness may, perhaps, be
deseribed as that which some men like
to practise, without having it practised
upon them ; and in that sense he who
can sympathise with the above sentences
from many languages is the type of a
selfish man. o
Another set of proverbs mearly as
widely spread go to show us that every-
where and in all ages men  have
been in a hurry to get rich, and better
_still, point-out a general knowledgo that
such attempts to gratify acquisitiveness
by fair means or foul are very apt to
break down.  We express this when we
suy, rveferring o easily gained woalth,
“Light come, light go.”  The cautions
‘Scotek have it that' ¢ The’ groat is ill
saved which shamés 'its master.,”  The

sententious Spaniard dogmatically af-
firms, “ e who will be rich in a year,
at the half-year they hang him.”  The
Teadians say, * Il come, ill spent.”  The
Germans add, “The unrighteous penny
corrupt the righteous pounds;” and the
poor blacks of Hayti say in their bad
IFreench, “The knife which thou hast
found 1 the highway, thou wilt Tose in
the highway.” 1f avaricious people
would only take counsel of proverbs,
perhaps they might turn from the error
of their ways, but we fear they nro too
much absorbed in small gains to be at-
tracted by small wisdom.

As an antidote against the last section
woé would advise that the following
world-wido thoughts bo treasured up:
first that true old sturdy maxim of our
own—* God helps those who helpjthem-
selves; ™ and the rhymes—* no pains,
no  gains,"—“No sweat, . no  sweet,”
Then the grave Catalan remonstrance,
“Where wilt thou go, ox, that thou
wilt not have to plough?” Next the
classical adage , “Who will not the mill,
will not the meal ;" afterwards the

Turkish allecory, ¢ Itis not with saying,. .
gory, ying,. .

¢ Honey, honey,’ that swoetness will
come into the mouth.” Add the Arabic
aphorism, “The morning hour has gold
in its mouth.” Txcellent advice that,
my masters. Golden sentences, all
worthy to be written upon the workshop,
of the world, and wherever else man has
to learn the way through industry to
comfort. , :
Following upon the saying relating to

effort, we find a few, although not so

many as might be expected, relating. to-
fortune.  Of the danger of uncarned
clevation we have the Italian “Rvery-
thing may bo borne but good fortune.”
Most of them, however, are of a more:
healthy and  satisfactory - character, '
showing that however - capricious the
fickle goddess may be, she is. looked to
with hope, and sometimes for justice.
The English think that* Every dog has
his day,” and that “ There are as good
fish in tho sea as ever- came: out of it
The grave Romun averred in more clas-.
sical language that *“ The sun of all days
has:not yet gone down;” the Italian,
that “ The world is for him that has pa-
tience ;" but the Persian’saying is: the
most beautiful and:the most - faithful,—
“ A stone that is fit for the: wall is. not




546 THE

HARP.

left in the way;"—that tells men to de-
serve the favers of fortune by being it
to receive them, and cherishes buth
etlort and hope:

It would appear that in all places the
race of ninnies had been a numerous one,
and we find many proverbs reluting to
them—speaking of their plenty, their
foolishness, and their troublesomencss.
In our language we have, # A fool's bolt
is soon shot;” It is better todeal with
arvogue than a fool ;" and * Fools grow
without watering.”  The Italian sy,
¢ For an honest man, half'- his wits are
enough; tie whole is to little for u
knave ;"—thus classing the rogues with
the fools. The Russians tell us, ¢ Feols
are not planted or sowed; they grow of
themselves.”!  The Spaniards sativically
add, “If folly weie a.pain, there would
be erying in every house;” and of
learned fools, “ A fool, unless he kuows
Latin, is never: a great fool.” - The Chi-
nese have found out, # One has never so
much need of one'’s wit, as when he has
to deal with a fool.” :

Proverbs, too, tell the toolish how they
are to conceal their nature, and  avoid
danger. Silence, it'seems, isthe golden
rule for this. Ali are familine with our
own saying. ¥ A still tongue maketh a
wise head.” ° The following are not so
.well known.. From the Persian—
“Speech is silvern; silence is golden.”
From the Italians—* He who speals,
sows;he who keeps silence, reaps” ; and
“ Silence was: never written down.”
From: the Spanish—¢ The evil which
issues from thy mouth falls into thy
bosom.” Another of our own, and a true
one, too, is, *He who says what he likes,
shall hear what he does not like.”

- We have parallels in several languages
~exactly -matching our proverb, “The
‘receiver is as bad ag the thief;” in: the
French’ “He sins as much who holds
‘the sack as he who puts into it;” in" the
German, “He:who holds the ladderis as
guilty as he who mounts the wall;” and
in the Chinese “He who laughs at an
impertinence makes himself the accom-
‘plice.” -

Such'are a few samples from the pro-

- verbs of all nations, showing the common
+tendency of men to catch at wide-spread
foibles and follies, as. well as to perpe-
+tuate ‘wise -thoughts by putting them
-into.the simplest and fewest words.’

SCENIE AT AN 1IRISIL EVICTION,

Wiar might well have formed » sceno
in a seusationul drama, lately ook place
at Shanbough, near New  Ross, in the
county of Wexford, where resided in a
furm house on -the property of'a Mr,
Boyd, the widow Holden and hor daugh-
ter, She was under eviction but refused
to go. Wherefore a strong body of
cavalry, infantry, and police; escorted
the Sherit! with his posse of bailiffs and
crow-bar bearers, ladder bearers; pick-
axe bearers, and hammer men. - When
the widow's house was reached, no sur-
render wis the order of theday, where-
upon the cavalry formed an outmost,
the infanury a middle, and the police an
inmost circle to protect the civil power,
at whom the populace were jeering in
by no meuans subdued tones. Fearing
violence the cavalry were ordered to
draw their swords and the infantry and
police to fix bayonets. The Sherift” en-
tered the garden with the original writ
of ejectment, but found the door of the
cottage fast bolted and barred, awd
every window secured. He knocked at
the door and demanded entrance in the
Queen’s name; but the house might
have Leen deserted for all the anawer he
got.  He knew, however, thut the in-
hubitants were within, and ordered the
crowbar brigade to advance. - A sledgo
hammer strikes. the firft blow on the
door, which gives the signal of action
to those within. . I'rom an upper win-
dow comes a deluge of boiling water on
the men beneath, who drop their imple-
ments and run, swearing, from the
scalding  shower. - A wild shout. of
triumph comes from the crowd, there
is a short consultation amony the chiefs
of the expedition, and the bailiffs and
their men again advance to the door,
not at all with alacrity ; again the boil-
ing wator leaps out at the windows on
their fuces through every space in the
gaping door. One powerful fellow, who
has been badly scalded on the shoul-
dersand back, takes up. a grent stone,
and with a giant’ effort, hurls it against
the door, which shakes on its straining
binges, but doesn’t give way. A long
and heavv ladder is now used as a “bat-
tering ram,” and before some of its-im-
petuous . blows: the ' enfeebled - "door

