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Vou. vi. MONTREATL, NOVEMBER, 1880. No. 1.
PAMELA. nr.
To the.tombs of Montmartre this benuty was
taken,

(To Joun P. LFONARD Esq., of Paris|To slc?p \uLht the thousands that lonely
—through whoso kind \\'lltdlfllllless and To a\\:tuetrl?cmgiex\t call when thosethouennds
noble pntnotlam the remains of Pamela awaken; e
—Xady Edward Fitzgerald were saved | To sleep far assny from her home in the
from tho fossce Commzme, into which west,

wore cast the bodies buried in the
grave yard of Moutmartre, and, by
whom_thoy wore conveyed to London,

‘and intorred in the fumly vault_at |

‘Thames- Dltton ).
19

Few werc the women er mvn]p in be:mty,
Few were the henrts-go fond and o true; i

Few were the wives that surpnsscd her in
’ duty,

» Virtues were round her, of every hue,

When grief’s saddest morrow ;

“The w'{fd day ‘of sorrow s

For him of lier love, dld break on “his lec,

| With snguish and wee ing,.
. She ;yumle(l him sleeping,

The trn({h lnl, the noble, the Geraldind’s

! wife - ‘

f

1I.

-Her dear one ‘-urvmng, in Frnnces gay

centre,
She wept nnd she pmcd oer the joys that
: had ﬂown,
No pleasure -e'er more in tlmt bright -sonl
could enter
"Twas ﬁlled with a. sorrow completely its

’T\ll saddcmn repinin
And slowly de%’lmi]r)) g

At last she went forth %rom this . vnlloy of.'

atrife;
She sunk in L)mt slumber,
Whose hours have no number,

And woke in God’s glory-—the Gornldmc 8.

- wife.

. \

Far away from the tomb-yard
Whose dark'ness and gloom guard
The}rect of those dear ‘ones she loved in' her
ife;
Were none there to name her 7-
No guardian toclaim her?
Rooneto \mtch over'the Gemldmc’s mfel

v,
Yes, from Erin’s own Islc a’son’ true. nnd .
‘kindly, KT
Protected her tom\) on an alien sod . .
While * hundreds “went by and coIdly' or,
blindly >
Neglccted the dust o'er’ w})osc glor; they
<. trod!
“And when nll were hnrned
. Awny, to be buried ;
In t}hgjosxec for the common, the low]ym
©life, . :
He hastened totake her " sl
: . From the grave they would muke her-
Ee g\mrded and” watched oer Ll\c Geral:
dmcs w\fe. : Lo e

V.

‘And b'xck to the lnnd “here hcr )msbnnd xs :

sleeping 3 i
And back to the weet he swiftly did comie,
To place her remaing, where the slmdows are

-ereeping
O’er thie: fnpcnds that lie. 10“ m the grxwes of
her-liome, .
~The denth bells are’ rmgmg,
. While sadly they’re bringing
Pumcla to rest from-the world’s awful stnfe ;
. And each one in praying, - :
Is tearfully saying, . :
«God bless the  true - friend of - thc Geral-
< 7 dine’s wife 1”

1
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From :f\l:no whose wavelets flow thro’ Italy
air,
From the shrines of the west, their spirits
arise, .
Through Deamond’s green valleys, o’er the
plains of Kildare,
Their anthem is swelling and piercing the
skies.
¢ Forever God’s glory
Shine round you in story,
And light you along the true course of your
life ;
Aud Erin will press you
To her fond beart, and bless you
Who watched o’er the tomb of the Geral-
dine’s wife.”
Joseen K. Foray,
' Green Park,
Aylmer, 1st Oct., 1880,

THE ORPHANS;

THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH.

He would have passed a pleasant life of it, in despite of
.1 the devil and all his works,’’ had not his path been cross-
ed by a being that causes more perplexity to mortal man
than ghost, goblin, or the whole race of witches, and that
was—a woman.—Haskington lrving.

CHAPTER 1.
PER STEAMER HESPERIA,

17 is a May day. If we did not take

our weather on trust and tradition, as

we take s0 many things, we would cor-
tainly never find it out for ourselves.

.. Dropping down on the dock amid the
shivering throng of passengers from
some ather planet, let us say, we might
easily conclude we had alighted in the
middle of March, so gusty, so black, so
chill i3 this May morning,. -

The Cuanard steamer will float away
down the Mersey in semecthing less
than an hour, the little fussy, puffing ten-
der is already waiting for her passen-
gers and luggage, and snorting fiercely,
as though in fiery impatience to be off.
There: is the customary crowd, cabmen
‘haggling over faves, porters shouldering
trunks and boxes, passengers hurrying
wildly hither and thither, or mounting
~guard over - their belongings, . shrill
voices of women, deei)er tones of men,
“and now and then, in bass growls, some
of the strong words in which the nobler
. Bex are. wont to relieve their manly

minds. ‘ :

Overhead thore is adark, fast-drifting
sky, that bodes anything but a pleasant
first night on the ocean, and outside
thero is an ominous shortchop, and little,
wicked, white caps broaking the turbid
flow of the river., And all around, from
overy quarter of the compass at once,
there come sudden blesk blasts that
chill to the marrow of your bones, and
set you shivering and make you wrap
your great cont or waterproof abouf
your shrinking form never so closely.

Standing o Hitle apart, if there be any
apart in this maddening crowd, leaning
cusily against the back of a cab, his
hands thrust deep in his pockets, an
amused look in his face, is n-young man.
A solitary large trunk besidehim, benr-
ing on its canvas back the big black in-
itials 2, D" is evidently  his only
property ; a very large und lumbering
Newfoundland is evidently his only
companion.

He is a tall, strongly-built, square-
shouldered young feilow, of perhaps
three and twenty, his beardless fuce not
in the slightest degree handsome, ox-
cept with the good looks that thres and
twenty years' perfect health, boundless
good-humour, and . a certain. boyish
Drightness gives. He is sunburned and
ruddy, he is buttoned u‘p in a shaggy
overcoat, and is taking life at present

“with a perfect coolness that is refresh-

ing contrasted with the wild excitement
depicted on most of the faces around
him. . -

Fragments of flurried conversation
reach him on all sides as he stands, but
he pays no particular heed to any, un-
til a girl's voice, fresh and clear, but in
accents of misery, reaches his ear.

“ Mon Dieu! Marie!” crics this de-

spairing voice, in a composite mixture
of French and English, “if that em-
beeile has not carried off my box again,
Hore, . you 1" a frantic little: stamp;
“drop that divectly. - Itis mine, I tell
you. - I told you before, stupide! Que
devons—nous faire, Murie——"
. Asoftlaugh is the answer. The young:
man turns round, and sees two young:
ladies and a porter. ‘One of the young
Iadies is seatod quietly on a blaclk box,
the other is standing .excitedly, frying
to prevent the porter from carrying off
a similar.article of luggage, and trying
in vain. :
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The owner of the dog with the im
petuosity of three and twenty, instantly
comes to the rescue of beautly in dis-
trass. :

“Hi! T say you! drop that, will
you!” ho erios, authoritatively, and the
porter yiclds at once to the imperious
magculine voice what ho has scorned (o
yield to the frantic feminine. * Don't
you want your luggage taken on board
the tender ?” inguires the young Amear-
ican gentloman, for such his accent pro-
claims him to be, lifling his. hat to the
young porson who standg, and appears
greatly exercised over the fate of th
black box. .

“Thanks, monsicur,” the young lady
who has been talking French responds
in perfeet English, but with a musical
accent, " this is the second time that
stupid man has lried to carry it ofl
whether or no.  Oh, yes, we want our
luggage to go on board, but the captain,
our-very good friend, has told us to
wait hore until he comes.”

“I see him coming now,” says the
second young lady, who  has a very
sweet, voice, and much fainter accent
than the first. “ Look yonder, Petite,
Ahl he has stopped to speak to the
stogt lndy, but he is coming back for
us ~

“Small black box, large black box,
one portmanteau, a bag, and a bonnet-
box,” says tho first, rapidly and con-

-cigely, taking the inventory of - her be-
longings. ““Yes, everything is here. Ma
foi, how I wish wo wore on board, and
out of this jostling, noisy throng.”

“Yes, it is ‘very ‘cold,” replics the
young lady called Marie, and ghe draws
s large shawl sho wears closer about
her, and shivers in the raw wind.

. They are dressed alike, in travelling
suits of dark gray tweed, and are ap-
parently sistors, Mr, “F. D.,” rosum.
Ing his easy position against the back of
the cab, looks at them critically, and on
the whole approvingly, while Lthey wait
for their very good friend, the captain.
Ho can look with perfect ease, for thoy
are not looking at him—have apparent-
ly forgotien his proximity and existence.

The one addrossed as Marie interests
him most, for the good reason - that he
cannot see her, so thick is the mask of
black laco she wearg strapped across her
hat and face. But tho voice is peculiarly

sweet, the braided hair under the hat is-
a lovely geld bronze, and the form is so
shapely, so ‘graceful, that even' the
heuvy disguising shawl cannot wholly-
conceal it.  She stands up presently,
and he sces that she is tall—divinely”
tall, he says to himself, and no doubt
divinely fair. In a general way ho ap-
proves of tall, fair yonng women. The
other is a little porson, about cighteen,’

-perhaps, with a dark olive face, with no-

espeeial claim to beauty, except tho
claim of two large brilliant brown eyes.:
EBven if he had not heard her speak he
would have set her down as a TFrench
girl—her nationality is patent in her
tace.

The captain, brown-faced, burly, and
genial, makes his way {o whoere they
await him with some difficulty, for
his friends besiege him on all sides.

“Well, my little ladies,” is his greet-
ing, “ready, are you, and waiting?
Here, my man!” A porter approaches,
and toyches his eap. “Bear a hand hero.
with  these bags and. boxes, and look:
sharp,  Now, young ladies—hore he,
presents an elbow to the right and left.
—“T'll take you under my wing, and:
consign you to the tender mereies of tho-
tender.” o

1t is a mild joke, but he laughs at it’
and goes off with his faiv freight. - The.
owner of the sweet voice never locked .
back, but the owner of “the prefly dark-
eyos cnsis one farewell glance -and-
slight smile backward to the gentloman

who eame to tho rescuo of the black box.

Mr. ¢ F.D.” lifts bis hat, sees thom van-
ish, and busies himself for the first timo’.
about his dog and his trunk., =
Presently 'they are all on board the
tender, and puffing down the stream to
whore, big, and quiet, and powerful, tho -
Hesperia awaits her passengors, The
number is very large; There is: hardly
standing room on the little tender’s deck.
It is rough, and raw, and cold, and ‘su-
premely miserable. . To make mattors -
worse,” a drizzlitg rain begins to fall;
and. umbrellas are.unfurled, and ladies
cronch under such shelter as'they can -
find, -and . everybody looks blue, ‘and'®
sea-sick by anticipation, J et
. Tho Nowfoundland and his mastor’
hoist no umbrellas; “they stand and *
look, on the whole, as if they. rathei
enjoyed the misery of those about them,

’
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and were perfectly warm and cosy and
comfortable themselves. - The young
man looks about him for the dark eyes,
and the tull, slight, graceful figure; but
the ecaptain has stowed “them away
somewhore, and he speedily forgets
them, and is sufliciently amused by the
rest. Then they are on board; and he
gets one more glimpse of my “little
Indies,” as wing-und-wing with the eap-
tain, they go to the cabin.. Oaly :
glimpse, for he has -his own cabin to
look after, ard his dog to consign to the
proper authorities. And then a gun
fires, and there is a parting cheer from
the tender, and Liverpool lics behind
them and the wide Atlantic before.

Luncheon hour arrives, and as vo one
has had time to become sen-sick, there
is a rush for the long saloon. Amonyg
them is the owner of the dog, whose
sppetite afloat or ashore is all that the
appetite of hearty, hungry three and
twenty should be. As he carves the
chicken, he glances for the owner of the
veiled face—a pretty face, he has made
up his mind—but she is not there. The
other is, however, seated. near her good
friend, the captain, still wearing hat
and jacket, and her interest apparently
pretty equally divided between the con-
tents of her plate and the men and wo-
men around her. She catches the eye
of* the preserver of her box, and smiles
a- frank recognition—so frank, indeed,
that when they rise he feels .warranted
in-approaching and addressing her.

"¢ Are you coming on deck ?"' he asks
her, ruther eagerly. She is not precise-
dy pretty, bul she is sufficiently attrac-
tive to make him desire a' better ac-
quaintance—the eyes are lovely, and
the smile is winning. “You had bet-
ter,” he urges, *“ keep on deck as much
as you can, if you want to avoid sea-
sickness.” * - . '

“But it is raining, monsieur,” she
says hesitatingly.” She accepts his ad-
vances with the unconventional readi-
ness with which people. ignore intro-
ductions and talk to one another on
shipboard. -She has all the ease of man-
ner of one who has travelled. a good
deal, -ag Mr. “F.D.” ‘sees, und bears
" about her unmistakably the stamyp of
the world.” S o

Tt has ceased raining; il was

-

nothing but a passing drift.
pleasant on deck now.”

“ Not cold nor rough 7" she asks, du-
biously. :

Not at all cold, he ussures her; that
is to suy, no colder thun it was on the
dock, not so cold even in some sheltered
nooks he knows of; and finally made-
moiselle takes his arm, and they ascond
to the deck.

“The othor young lady is not surely
sea-sick so soon 7”7 snid this artful young
mau, for he is curious to see that other
young lady with the: silvory voice,
gracelul figure, and veiled face.

“ No, only getting ready,” she an-
swers, and laughs, © My sister is always
sensick—the very sight of the sea
turns her ill. She will be ill from now
until we land. 1 am sorry for her, you
understand, but I have to luugh, = Now
I am sea-sick scarcely at all, 1 have
grossed the Channel muany times, and
unless it-is very rough, L am not ill a
moment. But {or Marie—ah | sbe is fit
to die before she reaches Culais.

From this artless speech, the artful
young gentleman learns many things.
First, that Maric is my sister—well he -
had surmised that'much; that the *“lit-
tle ladies are certainly French; that
they had crossed the Channel many
times; that this'one may be his com-
pagnon- de voyage to New York; but
that' it is more than doubtful if the:
other appears antall. This is so disap-
pointing. that he hazards a question.

“ T am really very sorry for your sis-
ter. -Surely she will not be obliged to
keep her cubin all the way across "

“All the way, monsieur,” answers
the owner of the' dark eyes, with a
protty French gesture of eyebrows and -
shoulders. “ She will .just lie in her
berth,  and grow whiter and whiter
every day, and read a great deal, and
munch dry biscuits, and sleep when she
is neither reading nor munching, uniil
we land at New York. - Do you belong
in New York, monsieur?" .

« Not exactly, mademoiselle. I'belong
down South, but 1 have scen a good deal
of New York off and on.: If you will:
permit me——"" i’ S

He produces a card with a bow, and
a slight boyish:blush. - The dark:eyes
rest upon it and-read— : n

It is quite

“ Francis Dexter,”
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Before she can make any acknowl-
-edgment, or roturns as ho hopes, the
confidonce, the captain suddénly ap-

pronches, and reads the pastebonrd over
1101' shouldor.

“Well, my litilo lady,” he says, in his
jovial voice, “how goes tho malde-mer?

one yot ? That's a good girl. Mr. Dex-
ter, good afternoon to you, siv. I saw
you on the dock a while ago, but hadn't
time to speak. My little friend, Made-
moizelle Reine, My, Doxter, going to New
York in my care. If you can help to
amuse her-on the passage I shall take
it as a personal favour. - How is Made-
moiselle Marie? Not, sicl, surely? Oh!
I'm sorry to hear that. 1'll call upon her
presently when I get time.” ‘

The captain bustled away.

Mademoiselle's dark ayes rogard her
companion.

“You know the captain?” she in-
-quires.

“Oh, very well. Crossed with him
whon I came over—an out and oul good
fellow, one's beau ideal of "a jolly suilor.
It is more than a year since we met, but
he scems to have n good memory for
faces. 1 didn't suppose he would remem-
ber me.” -

“You have been travelling a whole
year ?” she asks.” “ All Americans tra-
vel do they not?  They all go to Paris
once at loast in their life, I am told.”

“*Or if not in- their life, they go, if
‘they are good, when they die,” respond-
-ed young Dexter, laughing. I think
I have gone over the beaien track of
travel pretty well in my year, although
aman could spend: half a dozen years
very comfortably  knocking about Eu-
rope, and not-exhaust the sights.  But
with-the year my leave of absonce ex-
pires, and T am obliged to return,” -

“Ah | monsiour is in the army ?”

“Not at all. Leave from the powers
-at bome. I moan. My uncle—I am his
property, mado over 10 him absolutely.
~—orders me about at will.  *Take & run
over to Hurope, my boy," he says to me;
¢ only don’t malke it over a year,” So I
packed my valise. and came, and now
the year.is up, and T am returning.”

He tells this with an’ oi-hand cheeri-
ness that is a part of his'character; and,
is by the way, what a good gift a frank,
-cheory voice is. He is prepared to give
mademoiselle  his* whole " biography

since he first went into roundabouts if
she cares to listen, but' she doés not -
seem Lo care, Sho smiles, and is silent
for awhile. Then she asks, suddenly—"

“Monsicur, have you scon Rouen 1"’

“The Manchestor of Ifrance, us thoy
call it—place with the grand cathedral,
and Touis de Breze's wonderful statue,
and Dinne do Poictiors kueeling on the
tomb, and where Joun of Are made a
noise in the world, and_ Corneille and
Fontenelle were born, and where there is
Notre Dame de Bon Secours, beautiful
as a vision,” ho says, with voluble digs
connectedness, ¢ Oh, yos, mademoisclle,
I have scen Rouen.” ~

Hor face lights, her eyes shine, her
lips pout eagerly. She is about to speak.
‘Then suddenly some thought checks the
words upon her lips, the light fades out
of her face, and she leans over and looks
silently at the dark, Howing water,

“You know Rouen, mademoiselle ?”
Dexter asserts, his folded arms on the
bulwarks, his eyes on her face.. ;|

“1.know it well, monsicur, botter
than well. I was born in Rouen.”

She stops abruptly, recollecting, per-
haps, that this cheery, boyish, bright
young fellow is a total stranger. Indeed
most people are apt to forget that fact.
after ten minates of Mr. Dexter's so-
ciety. Ide sees a shadow fall on her
face, he hears'a faint sigh, or fancies he
does; but the brown eyes do not: lift:
from  the white-capped, angry-looking.
litlle waves. e

“ Ah, awfully jolly place to be born
in, 1 should say,” is what Mr. Dexter re-
marks sympathetically; *“so old ‘and
historical, and all that. Now, I was born
in Boston, and anything more unroman-
tic than Boston the mind of man has
never conceived.” - : R

“But gentlemen yot unborn will
roudly point it out as the birthplace of
frank - Dexter. My dear boy, turn
round and let me sce if those dulcet
tones really belong to you.” I

The voice thiat says thisis a woman's,
and . Mr. ‘Doxtor and  Mademoiselle
Reine,  turning: round . simultaneously .,
sec the spenker.” They sce n lady whose
best friend -cannot call her  young,
whose worst cnemy dare not stigmatize,
hef as old. A lady ‘who lias rounded
the  rubicon—thirty-five—and gono-'a
step or two down hill towards - forty;

i

1
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tall, commanding, of- fine presence and
fine face, davk and well tanned, and lit
up by a pair of brilliant dark gray cyes.

“Miss Hariott, for a dueat!” cries
Dexter, almost before he has scen her.

And then he has seized her hand and
is shaking it with an energy that people
of his type invariably throw into that
performance.

“T knew you were abroad, and I used
to search the liotel registers in overy
place I came to for your name.”

“T don’t helieve you ever thought of
me once, from the moment we parted
until the present,” retorted the lady.
“I had a letter from ILaurence last
month,” she continues. “Ile was ask-
ing for you—saying you ought to be
returning about this time, and (hat if I
met you he hoped 1 wounld take care of
you and fetch you home.”

“ Ah1” Dexter says, langhing, 4 Long-
waorth is an old lover of yours, I know.
I've a good mind, since he so kindly
committed me to your charge, to let you
iake care of me as far as Baymouth. 1
should like te sec the dear old bloy
again,” .