-} groans, gapes still wider, and ultimatoly
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fulls in, only to bring the party faco to
face with ‘a well built barricade of
stones and wood in the hall, Tho house
is now surrounded by the military and
police, who havo ordors to capture the
garrison. The bailifls set to work Lo
tear down the barricado and the boiling
water does cruel exccution upon their
heads and faces. The supply appears
to be unlimited. The barricade,in “the
hall is at Iength torn down, when bew
danger and trouble present themselves
in the form of the widow's stalwurt
sons and votainers holding tho puass
armed with pitchforks.  The sherifl’s
man, regarding this obstruction as more
serious thun boiling waler, refuse to ad-
ance.  The bayonets are ordered up.
A purty  of police, led by an officer,
coniront the men with the “pitchforks,
upon whom the officer calls to surrender
or take the consequences. They say
they won't surrender, and they don’t
caro for the consequences, and saying
this thoy take up « strong position on
the stair-landing. “ Prepare to charge,”
says  tho oflicer Lo his men, and the
hayoneted rifles drop to the regulation
angle for charging purpeses; “Charge,”
shouts ~ the officer, and away go the
" bayoncts up the stairease. - There:is a
“struggle, short and sharp, and when it
is over the men on the landing -are 'in
custody and disarmed. They are hand-
cufled and led out prisoners.of war, The
process of clearing out every article of
furniture is now begun, and. when it is
completed the woman of the house and
her daughter alone  remain.” They re-
fuse to cross the threshold, which the
law requires to be done, otherwise the
onlire proceedings would  be abortive,
.The end of it is that the widow. and her
daughter are carried-oulside the thres-
“hold, and then legal process is comple-
ted. . There are loud lamentations from
the women of the crowd; the.men: are

excited, and propably; but for the pro-
sence of what the call ¢ they army” in
such overwholming force, they would
plunge into the scene.  The house’ is
mow garrisoned in: the - interest . of the
-landlord, and ‘the troops reform and
march oft the ground with their pri-
soners ; and the curtain falls on the last
act of the:drama, ‘ i

HUMOROUS BEARS.

T quadrapedal Beur is not, general-
ly spesking, soverely addicted to humor,
but thore is another sort of bear, of the
biped order, and commonly known as
the Russian- Bear, in which a lively
sense of fun may sometimes be found.
Of two creatures. of this kind, one
known as Capt. Balakivefl, a writer in
All the Year Round velates several anee-
dotes of a character sufficiently amusing
‘to be interosting. Balakirvefl, who, ac-
cording to popular tradition, was a
constant attendant of Peter the Great,
and whose forte seems to have .been
that of a court jester, is first brought
to tho attention of the reader:

TWO RUSSIAN JESTERS.

On one ocension Balukirvefl begged
permission - of his imperial master to
attach himself to the guard stationed at
the palace; und Deter, for the sike of
the joke, consented—warning him  at
the same time that any officer of the

or to be absent from his post when sum-
moned, was punished with death.” The
newly-mado officer promised to do his
best ; but the temptation of some good
wine sent to his quarters that evening

sion,” proved o strong for him; and
he partook so freely as to become com-
pletely ¢ serewed.” While he was sleep-
ing ofl' his debauch, Peter stole softly
into the room and carried off his sword.
Balukireft, missing it on awaking,
was . frightened out of his wits at the
probable consequences, but could devise
no .better remedy than to veplace the
weapon with his own professional sword
of lath, the hilt and trappings of which
were exuctly similar to those of the
guardsmen. Thusequipped, he appeared
on parade the next morning, confident
in the assurance of remaining undetect-
ed, if not forced to. draw his weapon.
But Peter,. who had ‘doubtless foreseen
this contingency, instant ly began at one
of the men for his untidy appearance,
and at'length faced .round upon Bala-
kireff, saying draw your sword and cut
.that slovendown 1" . . .
. The poor. jester, thus brought fairly
-to bay,. lnid his hand on his hilt as'if to
obey,-but at,the same time exclaimed

guard who happened to lose his sword,

by the Czar, * to moisten his commis-
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fervently, ¢ Mereiful Heaven! let my
sword be turned into woad I”

And drawing the weapon, he exhibi-
ted in very deed a harmless lath. Liven
the presence of the Wmperor was pow-
erless to check the rowr of laughter
- which followed; and Balakireft was
allowed to escape. .

The jester's ingenuity occasionally
served him in extricating others from
trouble as well as himselfl A cousin of
his, baving fallen under the displeasure
of tho Czar, was about to be exceuied;
and Balakireff presented himself at
court to petition tor a reprieve. Poter,
seeing him cnter, and at once divining
his errand, shouted to him, * It's no
use you coming here; I swear that I
Willpnot grant what you are going to
ask!”

Quick as thought, Balakireft dropped
on his knees and exclaimed, * Peter
Alexeiviteh, I beseech you put. that
scamp of a cousin of mine to death!”
Peter, thus canght in his own trap, had
no choice but to laugh, and send a par-
don to the offender.

During one of the Czar's Livonian
campaigns,a thick fog greatly obstructed
the movements of the army. At length
a pale ‘watery gleam Dbegan to show
itself throngh the mist, and two of the
Russian officers fell to disputing. whe-
ther this were the sun or not. Balakireff
happening to pass by at that moment,
they appealed to him to decide. . Is
yonder light the sun, brother ?”

* How should I know?" answered
the jester, “ I've never been here before.”

At the end of the same campaign,
several of the officers were relating
their exploits, when Balakireff, stepped
in among them. ¥ I've got a story to
tell, too, eried he boastfuily ; “ a better
one than any of yours.”

“ Let us hear it; then,” answered the
officers ; and Balakireft' began, ‘

~# Inever liled this way of fighting,

all in a crowd together, which they
“have now-a-days: it scems to me more

manly for each to stand by himself:
“and therefore I always went out alone.
Now, it chanced that one ‘day, while
reconnoitering close to the enemy’s
outposts, I suddenly -espied a Swedish
‘soldier lying on the ground just'in front
of me. There was not a moment to
lose : ‘he might ‘start'up and’give’ the

alarm, I drew my sword, rushed npon
him, and at one blow cut ofl his right
foot.”

“You fool I” cried one of the listeners,
“ you should rather have cut off his
head.” '

“So T would,” answered Balakirell,
with a grin, “ but somebody else bad
done that already.”

At times Balakirvefl pushed his wag-
geries too far, and gave serious offonce
to his formidable patron. On onc of
these occasions the eneaged emperor
summarily Dbanished him from the
court, bidding him ¢ never appear on
Russian soil again”” The jester disap-
peared accordingly ; but a week had
hardiy elapsed when Peter, standing at
his window, espied his disgraced favor-
ite coolly driving a cart past the very
gates of the -palace. Toresecing somo
new jest, he hastened down, and asked
with pretended roughness, * How dare
you disobey me, when I forbade you to
show yourself on Russian ground 7

“ T haven't digobeyed you,” answered
Balakireft coolly : ¢ I'm not.on Russian
ground now.” ' e

“ Not on Russian ground 7

“ No; ‘this cart-load of carth that' T
am sitting on is Swedish soil.  T-dug it
up in Finland only the other day.”

Peter, who had donbtless begun al-
ready to regret the loss of his jester,
laughed at the cvasion, and restored
him to favor. '

The stories told of Marshal Suvorofl
are of a aifferent order, and display,
better than whole pages of deseription,
the wonderful way.in which he contriv-
ed to adapt himgelf to' the rude spirits
with whom he had to deal,” without
losing one jotof his anthority. What Na-
poleon was to the French army Suvoroff
was to that of Russin; now jesting with
a soldier and now rebuking a general ;
one day sharing a ration of blacle bread
besidela bivouac fire, and tho next speak-
ing -as an equal to princes: and poten-
tates. s e

It must be owned, howeéver, that, in
his own peculiar vein of pleasantry, the
old marshal more than-once met with
his match. ' One of his: favorite jokes
was to confuse a man by asking him
unexpectedly: “ How many stars are
there in the sky'?” '

On one occasion be put this question
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_ to ono of his sentries, on & bitter Janua-
ry night, such as only Russia can pru-
duce. ‘ ) :

The soldier, not 2 whit disturbed,
answered coolly, * Wait a little, and T'll
tell you,” and he deliberately began to
count, * One, two, three,” ete. In this
way, he went gravely on (o « hundred,
at which point Suvoroft, who was al-
ready half frozen, thought it high time
to ride oft'; not, however, without in-
quiring the nume of this ready reckoner.
The vext day the latter found himself
promoted ; and the story (which Suvo-
roff’ told with great glee to his stafl)
speedily made its way through the
whole army.

On another oceasion, one of his gene-
rals of division sent him a sergeant
with dispatches, at tho same time re-
commending the bearor to Suvorofl’s
notice. The marshal, as usual, procecded
to test him by a series of whimsical
questions; but the catchumen was
cqual to the occasion. - ** How far is it
to the moon " asked Suvoroft,

“Two of your lixcellency's forceed
marches,” answered the sergeant.——___

“ If your men began to give way .in
-a battle, what would you do ?” .

“1'd tell them that just behind the
encmy’s line there was n wagon-toad of
corn-braudy.”

“ Supposing you wero blockadee, and
had no provisions left, how - would you
supply yourself ?”

“ Ifrom the enemy 1" *

“ How many fish are there in the
seq ?H o ) : .

“ Ag many .as have not beco caught ?"

And so the examination went on, till
Suvoroft, finding his new aequaintance

armed at all points, at length asked |

him as a final poser, *“ What is the dif-
ference between your colonel and my-
solf 7 ‘ o

“ The'difference is this,” replied the
soldier coolly; “ my colonel cannot
make me a captain, but your Excollency
has only to sny the word.”

Suvoroft, struck.by his shrowdness,
kept his. eyoe upon the man, and in no
- long time after actually gave him the.
‘specified. promotion, G e

_The anocdotes of:tho great marshal's
secentricities—his_habit of wandering
about the camyp in disguise, ‘his- whim
of giving the signal for assault by crow-

ing lile a cock, his astounding endur-
ance of heat and cold, his savage disre-
gard of personal comfort und neatness—
are beyond ealculation ; but perhaps the
most characteristic of all is his appear-
ance in 1799 at the Austrian cours,
thenone of the most brilliant in Earope.
- On being shown to the room prepared
for him (a splendid apartment, filled
with costly mirrors and rich furniture),
this modern Diogenes said  simply,
“ Turn out all that rubblish, and shalke
me down some straw.” An Austrian
grandee ‘who came to visit him wus
sturtled at these preparations, and still
more so at the Hrst sight of two coarse

‘shirts and a tattered cloak, tied up in a

bundle.

“Is that enough for winter?” asked
the astounded visitor. :

“ The winter's the father of us Rus-
siang,”” answered Suvoroff with a grin ;.
“ besides, you don't feel the cold when
you'ro riding full gallop.” :

“ But. when you're tired of viding,
what do you do ?"

“ Walk.”

_ “And when ybu’ro tived of walking?"

“ Run.” S

“ And do you never sleep, then ?”
asked the potrified questioner. ,

# Somotimes, when I've nothing. bet-
ter to do,” replied Suvoroft cavelessly;
“ and when 1 want to have a very luxu-
rious nap, I take oft one of my spurs.”

The thunder-struck Austrian bowed.
and votired, doubtless cousiderably
onlightened in his ideas of a Russian
general.

* Napoleon is said to have given the same
answer to his éexaminers at Brienne.

DANTE AND COLUMBUS.

Ix a recent number of L' Baploration,
M. Paul Gaffarel  discusses tae share
that ‘the mysterious geography of the
¢« Divina Commedia” may have had in
suggesting to Columbus the- existence
of a Now Word to the West; or, ‘at,
least, in confirming him in -his own
belief. In tho twenty-sixth canto of the
“Inferno,” Ulysses narrates how, after .
arriving - at tho Straits of  Gibraltar

(* where Horcules his landmarks set,”)




THE

550

HARP:

having to his right Seville and to his

left Ceuta, he thus. addressed his™ com-

rades: ‘

¢ Brothers,” said I, ** who *mid a hundred
thousand

Dangers have come at length unto theWest* *

Be {'e unwilling to refuse the knowledge,

Following the Sun, of the world that is un-
peapled.”

Encouraged by his exhortation to dis-
cover the uninhabited world by ¢ fol-

lowing the sun,” ¢. e,, to the West, they

set sail, turning “their backs upon the

Bast. The description that follows of
the “stars that surround the. other

pole,” is repeated more cireumstantially
in the ¢ Purgatorio ” (canto i.), where
he sees ¢ four stars, never seen except
by the first man,” which seem certain-
ly to be those of the famous Sonthern
Cross. Indeed, Longfellow quotes =a
striking parallel. from Humboldt's ac-
count of the impression made by a first
sight of the constellations of the South-
ern hemisphere.. Ulysses tells us- that
they sailed on, watching the risec of
new stars and setting of -old- ones, for
five ‘moons, until they saw a great
brown mountain ‘rise up before them;
but just as they were filled. with joy at
the sight, a whirlwind rose out of the
“ new land” and drove them back.
Dante’s very advanced -cosmological
ideas such as those above quoted, and
his frequent allusions to the sphericity
of the earth, can searcely astonish ug'in
one who had gathered into his vast
mind all the knowledge of his  time.
Rumors and’ legends of a new world
. beyond the western seas we know to
have been current in the early middle
ages, and even-Seneca in his “ Meden ”
. seems to have - foretold an America.
Moreover, in Dante’s time the Pisan and
Venetian merchants, were in constant
communication  with .Hindustan = and
Egypt; and we now know that the
Southern Cross is visible from the south
of those lands. A globe made in Bgypt
in 1225, by Caissar-ben Abu Cassem,
and long kept in. Portugal, has 'the
southern constellations marked uponit,
and Dante .may' very. well have 'seen
gome guch globe. At-the same time it

is  interesting ‘and pleasant to think

that the future: Admiral- may, -in" his
~long meditations, have read and ponder-
ed the cosmography of his'great mystic

countryman; and that as. he, M, Gaf-
farel, supposes, the * Divina' Commoe-
dia" may have been a work “ exercis-
tng a decisive influgnee over the mind
of Columbus.”