“Do,” says Miss Hariott; “there,
need be no hurry going down South-
and Baymouth will be'looking its love
liest by the time we get there. I think,
on the whole, T prefer it to Italy.”

“ Rank - blasphemy to say so. Miss

Hariott, let me make you acquainted
with Mademoiselle Reine.”

An older man, a wise man (which
Frank Dexter is not), a man of the
world (svhich Frank Dexter never will
be), might have thought twice before
introducing two ladies in this free and
easy way, without the consent of cither,
and in profound ignorance of the name
of one.  But if Frank Dexter were that
older, wiser, more polished man, he
could not be the well-liked young fellow
that ha is.

The little Norman girl, whose dark
eyes are the chief charm. of her olive
face, looks up and ‘smiles.. Miss Hariott
looks down with that kind and half wist-
ful glance young Dexter has seen often
in her eyes when they look on fair and

youthful faces. o L
“ Thank.you, Frank,” she says. 1

was wishing you would..  Now, like a
good boy, if you will run for a chair—
not a camp-stool, I beg, I weigh one

hundred and fifty-seven pounds, Made-
moiselle Reine, and tremble whenever
I entrust mysclf to one——Ah! thank
you, my dear;” to Frank returning with.
a substantial armehaiv, ¢ Now wo can
talk and be comfortable—as comfortable,.
al least, as it is ever possible for sanc
human beings to bo in « ship. - Praise
the sea, but keep on land—no traer ax-
iom than that anywhere, my dear
Frank,”

“Sorry I ean't agree with you, Miss.
Haviott. ¢ A wet sheet, and a flowing.
sail, and a wind that follows fast,’ is
about my idea of perfect earthly felicity.
Do you know what I meun to do in Bay-
mouth ?”

“Nothing good, I am perfectly sure;:
the particular sort of evil [ am unable to
speeify.  You said, to see Mr. Long-
worth.”

“Well, partly that, .and to enjoy
your society, of course.” Miss Hariott
looked revere. “A little travel is o
dangerous thing for a boy of your age,.
Master “Franky,” she says. “I never
liked precocious children, and if 1 had
been near that-uncle of yours when he
proposed the trip, 1 should have
strongly recommended him to keep
you in-the nursery a few years longer..
Not that-1 think the old gentleman
should be spoken to as a rational being, .
for what sane man would ever have dis-
inherited Laurence. Longworth for a
silly boy like you?” ,

“Now, my dear Miss Hariott,” says.
the young man, rather uneasily, “don’t
get on that exciting subject, 1 entreat..
It always carries you away. And it
wasn't my fault. 1f Darry chose to be-
fool—""

“There! change the subject,” ex--
claims Miss Harjott, rubbing her nose
in a vexed way. “As you say, it's a
thing that upsets me, and also, as you.
gay, it is not your fault. Mademoisclle
is this your first trip across the Atlan-
tie ? : ; ,

" Yes, it is mademoisclie's - first ocean

voyage, but she has crossed the Channel
six times, and that is a tolerable test of”
sea-going quatities, - B

“You are French, my dear,” pursues-
the elder lady; © I knew it before I
came up and spoke to Frank. You havo-
a thoroughly French face. But how per-:
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foctly you speak linglish, with scarcely
evon an aceent.”

Mdlle. Roine smiles again. That dusk
French faco, which one would hesitate
before pronouncing even protty, lights
vividly whenever she smiles, and the
smile ig in tho bronze brown ecyes be-
fore it renches the lips., Miss Ilariott,
no menn judge of faces, a shrowd and
keon obsorver of the men and women
sho meets, but withal one of the most
tender hearted and impulsive maiden
ladies on carth, falls in love with her on
tho spot.

“L was born in Rouen,” she suys,
“and have lived there nearly all my
life; bot I knew many English there ™
—=he hositates a second, and the smile
dies quite awny—“my mothor was an
American.”

 Amorican!” repoats Miss Hariolt,
delighted. ¢ Ab, that accounts. ~Why,
my dear, you are almost a compatriot.”

“Almost is a wide word. I am
nothing at all of an American.. Will I
offend yon very much ifL suy I like nei-
ther Amorican or Americans ?”

‘Prank reddens. For a moment Miss
Hariott doos look inclined to bo of-
fended, Thore is a little embarrassing
pause.

 But, my dear, your mother——"

“ My mothor is dead.” o

“1 bog your pardon. T was only
about to say—how was it possible for
you to dislike your mother's people ?
Have you known many disagreoable
Amoricans 7"

“1 never knew any.”

“Then how is it possible for you to
Jjudge whethor you like them or not?”

I cannot tell you what it is,” snid
Mdlie.: Reine; “a Dootor Fell sort of
«dislilee, perhaps. All I know is'that it
is thore.”

“A very poor compliment to hor
mother,” thinks Miss Hariott. - “ Well,
my dear,” ghe says, aloud, with porfect
&ood humour," wo must try and dispel
that illusion when we get you among
us. Woand the Frenc%l have “always
been good friends. We adore to this
day the memory of Lafnyotte.; e
was, I romember, my very ficst love.”

“ As Longworth is your las(,” says
Mr. Dexter. “Ploase, may I “speak,
now, Miss Hariott: - The five minutes
are surely up.” ’

“If you can talk Mn'amselle Reine
out of her aversion to you and your
countrymen, Frank, use your tongue
by all moans.”

“1 have no aversion to Monsieur
Prank,” says mademoiselle, and says it
80 unexpectedly and so coolly that
Frank blushes with pleasure, and Miss
Huriott laughs outright.

“Then it is collectively, not individ-
ually, that you dislike us,” sho says-
T am glad of that, for gencral aver-
sions arc more easily  overcome than
partienlar. L am glad, too, you are
about to visit us; that shows a
renerous wish on your part to know us
tc(‘ox'e you absolutely condemn.”

Mademoisclle looks up suddenly and
curiously into the elder lady’s face.

‘“ Beeause I wish it,”" she repeats.
“ Do you suppose; then, madame, [ am
going because [ desive to go—going of
my own free will 2"

Onco again the girl's words ave so un-
oxpected that they quite put good Miss
Hariott out, all the more because. a.re-
ply is evideutly expected.

““ Well, mademoiselle, I certainly sup-
posed that in visiting us——"

“I am not going on a visit.
going to stay.” ‘ .

“ Oh,” says Miss Hariott, and for a
momeunt it is all she can say.”

Thore is at once an outspoken abrupt-
ness and a reserve about this young per-
son that puzzles her. She sits and looks
at her, -

- Mademoiselle has resumed her former
listloss attitude, and i3 gazing at the
fust flowing water. ‘

“ A young woman a little out of the
common,” she thinks. * Girls as a rule
are as much alike as dolls cast in a
mould—this one with black hair and
black cyes, that one with fair hair and
bluo eyes, tho inside of the protty heads
all tho same patter. But I fancy this
small demoiselle thinks for horself.”

«“1t is growing very cold,” says the
young lady, rising abruptly,” and my
sister is ill; I must go to her. No mon-
sieur, not at all,” as Frank eagerly of-
fors an arm. ¢ I will 'do very well.
alone.  Good-bye for to-day, Miss Har-
iott; ' I shall have the pleasure, [ hope,
of meoting you to-morrow.” - i

“ We will meet, and ‘disagree, ever

I am
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day we are on board, my dear,” re-
sponds Miss Haviott, cordially. ‘
~And then she sits and watches the
slight, shapely " figure, quick, light, and
easy in every movement, outof sight.

“Well, Miss' Hariott,” says Dextor,
taking the deserted stool, “and what do
you think of her? L have heard—Long-
worth said it, of coursc-—that your
judgment is infallible.”

“Is she pretty, Frank ?” is the lady’s

response. “You are a boy, and ought
to know.”
“A boy! I was three and twenty

last birthday. [ am five feet eleven and
a half inches high. Tweigh one hun.
dred and sixty pounds. - 1 have been in
love with three distinet ballet-girls and
- one Alpine maid last sumwer,
have I done to be stigmatized thus ?”

¢ If you were as tall as Blunderboro,
the Welsh giant, if your locks were as
silvery as John Anderson’s pow, and if
you had been in love with all the ballet-
givls in the * Black Crook,” you would
still be nothing but a big boy,” retorts
Miss Hariott. ¢ Answer my question
is'mademoiselle pretty 2 , :

“Well, no—except when she smiles,
and then she is almost—

Brown eyes, and pale, pale face—

A wond’rous face, that never beauty had,

And yet is beautiful, .
that describes her. - There's a sort of
fascination about her, don’t you think?
A fellow might easily fall in love with a
girl like that.”

“A fellow of the Frank Dexter sort
might easily fall in love with his grand-
mother if the law did not forbid it, and
nothing elso ‘in petticoats was near. 1
wonder you have not made an idiot of
yourself long ago, and married one of
your ballet-girls.” ‘

“ 8o do Il Tt is not my fault though.

I asked one of them, and she wouldn’t
have me.”

“ Nonsense.” -

4 No, it is a fuct. It was three months
"ago. I was madly in love, L assure you.”
. Here Frank, catching sight of Miss
. Hariott's disgusted face, exploded into
a.great langh, ‘ ; .
 Frank, this is awful nongense——"
.1t is gospel truth, Miss Hariott.” She
fluctuated between ,mo and the fellow
who blew the clarionet in the orchestra
for five whole days and nights, and

What |

v

finully threw me cver for the elarionet.
L was in despair for iwenty-four hours;

then I went to see  Faust, at the Opora,
fell in love with. Montaland, and one-

passion cured the other.”

“You are a dreadful fool, Frank. Are-

you going fo fall in love with this little
mademoiselle P

“1f sho will permit me, I don't think

I ean amuse myself’ more innocently on.

the passage home."”
“What is hername?”
“ Mademoiselle Reine.”
“What is her other name ?”
‘O My little ladies.
tain eall her and her sister that.”
“Oh, there is o sister,
like 7
‘A pretty girl, if one could sco heor,
I am certain, L didn't, She wore a

veil, which she never ‘put up.  They:
seem to be quite alone, and travelling in-

the captain’s charge. I have a.counvie-
tion she will bo the one -1 shall hononv
with my preference if she appears.”

“If sheis anything like the one who:

appeared, it will be labor lost. Thero
are plenty of brains in that little dark

head, and the girl who marries you,.

Frank, will of nceessity be a simpleton
of the first water.”
Mpr. Dexter removes his hat and bows

to this compliment. Then Miss 1ariott,.

who, like most plump people, is of chilly
habit, gets up, takes his arm, staggers

below, and is seen no more. Young Dex--
‘ter goes to the smoking-room, fraterni-

zes with every one he meots, and for-

gets all about the pretty smile, the deep-

soft eyes, and that other veiled face.”

The owner of tho wveiled face—the-

veil removed now—lifts herr head from
her pillow as her sister enters, and.
speaks wearily, '

“ At last; Petite—"

“ Marie!” ,

“Well, Petite ? ;

“T have been on déck,” says Mdlle.

Reine, suppressed excitement in her -
voice. “ I met again the gentleman who-
spoke to us on .the dock—youn remem-

ber ?” ;

“T remember. Well " -

“ He addressed me again and we be-
gan to talk. Then a lady came up and

spoke to him—an old . friend—and they -
talked of—Marie; they talked of Bay--

mouth.”
{

I heard the cap--

What is she-
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But Marie is not oxcited, though

Reine is. She lifts her oycbrows and

~gxeites you, Mario ?”

says, calmly—
t Bt puis
“And thon —how is it that nothing
i It startled me, 1
can - tell you. - To speak of that placo,

~and before me, and so soon.”

“An odd coincidence, I sdmit.  Did

-thoy spoak of-——"

“Not n word,” says Reine, quickly;

¢ they mentioned but one name—Lau-

rence Longworth, Bul who is to tell

what I may not hear before the journcy
-ends 2"

-do any good.

‘to my fute blindfold.

“ What indoed ?” says the other, fall-
ing back on hor pillow. “ As if it could
Reine, I would -rather
hear nothing—na, not oue word—and go

If I were going

-to have u limb cut off I would rather

the surgeon told me nothing about when

-or how, but just put me into an other

sleep, ‘and amputate it without. my
knowledge. - When we know what we

-ure going to suffer we suffor twice over

—in anticipation, and in reality.
I thinlk the first is the worst.”

“ Marie, T wish we had never come.
L have a fecling—a presentiment, that

And

‘nothing but humiliation and misery will

come of it.”

“ L don't believe in presontiments,
and it was wise to como. Madame, our

_grandmother may be a dragon, but in

the old fairy tales cvon the dragons
were conquered by conrage. I feol as
though we were the heroines of a fairy
tale on our way to an enchanted castle,
nover knowing what the guardian mon-,
ster is like, but determined to charm it,
and come off victorious all the same.”
“And the Prince Charming, dear,.are
we to:find him there, too ?" asks Reine,
smiling as she stoops (o kiss her sistor.

"¢ Bvery fairy tale ends with the mar-

\'i:\lge of princess and prinée.”

! v . .

Lhe fiace on the pillow  clouds sud-
denly. - Mavie turns away from the

-caress with a restless, impatient sigh.

“ Don't let us talk,” she says, wearily ;

‘Uit is very rough, and I am half sick.”

An hour later darkness lies over the
stormy and lonely sea.
Upon her birth the little mademoi-

selle reclines, gazing out - with: darkly

--solemn ‘eyes at that. restloss, complain-

ing, tossing ocoan, which stretches

overywhere, black and heaving, and
melig away at last into tho storm-dri-
ven sky.  Below, Mavie sleeps, her fuiv
head pillowed on one perfect arm; but
Reine cannot sleep this first night, and
80 lies thinking. Sombre thoughts
surely, with thoso deop melancholy eyes
fixed on the dark and lonesome sea.

CHAPTER IL
LOST IN PORT,

The weather for the next three days
is, in nantical parlance, “ very dirty."
There is a head wind, a leaden sky, and
off and on a fine drizzling rain. The.
stout ship plunges and plougha through
it all, and as a rule overybody is at
death's door with sea-sickness. A fow
gentlemen still show at dinner and onve
deck, and consliicuous among “theso
gentlomen is  Frank Dexter, who
“comes out strong,” in the words of
Mark Tapley, and 1s ag *“jolly " ns ever
Mark could be in the samo place.

Ile never misses 8 meal;’ he sponds,
his evenings in the smoking-room, where
his great haw-haw leads the laugh; he
makes friendly calls upon his big dog .
and also upon Miss Hariott; he. takes
vigorous oxercise for hours together on
deck, buttoned up to the eyes in his
rough coat, his ruddy face ashine in the:
slauting wind and rain.

_Miss Hariott is dismally sick; so tho
captain informs him ave also “ my little
ladies ;" but in their absence Mr, Frank
is consoled by another ministering angel,
upon - whom neither “head-winds nor -
dirty weather have the least offect.

This is'a Mrs. Scarlott, n passe pretty
blonde, a coquette of the purest water,
and who, having discovered young Dex-
ter is enormously rich, or the heirof an
enormously rich. uncle, which is the
same, singles him out ab once for dis-
tinction; for although Mr. Scarlett ox-
ists, and partakes with nnexeeptionable
relish of three meals and Ligh tea daily,
and Mv. Doxler’s wealth can ultimately
benefit in no way Mus. Scarlebt, still it;
is quite in- feminine human nature to
prefer’ the golden youth for one's fa-
vours, and Franlk, ashas been said, risos:
to tho distinction, of preity Mrs, Scar-
lott's eavalier. . o

Frank fulls in love., To fall inloveis
Frank's normal condition, and whether



IO

THE HARP.

the Iady be married or single, old or
young—and Mrs. Scarlett might easily
have been youngor—doces not for the
time being signify in theleast, Ie for-
gots Miss Hariott and Mdlle. Reine un-
ti], on the morning of the fourth day,
going on deck after breakfast, ho finds
winds and waves propitious, the sun try-
ing to break out from behind sulky
clouds, and a little gray figure that he
knows leaning in the old position ovor
the side and watching the water. Be-
fore he can advanee, a neatly-gloved
hand is pushed through his arm, and
Mrs. Searlett claims her own,

“ Naughty boy! I have been on deck
this halt’ hour looking for you every-
where.  Where have you been ? Look
there—it is actually the sun at last.
Come for our walk, No one has my step
like you, Frank {”

For after three days’ acquaintance
Mrs. Searlett ealls her victim Ifrank.

“What! not Scavlett?” says Frank,
in that cheery voice of his—a thorough-
Iy heartwhole voice, whatever its owner
may think,

“Searlett ! repeats Mrs,
with ineftable scorn.

Then she sighs, and saddens, and s
silent, and the sigh, and the sadness, and
the silence are meant to say—
~“Why speak of iim?  Why not let
me forget, if I can, in congenial com-
panionship the galling chain that binds
a sensitive heart to one cold and
coarse ?”

Frank is touched.

“Poor little woman!”
“Searlett is a beast.
place——" '
. And then he looks down into the pen-
sive face, and sighs in sympathy, and
starts her off at a brisk canter.

. They pass Mdlle. Reine. She sces
them, but she does not look up. Miss
Hariott: sees them, too, when a little
Iater she reels on deck and totters io
mndemoiselle’s side, and she nods curtly
to. young Dextor, and looks his fair
friend through with her keen woman's
eyes. i
? Mademoiselle greets her with a smile,
and the two full into talk at once, and
compares notes about their three days’
woe. They drift off to other things,
. and Miss Hariott finds that Mdile..
* Reine can converse fluently and well.

Searlett,

he thinks.
If T were in his

Iler deseriptions and ancedotes of lifo in
Rouen are wonderfully interesting. She
narrates simply and unaftectedly, and
grows  vividly dramatic somoetimes.
They sit until the luncheon bell sum-
mons them below, and the elder lady
has thoroughly enjoyed her tete-a-tete.

Neither Mr. Dexter nor Mrs, Searlett
sit at their tablo; but they are still to-
gether, with Mr, Scarlett, a stout, sen-
sible, - good-humoured,  middle-nged
gentleman, seated on the other side of
his wife, paying mueh more attention
to the catables than to his wife's flirta-
tion. .

TLuncheon over, mademoiselie disap-
pears for a time, and TFrank presently
frees himself from his fair enslaver, and
finds himself at Miss Haviott’s side.

8o sorry to hear you have heen sea-
sick, Miss Hariott. Nobody ean tell
how much I have missed you!I”

Miss  Iariott regurds him with. a
scornful eye.

“Ah, nobody, T am quite sure. You
have been dreadfully sorry, no.doubt—
you look it. Who is that woman?”

“What woman, my dear Miss Ilar-
iott?” . .

“Now, don't begin by being an imbe-
cile at the very opening of .this conver-
sation,  That woman you have been
prancing up and down the deck all
this forenoon ?”

“Prancing!  That any one should
call Mrs. Scarlett’s graceful, gliding gait
prancing! That is the lady who has
kept me from utter desolation during
your illness of the past threo days. She
is the prettiest lady on board I”

“Ahl’ says Miss Iariott, with scep-
tieal scorn; “I have no patience with
such creatures. 1f she wants to parade
this ship and . exhibit herself, why
doesn't she get her lawful owner to par-
ade her? She is married, isn't sho ?”

“Alas, yes. As for the hushand, heis
what "all husbands are, an insensible
brute. Ie smokesand reads all day; he
smokes and plays cards all the evening,
and T believe smokes-and sleeps: all
night. Is it not sad to see an angel like
that thrown away on such a stolid ani-
mal o

Miss Hariott, in angry disgust, looks
losee if he'is in earnest, and the glance
is too much for Frank. That schoolboy
laugh of his breaks forth, and makes all .
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who are within hearing smile - from
very sympatby.

“What is tho jolo ?” says a voice be-
Shind, ¢ May T como and lnugh too? 1
lilo to laugh!”

“Yes, my (lo:u‘, como. - It is nothing
+in the lenst amusing ; but silly boys are
.always ready to luugh at their own

folly. No, don't leave us Frank!”

‘[ am not going Lo leave you, if’ you
will let me slay. I am only going to
got mademoiselle o chair.”