Not only did Dante teach as above
seen, the knowledge of the Western
world, but he taught the  theory of gra-
vitation and the rotundity of the earth,
as seen in the following, taken from
the last book of his immortal Inferno—
Virgil speaking to Dants of the Centre
of'the Earth which in theirdescent they
had reached, and which s0 puzzled
Dante when he found to ascend he must
turn his head to where his feet had
been, and in ascending he emerged on
the side of the world opposite to that
he had entered—Virgil says to him:

. “ Thou still imaginest
Thou art beyond the centre, where [ grasped
The hair of the fell worm, who mines the
world.
That side thon wast, so long as I descen.led 5
When round I turned me, thou didst pass the.
point ‘ )
To which things heavy draw.from every side,
And now beneath the hemisphere artcome
Upposite that which overhangs the vast )
Dry-land, and *neath whose cope was put to
death . . :
The -Man-Who without sin was born and
lived.
Thou hast thy feet upon the little sphere
Which makes the other fage of Judecca
Here it is morn when it is evening there.””

SAVING.

A saving woman at the head of a family-
is the very best savings bank establish-
ed: The idea of saving is a pleasant
one; and-if the women imbibed it at
once, they would cultivate it and adhere
toit, they would be laying the founda-
tion of a competent security in a stor-
my time, and shelter in a rainy.. The
best way to comprehend “it is to keep an
account of all current expenses.  Whe-
ther five “hundred dollavs or five thou-
sand dollars are -expended annuallyy
there is 'a chance to save something if
the effort is made.. ‘Let the housewife
take the idea, act upon it, and she will
save something where beforo  she
thought it impossible. - This is'a- duty,
yet' not’ a'sordid ‘avarice,” but a mere’

obligation that resis'npon women'as
well a8 men: - SRR SR S
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INDIAN LYRICS.

XI.
LOVER'S BOAT-SONG.
Flow on, my native Tennesseo,
* And bear'this bark canoe
To where o maiden waits for e,
Beyond the hills of Blue,
Her heart iy llg,hl, but not ber love,
Her voice is sweet and low,
She’s true and bright as stars above
And pure ag drifting snow.

As leans the graceful forest flower
She lists for coming feet,

Or quits her px(,turcd ]od"e this honr,
Her lover sotn 1o meet—

And as the leaves of antumn pass
On path that leads to me,

Her step «carce bends the cotton grass
Beside the tulip-tree.

The woods repose and all is still,
The nspen is not stirred

No_pensive notes of Whip-po-will
Or flight of humming-bird,

The owl sails by ou silken wing,
The wigh-tou-wish 1 see,

But hear alone the murmaring
Of honey-laden bee. :

Glide on, the cedar isles are passed
\thre silvery birches grow,

With vines o’er wave and mpld cast,
And water lilies blcw;

We've left behind the hauated clif
Where sad Minona fell,

“And soon I'l] moor my l)uo_) ant skiff -
Where Bright eye’s “kindred dwell.

The Bend and \(nsqel-shon(s are near,
The ripples rolt nlong,

To-night a sweeter sound 'l hcur, :
My loved one’s simple song

Her large black eyes and long, "dark hair
Are ever in my dream

I bring her rings and necklace rare,—
I‘low fuist my vative stream,

Mon(r al,

WILY NOT “THE MAN [ KNOW ?"

“ Do you call yourself a gentleman ?7
is the commonest and-most withering
form of sarcasm in use, not:only among
snobs but among  costermongers, coal-
heavers and the. like. To persons  of
admitted pretensions to gentility the
guestion is frequently put, and perhaps

negatively: answered by the questioner
,whcn the: superior: person declines: to
recognize’ o false or: exorbitant: claim.
Thus, not long ago .1 was asked if: ‘[
called myself a gontlomen by a:“‘young

lady” at a railwuy refreshment bar,
because I demurred at paying her a
sovereign for not having run awny with
a purse that [ had inadvertently left on
the counter for five minutes; und two
of her friends declarved that I was * no
gentleman” withont leaving any doubt
in tho matter. 1 have been called “ no
gentleman™ for not paying a cabman
three times his fare, and for objecting
to pay in furnished lodgings forarticles
which I had ‘neither ordered nor -con-
sumed. -A loafor in the street has some-
times picked up a glove before I could
pick iv up for- myself or told me that
my handkerchief was hanging out of
my pocket. In any other country than
England the commonest man paying
such attentions us these, would be insul-
ted by the offer of a reward, but in this
country 1 have been freely called “no
gontleman” for not encouraging what
is vulgarly ealled ¢ cadging.” It scems,
indeed, that to be a gentleman in the
eyes of large classes of the community
you must pay whatever ‘may be de-
manded-of you upon any pxote\t and
ask no questions.

Socially, the term rrentlcman has
become alntost vulgar. It is cer tainly
less employed by gentlemen than by
inferior persons.. The one speaks of
“q-man [ know,” the other of # a gen-
tleman I know.” Inthe one cuso the

other it seems to need specification:
Afrnn, as regards the term ¢ lady.” It
is quntc in accordance with the usages

the duchess, as a “ very nice person.
People who would say “very nice lady.”
are not generally of a social class which
has mn(,h to do with duchesses ; and if
you speak of one of these as- a “person”
you will scon be made to feel your
mistnlie.—All the Year Round. 4

TLU‘J BETHROTHAL RI\'CT.

cd sho received from her lover & ring,
which she. wore as an evidence of her
entrnrrement

Roman custom,- the. glvmg of a ring as.
oarnest upon the conclusion of 2 b'u-tram

gentleman ig taken for granted, in the -

of society to speak of your: 'Icqumt'mce,-

As soon as the Roman o'u'l was bethrohh— ;

Tt was genorally made of " .
11'01., symbohml of the lasting charactor
of the engagemont, and probably; it has.
been suggested, springing out of 'lnothel“ :
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Tt appears that this ‘ bethrothal ring,
apart from-its associations, was supersti-
tiously treasured up and was often be-
lieved to be a safegunard against unseen
dangers. Coming down to compuira-
tively modern times, wo find that- in
England, in past years, the bethrothal
ring waslooked upon as the most im-
portant of all the presents given by lover
t) lover—at first only one ring being
employed at a love contract, the circlet
given by the man to the woman. . Liater
on, however, it was the fashion for
lovers to interchange rings, allusions to
which custom are frequently to be tound
‘1 Shakspere's plays, as for instance, in
the “Two Gentlemen of Verona,” where
we read (il 2)

Julin: Keep this remembrance for thy
Julia’s sake. . (Giving ring.)

Proteus: Why, then, we'll make ex-
change; here, take you this, :
1\_Ju ia: And seal the bargain with a holy

tisg.

Espousals, on - the other hand, were
«lso made without the use of the ring.
Thus, in the “Tempest” (iii .1) Shaks-

pere makes Ferdinand and: Miranda |
joinhands only. The history, therefore, |

of the modern engagement ring is ex-
«cedingly old, and -although by most
persons regarded as nothing more than
2 graceful tribute on the part of the
lIover to his future bride, is & survival of
the Roman practice of presenting aring

“to the lady on the  conclusionof the

engagement contract.—Leisure FHour.

- Morar CraracterR—There is nothing
adds so much to the ‘beauty and power
of man, as a good moral character. Tt
is his wealth—his influence—his life.
It dignifies him in every station, exalts
him in every condition, and glorifies
him at every period of life. Such a char-
acter is more o be desired than every-
‘thing on earth.  No servile tool, no
crouching sycophant—no. treacherous

honor seeker ever bore such a character.

The pure joys of truth and righteous-
ness never spring in such a person. ff
young men but knew how much a good’
character would dignify and exalt them,
how mnotorious it would make their
prospects,. ‘even  in. this life; never
should we- find them yielding to the
groveling- and- baseborn . purposes . of
human. nature. - SRR

.moment—never |

FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.

THE CHURCHYARD OVER THE WAY.

One by one they were taken from us,
Minnie, Charlie and May, .
And we carried them out and laid them
down
In the churchyard over the way.

There ave beautiful . flowers and grasses
there,
And the weeping willows sway 5
There are cling vines and trailing viues
In the churchyard over the way.

There is holy quiet and stillness there,
Unbroken by night or day ;

There is rest for every weary one
In the churchyard over the way.

Yet whenever I look at the old white stone
1 shiver and turn away;

For I like not the solemn quiet that reigns
In the churchyard over the way.

But, ah! it is folly, and may be a sin,
For I must lie some day,

With throbless heart, somewhere, if not
In the graveyard over the way.

THE PROMPT CLERK.

A youxa man was commencing life ns
aclerk. . One day his employer said to
him: ‘ ‘

“ Now to-morrow that cargo of cotton
must be got out and weighed, and we
must have a regular account of it.”

He was a young man of energy. This
was the first time he had been intrusted
to: superintend the execution of this
work ; he made his arrangements over
night, spoke to the men about their
carts and horses, and’ resolved to begin
carly in the morning, he instructed the
labourers.to be there at half-past four
o'clock. = So they set to work and the
thing was done; and about ten ur eleven
o'clock his master came in and seeing
him sitting in the counting-house, look-
ing very black, supposing that his com-
mands had not been - executed. -

“1 thought,” said the master, “ you
were requested 1o-gel out that cargo
this morning 1"’ ‘ C

“It is all done,” said the young man,
and here is the account of it ?" :
- Heneverlooked behind him from that
His eharacter was
fixed, confidence was -estublished. . He
was found to:be the man to do the thing

1
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with prompiness.  Ile very soon camo
to beone that could not be spaved; he
was 4s necossary to the firm us nny one
of the partnors, Ile was a religious man
and went through a life of great bene-
" volence, and at his doath was able to
leavo his children an ample fortune.

“ BLUE 8KY SOMEWHERE.
CuiLorey arc eloquent toachers. Many
a lesson which has done our heart good
have wo learned from their lisping lips.
It was but the other day another took
root in momory. We were going to a
pic-nic, and of course the little ones had
been in cestacies for several days. But
the appointed morning broke forth with
no glad sunshine, no song of birds, no
peals of mirth.

There was every prospoct of rain—
even hope hid her fice and wopt.

“Shan't we go, mothor ' exclaimed
4 child of five, with passionate em-
phasis.

“If it clears off."

“ But when will it clear off?"”

#Oh, look out for the blue sky 1"

And s0 he did, poor little fellow, but
nover a bit of a blue sky gladdened his
eyes.

“Well, I do not care, mother,” said
he, when the tedious day had numbered
all its hours, “if I haven't scen it, I
know thore is a blue sky somewhere.”

The next morning there was blue
+ sky, such as only grocts us after a
storm. ‘ S

“There, motherf didn't T:'tell . you
80?" cried 2 joyous voice; “there is
bluesky " Then the little head bowed
for'a moment in silent thought.

“Mother,” exclaimed the child, when
he ‘again looked up, there must have
been blue sky all day yesterday, though
I never saw a bit cf it, 'causc you see,
there aint no place where it could have
gone to.. God only covored it up with
clouds, didn’t he ?” ‘ i

“‘DON'T UROSS A BRIDGE UNTIL YOU COME
: T0 IT.”

THERE was once & man -and a woman

who planned to go and spend a day at a

friend’s house, which was somo miles

distant from-their own. -~ So one plea-

sant morning they started out to.make’

the visit, but- they had not gone far be-

fore the woman .remembered a bridge
they had to cross which was very old
and was said not to be safe, and she im-
mediately bogan to worry about it.

¢ What shall we'do about that bridge ?’
she suid to her hushand. I 'shall not
dare to'go over it, and we caun't get
across the river in any other way.”

“QOh,” said the man, *“I forgot that
bridge! It is a bad place; suppose it
should break through, and we should
fall into the water and get drowned ?”

“Qr even,” suid his wife,suppose you
should step on a rotten plank and break
yourleg, what would become of me and
of the baby

“1 don't know,” said -the man,
“ what would become of any of us, for
T couldn’t work, and we should all starve
to death.”

So they went on worrying and worry-
ing until they got to the bridge; when,.
lo'and behold they saw that since they
had beon there last a new bridge had
been built, and they crossed over itin
sufely, and found that they might have

| saved themselves all their anxiety. Now

that i3 just what the proverb means ;:
nevor waste your worrying on what you
think may possibly be going to happen;
don’t think, “Oh, suppose it should rain’
to-morrow so that I can't go out?"’ or,
“What should I do if I should have:a
headache .on the day of the party ?"
Half the time the troubles we look  for
do not come; and ‘it is never worth
while to waste the hours in worrying.

THE TWO  HARES WHO TOOK THE ADVICE !
OF A FRIEND.
Two hares who were looking for a
chance of abode happened to moet at
the entrance of a den which had “been
desorted by a woodchuck.
“ T saw it firgt 2" cxeclaimed one. ,
““No, you didn't, I had my left eyo .
on this place wheon I saw you with the
other.” : ‘ ,
“Oh ! como now—that’s too thin. As

‘T am-the elder I  shall take possession.”

“Don't be too sure.  As.L am- the
stronger, I shall turn you out.”