For it is mademoiselle,  with that
smiie on hor dark face and in her deep

-eyes, that makes Miss Haviott thinlk her
somothing more than protty.

“ ow is your sistor 7" she asks.

Sl miserably ill. Marieis the very
“worst sailor in the word. Sho will be
All until we got to New York!”

“ Bven if the weathor is fine ?"

“foven if it is fine. But il she were
“well, she still would not como on deck !”

“ Wh r not ?"

\l‘ulemmsclle looked at “her with a
“half langh.

“ My sister is vory ﬁur, and the sea
awind and sun spoil her skin.  It'is fine
and fair as an. infant’s, and will uot

bear the least exposure I”

“ Your sister is a vain litlle goose,”
-thinks Miss Hariott. * Blonde gu-ls are
-always insipid, and [ have known a few;
and you, my little lady, ave fond of your
sister, and proud of her beauty, and it
is the first woals spot I have discovered
-in you yet!”

Miss Hariott is not malicious, in spite
o her startlingly candid (,nmcnsm but
she conscxcnuously sots horself to
work to discover a few more. But this
«demurc Norman girvl bafiles even her
penetration, Wealenesses she may have

.in plenty, but at least they do not lie
-on the surfuce,

“Your sister is younger than you, of
«course ?” she romarks, and mademoi-
-selle looks at her as if surprised.

“Younger! No, she is two yoeurs
-older. Maric is twenty; T ameighteont”

The mingled . eandour and resorve of
.the girl pumlo the eldor lady. ~ Young
povsons of oighteen are not tronerllly
-averso to Lclllnrr their age, but these ad-
missions lead one to look for others, and
the others donot come.

All sts Hariott, who has a full share
of woman’ s cumoswy, can malce out be-

‘over 1\[135 Hariott's face.

fore they part that ovening, is that
mademoisclle has lived most of her life
in Rouen with a paternal aunt, that she
has visited Italy, that for the past yoat
or more she has resided in TLondon,
that she speaks Grorman and a little Ital.
ian, and that she does not know, and
never has known, a singlo creature in
all Amorica. Then why is she going
there ? As a teachor ? Hardly; an in-
definable something about her says she
has a definite home and purpose in
view, and that sho does not propose to
carn her own living.

“Will you come into the saloon, my
dear ?”” Miss Haviott says, us darknoss
falls over the sca, and they go bolow;
“we are to have an amateur concort.”

“ Yes,” responds mademoiselle, with
a pout ‘of disdain that is thoroughly
French, © a concert of cats. W heard
you last night, and’ shut the door to
keep it out.”

“That must have been when Frank
wag singing,” reaponds Miss Hariott.
“Do you hear, Franlt ? When heis very
much oxecited- he sings the most and-
worst of any onc alive, It was rathor
trying even to nerves not too musical to
hear him and Mrs. Searlett doing a duet,
she shrieking soprano.and he boommfr

ass.  Butif you will come in to- mghb
Ipromise to try and keep him qulct I
I know by your fuce you can sing.”

“Yes, T can sing,” says Mdlle. Reine.
She pauses with her hand on the hardle
of her door, and looks at both, with «
bright smile.: I won't sing for you in
tha ship,” she says, « but 1 will promise
you this: I will sing for you one day as
often and as long us you like. A demain
—good night.”

.Shc disappoars.
blankly at Dexter.
“ What does she mean ?” sho asks,

Irank shrugs his shoulders.

“Who knows?  Don't ask me. Lot
us only hope so charming a promise
may be fulfiled. 1’ol'lmps ;hc, too, isen
route for Baymouth.”

“He says it with an incredulous laugh :
but o thoughtful shadow comes slowly
‘It remains
there all evening as she sits and knits
something with fwo long ncedles and a
lap -full “of rose-colourod and whito
wools, dnd not even Frank’s comic songs’

Miss ariott loolks
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can dispel it. It is still thore when she
goes to bed.

“It would be curious,” she says, as
she knots up all her glossy, abundant
dark HWair for the night, It would be
very euvious, and yet it might be.”

Whatever her suspicion is, she tries’

next day, and tries in vain, to discover
if it be covrect. She asks no direct, not
even indirect questions, but the shadow
of a smile dawns in mademoisclle's dark
eyes.  She sees her drifl, and evades
her skill so artfully that Miss Hariott is
almost vexed.

~It is a fine sunny day, and they spend
it chiefly on deck, and despite her clever
reticence, Miss Hariott's liking hourly
There is u
ring of true metal about her; she has
been - brought up on strictly Irench
principles, the clder lady discovers, and
she approves of that sovt of training in
spite’ of its tendency to make young
women ‘dolly.”

‘Frank Dexter stays with them as
much as Mrs. Scarlett -will let him, for
it is one -of ‘the cheerful principles of
this -young gentleman’s life to be off
with the old love and on with the new
as rapidly and as frequently as possible.
That mademoiselle likes his society is
evident; that she cares fov the society
of no other man on board is also evident,
and Dexter, hugely flattered, surrenders
Mys. Searlett entirely before the voyage
ends, and lies all day long like o true
knight on a railway rug at his liege
Iady’s feet.

The magning of the very last day
dawns; before noon they will be in
New York. All is bustle and - expecta-
tion on board, gladness beams on every
On every face except that of
Mademoiselle Reine. She during the
last three days has grown: grave, and
very thoughtful and silent. :

* “ My solemn Little Lady,” says Miss
Hariott—it: is the captain’s invariable
name for his charge, and she has adopted
it—*"how pale and sombre you sit. Are
you not glad it is to be our last night
on board 7" '

#*No, madame, I am sorry.”

A¢Sorry, dear child ?” ‘ v

“#71 am going to begin a new life in a

-new -land, among new people—friends

or-foes I know not which yet. . The old
life~—ah, such a good life, madame—1lies

behind for ever.*I can nevor go back to
it. And between that old life of yester-
day and tho new one of to-morrow, this
voyago has beon a connecting link, u ve-
spite, a breathing space. Now it is
ended, and 1 must got up and begin all
over again, and [ am sorry.. Iam more
than sorry—1 am afraid.”

“ Afraid 27

“1 am going to « home I know noth-
ing of, to a person | have never seen. 1
do not know whether 1 am welcome or
an intruder. T do not know whether 1
shall be kept or sent away. It is the
same with my sister. Iave we not roa-
son to be afraid 7"

15 shie afraid, too?”

«Maric is not like me. She is braver,
wiser. She is older, and has seen more
of people and of the world. No, my
sister is not afraid.  Perhaps I have no
reason to be;j but T wish this voyage
would go on and on, and on. It hasbeen
pleasant, and pleasant things end zo
soon. If to-day is good, why should we
ever wish for to-morrow 7" -

Frank Dexter is approaching.

Before he comes Miss Hariott takes
both the girl’s hands, and looks earnest-
ly into the brown sweet eyes.

“Tell me this,” she says. T suspect
something. Shall we ever meet ngain ?”

Mademoiselle smiles, a mischievous
light chasing the gravity of her face.

“T.think so, madame.” -

“Then remember this, my dear little
mademoiselle, if ever you are in trouble
come to me. I havealways wanted to
be a fairy godmother to somebody,”
says Miss Hariott, with a touch of her
usual whimsical humour. “Let it be to
you.  If you ever want a friend let me
be that friend. If you ever need a home
come to mine. L fell in love with your
bonnie brown oyes the first moment
they looked at me. I am more in love
to-night than ever.  Promise me—here
is_Frank—promise me, my little lady.”

“I . promise,” says Mademoiselle
Reine, and there are tearsin the “ bon-
nic brown eyes.”

She leans forward with a quick,
graceful gesture, and toughes her lips to
Miss Hariott's tanued cheek, then turns
and moves rapidly away, just as Mr.
Dextor saunters up.

“What did she run away for?” de-
mands frank, in an injured tone,
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“Who would not run when they see
you coming, if they could ?”’ retorts
Miss Hariott. “Icannot. Tean’toven
wall ‘decently in this rolling steamer.
Hore—give me your nrm, and help me
to my stiito room. It is all'the arm will
over bo good for.”

“Couldn’t be devoted to a nobler use.
T say, Miss ariott, have you found out
where mademoisello is going ?"

“And do you supposc I would tell
you if I had? I leave impertinent ques-
tions to Frank Dexter.  Now go away
and sing yourgelf hoaree with that little
purring pussy eat, Mrs, Searlett.”

“Thank you, [ will,” siys Frank,and
r008.

But he ig inwardly determined to dis-
cover the destination of the nameless
and mystorious little ladies. The invisi-
ble Marie appears on deck, tall, slender,
graceful, but again—veiled.  She'is in-
troduced to Miss Hariott by her sister,
and bows and murmurs a few languid
gracious words.  Frank is not present-
ed. Mdlle. Reine scoems rather to wish
to-avoit him, and what this young lady
wishes it is evident she can accomplish,
for ho hardly finds an opportunity of
giying six words to her all day.

They reach the pier. To deseribe the
scene, that ensues is impossible—the
wild rush and excitement, the noise of
many  voices, tho scramble after bag-
gage, the meeting of friends, the going
ashore, the finding of hacks. Frank has
to sce after his own and Miss Hariott's
belongings, to find a hackney carriage
for that lady, and ¢co her safely off.

The “littlo fadies” at tho beginning
of the melee have been conveyed for
safe keeping to tho ecaptain’s room. But
when, having seen Miss Hariots safoly,
Dexter returns, flushed, and hot, and
eager, he instantly makes for the: cap-
tain, .

“ Good bye, ecaplain,” ho says, extend-
ing his hand, and looking everywhere;
‘I 'am about tho last, am I not ? Where
are your little lndies 2. o

“Gone, Mr. Frank.”

- “Gone! Gone where ?” S
 Can’t tell you that: = A friend came
for them, & gontleman, a very fine look-
ing young follow,” says ‘tho captain
~matice prepense -in his eyes, “and they
wentaway with him.: We have had a

rattling run, hav'n’t wo ? Awfully sorry

Tarid.

to lose them; charming little.ladibs,
poth. Mr, Frank, sir, good bye to you.”

CHAPTER 1lI.
LONGWORTH OF THE “ PAENIX.”

FAR away from the bustle and uproar
of ‘the New York piers, sunny and
sleepy, this May day, the town of Bay-
mouth lies baking in the heat of mid-
afternoon. It is very warm ; windows
stand wide, men wear light coats and
straw hats pulled far over their eyes,
ladios wicld fans as they go shopping,
and in the office of the Baymouth
Phenix, every man of them, from Long-
worth, proprietor and cditor-in-chief, to
the youngest and inkiest devil, is in his
shirt sleeves, and uncomfortable at that.

Baymonth is in Massachusetts. ILav-
ing premised thatgeographical fact, itis
unnecessary to add that Baymouth is a
town of enterprise, intelligence, indus-
try, and every cardinal virtue.  Bay-
mouth ig a_ town of white houses and
green Venelian blinds, of beantiful littlo
flower gardens and - beautiful waving
elms; - of grape vines and orchards, of
bakeshops and .- bookstores, of baked
beans and brown bread religiously evory
Sabbath morning; of many and hand-
some churches, of red brick public
schools, of lovely walks and drives, of -
sociability and a slightly nasal accent,
of literary culture—threo daily and two
weekly papers.” Of these journals the
Phenizx is porhaps the chief; its editor is.
admitted, everr by men who differ from,
him in polities, to be by all odds -the
“amartest” man, ‘ :

"The Phenix is the workingman's
paper; it advoecates reform in factories’
and foundries, and Baymouthis greatin
both; goes in for short honrs and- half
holidays, and is the delight of the opor-
atives. L L
i ‘North Baymouth is black and grimy,
is-full of tangled streots, and: big, ugly
bricle. buildings, with - mor¢ windows .
than  ‘“is in the ‘king’s” house.” Tall
chimneys womit black smoke. all day,
blot out the summer: sky, beleh forth
fiery showers at -mnight, and turn it
Tricree whistles. go off at. noon
and night, «nd:men and -women pour
forth. from : these..'big buildings-and .
fill the streets to overflowing, on: their
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way to other big buildings whore they
go to feed.

The taint of the smoke and the soot

and the coal is on everything in North
Baymouth, on green trces and soft
grass, on white houses and tall church
spires,  North Baymouth is not a hand-
some place, but handsome is that hand-
some does, and -it sends carpets and
cottons, furnaces and ranges, boilers and
engines, all over the great country to
which it is* proud to belong, and fecds
hundreds of men, women, and children,
awho might else go hungry.
* North Baymouth is not handsome,
but Baymouth proper is. Here aie the
dry good stores, here is plate glass and
gilding, here ave wide, clean, tree-shad-
ed streets; here rich men live and ride
in their carriages; here their good
ladies “ walk in silk attire, and siller hae
io spare,” and here, among other tall
buildings, is the tall Pheniz building,
~with editors, compositors, and grimy
boys, all- en deshabille, and too hot at
ot v

In his sanctum in his editorial chair
in the sketchy costume distinetly men-
tioned before, sits  Longworth of the
Pheniz. 1t is not a large room, but a
‘room three times the size could not be
-more littered. . This litter is. the more
-remarkable that the walls are fuller of
virtuous and orderly precepts  than a
copybook., “A place for everything
and everything in its place” is conspic-
~uously posted above the editor’s desk.
- A place for nothing and nothing in its
place appears to be the- rule acted on,
Waste " paper baslsets, newspapers old
and new, magazines and books for re-
view (good or bad according to the
temper Mr. Longworth chances to find
himself in), chairs, stools, pipes, half
smoleed cigars; a head of Clytic ona
pedestal surmounted by Mr. Long-
worth’s old black velvet smoking cap;
- handseme plaster bust of Rosa Bon-
“heur; which some one has improved by
-2 charcoa! moustache; “heaps of letters
bronght by that day’s afternoon post
cand not yet opened; and amid this con-
-fusion worse confounded sits serenely
the editor himself, a cigar held between
-his' teeth, smoking and writing with a

“vagt amount of energy. TFor about
-twenty minutes - he. goes on, scrape,
-serape, never pausing a second, growing

so absorbed that he forgets to puft and
his cigar goes -out, his face kindling as
a war-horse in  the thick of the fight.
Finally, with a tremendous flourish, he
finishes, falls back in his chair, removes
his cigar, and nods in a satisfied way at
his work.

“There!" says Mr. Longworth, ¢ that
will extinguish that consummate ass of
the News for this weel, 1 flatter myself.
Now for these books—one, two, three,
four, five of them. It is always best to
do one's reviewing before dinner ; hun-
ger is apt to make a man clear-sighted
for little literary failings, and sharpens
the edge of thecritical sabre. A heavy
dinner and a touch of indigestion are no
mean  preparation either. 111 make
mincemeat of this batch, and then T'll
go home.. - O'Sullivan!”

He raises his voice. The edilorial
door opens, and a short, stout man, with
a pen in his hair, and a paper in his
hand, enters.

“ Did ye call, chief?”

“ Here's that seltlerl promised you
for Doolittle of the News,” says Long-
worth, handing him the wet MSS.—to-
morrow's : Phenix-leader.  “['m  off in
half an hour. ~ Lhe first hot duy always
reduces my intellect to tho consistency
of melted butter. Inside pages printed,
O ?.'I

“ Just gone downslairs.”

“ Fditorial page made up ?"

“ Principal part in type, sir.””

“Well, have this set up at once. 1'll
have the review column ready  in half
an hour. I shall make short work of
them, for it is nearly dinner-time. I
must look over my letters, too. Come
back in half an hour sharp, O'Sullivan.”

“ All vight, chiefl” ‘

Mr. O'Sullivan, called: usually in the
office ' by the capital [etter “O” dis-
appears, and Longworth, taking up one
after another of the pile of books, gives
one’ rapid, = keen, practised, -concise
glance through  the pages, notes the
style, the subject, and if .a novel, as
three of them are, the plot, writes a cri-
tique of . half a'" dozen of: lines ou - each,
damning one with “faint praise,” mildly
sarcastic with. another, sardonically fa.
cetious with a third; sneering cynically
at a fourth, and savagely ferocious with
the last. - For, as:the thirty minutes
end, and Mur, - TLongworth’s appetite
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grows clamorous, - censorship  grows
more intolerant in direct ratio. Tt is
with a weary gosture he pushos paper,
books,. and pen awny, and vetires at
lagl, *

A tall, fair man this editor of the Bay-
mouth Pheniz—a man of thirty, with
profuse blonde beard and moustache, a
fine intelloctunl face, and handsome blue
eyos, witha furking suspicion of humor
in them. "On the whole & well-looking,
stately, and vather distinguished man,

Phe door opens; his second in com-
mand, O'Sullivan, enters; bears off the
scuthing veviews, and vanishes, Long-
worth tosses over his letiers, on ofllce
business chiefly, Glanees through them
with the same yapid, comprehensive
glance he has given the books, and out
of the sheat keeps only two. Oune of these
is inalady’s hand; this he natueally
reads first, and as he reads n pleased ox-
pression comes into his face—an faee that
an beas expressionless as a dead wall
when he wills,

“Ilm " “he thinks, “that is well,
“She will be liere. liefore the end of the
week. L am glad of it.- Don't know
any one I miss as I do -Hester Hariott.
Perbaps I may: meet her in New Youk,
and travel down with her.” :

Ho looks at the second, pauses in the
act of opening it, knits his brows, turns
1t over, examines the superscriplion, as
wo insanely do with a letter that puzzles

us,

“ Odd,” he mautters,- “What can ie
have to say at this late .day? T never
expected to see his chirography again.”

e breaks it open and rcads—reands
once, twice, and yet o third time,

“Private and Confidential.
“ Macon, Ga., May 5th.

“ Dear Mr. Lavrence,—I1 have been
meditating for somo timo past dropping
You a line and a hint—a hint, no more.
Mrs. Dexter is a shrewd little woman in
her way, but I think Mrs, Doxter mado
amistake in persunding Mr, Longworth
to send Mr. Frank abroad.. The old
gentleman has broken greatly of late,
and whatever attachment he may have
had to tho Iad (and it never was very
strong) absenco has wenkened. Moro
than onee of late ho has spoken of you,
and always with a toueh of regret. He
wag very fond of you, Mr. Lanrence,

and very proud of you—he has never’
been either of young Doxter, What I
wish to say ig this: Can you not by
some happy chance find yourself in this”
neighborhood shortly—on newspaper or’
lecturing business, let ug say ? It would
be worth while to take the trip.  One
word from you would blot out the whole
unfortunate past, and replace you in’
your uncle’s regard. Will you come”
and say that word?  Dexter will be at
home ine about a month; after that it
may be too late. )

“Ihig, of course, is as unbusinessliko
a letter as it is possible to write. Also,
of course, I would never write it, did L
not know well of old what  manner of”’
man you are—Yours, &c.,

“Tromas CHAPMAN | -

Longworth goes through this epistlo
for the third time with an unchanging
face, then slowly and thoughtfully tears
it in liltle picees, and consigns i, in a
white drift, to the waste basket, . Thero
was rather o grim gmile on his face as
he put on his coat: Lo

“Phey do well who' paint Fortune as
a woman,"” he thinks, “She's a jadeno’
man can trast. - Ready to kick you to-
day and kiss you to-morrow—ready to
flout you when.you court her, and fawn
upon you when you snap your fingers
in her face. Very like a woman, evory
way you take her” , o

Firom which eynical soliloquy it may

reasonably be inferred that Mr. Long-

worth's experience of the fairer sex, in’
spite of his good looks, has been unfor- -
tunate. Ife pnts on his hat, and in the
yellow, tranguil evening goes home.
His way lies through pleasant, elm-
shaded streets, and as he goes on} leaving
the noise and jar of the town far behind,
there comes to him, mingled with the
fragrance of mignioneite in the gardens
he passey, the salt hreath of the sea.
~“Baymouth is a seaport.  Many ships.
sail into its wide harbor ; its wharves
and docks ring with the tide of com-:
meree, and presently they come in view,
vising on " the shining bosom of the"
bay. . S

" Men nod or stop to spenak to him'in
passing; ladies smile and bow-—he is:a
man of note' in the town; but his face
keeps o look of reflective gravity all the -
way.  The hint in theletter he has just™
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dostroyed is no trivinl one—a noble in-
“heritanco hangs on it. e knows Chap-
man—shrewd lawyer und keensighted
business wan that he is—means more
than meets the eys—hns made certain
of his ground bofore issuing that. cau-
" tious “hint.” Ile has been for years
the legal advisor of his uncle. Is it at
that unele’s desire he writes now ? Long
age Isarence Longworth gave that
unele deadly offence, und lost a fortune.
‘Than that uncle no prouder ald man
exists on earth; beyond this hint drop-
Fed by his atterney his nephew knows
o will never go, and in a month Dexter
will be at home, and it may be too
late. '

“Poor old boy!" Longworth muses
~—meaning  his uncle, not Dexter;
“~what a trump he used to be! Whata
prince’s life I led of it—what a prince's
life Lmight gobackto! Itisrather hard
on Fraok, though, to hold a fortune and
favoe by only a bair.”