- % Come to reflect.” said the elder hare
aftor - cavofully -seratching - his ~ear,
“thare is no use of a quarrel. . Right.is
right the world over. - As.we. are both' .
sensible hares I think we ‘can come to
a perfect understanding.” . i
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“No doubt we could,” replied the
other, “but as there comes the fox we
will ask him to decide botween ns.”

“ What's all this row about?” inquired
the fox as he came up.

“ We have a- dispute as to. which of
us is entitled to this vacant barrow.”

“Ah!lah! aecaseoflaw! Youdid well
to call me in,” grinned the fox. ‘¢ Let
me first irspect the disputed claim.»

He disappeared down the hole, and
was nbsent so long that the ‘impatient
hares finally called out:

“Hello! youl”

“Hello yourself!” was the impudent
reply.

“Areyou down there 77

“ You bet I am!”»

*“ Have you decided the case 77

“Long ago. My decision is that
when two haves are foolish enough to
quarrel over the possession of a burrow
large enough for a whole family, the
fox is entitled to take possession.

MORAL:

Two ueighbours. who' can’t settle a

question  of equity should -call in a
lawyer.

A STUPID VICE.

Waar a stupid, illogical, useless passion
is jealousy! And how .wretched : it
makes  jts victims! Somebody likes
you better than me, therefore I am to
hate yon. Thus jealousy reasons, and
seems to forget one of the most obvious
facts in 'life, namely, that onec is liked
by any person accordingly as one pre-
sents a likeable appearance to that per-
son. . Nothing can prevent the oper-
ation of this natural law, It is no good
your urging that. you are the father,
mother, brother, sister, hushand, or
lover of the person by whom yow wish
to besupremely loved.- If you are not
loveable to him or her, all argument, all
exhortation, afl passion is thrown away,
which is intended to produce love. You
can force the outward show, but not the
inward feeling.- A jealous person will
exclaim, “Why :don’t you confide in
me?”’ . The real :answer:is,: “You arc
not a person to be confided in;” ‘and all
claims ‘to - confidence.come -tu nothing
when confronted with- that important

fact.. . Jealousy is, therefore, the pecu-

linr vice of stupid people. A deep
thinker, or ono who has a reasonable
amount of self-respect, will not yield to
it for a moment.

A WOMAN'S FRIENDSHIP,

It is a wondrous advantage to man in
every pursuit or voeation o procure an
adviser in a sensible woman. In woman
there isat oncea subtle delicney of tact
and - a plain soundness of  judgment,
which are ravely combined to an equal
degree in man. A woman if she be
really your friend, will have a sensible
regard for your character, honor and
repute.  Sho will seldom counsel you to
do a shabby thing, for a woman friend
always desires to be proud of you. At
the stme time her constitutional timid-
ity makes her more cautious thun your
male friend. She therefore scldom
counsels you to an imprudent thing, A
man’s best female friend is a wife of
good sense and. heart whom he loves,
andiwho loves him, Better and safer,
of ‘course, "arc such f{riendships where
disparity of years or civcumstances put
the idea of love out of the question.
Middle age has ruvely this advantage;
youth and old age have.  We may have
female friendship with those much older
and - those. much younger than ownr-
selves.- Female triendship is toman
the bulwarls, swcetness, ornament of his
existence. | ‘

POLITENESS.

TRUE politeness is 1ot wholly made up
of graceful manners, and courtly con-
versation, and a strict adherence to the:
rules -of fushion, “however agrecable-
these may be. It is something less.
superficial than these accomplishments.:
Genuine conrtesy grows oulof assidu-
ous self-denial, and a constant consider-
ation of the happiness of others.. The
forms and usages of cliquette derive all
their beauty and significance from the
fact that each of :them requives the sa-
crifice .of onc'sown eise and conven-
ience to -another’s comfort. St. Paul,
who, beforé ‘Felix and "Agrippa, and
even when the ouject of the abuse of the
Jewish: mob, showed what should be
‘the' conduet of the true gentleman, has
included- ‘all “of :refinement in - these-
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words, ‘“In honour preforring onc
anothor.” Tow noble does the same
principle appoar in the words of the
chivalvous. Sir  Philip Sydney, who,
when ho lay wounded on tha battle
field, and wns offercd a. cup of water,
‘motioned it to a z-uﬂenng soldior at his
sido, saying, “This man’s necessity is
much greater than mine 7

A WOMAN'S INGENUITY.
A pusLiy chamber-maid is said to have
got twelve commercial travellers into
cleven bed-rooms,and yet to huve given
each a separate bed-room :

vnin  bonster!

seen tho world.  The bee busy with: a
sprig of le]JOI am - answered  quietly
“yon have seen ‘the
world ; but in what your-knowledge of
it avail you? you have :seen many gar-
dens'and flowers; but what "have you
drawn from them that is useful? T also
have travelled ; go and look at my honey
comb, and let it teach you, that the end
and aim of travel 1s, to ‘collect material
cither for use in pnv1te life, or for the
benefit of society.

A fool may travel, but a manof taste
and discernment will alone know how to
profit by it.

(112|845 [6]17]8]9]10]11
¢ Now,” says she, “ if two of you gentle-
m en will o into No. 1 bed-room und
wait a few minutes; U'll find a spare
room for you as soon as I have shown
th others to their rooms.” Well, now,
having thus bestowed two in No. 1, she
puts the third in No. 2, tho fourth in
No. 3, the fifth in No.: 4, the sixth in
\0 ‘3 the seventh in No. 6, the cighth
in No. 7, the ninth in No. S the tenth
in No. 9, the eleventh in No 10. - She
-thén c¢ame back to No. 1, where, you
will “remember, she " left “the twelfth
gentleman alono with the first, and said,
1 have accommodated all the rest and
have 'a room'to spare, so if one of you
will please step into No. 11 you will
find it-empty.”  Thas the twelfth man
got his bed-room. Weleave the reader
{o determino where the fallacy is, with
a warning to think twice before declf\r
ing as to which, ift any, of the travel-
lers w as the “odd man out”

THE RUTTERFLY AND TUE BEE.

A BUTTERFLY, reposing on the leaves of
a beantiful pink, bonsted to the - bee 'of
the longth and vaviety of his travels.: I
have passod the Alps’; I have examined
carefully all .the great paintings and
sculpturds of the gr reat masters ; T have
scen the vulican, the Pope and {ho Car-
dinels; Ihavctested on. the pillars’ of
Huculos-my pretty .dear! . can you
boast a like honor ? Nor is, this all; I
have visited with full’ libeity '1]1 "the
gardens' which - I" ‘met. with on'. my
journoys; I hdve carressed thc ‘most
beautiful: and odoriferions flowers: Ac-
knowledge; little ~insect,” that .I: have.

i

‘the - Prince -told ;him.: ,
‘amuged, but said nothing at the time. In
the evcmug, however, .hé:sent for: the -
‘Prince:and soldior. ,
‘peared, he gnve ]llS own:cane to.the sol- ;

A FAITHFUL SENTINEL
REWARDLED.