He reaches the large white house
with many green shutters, and a pinzza’
runping all- along the front. It fuces
the sea, and from 'this pinzzs, upon
which many wicker chairsare scattered,
there spreads a view of the bay, glisten-
ing in the sunset, with vessels at anchor,
‘and’ many boats gliding about. The
sweet salt wind blows in_ his face, and
stirg a groat honoysuckle that twines it-
solf over the pillara. Climbing roses in
great pink clusters hanyg there too; two
or three large rose of Sharon trees, in
the grass plot in front, arc in full leaf
already. A pretty place—such a place
as one- sees overywhere in New Bng-
land. ‘

"Mr, Longworth, in his day —bul it is
aday far gone, when he was very young,
and knew no better—bhas been 2 poet,
has written and published a volume of
verses. It is one of these juvenile in-

© discretions of which we may all have
"been guilty in different forms, and of
which .fn" our riper yeuars we are pro-
perly ashamed. But, having been cap-
able of poetic folly once, a little—a very
Jittle—of the - old leaven lingers, and
gives the hard-headed, clear-sighted
- editor and merciless reviewer a keen en-
joyment of all that is exquisite in nature.
t is unaltloyed pleasure and rest, for ex-

ample, to sil on this piazza, with the.

senstuous sweetness of the honeysuckle

and roses about him, the saline fresh-
ness blowing in his fuce, and watch tho
bay yonder dimpling and blushing in the
good-night kiss of tho sun. 1le lakes
oneof the wicker chairs, tilts it buek,
lights a cigar—he smokes ns many
cigars as a Cuban—elovates bis editor-
inl legs on tho railing, where the roses
twine around his boots, folds his arms,
and prepares to think it out. To throw
the Pheniz, the pride of -his heart and
the apple of his eye, to the dogs—Lo be
a millionaire or not a miliionaire that is
thequestion ; and, strange to say in this
age of golden-calf worship, Longworth
thinks it worth debating,

The white house behind-him is vory
still. . The hall door stands open, theroe
is a vista of a long, carpeted hall, ularge
pisture on sach side, n hat-rack adorned
with many hats, and a wide stairway.
Nosound reaches him from within; but
as he sits and smokes, some one des-
cends the stairs, comes lowardy the
open door, sees him, approaches, and

lnys a very white, very plump, vory

ringed hand, on his shoulder.

“Larry,” says a soft voice.

Itis o young lady—well, not very
young either—-cight and twenty per-
haps, and. looking  every day of it,
chicefly because she is so luxurionsly de-
veloped. - IFat'is not a word to be ap-
plied to a ‘young lady, and if onc says
inclined Lo embonpoint, one does not do-
the truth strict justice. She is tall;
thore is not an angle anywhere about
her; she hasabundance of palest flaxen
hair. She huas two rather small; rather
light, rather lazy blue oyes. She haga
complexion like a baby’s, millc white,
satin smooth, and she is dressed in
white, a knot of pule blue ribbon in hor
hair, a cluster of pala pink roses in her
breast.: .

“How d'ye do, Tot?" says Tong-
worth, glancing carclessly over his
shoulder. - ¢ Infernally—I beg - your
pardon—cxcessively hot, isn't it? Those
merciless tyrants, the printers, kepl me
at my desk shricking for copy, until be-
Lween the heat and the mental pressure
[ became reduced Lo the state of a—
ah, & white lily.- I resemble a wilted
lily, don't L?” inguires Mr. Longworth,
glancing over his shoulder:again,

“ Oh, yes, very like alily,” replies the
'young lady, laughing languidly. - “ Are
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you going lo imma arris'§ birthday
1ecup‘uon to-night ?"

“ Couldn't—couldn't posmbl) You
might - knock me over with a feather
now, so utlerly prostrate am I. People
shouldn’t have’ birthduys during tho
summer solstice.”

“ P(.ople can’t help being born, T sup-
pose,” rotorts the young lud) addrossod
a8 “Tot™ eavaliorly, wah some indig-
nation.

“ People ought to help it," dogmati-
-enlly  persists My, Lon«rwox th, who
never allows himself to be contmdlctcd
on principle; “and if they are obslnmte
and won't, they shouldn't expect other
people to victimise themselves on ac-
count of it. Totly, ] am hungry; is
dinner nearly ready ?'

“The dinner is half-past six, you
ought to know by this time, Mr. Long-
worth, unless yestorday’s trip to Boston
has nnp‘mcd your moemory,"” says an-
-other voice, and another lady presonts
herself, so like the first, with an addi-
tional twenty years. added that you do
not need to lodk twice Lo know they are
mothel and ‘daughter. “What is this
Mr. O'Sullivan is saying about youxc
going off' to Now York to-morrow 2

“IHow should I know? I am not en
rapport with all” the thoughts which
pass througu the gigantic ‘ind of the
O'Sullivan, What doos he suy ?"

“That you are going to New Yor lx
to-morrow." _

“S8o I am."

*Qun business 2"

“On business.”

“TLow long shall you ho gone 7"

“Three dd.)a

“Lwish L might go with you," says
“Totty, p].untwuly % Mamma, would it
be improper for me Lo go to New York

with Lacry, and come b.u,l.. with
him ?” :

“Bminently improper,” says Larry
himself'; “not_to be l.houfrht of. My
subscribers are mornl pccple—the cir-
-culation of the Pheniz would go down
to zero 1['t:hey heard of such rrlm ing im-
morality.” ‘

“ But thoy neod 1ot hear of it,” says
Totty, still more plaintively; “and
three days is such a very little while. T
want -to go shopping to Stewart’s, and

“they are Still baving Italian opora ab

the Academy. It wouldn't bc any
harm, mamma—it's only Larry.”
“Here is Mrs. Windsor,” mteuupta
her mother, with suddon animation.
“ Dan't be a simploton, ‘Tolty—of course
you can’t go. Only Lamy, indeed! 1
wondsr what Mls Windsor would 58y
if she heard you.”

“What Mrs. Windsor would su.y is
not an Act of’ Congress,” replies Totty.
“She would go with Lurry to New
York fast onough, or anywhere else, if
ho asked her.”

“All this time Mr. Longworth has
been plucidly smoking and watching
what was going on at the gute. A low
phacton and a pair- of well-matched
grays, driven by a black boy, have come
down the street and drawn up before
the house. Iu the carringe reclines a
lady. The ‘black boy assists. her to
alight, and sho enters the gate and ap-
proaches the group on the piazza. She
1sa lady of fully sixty years, but stately,
hundsome, and upright, with 'a certain
pride and mnjesby of bearing, very richly
dressed  in- dark, soundless sxlk, 8 veri-
table cashmere, malluw more like drap-
pery than like & shawl over hor shoul:
ders, and flowing skirts.

u Loold like one of Kneller’ 8, or Su
Joshun Reynold’s court ladies,”
murs Longworth : “ makes a picture of '
herself always. - Don't know any:one -
anywhore, such thoroughly good * form '
us Mrs. Windsor."

Totty shrugs her plump shoulders,

“Why don't you tell herso? There
is no. one living whose good opinion
Mrs. Windsor values as she does yours.
You ‘are the only man on earth who
would dare to tell hOl she looked. woll
And you know it."

Longworth smiled. He would bo
something less, than man if he did . not
know  the women who'like him. And
Longworth is thoroughly a man, and a
man of the world,

e rises as his stately and dlbtln-
guished .newcomer ascends the -stops,
{,hlows away his cigar, and takes oﬂ ‘his
hat,
“ My dear Mrs. Wmdsox,” bowms the
lady of the house, advancing, with offu-
sion, “so0 vory pleased to see you. L
heard only yesterday you .wore back.
When did you letum ﬁom »Washmg—r
ton 7"

mar- |



18 THE HARP.

“I havo been home a weok. You are
looking well, Mrs. Longworth; but
then 1 think you alwaysdo. Mrs. Shel-
don” (to Totly), you grow a very
Hebe. Ah! Mr. Laurence, happy to
meet you. They told me you had gone
to Boston, and T was in doubt whether
you had yot retnrned.”

She holds out'her hands with a bright
smile—a hand that in a number six
glove looks like a perfeet hand in dark-
gray marble.  Her voice iz low—n
“grained ' voico, smooth, courteous,
cold as ice. The eyes that glance from
the face of mother and daughter are
chill as the  voice, but they soften into
quite another expression so quickly
when they turn upon’ the man that the
change is almost startling.

“Only ran up for a day or two; got
back this morning,” returns Tiongworth,
in his oft-hand fashion. ¢ Going to New
York to-morrow. Can [ do anything
for you there, Mrs. Windsor ?”

“ Nothing, thank you; my own visit
has ‘been too recent. Besides, T have
not much fuith in- the way gentlemen
fulfil ladies’ commissions. Mrs, Sheldon,
I suppose you go to Miss Harvis's fete
to-night 2" ‘

“Yes, I think so, Mrs. Windsor—ma-
ma and I.  Shall you?”

Mrs. Windsor raises her eycbrows
lightly. ‘

“T go mowhore, my dear Mrs, Shel-
don. I grow an old woman, you know,
and birthday fetes have long lost their
charms. - Over fifty, one counls these
anniversaries by one's gray hairs and
wrinkles.”

“But we all know that Mrs. Windsor
is one of. the fortunate few who never
grow old,” says Mrs. Longworth ;

“fand we saw your nime very often last

winter at the great Washington recep-
tions. Of course though, the capital
offers attractions our poor country town
can never boast.” o
“T went outa little last winter. Yes,”
responds Mrs. Windsor, coldly. .-* Mr.
Longworth,” she says,-turning to the
gentleman, that subtle change in face
and voice, * are you going ?”’ ‘
“No ; Totty must make my excuses.
what you say abount gray hairs and
wrinkles is eminently true. I shallstay
at-home and count mine.” :
(To be continued.)

(A SERMON IN VERSE.)

THE DYING MAN AND DEATH.

The truly wisé are ne'er surprized by death,

Death finds them always rendy for his
hand.

Sure are they that he will himself proclaim

The time. That time, alas! embraces all,

That men eall days, and hours, and o~
ments, Nor

Is any one exempted from the tax,

For all are citizens of death’s domain,

'The very moment that a royal child

First opes its evelids to the light iy oft,

The moment when Death shuts them up
for aye.

Plewd’st thou thy greatness, beauty, virtue,
vouth?

Deatly strikes them ally nor blushes at the
stroke.

Some duy o world entire will swell his
wealth, :

Of nought are men more ignorant (and if

[t must be said) for nothing less prepared

Than death. '

A dying man, who counted rfinety years

Compiained to Death' how hurriedly he
came. o

Must he depart upon theinstant with

His testament unmade? no notice givin?

[t is not just thai one should die with foot,

But raised from earth, - Pray wait awhile,

My wife would not that I should go alone.

I leave a ehild to look to, and I would

That I could add a turret to my house,

How pressing art thou, Death, thou cruel foc

To man.

Old mau, said Deatlh, you do me wrong.

How?’s this? Whereare your ninety years of
life ?

Find ine in Paris two ag old ? or ten

In France? I ought you say to give you

word.

Forsgoth! "I ought to find your will all
made, - :

Your L::hi]ld provided for, your tower all
uilt.

Did T not'give you warning when your power

Of motion thoughtand sentiment gan’ fail ?

Your tastg, your hearing, everything has
failed. P

For you the'sun shines with superfluous

) ray. .

You mourn the things you cannot touch or
feel.

Have you not seen your comrades -onc by

one .

A dying 7~ What is that but notice giv'n? -

Come then, old man; and come without
delay. L '

Nor kingdom, ¢city, town, will suffer logs ‘

If yc:m1 should leave your will unmade to-
asy. : :

H. B,
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CANADLAN IESSAYS.

BARDS—POETS — BALLADS "AND
POEMS.

BY JOSEPIl K, FPORAN.

Hisronry is still our thome! IHistery il-
lustrated by records, by monuments and
by coins has been the subject-mattor
-of foregoing essuys, tho subject-mattor
of the present one is still history, but
history illustrated in the music, the
-songs, the poetry and the ballads of the
different lands.

Music and song soom to have always
gone togother.  1and in hand like twin

sisters they are to be found in every age:

.and in evory clime; cherished by overy
nation, admired by every ciass, honored
by evory people, loved by every sact,
-encouraged by al—they walked forth at
the dawn of creation, surrounded with a
halo of aplendor, heralding peace, hap-
piness. and - love, scatlering . gifls .the
most sacred upon all sides and bestrew-
ing their path with the choicest of gar-
lands. - Barbarous the poople that on-

-couraged not their national music and |

songs and even the most barbaric of all
nations had their wild, wiord tunes—
their defiant battle songs, their terrific
“war-whoops—their melancholy lamonts.

The story 'of antiquity is" told more
fuithfully in the prophetic chants or the
-epic productions of the great onos of tho
past, thanin the musty feaves of the cold,
dry and prosaic historian. Where ‘do
we find  the story of Troy, of Palmyra,
of Lyre, if not in the pooms and chants
-of Homer and Virgil, in the tragedies
and dramas of the poets of those ancient
days! Where do we read the history of
the chosen people of God more faithfully
xrecorded than in the Book of Books ? 1If
we dosire to read true poetry there it is
to be found. - Charles Phillips in rofer
rinz to the Seriptures once remarked—
“-and he was o poet if ever there lived
such a being—* I say of that sacred vol-
aume- thoy would obliterate, it-is a book
of lacts, as well authenticated as any hea-
then history,—a book-of miracles, incon:
testibly ‘avouchod—a book of poetry,
pure and natural and- clevated even to
inspiration—a book  of propheey, con-
firmed by past as woll as present fulfil-

mont—a book of morals, such as human
wisdom never framed for the porfoction
of human happiness.” v ‘
Indeed, it a burd could be now raised
up, with his lips cleansed as weroe those
ol the prophet Isaias, his bosom filled
with inspirations like unto those which
thrilled in the breast of the Royal Pro-
phet, his songs would record most faith-
fully the story of our eventful ago. In
tho glorvious psalms of David we read
the eoxit of Israel from the house of
bandage—oven as in:the benutiful lines
of Virgil wo find montioned the flight
and voyage of Troy's own hero, In the
lamentations of Jeremiah wo seo the
ancient minstrel sealed.upon the rnins
of Jerusalem, lamenting the downfall of
that beauteous city, shedding tears over
the fallen might of that holy town—just
as the profune poet depicts, to our
meontal vision, Marius - sitting amongst
the ruins of Carthagelamenting hisown
fate while weeping over the desolation
by which he is surrounded.

I fact. the story of  the pro-Christian
eras lives in tho songs of the poets, the
bavds, the prophet-minstrels: of those
long lost agos, ‘ o

And when that light flashed upon
Calvary, and when the old Mosuic law
was destroyed, and the Apostles of the
now faith wore sent forth to proclaim
the everlasting truths of the New Gospel
to benighted humanity—the song was
woven into  the sermon, the -woof of .
music blended with the web of prayer
until a splendid amulet was f{ormed to
yrotect and decorate the soldiers of the
New Law. C

While the meninls of the pagan terror
and pagan fury were hunting far and
near the children of the Christian faith,
—while the trumpets of persecution
sounded amongst the seven hills and the
fires of martyrdom blazed from- evory
battlement,—while the cries of suffering
awakened the. echoes that slumbered
along the Tiber and the blood of a bleod-
ing Faith bedewed the -sacred arenas of
the Plavian Amphitheatro—down deep .
crypts and passages of the time-honored .
Catacombs the-voices of praise arose and
the music of hymn and canticle were
heard. - There- amidst the tombs of the
dead of ages, thore far from the eye of
the profane, therc: hidden from: the
sword and the torch ‘and the rack, the
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professors of the Faith of Christ gave
forth their souls’ devotion amidst the
songs and tho choirs and tho music of
the instruments. It encouraged them-—
even as the war-note brings strength to
the arm of the combatant. It gave
grace to their devotion—even as the
swelling of the organ-adds a sublimity
to the rite.

And when those days of sorrow and
persecution were over—when the sha-
dows had vanished and the sword was
suspended and the fire oxtingnished and
the white robed clergy with their faith-
ful followers came forth {rom the tombs,
.and when the idols fell in tho pantheon
and the altar of Christ arose in their
places, and when the palaces of the
mighty were crumbling into ruins and
the. everiasting cross from the lovdly
dome of St. Peter’s towered ubove the
littieness of the surroundings, ind when
“ the Vicar of Christ came (o pour his
mandates from the down fallen throne

~of the Cmsars "—even then the sweet
music of the bells, the “chants of the
choirs, the volumes of* the great organs,
and the harmonic - poetry of prayer
blending with the melodeous strains of
the musie, still gave an aiv of grandeur
and solemnity to the offices of" the
. Chureh.  And consequently. from’ the

first ages unto our own day tho Catholic’

Church has ever cherished and protected
the art of music and admirved and' en-
- coaraged the beauties of song. She saw
they were good and she loved and she
upheld them. She knew they were the
_children of heaven; the oftspring of God.
She knew that they ever tended towards
- their source and ever. pointed towards
the regions of true and real and cver-
lasting harmony. - She knew that they
served to upraise the soul of man, far
above the minor things of this carth and
that consequently. they were an aid and
a' mighty anxiliavy in the exercise of
thoge. devotions which man owes his
Creator, his Father and his God. On
-those two wings—the pinions of musie
-and of song—the. soul can soar into a
new atmosphere, into tho vory heavens,
- join in unison with thesaints and angels
- and live -aloof from  the corruption of
“earth, . the .sin, woe: and misery ‘of
time, H S
.+ Therefore it is. that the Cathaelic
- Charch so cherished the music and songs

of the different ages. Consoquently if
we desive to read tho story of religion,
to trace the workings of God in ancient
as well as in modern. times, we can do
so by following the rise and progress of
the sacred music and sacred poetry of
the divers agos. . »

But to. properly treat of the poetry
and music of religion years and volumes
would be required. To'even trace from
Daniel to St. Thomas we would require

an  age. From the DPsalms to
the Stabnt  Mater  there is  a
series of ~the grandest oltusions of
real poetry.  To know them wo must
read them and study them. And we

have not time tb do even the first. Read
the hymns that are daily sungin our
churches and you will . tind something
in them surpassing anything the pro-
fune mind could contemplate. = The
Tuntum Ergo, tho Ave Marie Stellu, the
Dies iree dies illa, the Salve Regina and
a hundred - thousand such like. divery
line is a real text for a poem. And how
can the man who reads: them @ atten-
tively and can fathom all their depth of
thought and intensity of feeling and sub-
limity of poctic elevation, not feel like-
wise a love, or at least an admiration for
the institution . that has - fostered so
beautiful and magnificentan art? = But
we will not, now, attempt to . treat of
sacred music or sacred song.. But we
will spealk of the songs and pnems of a
few of thedifferent countries. “Unfortu-
nately-the beautiful ballads of Italy and
the grander poems of the same land ; the
thrilling songs of Spain and Porlugal,
the sublime muses of Germany and
other countries arc cut oft from us, Not
knowing their language it is vain to
seck for tho true national spirit in the
feeble and faulty translations that we
may read.. And we prefer to leave

‘them to those who are better read and

better able to treat of the subject.s For
our otwn part, in ¥raace, in England, in
Scotland,.in Ireland and in America we
have o field even too vast for our capa-
city.. But a glance at some of the. prin-
cipal bards can be of no harm to .the
reader, . - : o

~A8 a -general -thing the poetry and
songs of the Frenchare rather light and
airy.  They savor.of that lively. spirit
with which .the people.are animated.
But at different epochs we find different

[
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characters stamped - upon the produc-
tions ‘of the famous Irench writers.
Racino, for example was sublime, almost
to inspivation, in his Athalie, Esther and
in nearly all his magnificent productions.
Cornoille 'in his Cid und several other
beantiful dramas gave & color of gran-
deur to the literature ot the nge. Moliere
ag & poot nnd as a comic writer conld
scarcely be surpassed. But his soul of
wit and humor was dying away before
the sorocco'of misery which was blowing
over his earcer until Louis XTV. tender-
ed him a helping hand and extracting
him from his troubles had fanned anew
within him the olden spirit of the comic
bard. '

Beranger, too often led away by the
vices of the age, and too fond of blending
in “his songs the oxpression of his pas-
sion, was in other respects a powerful
bard, e had humor and ideas and
harmony and strength, 1o had nearly
all that was’ required to make a great
poet. Many and many of his stamp are
to be found:in French literature.