Prrer the Greatwasatyrant ; buton the
whole his  tryanny: did good ‘service for
his Russian subjects. - Arbitvary. asall
despots must. be, he was not without
rude notions of justice and a certain
considoration for those who morited en-

couragement, - One day: a young reeruit -
wag mndmg ‘guard - before the door-

of the entrance to Peter's pnvnte cham:
ber in the palace of St. Petersburg. He
had received: orders to admit . no:one.
As-he was passing slowly up and down

before the door, Prince Mentehikoff, the,

favorite Minister of the: Czar approach-
ed, -attempting to enter.
)ed by the recruit.:~The Prince, who
11'1(1 the fullest liberty o[‘cdllmg upon
his master at any time, songht' to push
the guard and pass iiim. The young

soldier:would not move, but ordered Ins .

highness to stand -baclk.
“"You fool 1" shouted the Prince; “dont

you know me ¥ v
The - recruit smiled qnd szud—“Vel-y
well, your-highness; but my. 01dcxsme4

penemptouy to-let nobody pass.”
The - Prince, exasperated 'at.ithe low

fellow's 1mpudence struck him in the'

face:with his riding whip.
¢ Strike away, your highness,’
soldier, but I cannot: leb you.go in” ;.
Peter, hearing . the - noise, opened ‘the
door, and: inquired. what it: meant, and
:The Czar was

“As. they. both.: ap- -

.He'was stop-

éaid th‘e- ‘
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dier, saying—* that manstruck you this
morning ; now you must return: the
blow with my stick.”
The Prince was amazed. “Your Majes-
ty,” he said, * this common soldier is to
. strike mo 7"

* 1 make him & captain,” said Potor.

“ But Tam an officer of your Majesty's
household,” objected the Prince.

“TI make him a Colenel of my Life
Guards, and an officer of my household,”
said Peter again. '

“ My ranok, your Majesty knows, is
that of General,” ‘again protested Ment-
chifoft.

“Then I makehim a General,” so that
the beating you may get may come
from a man of your own rank.”

The Prince got a sound trashing in
the presence of the Czar, The recruit
wasnext day commissioned a general,
with the title of Count Oroinofl, and
was the founder of a powerful family,
whose descendants are still high in the
Imperial service of Russia.

Tue Test or SiNcerrTY.—We. can-
not vouch for the truth of the annexed
story; but. s non e wvero, ben trovato
{which Italian phrase means that if not
true, it is well invented), and anyhow
it earries a moral which even our young
veaders will be able. to discern. " It is
said that Fra Roces, a celebrated butec.
centric preacher of Naples, once seared
his congregatica in the most beneficial
way., ~He preuched . a . tremendous
sermon on the inevitable consequences
of a sinful life. His hearers were in - a
convulsion- of excitement with the
blazing picture of & sulphurous retribu-
tion before their imaginasions. ~ All at
once he stopped in the very midst of
an eloguent appeal and 'eried out,
“Now, all of you who sincerely - re-
pent of your sins; hold up your hands.”
Every hand in the assembly. was up in
an instant. The preacher looked upen
the scene for one awful moment, and
then, addressing the  higher powers,
exclaimed, “ Holy Archangel MMichael,
thou who with thy: adamantine .sword
standestat the right ‘of: the judgment--
seat. of God, hew - me off every hand that
‘has been raised hypocritically.” - In an.
instant nearly every hand dropped to

its owner's side. : -

CONTENTMENT.

The things that a man most needs in
this world are food work, and sleep.
He doesn’t noed riches, honors or oflice
to live; he needs society because ho
is made for it; he mustlove and be loved;
his life and happiness are promoted
by companionship ; mutual dependence
and counsel enlarge hope and stimul-
ate courage—yet, after all, he lives if
his friends die. There is no grief, no
form of bereavemens, but it has its con-
solation. The best presover of a man's
life is contentment. Not to work is
destructive of strength. « Men look for-
ward to rost, in-a life of ease, which to
them means cessation from the cares of
business. = They mistake the cause of
weariness, It is not work ; it is cave,
it is over-exertion, it is ambition and
desire after gain that bring worn and
weary feelings. - All wo possess we pos-
sess in life ; the sooner we get through
with life the sooner wo relinquish our
possessions. . The fastor a man lives the
quicker he reaches the. end of life,
There are threoe ends to life, and death
is' the last and least desirable. One
end is to live; that is why we wore
created ; to live and as well as wo' can.
Some go moaning and groaning on
their way, as though ‘life was & burden, -
and ‘that it is piety to puta low osti-

| mate on it. The opposite is true. A -man

should seek to live out his days, and he
cannot accomplish it in a better way
than by using every means to promote
life.. Among these means are the three
things mentioned at the hoad of this ar-
ticle. Whena man denies himselfsleep,
food and the excrcise worlk gives, brain
and body woik, he robs his life of its
full term, = Let him be cheorful also.
He is like an engine—it will run well
and ;long if it is well oiled. Content-
ment and cheerfulness are the oil which
keep the nerves from wearing out. Busy
men and women think that'time taken
from toil for sleep and recreation is
time lost.. It is really the cement put
in'to fillup the joints, to keap out the

weather and preserve the building. "

What are the aims which are .at the,
same time duties 7 The-perfecting of our-

'selves and the happiness ‘of others.
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THE
USEFUL ITOUSEHOLD RECEIPYS.

To remove substances from the cye,
malko a loop of bristle or horschair,
insert it under the lid, and then with-
draw slowly and cavefully. This is said
{o be never failing.

Tomaro FriTrers.--Slice 1ripe ones;
dip in a thick, rich batter; season with
pepper and salt; fry liko oysters.” Or,
they may ho seasoned with sugar and
almost any spice, and fried us beforo.

Tur Pamisiay method of cleaning
black silk is to brush and wipe it thor.
oughly, fay it on a flat table with the
gide up which is intended to show, and
sponge with hot coffee strained through
muslin. Allow it to become partially
dry, then iron.

A vERY weak stomach. which refuscs
to assimilate any othor food may some-
times be taught to do its work properly
by n diet of skimmed milk; one-half
Fint taken every four hours, with some
ime water if necessary, is the ‘amount
preseribed. , : .