Strange,” however, to say the land
where music was so much- admired and
enconraged, ‘where song ‘seemed ‘to be
born with the. child and - to follow him
to the tomb, has.not a single epic poem.
True Voltaire has written his Henriad ;
but it is not an epic. * It wants many of'
the necessary qualities for o true epic
poem. - The subject and the manner in
which it ig treated debar this great pro-
duction of a great but perverted brain
from vanking amongst the works of
Howmer, Virgil, Tasso, Dante or Milton.

But if Krance has had no epic poem or
epic poct sho “has had some of the
brightest lights that ever shone in the
firmament of literature.  And she had
one whose name was rendered immortal
by onesingle production. He blended the
gift of poctry with that of musie—and
in one'night, in a lone soldisr’s garrison-
¢ room, surrounded by dangers and
. threatened with death, Rougot Delisle
“penned  tho words of asong -that ina
“few hours thousands should sing and

struck the notes of a-tune that e'er long.
ghould cheer himself to the scaffold,
Thus originated one of tho fiercest, most
- ‘powerful' and most beautiful, and at the
shme:time- most terrible, of songs.-evor
composed—to the notes-of which thous-
-ands marched to ‘glory, thousands went

to: death, cities were destroyed -and
blood ran in torrents. ~Although those
fow notes and few words caused France
many- & tear of blood, many a cry’of
gorrow, yet for. genius' sake she should
ever hold sacred as « bard and a poet,
the author of the Marscillaise.

Sk FRANCIS HINCKS; K.CM.G., C.B.

Tn our recent sketch of the life of our
much rospected fellow citizen, M.
Edward Murphy, we had oceasion to re-
mind our readers of the good old times
when the Irishmen of Montreal; Cutholic
and Protestant, formed one brotherhood,
and when the St. Patrick’s Society was
presided over by liberal Irish Protestant
gentlemen, who joined hand in hand with
their Catholic brethrenin furthering all
moasures for the benefit of their country-
men. Of those to whom we referred,one of
the fow survivors is still living amongst
us—and we propose to give a brief
sletch - of his carcer. - Sir- Francis
Hincks, K.C.M.G., C.B.,, was born in
the City of Cork in: December, 1807.
With hardly an exception the members
of his fumily have been devoted to
literary pursuits, "His father was:for
many years Head Classioal Master, and
Professor of Oriental Literature-in the
Royal Belfast Iustitution, whore his
youngest son Francis received his edn-
cation. After spending one year in at-
tendance on the Colleginte course, he on-
tered the counting-house of a mercantile
firm in Belfast, where he ‘remained five
years, after which ha paid a visit to some
of the West Indian Colonies -in‘a ship
belonging to the mercantile firm in
whose service he had been employed,
and which was extensively engaged in
forcign trade. It wasnot alittle singu-
tar that during tho few months which
he spent in the West Indies, Mr, Hincks
should have visited no less than four co-
lonies, over which he presided as Gover-
nor twenty-five or thirty yearslater. In
the course of his travels he met in Bar-
badoes a Canadian gentleman, Mr. Ross,
father of the Hon. John Jomnes Ross,
Spealcer of the Legislative Assémbly of.
Quebee, by whose adviece he embarked
for Canada with the intention of return-.

ing home in the fall from Quebec. - This
was in the year 1830, abount fifty years
ago. Mr. Hincks has often said that he
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was greatly influenced in his determin-
- ation to visit Upper Canada by reading
- for ‘the first time at the house of a
_ Belfast friend, who had emigrated to
Canada a few months proviously, and
had not yet loft Montreal, the poem of
Moore uddressed to Liady Chatlotte
Rawdon, sistor of Lord Moira, after-
wards Marquis of Maustings, from the
banks of the St. Lawrence. The lines
which principally struck the -young
Irishman were doubtless those which
follow :—

I dream’t not then that ere therolling year

Had filled its cirele, I should wander here

In musing awe, should tread this wondrous
world,

Sec all its store of inland waters hurled

In one vast volume down Niagara’s steep,

Orcalm behold them, in transparent sleep,

Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed

Their evening shadows o’er Ountario’s bed ;

Should trace the grand Cadaraqui, and glide

Down the white rapids of his lordly tide

Throngh nassy woods, mid Islets flowering

fair,
And blooming gludes, where the first sinful
pair .
For consolation might have weeping trod,
Whe& llmmshed from the Garden of: their
od.
Ol Lady! these are miracles, which man,
Caged in the bounds of Europe’s pigmy
. . &pan, o
Can scarcely dream of,—which his eye must

see
To know how wonderful this world can be.

In the Fall of 1830 Mr. Hincks proceed-
ed to Toronto, then little York, travel-
ling by stage to Prescott, thence by
schooner to Kingston, thence by another
schooner to York, putting into Niagara,
owing to an adverse wind, and being
detained long enough to enable him to
proceed to the Talls of Niagara on horse-

ack, and refurn same day. @ After
spending the winter in York, M.
Hincks returned in. the Spring. to his
native country with a fixed determin-
ation to cast his lot in Canada, if'he could
possibly manage to do so. .On his re-
turn-he found that other arrangements
had been made by his friends, which pre-
vented his immediate veturn, In.the
following year, 1832, he was enabled to
- carty out his wishes, and he proceeded

- to his destination at York by way of the

United States. . Very shortly after his
arrival at York, Mr. Hineks owing to

the  accidental . circumstance  of _his.

-renting a house {rom.:the: late Hon.

Robert Baldwin, beeamo acquainted with
his family, the head of which was & na.
tive of thosamo part of Ireland as him-
self. Though he took a lively intorestin
politics shortly after his scttlement at
York, especially during the agitation for
Responsible Government in 1836, yet it
was only in 1838 that ho became pub-
ticly known by tho establishmont of the
Toronto Fxaminer, of which papor he
was proprictor and editor.  During tho
Government of the Barl of Durham, Mr.
Hincks took a leading puart in the con-
troversial discussions which ensued, and
maintained the right of the Canadian
people to enjoy the sumo system of
Government as their fellow snbjeets in
the United Kingdom. e persovered in
the same course during the Government.
of Lovd Sydenham, and when the first

' general elaction after the Union of the

two Canadas was aboul to take place,
he'was invited by the Reformers of the
County of Oxford, o whom le was then
only known by his writings; to he their
candidate for tho representation. of tho
County. Mis opponent-was a momber
of a resident family of- considerable in-
fluence, but after a hardiy fought con-
test Mr. Mincks was- triumphantly re-
turned at the head of the poll. . In the
following .year he was appointed In-
spector Greneral, an office. analogous to
that of Finance Minister.. In 1843, the
adminstration of which he wasa member
resigned, owing to a diftference of opin-
ion with Liord Metealfe, then Governor
Greneral, regarding the administration
of public aftuirs:  Mr. Hincks soon after
his resignation took up his residence in
Montreal, which had beeu recently fixed
on as the Seat of Government, and shovt-
ly after established the Pilof newspaper.
From the commencement of his political
carcer Mr. Iincks had acted in porfect
harmony with lis Catholic countrymen
and had received their cordial support.
Very: soon after his arrival in Mon-
treal anclection tool place which, under
the circumstances of the resignation of
the Ministers shortly before, caused
great oxcitement.  Mr. Drummond was.
the liberal candidate, and had- the sup-
port with hardly an exception of his Ca--
tholic “countrymen as well as.of: the

TFrench Canadians, who wera'not then

divided as they becare at a:later, yeriod.
At the annual meoting of the St
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—

Patrick’s Society in 1843, the yoar after
ho took up hisresidence in Montveal, Mr.
Hincks was elected its President, which
office he held for two years subsequent-
ly. Reference has been made 1o the cor-
dinlity that oxisted in those old days
between porsons -of different religious
faith and” no -better proof of it can be
given than a brief reference Lo the pro-
ceedings on St. Patrick’s Day, 1845 and
- 1846. ~ Among the guests at the dinner
in 1845, presided. over by Mr. Hincks,
were tho Houbles. Adam Ferguson and
Adam  Ferrie, My, W. . Boulton,
Mayor of Toronto, Mr: George Dug-

Wolfred

gan, M. P, both the gentlemen last
named being Orangemen, Mr. Morin, Dr,
Nolson, and Dr. Beaubien,
Among the toasts weore * Daniel O’Con-
nell, nine times nineand onecheer more.”
“ The Right Rev. Bishop Phelan ‘and
the Clergy of the Provinee,” which was
responded lo by Mr. Holmes. .On 8.
Pafrick’s Day .. 1846, Mr Hincks being
again President, the Socioty assembled
at an early hour at the Recollet Church
whence they. proceeded to  the Place
&’ Armes, and being joined by the Bishop
and a large number of the Clergy, went
in procession to the New Church dedi-
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-cated to St. Patrick, where after liigh
*Mass the ceremony of blessing the
-Chureh begun. There weve about seven
thousand persons present and the ser-
mon was preached by the Rev. Father
Connolly, Chaplain to the St. Patrick’s
Society.  After the service the proces-
sion was reformed and returned to
Place d’Armes, where they were ad-
dressed by Mr, Hincks who ¢ warmly
congratulated his Catholic fellow coun-
trymen on the grand event of the day,
the opening of St. Patrick’s Church, and
adverted with much satisfaction to the
brotherly feeling exhibited by our Cau-
nadian fellow citizens.” - At the dinner
in the evening there were present
Honbls. L. J. Papineau, Robert Baldwin,
L. H. Lafontaine, A. N. Morin, Peter
McGill, Adam Ferrie, Dr. Beaubien, Jos.
Bourret, Geo. 8. Cartier, C. J. Coursol
and others. The chair was filled by
Mr. Hincks, and the vice-chair by Mr.
L. 7. Drummond. Again did a mixed
Jbody drink the health of the Illustrious
drishman O'Conuell, while 'Mr. McGill,
- President of the St. Andrew's Society,
hoped that all nationalities would form a
partnership for the happiness of each.
A couple of years later Mr. Hincks was
again in his old office, which he retained
until the ‘retirement of Mr. Lafontaine
as a member of that gentleman's ad-
ministration, after which in 1851 he was
charged by the Barl of Elgin with the
formation of a pew -administration;
About this time a split took place in
the Reform party owing chiefly to the
-opposition of a seetion of it to separate
8chools, to the incorporation of
-educational -~ and ° charitable  insti-
tutions, and ‘10 grants in their
aid. - In  the  manifestoes  publish-
-ed against the Iineks-Morin admin-
istration ‘these were. the principal
-charges, and the result was a dissolution
of the alliance between the Catholics and
that seetion of the Liberals which raised.
what was generally termed the * Broad
Protestant Cry.” Mr. Hincks' adminis-
. tration was defeated in the autumn of
1854,'by-a coalition of Conservatives and
-advanced “Reformers, while Sir Allan
MacNab was charged with the formation
-of -a - New Government which ivas
~known as Liberal-Conservative, and was
-composed of the Lower Canadd mem-

Lers of Mr., Hincks' sdministration and

two of his political friends from Upper
Cunada, the other members being Con-
servatives, with Mr. John A. Maedounld
as Attorney General.  Mr. Hincks sup-
ported the New Government during the
remainder of the Session towurds the
close of which he went on a visit o Ire-
land. While enjoying a holiday at tho
Lakes of Killurney, he received to his
great swrprise a letter from Sir Wm.
Molesworth, Secretary of State for the
Colonies, offering him in most flattering
terms the appointment of Governor-in-
Chicef of Barbadoes and the Windward
Islands, which on his veturn to London
he accepted and proceeded shortly aftor
to Canada to join his family. At the tor-

mination of six yoars = service
in  Barbadoes, the Duke of Now-
castle who ~ had  become Secre-

tary of State, promoted . him to the
Government of British- Guiana where he
remained for seven years. Soon aftor
the termination of his Government of
Barbadoes Mr. Hincks was created a
Companion of the Bath, and on the com-
pletion.of "his service in British Guiana
he wag appointed a Xnight Commandor
of St. Michael and St. George. Return-
ing to Canada in 1869, he was invited
to join the administration of Sir John A,
Macdonald in which he became Finance
Minister, and with which he acted cor-
dially until the-close of the year 1872,
when he came to the determination of
withdrawing entirely from public life.
In the winter of 1872-3, Sir Irancis
Hincks again bocame a citizen of Mon-
treal after an absence of ‘twenty-three
years, Anything like a perfect sketeh of
the career of this eminent Jrish Cana-
dian would necessitate: the writing of
the history of the most- exciting times
in Canadian history. - In the above we
have attempted but a meagre outline of
one of the most active and useful lives.in
the roll of Canadian statesmanship. Sir
Francis never once. forfeited. the: con-
fidence of his fellow-countrymen; he was
to the Lrish Canadian, what Sir George
Cartier was Lo the French Canadian, true
to all but never forgetful of his friends.
Without any pretension to elogueénce,
Sir Francis Hincks was a skilful Par-
liamentary debater; and to-diy bis facile
and fortile peniis as vigorous as ever on
all subjects of public’intorest.outside of

partizan politics.

£
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. MARIE JENNA-TNOE PO

BT OF THE VOSGRS—THUS PLEADS FOR
THE BUTTERFLY.

——

I .
Porquoi I'npprocher en silence Why do you seek me in silence
Et menacer mon val joyeux? And menace my joyous flight?
Par quelle involontaire otfense By what crime have I rendered me hateful
Ai-je pu deplaire a fes yeux ? - Displeasing in thy sight?
Je suis In vivante etincelle T am a breathing sun flash
Qui monte et descend  tour a tour Which riges and falls by turns ;
La fleur n qui Dien donne une aile A flower to whom God has given
Un suffle un regard un amour. m Wings and a heart that burns. -
Je sais la frere de la rose I amn the rose’s brother,
Elle me cache aux importuns She hides me from my foes;
Puis sur son cceur je me repose I then drink in her perfumes,
Bt je m’enivre de parfums, And on her breast repose.
. a Iv.
Ma vie cet tout heureuse et pure My life ie & happy and pure one;
Pourquoi desires tu ma mort? Why do you wish wme to die?
Oh ) des moi, not de Ia nature Tell me thou lord of creation,
Serajs tu jaoux de mon sort? v Art thou jenlous of my joy ?
Va, je sais bien gque tuVinclines Go; for T know that you often
Souvent pour essuyer des pleurs Keéep back your tears for hours;
Que fes yeux complewt les epines That you sec only the briars, ‘
Ou je ne vois rien que les flenrs v Where I sec only the flowers.
: . . I. :
- Ja sais que parfois tou visage 1 know that full ofien your face is
Se trouble et 8’assombre soudain Beclouded and full of pain;
Lorsque’en vain je'chierche an nuage Whilst I in the sky for a cloud-let
Ou fond de Phorizon serein. ' ‘Am seeking al) in vain,
VIL : ‘
Mais Celni dont la main divine But He who with hand Almight
A daigné nous former tous deux Has fashioned both thee and me;
Pour moi parfuma In colline For me has perfumed the hills sides;
‘Bt de loin fe montra les cieux. . Aund.heaven has made for thee !
. ‘ g VIIL o S
Il me fit deux ailes de flamme " Two wings of flame he has given
A moi, feu follet du printemps ; . To me, will-o-th’ wisp of spring,
Pour toi, son fils, il fit unc ime To you, his son, he has given .
Plug grande que le firmament, X A sonlabove every thing. .
L .. : I"_ : . [
Econte ma voix qui t'implore Hear then my voice I implore thee
Loin de inoi detourne les pas And turn thee aside from my path;
Laisse moi vivre un jour encore Leave me to live yet a day’s span, :
0 toi, qui ne finiras pas! X © Oh thou who eternity hath.

Mon bonheur a moi, cest In vie
La liberté sous la ciel blen
Le ressean 'amour sans envie

Le tien—, cest le gecret de Dieu. -

!

My happiness only is life,
And liberty *neath the blue sky;
The streamlet and love without strife, . .
Thine ig—to see the Most High.

.

Ol ago is tho night of life, as' mght
,is'the old age of the day. Still, night
is ful] of magnificence; and, for many,
it is more brilliant, than- the day.
There’s no man poor but he who is. beyond
. All human sympathy. . No chord of love
Awakes for him on Nature’s magicdyre ;
“Hie mind’s a desert and 'his soul'a void.

The man that stands by himself, the
universe stands by him also, s
Evory. point in life is a point. on
which . turns tho whole action of our
former lives, . =~ ° R
Scorn no man’s love thou

degree : o
Much less make any one

gh of a mean

thine ‘enémy.
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IRISH LANDLORDS AND “TEN.
ANTS AT WILL"

Tue relationship oxisiting for genera.
tions past between landlords and tenants
in Iroland has contributed not g little
toward keeping that unfortunate coun.
try in a condition more or less dis.
turbed. The landlord is usually an ab-
sentee, and employs the time d uring the
summer scason in dealing destruction
among bird, beast, or fish, wherever his
fancy may direct, and during the winter
in dancing, or attending the opera in
London, Any improvements made by
his tenants upon his Irish acres, are
carefully noted by his loeal agent, and
—up goes the rent. The very cap or
bonnet which the wifo wears 1o church,
- or fair is remarked, and deomed satis-
factory evidence that the tenant is- able
to pay more for his holding. Thore are
- over half a million * tenants at 1wil] in
the country, and each of these is subject
at any moment to receive, through the
avarice, caprice’ or misfortunc of thejr
landlords at the gaming table or else.
where, a notice of an advance in his
rent. . Fixity of tenure has heen sug-
gested as a remedy, but the utility of
. such a change were questionable as
long as the landlord has the power to
send a valuator and value the tenant's
invested: capital: aud improvements,
drag him into the Land Court and com.
pel him to fight a landlord league, be-
fore a judge who is a firm ' believar in
‘ ancient rights,” and a decided oppon-
ent of modern progress and tho o-
croachment of the masses,

It has been suggested among other
~things, that the deficiency in flax could
be made up 'by energy, and investment
of capital—in the cultivation of that
plant. : There are on almost every farm
tracts of land that could be reclaimed
and ‘made to repay cultivation. Buf the
tenant is.the only person who desires to
maké the improvement; and where is
the security for the investment? Agk
any man what he would do in such a
case, and he would simply’ answer,
. Nothing.” The result is that the Trish
‘“tenant ab will ” usually does nothing”
—morezthan work his farnras it is and
‘get'all he can out'of it; and he earns for
‘himself principally the reputation of be-

ing unenterprising, indolent, lazy. Aa
long as he spends no money in improve-
ments upor his holding, cither in drain
age or putling up better buildings, he is
not likely to be threatened with eviction
or n'demand for higher rent.

It is not to be wondered at that tho
Irish have the roputation of boing
slovenly farmers, ]No other training is
possible. The circumstanees that led to
the conversion of Lineolnshire fons into
some of the most productive of English
lands do not exist in Ireland. Thero are
mitlions of pounds sterling in the Dub-
lin Banks, "the savings of the people
who would gladly invest it had thoy the
necessary guarantee that they should
not be obliged to pay rent on the outlay.
As long as there is no security for labor
or capital among the agricultural classes
of Ireland, it is difficult to conceive how
there can be mueh improvement in the
condition of her people, or any appreci-
able decrease of the poverty.and discon-
tent, which have so long charactorized
thé groat majority of the inhiabitants.

o IR

CHIT-CHAT.