Takr oNE ounck of spermaceti and
one ounce of white wax, melt and run
into a thin "cake on a plate. " A picce
the size of a quarter-dollar -added to a
quart.of prepared ‘starch gives a beaut-
iful luster te ‘the clothes and prevent
the iron sticking. : '

~All kinds of burns, scalds, and sun-
burns are almost immediately relieved
by the application of n solution of soda
to the burnt surface. - Tt must be. re-

. membered that dry soda will not do un-
: less it is surrounded by a cloth  moist
onough-to dissolve it.. This method of
sprinkling it'on and covering it with a
wet ¢cloth is often the very best.  Buvit
is sufficient to wash the wound repeat-
edly with a strong solution. Tt ould
be well to keep a bottle of it always on
hand, made so strong that more or less
“gettles in the bottom,  This is what is
“ealled saturated: solution, ‘and - really
- such a'solution as'this is. formed when
the dry soda is sprinkled on and covered
with 2 moistened ¢loth., It is thought

" by dome that the pain of.aburn is'cauged,
by the havdening of thé.fbliusmeny and’
“this reliovos the pressure. * Ortlters thini*
erid > acid, s

that the burn generates -an.,
which the soda nentralizes.:

sen

“re. a8

Brrawxreasr Pre.— Tako cold reast
beef, cut into thin slices about an inch
and o half long. Take raw potatoes,
peel them, and cut- them into thin
slices. Have ready, a deop dish, lay
some of the pelatoes at the holtom,
then a layer of beef, and so on till
the dish is filled.  Season it as you
would chicken pie, fill 'it- with boiling
waler, cover it with acrust, and bake it.

Wary WATER aND Suar are the best
articles for cleansing the tecth. A piece
of fine white Fronch castile soap, and a
moderately stifl brush are indispensable.
Wooden tooth picks are excellent, bub
metallic pins should never be used. The
best thing for the remoyal of Lthe particles
of food from between the tecth is untwist-
ed or floss sillc; it will go where a pick
cannot reach, and no teeth are so closely
joined but-what it can be readily made:
to pass between. ] !

Rrex Sour.—A nice soup for a lunch-
con may be made by boiling a teacup-
ful of rice in a quart of water for about.
an hour, add pepper and salt to taste.

nutes before removing from . the fire;
also add n small quantity of finely chop- -
ped parsley.. This will make a cheap
and good dish for a change. ‘

MosT people ‘know the benefit of -
lemonade before breakfast, but fow
know how it is more than doubled: by
taking it at night, also.. The way to get
the better of a bilious system ‘without .
blue pills or quinine, is to take juice of-
one, uwo, or three lemons, as the appe-
tite craves, in as much water as. to
make it pleasant to drink, without
sugar, before going to bed. In the mor-
ning on rising, ot at least half an hour
before breakfast, take the juite of one
lewon in a'goblet of water. This will
‘clear the systém of humors and. bile,:
with mild efficacy, without any of the
weakening effécts of Congress water.
People should not irritate the stomach
by cating the'lemon clear ; the powerful
acid of the juice, which -is ‘almost . cor~ -~
rosive, infallibly produces inflamma- .:
tion after a‘while; but properly diluted,

thidaty i dodddts full - medicinal . work:

Stir one egy . well - beaten -in:it. five mi-.. ..

80 that itl does:not burn or draw. the .- .

withoul harmy und” when- the stomach . "
+ig cpariof faod: Ims-abundant opportu-
Jmityito ok the system thoroughly:
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FIRESIDE SPARKS. MHow many peas are thore in a pint?
_— Onop. )
Nice Bor—*Ma, if you willgivo me i “Sam," said one  little urchin® to

peach I will be a nice boy."”

¢« No, my child, you must not bo good
for pay; thatis noLufrht "

“You dont wantme to be goodjw noth-
ing, do you?”

When is a blow from a young lady
welcome ¥ When it strikes you agree-
ably.

Why do “Dbirds in their little nests
agree " Beeanse they'd fall out if they
didn’t.

A pe(lmn said to an old {'umu he
could not bearafool, who replied, * 1our
mother could.”

A country boy, who had read of sail-
ors hedvmtr up aunchors, wanted 1o
know ifit was sea 510]\110~b that m.ldc
them do it.

To ecconomize is to draw in as much 4s
possible. The ladies apply this art to
their persons; and tire result is a very

- small-waste. .

A Deurcars Hixe. ——Spo: tmrr charac-
ter persuasively, “Could yer l\mdlv as-
sist’ a poor man with a copper? I'm
'that knocked up I can a'dly hold this
“ere dawg oft my legs.

‘A chap ont west,” who ‘had been se-
verely afflicted with the palpitation
-of the heart, says he  found . instant
relief by the application .of another
palpitating heart to the part affected..

“What brought you ‘to ‘prisoun, my
“colored friend 7 *Two constable, sah.”
#Yes, but I meau had intemperance any-

thing todo with it ?" “Yes, sah, dey was |’

bofe of 'em drunk.” o ,
“Temper is everything,” and in the
~pens of the BEsterbrook Steel Pen Com-
ipany the temper will be found all that
isto be desned

another, yesterday, “Sam, does your
schoolmaster ev er givoyou any rowstrds
of merit! " “I s’pose ho does,” was the
reply ; “he gives me a lickin’ regulnr
every day, and st ays L merit two.”

It is suid that “a young mun of so-
cicty "' out muking a call may wour two
watches and yet not know when it is
time to go howme.

“ Mr. Jones, what makes the canary
sleep on one leg? " * | doun't think any-
thing makes him, my dear; I think he
does it of his own accord.”

What did he mean. when he wrote,
“Watchman, tell us of the night?" As
if the watchman or policeman knew of
anything that occurred after dark.

A merchant having sunk “his shop
floor two feet intimated that goods would
be sold “ considerably lower. than  for-
metly 5 m consuqucn(}u of recent m\plm e-
ments,”

“1 should oppoae my mother's m.lu)-
ing again," said the son of a widow.
“] m Wl“ln"’ she should. have “a - bewu
now and thcn “but L'N nocpel mit a step
farther.”

1t is somelimes pretty-hard to dcculo
which gives us more pleasure—to hear
ourselves praised or Lo hear our nelgh-
boxa run down,

"~ You can tell a l]lel(.‘.lflll farmer 4s soon
as he stops his team at a'post. e takes
the blanket off his wife’s lap and spreads
it over the poor horses.

She laid her choek on the easy chair
back against his “head and murmured :
“How I do love to rest thus agninst
your head, Augustus! ”. % Do you ? " said
he; “ It is because you love me.” - “No;
becnuae it is so nice and soft.” . Then ho

‘] lay and lay, and thought andthought.”

THE GREATEST BLEssiNg.— A simple,
pure, harmless -remedy, -that . .cures

.every. time, and prevents disease by.
keeping the blood pure, stomach . reg--

s ular,” kidneys. and liver. active, 18 the

- greatest blessing ever conforred: L upon-

" man. . Hop. Bitters s ithut " ‘ramedy
‘. and its proprietors are Felnghlesded by

‘thousands. who  have. been saved. by, i it. )

Will you ‘try it ? Se

ie

oLhel Volumn. s

A Goop Account.—*To sum..itup
six long, years of bed-ridden sickness
and suffering -costing $200 per year, .
total, :$1,200—all of which. was.stopped
by. three bottles of Hop Bitters taken by .

my, wife, who has done her own house- -

work- fo; ', year since without the Joss

‘of & diy,aud T want everybodyto know

it f'or thmr benefit.” .. . o
‘WLLKS, Butler N, X "o