WE entered a church-yard and wandered
amongst the tombs.,  Rverywhore tomb
stones ! wierd " spectros of every shape
and size keeping watch over the dead.
Bverywhere tomb stones—uwealth of
stones. Money exponded—jsor what ?
For the relief of the souls departed ? No,
For their advancement to heaven ? No.
It is not by the costliness of our tomb-
stone, that our soul will take preco-
dence up yonder amongst the stars. “In
my Father's house there are many man-
sions ™ but those mansions are built of
good works done in the flesh not of good
chiseling done in ‘marble—widows and
orphans supported, sick men nursed and
tended for love of God, &ec., &c., &e., not
of moss-grown matble and dappled gran-
ite put up by vanity over & handful of
mouldering clay. | :
“We turned toward the church: Surely
the church must be magnificont when
the church yard has such wealth of
precious stores! Surely the House of
God must be of topaz and c¢hrysolito,
when the house of o dead man is marblo

and granite ! Alas| the church, (though
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the house ‘of God withal) was of the
humblest, -~ '

We tuen away with disgust at the
vanity and ingratitude of man, and sit-
ting down by a granite monument of
colossal proportions erected to the mem-
ory of ong, who, if he had done no harm
had done littio good, we record thissim-
plo ealeulation in our tablets,

One hundred tomb-stones (marble and
granite) averaging one hundred dollars
each, equal 10,000 dollars, or the price
of a handsome country church,

N. B. '"T'en thousand dollars given to
vanity and hence to the devil: ten thou-
sand dollars stolen from God.

Alas! poor Yorrick.

—What is bribery ?  Ah! that’s the
quostion, My Lord Bacon had a subtle
distinetion on this head. e distin-
guished between selling justice and sell-
ing injustice. - To his (not very refined)
mind, the latler only was wrong. Bt
Mallet do Pau before him had made a
similar distinetion. Ilo sold his services
not his deeisions. - Mirabeau defending
bribery said, *“Un homme comme moi
peut recevoir cent mille eeus; mais on
n’as pas un. hommeo. comme moi ponr
cent mille ccus;” which amounts to
this, that- Mirabeau in the plenitude of
his self-consciousness, thought one' hun-
dred thousand crowns very little remu-
neration . to such a fine gentleman for
acting honestly. - We have many Mira-
beau’s, Mallet de Paw’s and Bacon's in
the world—and more’s. the pity.

—It was said by some, that Abbot
Agatho was very meock and humble,
Therefore to make trial of his temper,
they said to him, “Men say you are
sonsual and haughty.” He answered, “It
is true.” :

They said again, ** Are you not Agatho
who has such a foul tongue?’ He an-
swored, “I am he.” e

They said again, “ Are younot a thief
and a robber ¥ He answered, “It may

“beso.” o ‘ : S

They then said. ‘Ave you not Agatho
the horetic? He made answer with
firmness and some warmth: - No:

“When  his. monks asked him why
he had ‘acknowledged: the first accusa-
tions but repelled the last, hoanswered;

By the first T only cast ovil upon myself;
by the last I should have severed my-
self from God.

—Trotestantism developed a strange
phase of religious liberty. In tho Peace
of Westphalin, (1648) the reformors de-
manded -and had their claim allowed, -
that tho supreme rulers of the States im-
medintoly connected with the Bmpire
should have the right of reforming (In-
strum: Pac. Osnabr Art, V. 30.) the
religion of the counts and vassals resid-
ing within their territories. This was
a strange demand but hardly a reform
withal, Lot ug suppose the Governor
of each state in the Union endowed with
the powor of changing the religion of
his State to please his fancy; what a
chopping and changing we should have
every foar years. And yet this is aelu-
ally what took place by virtue of the
Treaty of Osnabruck. The poor unfortu-
nate inhabitants of the Palatinate within
the sixty years. following the accession
of Frederie IIL. were forced by virtue of
this compact to change their religion at.

the bidding of their masters no less than - -

four times. - What wonder if they onded
with having none. '

—1What & wondrous similarity there
is between Protestantism and Moham-
medanism. “Protestant Rngland - took
away - the Cathedrals and Parish
Chuvches * from the Catholics and - at
length ' as 'a great privilege -allowed
them: {o build” small chapels. Tarks
after “the capture of . Constantino-
plo obliged the Christians to give up.
their stone churchos and build wooden
ones for themselves, ~ Protestantism by-
a pious cuphuism calls this secularization,
the decalogue of  Moses perversely calls .
it robbery. - But 'twas a glorious refor-
mation withal, ’

Who stabs my name, would stab my person,
. too. ! o : o
Did not the hangman’s ax lie in the way.
‘Exporience is the name mon give to
their follies or their sorrows. '

Men deride the self conceit of power, -
but cringe to the injustice.

With time and

patience, the mulberry.
leaf becomes silk. :
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TRIED AND TRUE.
CHAPTER I

# [ MaDE up- my mind two years ago,”

gaid a clear, sweet voice.  ““1 will not

marry under five thousand a-year and a

title.”

There was a chorus of girlish langh-
ter, ‘

“ Where will you find them, Rose ?”

“I have faith in my own fortune;
they will come thiz way, I am sure.
The fact is all you girls think just the
same—you are all determined to. marry
well: T am the only one who has the
andor to say so."

“We mever thought of a
though," said the chorus.

“ Because yon have no imagination;
I soar away
into the regions of romance; in those

title,

cregions 1 am my Lady Rose—knights

and princes pay me homage. What do
you think of that, Miss Lester ?”

“1 think it great nonsense, Rose,”
said staid Ilizabeth; “you would be
better employed in darning stockings or
making .bread than in dreaming such
foolish dreams.”

“Tastes difter,

said charming Rose.

# It has pleased fortune to make me the

daughter of what is commonly called a
small farmer, which means, let it be un-

- derstood, a farmerwith a small farm ; it

has pleased Dame Nature 1o give me a
passable face; it has pleased Providence
to give me a bright imagination—why
should T not use it? 1 repeat, that I
shall remain single until a title and for-
tune, passing by hand-in-hand, aslk me
very humbly to take them. .Ishall say
fyes’ with. the same royal air with
which Queen Ilizabeth used to accept

- golden chains and silk stockings.”

Then the speaker threw herself into
the midst of a' fragrant heap of new
mown hay. The scene was a summer
idyll—a poem in action. It was a hay-
field in June, a deep-blue sky overhoad,

Italian~in its depth and color, - Far and.

wide stretehed out the rich clover mea-
dows, bordered by tall green trees ; the
hedges a gorgeous mass of bloom, white
and'pink with hawthorn, scarlet with
wild roses, purple with sprays of fox-
glove, and green with their own wealth
of foliage. In the meadow where the

girls were seated the hay lay in groat
heaps, and there could be no fairer sight,
than theso fair girls tossing it to and
fro. . ‘ .

The hay-field belonged to Mr, Massey,
Rose’s fathor, and it was Roso's privi-
lege, when hay wus mado in the ¢ Home
Meadow,” to invite all her young friends
to a great party therein.  Thoy had ten
in the hay-field, and danced through the
gloaming and tho moonshine, Whilo
Rose was holding forth on her expecta-
tions, they were seated undor the hedgo,
a hedge completely covered: with wood-
bines. On the other side, all unknown
to them, was seated a. young man, who
had heard every word that passed, e
had been walking along the high road,
and struck by the beauty*of’ the wood-
bines, sat down for n fow minutes to rest
while he enjoyed their perfume. 1t wus
then he heard Rose Massey’s declaration
of independence.

“ A spirited young lady that,"” he said,
“ T suppose, as she says, all girls think
the same, but few speale out so boldly.”

He looked not over but through the:
hedge and saw a group of young girls,
all evidently full of admiration for the
Queen Rose, who was lying now quile
stilland thoughtful in the midst of n
fragrant heap of hay. ’ .

You might have scarched all England
through and not have found a lovelier
girl. She was well named Rose, she
was, exactly like one; a tall, queenly
rose, bending with the weightof its own
rich leaves. o :

She was tall, with a figure of perfect
grace and symmetry, beautiful “hands
and arms, white, dimpled shoulders, and
a graceful neck. She had light brown
hair, that looked ail gold in the sunshine
and brown in the shade. She had lovely
dark eyes, with a golden light shining in..
them, long dark lashes half shading
their brightness. Then she had:the
most -exquisite face, a low. brow on
which the bright hair waved,.dark; arch-.
ed. brows, sweet, vipe lips, and * a ¢com-
plexior’ gueens might: envy, it was_of.
such a delicate, dainty rose-leaf bloom,:
neither tanned nor freckled, though, she
was so careless of it, and sat now 6ut.in
the June sunshine without hat or bon-
net.. o . L
The young man looked ab_her with
passionate admiration in his dark eyos.
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“ What does, nature moean by giving
a fuce like-that to & farmer's daughter ¢
e suid to "himself.  * It ought to. be
shining in o pulace, worshipped by a
king. Tet come what may, I must sce
her and spenk to her.”

The protty little villngo of Abercourt
lay in the deep green heart of the land,
The people who lived “in it and near it
were all devoted, to the culture of the
land; they were farmers, small and
large ; farmers who lived on their own
Iand, and tenant-farmers with their lu-
borers and servants.  There were o fow
shopkeepers, n lawyer, a doctor, and the
clergyman. — Among the farmers, Mr,
Massey was looked upon with great res-
pect, while his lovely daughter, Rose,
was the belleof' the' whole neigliborhood,
who could count her lovers or her olters
of murringe. Roserefused them all,

She had heard enough, she declared,
of crops andi enttle ; when she marrvied,
she should want an entire change of
scene and conversation,

“ But,” remonstrated one young far-
mer, very deepin love, “if you marry
me, Rose, I will promise never to men-
tion the word crop.”

“Then you would have to go -from

home to talk,” she said, ¢ and - that

would not be fair.”

She was only eighteen, and neither
father or mother wished hor Lo marry
yet. They loved the bonuic bird, who
made sunshine and music at:homo, too
well to tolerate the idea of purting with
her, So they smiled when Rose dis-
missed her lovers, aid declared that she
should please herself. o

“ I mustspoak to her,” said the young
man to himself.. ‘“If she is what she
Tooks to be, Thornton may wait,
shall I manage an‘introduction? - 1 will
£0 1o the furmhouse and:ask for a drink
of milk, Pastoral drama in three acts
—act the first.” R '

He wont to the door, and it was open-
ed by the good farmer. himself. Now
Mr. Muassey always boasted that he
knew a gontloman whon .he 'saw one,

Lo recognized one in the porson asking
I‘qxt a little milk to drink. o invited
him in and-placed before him a glass of
his “ brown October,” and the atranger,

talled so . nicely, he: intorested the

{armer so deeply, that he was invited to
look round. the farm and. the, hay-field,.

Tow:

‘he asked. 0o

The very thing he had wished for.

“ I ghould introduce myself to you,”
he suid to thoe farmer, “ I have not
been long home from college; my name
is Arvthur Hamilton.”

Mr. Massey was -really proud of en-
tertaining a gentleman from  Oxford,
Oxford heing, in his eyes, the very seat
of learning: ‘

“You ure going into the church, or
you are for the bar, probably?" he-
said,

“No,” was the half hesilatingly re-
ply; “I have not studied. for the pro-
fessions: the fact is L am a writer.”

The farmor’s respect incrensed, but hig
own grew less.  lle had a vague idea
that writers were ull more or less
poor. ]

He took the steanger into the hay-
tield.  °

“ My daughtor Rose is somewhere
here,” he said; “she has a party of
young friends. You will bo welcome
among them."”

The next minute he wus in the midst
of the group of girls, looking admir-
ingly into’ the face” of the beautiful
Rose, who would not marry under five -
thousand w-year and a title.

“This is quite a sylvan scene,” he
snid to Rose. T could imagine it to be
a- picture by Claude Lorraine in mo-’
tion." - )

Hore was something ~different “to. -
crops and cattle at last. Roseinwardly
made a thauksgiving, B o

“Iave you scen Claude Lorraine's,
pictures 7" she said. - “Pray sit down :
here, and teil me about them.” "

She motioned to another heap of fra-

grant hay, and:Arthur Hamilton took. .

his seat thereon. S o
fWhat must T tell you ?" he asked.
*This picture unrolled. before me here;.

is superior. to anything I have seen of:.

Claude Lorraine's." .

“That is only a theory,” she said, .
coolly—— “put into practice you would
not admire it. I have. seen these pic-
tures all my lifo.and am tired of them ;-
I want to sce others painted by great -
men,” T L L

“ Have you: nevor been to London?”..

© %L have never boen five. miles away:. :
from Abercourt in my life,” she said:
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“and I am eightecn now; but I intend
to go some day."” ,

“Then you have rend, porhaps, a
great deal ?” said the young man, who
had not perhaps expected to find any
one conversant with Claude Lorraine in
a village hay-field.

¢ Qur library at home consisls of
¢The Bible,” ‘The Pilgrim’s Progress,’
* Buchanan’s Domestic Medicine,” *The
Farmer's Guide,' and the ‘Yearly Al
manack.” We have a small circulating
library in the village; it contains noth-
ing more modern than ‘Thaddeus of
Warsaw.” All my little store of learning
comes from ¢ Magnall’'s Questions,” - We
were brought up on * Magnall's Ques-
tions,” were we not, Miss Lester?”

But Elizabeth looks shoclced-—she has
no idea of talking so lightly to a
stranger, althongh a young and hand-
some one.

“T have made the most of “Mag-
nall,” continued Rose, looking defiantly
at the stately Elizabeth. 1 know the
names of all great men, whenand where
they were born, ete. ; if I oceasionally
mistake a painter for a sculptor, it is
Magnall's fault, not mine.”

He had not an idea whether she was
speaking seriously or not. The bright
face looked lovely with its slight gleam
of mischief; the stranger looked at it
until he lost himself. Iow did it happen?
one by one the girls went away, and
still the two sat side by side on the
hay. v '

“1 shall never forget this day,” said
the stranger; I wonder if ever the sky
was 50 blue or the hay smelt so sweot
before 7’

She blushed; there was no misunder-
standing his meaning. He did not pay
her broad compliments, like the young
farmers; he did not say her cyes were
like stars and her cheeks like roses ; bat
there was .a silent deference in his
manner, a chivalrous devotion, that told
her he admired her. '

It wds'late when he left the hay-field ;
even then he. stopped to ask Farmer
Massey’s advice as to where he should
take lodgings. - ‘ :

“I have not been very woll or strong
lately,” hesaid; “and Abercourt is so
healthy and quiet, I should like to stay
herefor a few wecks, just to write and

study in peace.”

“ Nothing conld be casior,” tho far-
mer told him.  Widow Gibson hal two-
nieo rooms to lot—a parlor and bedroom
—he couldinot do better than take-
them.”

When Rose heard of that conver-
sation, her face flushed and her lovely
eyes dropped. ‘

“Then he is going to remain in Aber-
court, after all,” sho said, and was
strangely silent for the rest of the
night.

The day after this conversation Ar-
thur Hamilton was safely installed in
Widow Gibson’s apartments, and every
givl in the place was in love with
him.

CHAPTER 11

Is there any new way of telling the
old story ? 1Is there any new method
of ringing the sweet old “chimes—all of
Iove? Can . the old music bo set. to
fresh tunes? - Was the summer idyil at
Abercourt the same as the idylls yoars
and centuries ago, when -Adam’s  hoart .
beat more quickly because he found BEvo -
so fair? :

How long was Arthur- Hamilton be-
fore he knew that all the happiness of
his life lay in those lovely hands? Not
long ; not many nights had passed since
he dreamed the whole night through of
Rose, taiked to her, made. love to her,.
asked her. to be his wife; and got up in
the: morning, the only thought  before -
him heing that he should see Rose. - The-
sun seemed ; to- shine Rose, the flowoers
bloomed Rose, the wind whispered her-
name. He could eat no breakfast, be-
cause his heart was on fire to sce Roso..
He went out and loitered round the-

-clover moadows and in the green lanes,

‘then if no fortunate accident brought
Rose out, ho'would ‘call at the farm-
house. Sometimes Rose was plensed to-
see him, and wonld laugh and talk so-
gaily, he could not tear himself awny ;
at other times -her face would flush, and.
she would be strangely silent ; at others
she would avoid him. altogether, and,
then - Arthur would go home.  tho-
most miserable man under the sun.’

So through the bright month of June.
The girls of Abercourt declared it was.
shameful of . Rlose to: monopolise the
handsome stranger.: Tt  was. scttied.
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that although he was so well educatéd,
he was poor; Widow Gibson said: so,
and on hor authority it was universally,
believed.

After an early dinner he read or
wrote, and then the ovenings wore all
for Rose again, Every onc now saw
the progress of his love aifnir was noted
{hrough the whole village.

“1tis too bud of Rose,” said the girls,
“ghe will never marry him herself, be-
cuuse he i8 not rich and she gives us no
chance.”

In goold truth, however, Rose was
quite as much puzzled as any one. She
did not know what to make of herself.
She, who had so utterly scorned all love
and lovors, she trembled when sho heard
his footsteps ; she trembled at the sound
of his-voice. -Her face flushed when he
looked at her, or clse it grew deadly
pale. What was the matter with hor?
Sometimes she could hold her own and
talk  saueily, defiantly to him; then,
again, she had not a word to say, hut
listened in sweet, mute submission. How
was-it. to end ?- He  came ' when - the
clover meadows were first cut, and now
tho wheat stood insheaves and the fruit
was ripe in the orchards.

He wont out one evening to find her,
and fortune favored - him. She was
going through tho lanc that led to the
corn-fields ; and of "all places in Aber-
court, Arthur liked these lanes tho best.

Thoy were” bordered by spreading
lime-trees, the grass was green and
thick, the hedgos tall and covored with
roses, tho banks' sloping, and looking
like a:ses of blue and: crimson, with
their wild flowers all in bloom. . “Iewas
walking slowly down when he suw Rose
coming. - He went up .to her with out-
stretched hands. , !

“The very thing I was wishing for,
Rose; I am glad to see you here. Come
and sit down.  See, here is a throne of
moss fit fora fairy. I want to sny some-
thing to you this evening.” =~

She tried to be defiant, but she could
not; his hands held hers with a tight
grasp. She tried to be saucy: it was not
possible with those dark eyes fixed upon
her, The beautiful. face flushed, the
little hands trembled, as. hc ‘placed her
‘on the pretty throne of moss, and half
knolt, half sat at her foet. o

“Rose, I love -you!- Do not turn.

your sweet face from me. I love you
with my whole heart, and I want you,
darling, to be my wife.”

She made no answer. e went on.
“1t is no secret that you have said you
would not marry under five thousand a-
year and a title. Your lips may have
said such words; no one could loolk in
your sweet face and believe them, . You
are & true woman, Rose; love will win
you, not-money; and I have alingering
hope that you love me. Will you not
give me one word, Rose ?”

No, not one. The drooping cyes wero
not raised.

“Let me tell you, darling, what Thave
to offer you—my first, pure, deep love.
I have never loved any woman before
you, Rose, dud pardon me if I say the
fivst deep love of u man's heart is woll
worth taking. I will make you so
happy, sweet. 1 cannot promise, as the
lovers . in  novels do, that every
clasp- of your mantle shall - he
of gold : but I promise to worlc hard for
you. I am a writer, you know, Rose. I
do not_get cnough for my writings to

command any great luxuries; but you' =

shall have a little home full of comfort.
1 will work so hard for you Rose, I'love
you so dearly. Will you be my wife ?’
“J eannot tell you all at once,” she
said, I do not know."” v _
It will break my heart, sweet, if
you send me away. Now, Rose, funcy
a lovely little cotlage with woodbine
climbing round the windows, and a green
porch all . bright with flowors and sun- .
shine, without and within. - A table for
my books and desk, and one for your
sowing ; fancy the summer wind coming
in at the window and the birds singing
in the trees; wo should be very happy.
You would come to me some day, dar-
ling, and clasp your arms round my
neck and - tell- me -how thankful you
were you married me for love, after all
and did not sell yowr lovely face for
@old.  Promise me to think about it.. I
will'not tease you any more.. Will you
think about it to-night, and. to-morrow:
evening meet mo hero in-the same place,
and tell me what you have decided ¥
She  promised ; then he spoke in - a
lighter tone ; ho talled to of a thousand
beauties in art and nature;. shelistened.
lilke ‘one entranced, the sweet, bright
face glowing as he spoke.. The sun:-was
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setting, when Rose, snddenly remember-
ing tho time, declaved sho must go
home. : oL
She did think most earnestly all night
long. The golden stars were shining,
and the night wind sang sweet lullabyes
amidst the flowers. She loved him;
all her woman’s heart was awake at
last. She did not seek to hide the truth

~from herself in the least. She loved

him with a full, true, passionate devot-
ion that she could never feel for any
human being again,  His presence was
light and sunshine to her, with him the
world secemed a blaze of full and perfoct
beauty, without him it was a dreary
blank.

She loved him, and he was poor; he
had nothing to offer her .but a little
cottage-home, hard work, and poor fare;
if she married him, farewell to all those
grand visions of wealth and title, of car-
riages and diamonds. - She must go on,
then, with the same life, content with
dreams of brighter things.

How the girls would laugh at her,

“too. . She, who had held up her head so

proudly ; she, who' had laughingly de-
clared that she would have the equiva-
fent of her beautiful fice. How they
would laugh and taunt her if she mar-
ried a:poor man after all.. Any of them
would “do better” than she was about

to do:. They would most of them at|-

least,  marry well-to-do farmers; they
would bhe mistresses of pretiy little
farm-houses, and as long as they lived,
they would laugh at her, who had been
50 ambitious, and had done so little.

- “Yes, sho loved him: better, her wo-
man’s: heart told her, be happy. with
him in a cottage, than without-him in a

+ palace; betler listen to the voice of love

than the voice of ambition. Ah! if evil
prevailed upcn her; and she were to
send him away, how blank and dreary
the after-years would be, how tasteless
and joyless her life. After all, why need
she fear_a little laughter, bright brave
Roge?™ " e
“Ishall do what my own heart tollst
me, and marry him,” she said to: her-
self, I will see him {o-morrow, and

‘tell him- how sorry I am -I. ever said
‘anything so foolish.
~title of ‘all.” He is-an honest, noble
‘man, No-title ‘can bhe greater than
‘that.” Lo T ‘

He has the best,

"When she had thus decided, Reso
slept tho sleep of . tho just, happier than
she had ever been for months, - When
evening came, she went out to . meet hor
lover. Just as he had prophesied, two.
slendor arms were clasped round his
neck, a beautiful face was hidden on his
breast, and she said : .

« Avthur, I do love you, I will be

your wifo, and help yow work all my

life, and T am very sorry for what T said
about money and title, I would far rather
have your love,; deavest.”

She was rather startled to find that ho
turned very pale, and trembled exces-
sively. ‘ ]

“ Do you really mean it, Rose?” he
said.  “ You are really willing to marry
me, remembering that [ am so poor,
darling? Ah, me ! perhaps I have been
selfish in asking you to share my
lot.”

“ Twould rather share it,” she said,
“ than be a queen.””

“What if L fail? What; if in years
to come,  the strongth goes from my
brain ? What if we should ever want,
Rose 17 : " S

- We shall bo together,” she said,
“and [ can  help you, "I would not
change it, Arthwr; I would not have
you richer.  You know now that [ am
marrying you because L love you.”

#1 cannot doubt it.” Then he clasped
her - in = his arms, kissed  her
sweet faco over and over - again,
thanked =~ her in passionate words,
and walked home by her sido to
ask Farmer Massey's consents -

© He briefly explained that. by his writ-
ing he conld clear enough to keep Rose
in -comfort. ‘

~«I am proud,” said 'the farmer,
“ that my Rose should ‘marry a gentle-
man.. - I could wish, perhaps, that you
had a little more money, sir, but tha

may be the case some day.” - S

There :was certainly some little con-
sternation and surprise when it becamo
known in Abercourt that Rose Massoy
had given up hor grand,ambitious ideas
after all; and “had consented to marry
the poor-gentleman writer, -

It was mnot a grand ‘marriage, al-
though all - Abercourt was there to sce.
Rose looked ‘most entrancingly lovely.
The young farmors declared it was
abominable “that she should be ‘taken
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away from the midst of them; the girls
forgave her, and gathered in great rorce
to strew flowers in her way.

So lovely Rose bade farewell to the
old farm, the hay-field, the quiet village,
the parents, tnd- the dear old friends.

She went with her husband to n pretty

little cottage at Richmond ; it was ne-
cessary for his literary engagements
that he shoild be near Tiondon,
They were very happy. In
probability there are Lhousands
such little: BEdens in England
which  married  lovers =~ find  para-
~dise.  None wore happier than Rose
Cottage, as  Arthur would - call it
Their lives were very simple; they had
one little maid-of-all-work,  Arthar de-
clared that Rose's hands must not be
quite spoiled. It was so pleasant to sec
Rose in the morning, her lovely face
glowing with health and. happiness, flit-
ting in and out of the gavden, bringing’
in flowers for the breakinst-table pour-
ing out ten and tulking so gaily, Ar-
thur was charmed to listen.
~ Then he went into his: study, and
Rose, with the little maid, attended Lo
the house. . They . worked hard, both
husband and wife, but they were as
happy as the day was long.

all
of’

CHAPTER ITI.

A year passed by and Arthur Ia.
milton studied incessantly ‘the bright,
brave nature of ‘the beauliful gitl he
had made  his . wife. . The more
he studied  her the more - deeply
ha loved her. Te had once thought sho
wag inclined to be vain and worldly,
but in. the pure and perfect light of
love those faults wero hidden forever,

At the end of a'year a lovely bright-
eyed baby came to make them happier
still—a wonderful baby, with - golden
carls -and large Dblue eyes. Rose ho-
nestly believed there had mnover been
anything scen like it. e was called
Philip, and the doings and sayings of
Master Philip were something boyond
mere mortal comprehension.:

A few months more of bright sum-
mer sunshine, then came achango. One
morning Arthur returned from the city,
looking very sad and dispirited.

"‘Rosc,” he ' said,” “my brave little
wife, can you bear trouble? I have bad
news for you.” T

‘1 cun bear anything with you, noth-
ing without you,” she replied.

“ My engagement with the “ Monthly
Critic” is at an end, and I have no
other means of eurning money oxcept by
writing, - What gshall L do ?”

# Keepa brave heart in the first place,
and look out for a fresh engagement in
the second,” she replied brightly.

“Lam afraid it will not be so casy as it
looks,” said her husband.

¢ Baby " cried Rose, “kiss papa, and
tell him in all: the wide world there is
no one so clever or so brave.”

Which message baby translated intoa
dinlect of its own, and then Rose looked
pericetly happy, thinking she had ad-
ministered the very highest comfort.

It was wonderful to note how she
cheered and comforted him as day by
day he- returned with the same words,
“ 1 have found nothing yect, Rose;” how
she cheered ‘him with brave words, con-
soled him, waited upon him, attended to
his every wish.

“[t is almost worth while to be un-
fortunate, Rose, in order- to “find such
loving devotion,” he said to her one day,
and she was happy beyond all words
when he so praised her. Co

He had saved a little money, and on
this he told her they must live until he
could find something else. - As thelittle
store dwindled and dwindled it was won-
derful to sce how Rose managed, what
meagre little dinners were brightened
by her loving smiles, what marvellous
plans of retrenchment she devised, how
triumphantly she came to tell him of
some bargain she had made.

Once Arthur puzzled his wife. Baby.
lay sleeping in its protty little ~cradle
and Mr, Hamilton, believing himself to
be alone in the room, went up to it. e
bent ovor . the sweet sleecping face, he
tonched the tiny fingers, ‘

I wonder, little fellow,” he said, “if
T have wronged you.”

In a moment Rose was by his side,
cager, curious. L ‘

% What do you mean, Arthur; how
have you wronged the baby? Whata
strange thing 1o say !” -

“Ile did look slightly confused, and
Roso saw il.”. . ‘ ,

"4 Do tell mo what you mean, Arthur.
T shall be unhappy if you do not.”
# I only mean, darling: how I wrong-
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ed him by not taking more pains to
keep my engagement when T knew how
much depended upoun it, that is all.”

“Of course you have not wronged
him. - Iwish every baby in the world
had a papa so kind and good.”

Then times grew worse. Lhe little
fund was very low. Quatter day came
round, and Rose was obliged to ask the
landlord to wait, the little muid’s wages
were due, and there was nothing to pay
them with.

TRose said nothing to her husband lest
she should grieve him, but she went out
and sold her gold watch and chain; she
paid the rent and the wages, then told
Arthur.

Helaid his face down on her shoulder,

“Oh, Rose,” he cried, “I am so
sorry! Oh, my darling, tell me truly,
do you not repenl having married
me ?” ‘

“No,” she replied firmly; “u thous-
and and a thousand times over, 1 do

“not. You must ‘not say such a thing
again.” ~

But the wolf came nearer and nearer,
yet, strange to‘say, she never really
wanted for anything. They endured
privations, they dined without meat,

~and drank nothing stronger than ten.

Theve were times when’Rose came to
the last shilling, then Providence was
kind—Arthur would carn a sovercign,
and it was a perfect mystery how long
Rose made that sovereign last.

The day came at least when Arthur
told her they must leave the pretty cot-
tage and take cheap lodgings; they
must sell the piano and some of the best
furniture.  She did not even sigh. “We
shall  have baby with us,” she said,
¢ and he is such a prince, he will make
the cheapest lodgings look like a palace.”
No matter what happened, he could not

“daunt her bright, brave spirit. e talk-

ed of the horrors of lodgings: she told
him there were brighter days in store.
She was the most industrious, the most
indefatigable, the most cheery the most,
lovely and loving wife in all the wide

“world.

T can never thank God enough,” he

'gaid 1o himself, “for this greatest of

all gifts—a perfect wife.”
* She grew only the hrighter as the sky

~ grewdarker, The day came when a cab

stood at the door, and they had to leave

the little cottage. Arthwr Hamiltou
looked vory pale and woe-begone. Rose
felt ready to weep scalding. tears, but
she resolutely persisted in smiling; not
A sigh or a tear was Lo be extoried from
her. She talked to the baby, she cheor-
ed her husband, and would not even
turn Lo look at the cottage for the last
time.

“Rose,” said her husband, © shall you
be able to bear one little dull sitting-
room, and perhaps a scolding landlady,
sfter our bright, sunny home?”

“ Aunywhere with you dear,” she
said, - “L am very much afraid, Arthur,
I should find a prison pleasant if you
were within it and with me.”

He could not daunt her—he might as
well have tried to stop the sun from
shining; she would he brightand cheer-
ful in spite of all.

“What . wonderful love
Rose,” he said at last.

“ Not at all,” she replied; “all good
women love their husbands, Arthur.
The . only. difference, all. the men have
not the sense to appreciate it.” ’

“There is one thing more,” he said,
sadly : ¢ 1 fear we shall not be able to
keep the little maid. . Rose, what shall
you do?”

“ A dull little sitting-room, a scolding
landlady, limited, very limited means,
the most angelic . baby in the world,
and the dearest husband under the sun.
Weighing my joys-and sorrows with an
equal balance, L cannot be sad, T really
cannot,. Arthur.”

“Then you do not repent having mar-
ried me forlove ?" he asked.

“Noj; itwas all for love, and T shall
never repent.”

Where was the cab driving? Not
through navrrow, dull streets, as she had
expected, but through the open country,
where - the birds were singing and the
flowers all blooming.

_“Where are you . going, Arthur?”
Rose asked; but the lBu.by crowed, and-
Arthur shook his head. That myster-’
ious drive continued for three hours—
the latter part of it was through a beau-
tiful, undulating park. ,

“T am sare we are trespassing,” cried
Rose.” There!.I can see the towers of
a large house between the trees.”

yours is,

/Then the cab stopped, and Arthur
got ouL. [ .
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“ Now, Rose!” he said; and Rose, in
mute wonder, followed him.

She saw before her a magnificent old
hall, built of grey stone, with square
towers and large windows, surrounded
by a beautiful terrace and superb plea-
snre grounds,

« Rose,” said Arthur, “ihigis home.”
She looked at him in unuttersble
wonder.

«Phis is Crayford Hall,” he said;
“ your home and mine. Sit down hore,
Rose, I bave a little story to tell you.

« My name i8 Sir Arthur Hamilton
Audrey, and attho early age of cighteon
1 was left sole master of one of the finest
fortunes in Tnglund, T might tell you
how manauvring mothers sought me,
bot I will not.  Suffice to say, that
while T was still young, T conceived the
greatest droad of being married for my
wealth and title. I vowed to myself,
over and - over again, that I would
sooner - die unmarried.” When -1 was
twenty-four, my friend, Liord Thornton,
asked me . to go o visit. him at Blms-
dnde Park, T consented. Passing on
foot through a very pretty village—my
carrisge and servants bad gone on to
Blmsdale—I sat down to vest under a
hedge of flowering woodbine. There I
heard a sweet, girlish voice say, T will
never marry under five thousand a year
and a title”

“I"looked: through the hedge, Rose,
and saw the loveliost girl under herven
with such a sweat, bright, frank face,
such beautiful, true, brave eyes. T said
Lo myself, ‘she will never marry for
money ; she will marty for love.”

" “Then this little plot. came into my

mind, o win you as a poor man. [
wrote to Lord Thornton, telling him the
simple truth, and asking' him lo send
-carringos and servants back home.

“1 did win you; Rose, thank God!
Won the sweetest, truest, bravest wife
that ever man was blessed with ; and I
know that you married me for love.

#TPorhaps, darling, I ought to ask
Your pardon-—I have tried youn very
hardly—Dbut I wanted fo be certain; my
hungry heartlonged to know that 1 was
loved for myself alone.  It'was. hard
worl sometimes-to kecp up that farce
of hard times, when I longed to declc my

darling'in satin and diamonds ; but I was.

dearning the sweet woman's nature, the

true courage, the strength.
givon, Rose?"

She looked at him, her sweet face pale
and fuli of wonder.

“I have nothing to forgive,” she re-
plied. It was right that afier hoarving

Am I for-

-| those words, yon should test me."”

“Smile and look happy, Lady Rose
Audrey ; tell your boy ho is heir to
Crayford.” When I wondered if I had
wronged him, T meant by depriving him
of the state that ought to surround him,
that was all. Guess who is staying at
the Hall now ?” '

“I cannot,” she replied.
power of thinking left.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Massey,” he roplied.
4T wrote to your father last weel, and
told him about it."”

A bright smile rippled over her face.

« Arthur,” she said, “ what will the
girls at Aborcourt say? They will al-
ways think I knew who you were,”

“They cannot. Now darling, a
hundred welcomes home.” -

They entered the grand old Hali, .
where the happy parents awaited them. .
No words -could do justice to the happi-
ness that followed. . Thatsame year Sir
Arthur and Lady Aundrey re-visited
Abercourt, where the girls declared that
they always knew Rose would be fortu-
nate atlast. ‘

She turns to her husband with a bright
smile, and says— ‘

¢ It was all for love, Avthur; T mar-
ried you all for love.” : '

“ 1 have no

Be not ashamed of thy virtues; hon-~
or's a good brooch to woar'in.a man’s
hat at all times.

Ax OnLp StorY RexopmrEn.~An old
monkey, designing to teach his sons the .
advantage ofunity, hrought them a num. |
ber of sticks, and desired them - to see
how ensily they might be broken one at'
a time. * So each young monkey took & -
stick and broke it. “Now,” said the
father, ¢ I'll terch you a lesson.”  And
lie bogan to gather the sticls into a bun-
dle. But the young monkeys, thinking
he was about to beat them, set upon
him - altogother . and. disabled.: him.

“There,” said the aged sufforer, “be-.

hold - the advantage of .unity! If you
had assailed me one ot a time, I would
have killed every mother's sen.of you:!"
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GREETING TO MR. FORBES.

Mr. Arcninsatp Forses is now in
Canada on a lecturing tour,

You have heard before of Mr. Forbes,
ag “the War Correspondent ” of Lhe
London Daily News. ‘

This is Mr. Forbes' first visit to this
country. - It onght to be made pleasant
for him !

If you have followed his letters, he
requires no introduction. Yon recog-
nize at once the cringing toady, the im-
pudent liar, and the blustering coward.

Yet, if he had no other sins to answer
for besides those of his war correspon-
dence, he might have travelled through
thesc seven provinces unnoticed by us.

But Mr. Forbes, since his arrival, has
made himself oftensive, designedly,
wickedly, blackguardly offensive, - to
Irishmen and wowmen, who form no
small part of the population of every

- city and town in which he proposes to

lecture.

This offence was committed the very
first opportunity he had after landing,
in his firstinterview with a press repre-
sentative, in Halifax, Nova ' Scotia,
where one would have thought there
was Irish manhood enough to resent it

“on the spot.

The Evening Mail (Oct. 22nd) of that
city reports:—

¢We consulted Mr. Forbes, during his re-
cent visit, on the Irish question, ana he said
he would be taking a look at the situation of
that country if he were on the other side of

. the Atlantic,; as he considered it more war-

like in its aspect than any other portion of
the old world.~ He would, he said, give the
leaders plenty of raope, and keep quiet until
the agitation developed into an emeule, and
then he ‘would lay so heavy a hand on rebel-
lion that the’ country would become calm.
¢ If there were no loyal British subjects
there to be protected,” he grimly added, ¢it
would be best to withdraw our garrisons al-
togetlier, and  leave the people to govern
themselves, taking only the precaution to
keep cruisers on the coast to prevent one
faction calling in foreign aid against another,
and then, after the lapse of a few months, we
would find only two or three survivors limp-
ing around, the rest of the population having

- gone the way of'the Kilkenny cats. Then

the country could be filled up with English
and Scc;,tch emigrants, and be at peace there-
after.” ’

“The Hvening Mail does not add, as an

extenuating circumstance, that Mr,
Forbes was drunk ut the time of the in-
Lorview.

This “grim” war correspondent will
shortly appear on the platform in Que-
bee, Montreal, Ottawa, Kingston, To-
ronto, Hamilton, Tondon, before
how many Irishmen and women in tho
smdience ? ‘

Surely, not one! And no lover of de-
cency and humanity will be there!

We give Mr. Forbes this advertise-
ment, free, in order that our people, and
owr people's friends, may punish him as
he deserves.

No violence is necessary. Just keep
away from the lecture hall. < Ilis pocket
will feel that, and Mr. Ferbes' pocket is
himself. ‘

Don’t go to any trouble about hitn! He is

not worth-it. :

Don’t pelt him with rotten eggs!

Don’t duek him in & pond !

Don’t ride him on a rail ]

These things would give him too
much prominenee, and they pay.

Shun him! That is all.

MARK SwrENY.

ENGLISH REVOLUTION.

Iris only a few days since a London
correspondent of an' American journal
of wide experience  in. both coun-
tries and of strong conservative feclings,
wrote: “Both the old political parties
of Ingland are either, dead or quickly
passing away. The whigs are nomore,’
and the conservatives are in the condi-
tion described by Lord Chesterfield:
‘Pyrawley and I have been dead these
two years, but we don't choose, to have
it known.’ If the conservatives had
time, they might, perhaps, regain some
of their lost ground, and stave oft the’
coup de grace o little longer; but - they
have not got it and can notget it. The
new democratic party will do its work
thoroughly, and not- permit itself to be
turned aside by any obstacles,  The bill
affecting Irish landlords will pass the
Commons and go to the Touse of Lords,
and there be thrown out. 'What will be
the consequence ? ' An agitation for the
abolition of: the  Upper House, carried
on under’ circumstances infinitely more

1 favorable to its success' than have been’

known before.” Earl Russell, in his‘Re-'
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collections,’ expresses the opinjon that
the [nll of the Houso of Lords would
only procede by a short time tho over-
throw of the monarchy. That is an event
nol boyond . the culeulations of a large
section of the democratic party. It
would, perhaps, be sufer to predict that
the future form of government in Fng-
land will be u republic than  that the
monarchy will last forever. The large
landowners have very little idea of the
bitterness and animosity which are en-
tertained toward them by the people,
who live on or around their estates.
There are many instances in which the
Iandlord hag himsolf' prepared the way
for the agitator by neglecting cvery
duty and systematically outraging the
foelings, if not the rights, of those who
were in his power and unable to help
themselves.  Unnccessary strictness in
{)ruserving hares and rabbits has also
heen the cause of deep exaspeoration in
the minds of the poor in rural districts.
The divisions botween classes have be-
come more and. more strongly marked
of late years, and it may be said with
greater truth than ever that the rich
and poor in England practically con-
stitule two nations. The grievances
which the poor smarted under years ago,
evon if they have been redressed, will
still bo remombered agninst the class
which is . responsible for them. The
‘priviloged clusses’ need not, there look
for genorous treatment when the day
of reckoning comes. What they hold
now the law can tako away from them,
and it only needs a majority . to' make
the Iaw, and that majority is in the
hands of the onco-despised and power-
loss class.” ‘ '

Mr. Bright served notice on the land-
ownor last year that the land agitation
had been bogun, and. though it would
not 8o - speedily be conducted to a suc-
cassful close as was the agitation against
the corn laws (Parlinment being com-
posed of land-owners), it would he suc-
cessful within the deecade.. ~ Some notes
upon the Inglish land. question may,
therefore, be of intorsst to our.readers,

Thore are 2,113 individuals -holding
38,018,548 acres of land, with a' rental
©of £25,031,593. In some fow cases the
owuners have complained’ that their
‘ronts were over-stated, but the figures
Are takgn ‘from _the local:valuation lists

for poor law purposes. The land in
tho three kingdoms is- held as follows:

Holders. ~ Acres. - Rental.
Under an acre.852,438 188,413 £36,294,173
1 nere to 100.,.252,725 4,910,723 21,357,656
100 to 1,000... 51,090 15,133,057 26,095,282
Uver 1,000.... 10,88851,885,118 44,881,053

Total.. 1,167,141, 72,11 75811, £128,628,164

Besides there arve 6,459 holdings of an
annual value of £2,812,191; where no
acreage is staled and 124  holdings,
amounting to 2,570 acres, where no
rental is given, and ‘1,683,114 acres . of
commeon and waste lands.  The popula-
tion being 28,227,066, and - the number
of landholders, sccording to the retnrns,
1,173,724 about onec person in fwenty-
four is set down as a landholder.

"Phere is no country in the world in
which the soil is held by such 2 hand-
ful of individuals. Originally under the
Saxons and Normans all lands were
held from the king as representatives of
the nation.  Iither direetly by tenant
in.capite, or indivectly by these to whom
these tenants sublet their lands.” The
conditinos were sufliciently onerous, as
they included military sorvice in person
and by adherents according to the quan-
tity of land held by the crown tenants,
this obligation being subsequently com-
muted inte & money payment; purvey-
ance or furnishing the lord’s household
with . provisions and entertainment’;
“aids” as ransom for thoe lord when,
captured, the fees to make his son a
knight, or, the dowery for his eldest
daughter, besides the “relief”-when
the heir came of age and fees were hore-
ditary ;" premier scisin—payment of ‘a
year's profits when . a king's . tenant
incapite  died, or half =&
profits if the heir ~were not of full
age; wardship—the custody of  bodies
and lands of minors without being ac-
countable  for the profits, and with the
privilege of selling the heiress for mar-
riage; ulienation: four months' value of
the land if it were: alienated with the
lord's liconse, twelve months’ value if
without; escheat, when. 'a tenant died
withount an heir of his blood, or with an
heir incapacituted by treason or felony,
or failure.of some duly inseparably an-
nexed to the tenure.. ~As to wardship,
Simon de Montfort paid Henry I1L
10,000 marks for the wardship and mar-

yoar's
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riage of Gilbert de Umfreville ; and Geof:
frey de Maudevillo paid him 20,000
marks—equal to nearly $2,000,000 now-
adays—for the wardship and marriage
of Isabelln, countess of Gloucester. 1f
the ward refused a suitable marriage
proposed by the guardian, ho or she
torfeited to the guardian as much as a
jury would assess or anyone would give
the guavdian for such an aliance; and if
the ward married without theguardian’s
consent the penalty was doubled.

In the reign of James I. it was pro-
posed to abolish all these conditions and
substitute a “ competent ward,” but
nothing came of the scheme. = The siate
tenants in the convention Parliament of
CharlesII., however, settled the question
in & manner very satisfactory to them-
gelves by voting—151to 149—to abolish
all the conditions and give the king, in-
stead of their rents excise duties on
liquors brewed or distilled for sule.
They, however, deelined to free their

_tenants from the same obligations, as to

do away with ‘these would be very.
¢ prejudicial to the lords of the manor,”
which was true enough. It was the
same precious Parliament which passed
the first corn-law, imposing a duty of
16s. 6d per quarter on foreignwheat and
granting a bounty of bs. per quarter on
all home-grown produce exported, and
forbade the importation of any foreign
meat or fish, except turt, turbot and
sturgeon. - According to Domesday, the
crown had the - entire property of 1,422
manors, 168 royal foresfs, 13  chases,
and 781 parks, nearly all of which be-
longed to the nation and so were, accord-
ing - to high. constitutional authority,
gtrictly in" alienable.. Rufus, however,
gave away large tracts to his favorites,
which were resumed by his successor,
and so on from reign to reign thore were
illegal - alienations, followed ~ by re
sumptions, Elizabeth, to avoid the im-
position of taxes, sold crown lands, but
withi-the proviso that they should revert
to the crown in case of a failure of heirs
male—a condition which never was en-
forced. Though a law of James I, had
provided that quiet and unquestioned
possession for sixty years—since reduc-

. ed" te twenty years—should  bar any

elaims. of the crown on' the ground of
defect or fraud in the original title, a

-bill for the resumption of  all crown

lands alienated subsequent to Fob. 13,
1688, was introduced into the Commons
in 1698. The measure was prossed, as
Macauley says, by “all the tories and
all the malcontent whigs, and multitudes
besides who disliked taxes and disliked
Dutchmen,” but the whigs introduced
a companion bill to vacate similar grants.
of crown property made by Charles IT.
and James 1L, which had heen made to
fories. There was no reason in law
why these latter grants should be treat-
cd differently than those made by Wil-
liam, and as to the grantees in both
cases they wero royul favorites not par-
ticularly deserving. The inevitable re-
sult was that all the bills were quictly
killed. To the spoliations of Ienry VIII.
and Edward Y1, reference will be made
fater on. It is worth adding however,
that the London guilds veceived im-
mense grants in Ulster in trust for the
promotion of immigration and scttle-
ment, and have sold these lands or
treated them as private property, des-
pite'the decisions of the courts, and that
in many cases in Scotland the heads of
clans have appropriated lo their own
usoe the Ilands which, under the old
Keltic tenures, belonged to the elan.
A compilation of the revenue of the
United Mingdom from 1660 to 1879,
shows that the government has dorived
from indirect taxes, pressure in trade,
and employment (excise dutieson hops,
malt, paper, and spirits, licenses < to
manufactare. and sell, and to enter or
carry on trades or professions; taxes on
locomotion and. transactions,.and cus-
toms duties,) the sum of £3,690,517,661,
while the produce of direct taxes on pro-
perty and income (Iand tax,income tax,
house duty, fire insurance, succession
daty, and legacy, probate, invontory,
and administration duties) has beon only
£1,048,718,764. ' This table is not com-
plete, for it evidently omits many indir- -
ect taxes, and talkes no account of ex- .
penses, losses, etc., but it-is a very ef- -
fective one for radical use.  The crown: !
tenants in the time of Charles II. in- -
vented excise. duties, and repudiated
their rents, as if. a constitutional con-
vention in Ottawashould appropriate the -
lands of the state for the 'uge of ‘its-
members, and .in lien for their paying
rent to the state treasury provide for-
the .raising.of an equivalent ‘sum by
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brewing, saloon-keeping, and distilling
licenses. There was a land tax of four
shillings an-acre provided for in 1692,
but it has heen reduced in some cases to
a fraction of a farthing, being first mini-
fiad into one on the value of the land ag
it was in 1692, and then apportioned to
the countics in permanent quotas, * 'The
tax assessed in 1692, upon a very impoer-
feet valuation, produced £1,922,000; at
present it brings in only £1,070,190,
though if the orviginal law were enforced
it would produce £25,789,990. If canals,
railways, mines, quarries, gasworks, ote.,
were included, ag they were under the
act of 1798, the Iand tax in Great Bri-
{ain would yield £41,045,048, or almost
forty times the present amount. Under
William ITI. the whole publie income
(inclusive of money raised by creation
of debl) for fourteen years was £55,-

405,019, of which tho Iland tax contri-
buted £20,776,865, or nearly 40 per
cent. In 1875-6 the public income was .
£178,636,043, of which the land tax
yielded £1,109,071, or about 11% per
cent,

These are the figures on which the
Bnglish radieals will depend on their
campaign  which will inevitably be
opened within a few months against the
landholding aristoeracy. These figures
will be reinforced by a most poworful
argument with the masses, the method
in which that arisfoeracy first obtained
its lands, and the fact that the progress
of the nation has greatly increased and
is greatly inereasing the value of those
lands without any effort on the partof
the owners to improve the condition of
their tenants or to contribute to the
support of the state.
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Carrow CoLvEGE was founded by thelate
Rov, Dr.Xecofe, and was origianlly intend-
od for the education of youth; it wasopen:
ed in' the year 1793 undor the direction
of the late Dean Staunton; andin additon
to its primary object, it combines with
it the edueation of tho Uatholic clorgy.

The College is situated in tho centre
of the town of Carlow, but is secluded
from all hustle and noiso, by high walls,
which completely surround -it. - The
Collego Park is spacious and delightful,
well planted, and, as all College parks
should, gives spaco for heelthy recrea-
tion or calm retirement.

The building itself has been groatly

COLLEGE.

improved and enlarged, and the balls,
apartments for study, dormitorics, &e.
have been laid out on an extensive seale,
and are arranged with a view to the ac-
commodation of  one hundred pupils.’
The system of education comprises the
Hebrow, Greek, Latin, Italian, French
and English languages; sacred and pro-
fane history; rhetoric; geography; arith-
metic ; book-keeping ; and mathematics.”.
A society of clergymen, who are’ mem- .
bers of the house, devote themselves to
the various literary departments, and wo .

have no hesitation in stating that their =

duties ‘are -discharged with ability
and zeal.—Dublin Punny Journal,
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LITERARY MISCELLANY,

Tue Bouvraxpists.—The Bollundists
were A succession of’ Fathers of ‘the So-
ciety of Jesus who wore the authors of
the dcta Sanctorum—intended to be acol-
lection of all the lives and biographical
accounts of the Saintsin the Calendar—
the first volume was printed in 1643,
the fifty-third in 1794, There are
seveniy-seven volumes in all.  [Father
Rosewide projected the work, but died
before it was carried into effect. Father
Bollandns then took it up, and those
who succeeded him were called -Bollan-
dists. - Antwerp was the scene of their
labors. Leibnitz says: “1f the Jesuils
had published no other work, this alone
would have entitled them to existence,
and to be sought and csteemed by the
whole world.” It was an immense col-
lection of sucred and profane literature.
A new cdition was issued in Parts just
before the late war from the press of
Victor Palmi, in fifty-four vols. folio.

JoHN WaALKER.—John Walker, the
author of the Pronouncing Dictionary,

- once in general use in our educational

establishments, and counting - houses,
was a convert to the Catholic faith, e
was honored with the friendship of the

celebrated Bishop Milner, author of the.
" learned History of Winchester and - the

well-known End of Controversy. - Bishop
Milner, having been educated on the
Continent, felt, when sent to England
in the capacity of a priest, that his ac-
cent and. delivery might be deficient.

- He therefore took lessons in elocution
" from - Mr. Walker, “whom I have "the

happiness of calling my friend,” snid
he. And again he says: “ my lamented
friend, the late worthy and pious John
Walker, author of the Pronouncing Dic-
tionary, Iilements of Elocution, The Rhe-
torical Grammar, Deism Disarmed, cte.,

- may jn truth be called the Guido d’Ar-
“rezzo of Tlocution, having discovered
" 'the scale of speaking sounds by which

reading and delivery ave reduced to a
system.” - A History of the Walkers of
the Plymouth (Mass.) Colony, published
in Northampton, Mass., some yeirs ago,

“claims the great dictionary man as of
“the same family that settled in that
Ceountry. ’

"Inpran Dicriowaries.—The  diction-

ary of the Alnaqui language, composed
by the celebrated Father Rale, the
Jesuit Apostie of Maine, has been con-
sidered one of the most valuable contri-
butions to philological science. The
original MS. is cavefully presorved in
the library at Ilarvard College. Dr.
Francis, in his life of Father Rale, re-
marks that one can hardly ool at this
important manuseript with its dingy and
venorable leaves without asseciations of
deep interest with these labors of which
it is now the only memorial. Father
White, the Apostle of Maryland, like-
wise composed adictionary of the Indian
language of Lower Maryland, as well aa
a catechism,  The Rev. Wm, MeSherry
found the latter among the archives of
the Society of Jesus, together with
Father White's narrative of the voyage
of Lord Baltimore's colony, which he
carofully took a copy of, now deposiled
in the Jesuit's College at Georgetown.

WerNeErR~Werner, the great German
dramatist, at the age of forty-five, be-
came hot only a Catholie, but a priest.”
His writings show he regarded the ve-,
ligion he embraced 18 the chief blessing
of his life, and that he clung to it as the
anchor of his soul.. In reply to a rumor
that he' intended rethrning to Protest-
antism, he said “Ttis as impossible that
a soul "in bliss should return into the
grave, as that a man who, like me,
after a life of error and search, has found
the priceless jewel of truth, should, I
will not say give up ‘the same, but hesi-
tate Lo sacrifice for it blood and life, nay,,
many things perhaps far dearer with
joyful heart, when one good -cause is
concerned.”

Tue Onpesr Oin Parnting. — The
oldest oil painling now in existenco is
believed to he o Madonna and Child in
her arms, with an ‘eastern countenance.
It has marked on it the date, which is
thus ‘expressed, in - Roman numerals
DCCCLXXXVI. If woe express theso
with the Arabic characters, - it would.
read 886 ; and the period of the piece
would fill about the time of Basilius or
Charlemagne. ‘This singular and valu-
able painting formed part of the trea-
sures of “Art in the old. palace of the
Fiorentine Repiiblic, and was purchased
by the Director Benecivemri, from a
broker in the street for a few livres,
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Tuw Docrors or 11k Cuurcu.— Lhere
are says Pope Benedict X1V, dactors in
the Church, and doctors of the Church.
The former are many, the latter few.
So cupious has been upon them the out-
pouring of the spivit of wisdom and un-
-derstanding, so aminent their crudition,
so signal and universal the services they
have rendered to the Chureh, that she
stlutes them in her Liturgy with those
words: O Doctor optime, Ieclesiw sunctew
honen, Ol excellent Doctor, Light off
the Holy Church.” The Creed is, there-
fore, sung in tho Mass of their festivals
as in that of Apostles and Lvangelists.
In 18 centuries this title had only been
conferred upon 17; and St. Alphonsus
Marta de Liguori, Bishop of St. Agntha,
in the Kingdom of Naples, and Founder
of ‘the. Congregation of the Most Toly
Redeemer, and of the Cloistered Nuns
of the same name; has, by a deeree of
Tius the 1X., on the 23rd of March,
1871, been placed in the same rank in
the Chureh’s Liturgy. The following
list of the Church’s Doctors, arranged
aceording Lo the date of their death;
will be found useful -and instruective to
the uninitiated:

A D. :
368. St. Hilary, Bishop of Poitiers.

373. St. -Athanasius, Patriareh - of
‘Alexandria.
379. St. Basil, Archbishop of Cee-

saren. .

389. St.  Gregorvy = Naziahzen, Pa-
triareh of Constantinople.

397. St.  Ambrose, Archbishop: .of
Milan,

407. St. John Chrysostom, Puatriarch
-of Constantinople.

420. Si. Jerome, Priost. -

430. St Augustine, Bishop of Hippo.

450..St, Poter Chrysologus, Arch-
‘bishop of Ravonna.

460. St. Tico, Pope.

604. St Gregory, Pope.

G06. St. Isidore, Avrchbishop of Seville.
1072, St Petor. Damian, Cardinal
Bishop of Ostia.. . '

1109. St.- Anselm;-
-Canterbury. T

1153. St. Bernard, Abbot of .Citeaux,

1274, 8t Thomas Aquinas; 0.8.D.

1274, St. Bonaventure, Cardinal Arch-
‘bishop of Albano, © . o
1871, St. Alphonsus. de.
Bishop of St.:Agatha, ..

Avchbishop " of

Liguori,

Tne Maoneric TELEGRAPH A JESUIT
Invesrion—In one of Addison’s con-
tributions to the Spectator (No. 241),
we find the following. curions. instance
of what may almost be considered as the
foreshadowing of the clectric telegraph.
It is quoted from the writings of Strada,
the celebrated Roman  Jesuit, who died
in 1649, 1In his LProlusiones, a scrics of
polished Latin essays upon rhetoric and
literature, he gives an account of chi-
merieal correspondence between two
friends, by the help of a certain loud-
stone, which had such virtue in it that,
if touched by two sevoral needles, when
one of the needles 50 touched begun to
move, the other, though at cver so
great a distance, moved at the same
time and in the same manner. He tells us
that two friends, being each of them
possessed of these needles, made a kind
of dial-plate, inscribing it with twenty-
four Jetters—in the same manner as the
hours of the day are marked upon the
ordinary dial-plates. They then fixed one
of the needles on one of these plates, in
such ~a- manner -that it..could. move
round withoul impediment so as to
touch any of the twenty-four letters.
Upon their separating from one another
into distant -countries, they agreed to
withdraw themselves punctually into
their :closets at a certain hour of the
day, and to converse with one. another
by means of this their invention. Ae-
cordingly, when they were some hun-
dred miles asunder, each of them shut
himself up in his closet at the time ap-
pointed, and -immedijately cast his eye
upon his dial-plate. - If he had a mind
to write anything. to his friend, he
directed his needle to every lotter. that
formed the words he had occasion for—

‘making a little pause at the end of - -

every word or senience, to avoid con-
fusion.. The friend, in the meanwhile,
saw his own sympathetic needle moving
of itsell to every letter which that of
his correspondent pointed -at. By this

means, they talked together across a ¢

whole continent, and conveyed their’
thoughts to one another, in an instant,
over cities or mountains, -scas or de-
serts, :

Wo ask advice but

we mean approba-
tion: s T
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FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.

. THE GUILTY DOG.
Brotier ! Did yoi hear® the nows?
Moreflar, the good :dog, Moreflar, the
model of dogs, so dreaded by the wolves,
so obedicnt to the shepherds—2Moreflar
has ealen the little black lamb, and
killed the sheep, its mother, and furious-
ly attacked the shepherd himself. Can it
be true? Too true, too true, brother.
Alas, then whom c¢an we trust? Thus
spoke two sheep upon a4 mountain; and
the news was true. Moreflar, taken in the
act, was awaiting punishment, and the
owner of the farm in order to intimidate
all the dogs of the country, had determ-
ined upon prompt justice. = The trial
took but a day. A hundred witnesses
deposed to the act. Cross-questioned they
varied not in their testimony ; Moreflar
is found guilty of the triple crime;
Moreflar must receive two balls in his
head on the very scene of the crime.

- All the farm is present at his execution.

The lambs who loved Moreflar for the
many times he had saved them from the
wolfe, asked pardon for Moreflar, Squire
Farmer refuses; he is determined to
make an example. The disappointed
lambs tale their place; the dogs are
ranged opposite, sad; humbled, mourn-

. ing, with hanging cars, wailing, though

knowing not how .to excuse their
brother. ‘All the world is in deep silence:
Moreflar appears, led by two shepherds.
Arrived at the place of exceution, he
raises his eyes in tears to heaven, and
thus addressed the assembly:

%0 you, whom at this moment I dare

“not as formerly call my friends, witnes-

ses of my last hour, see where one sin-
ful act can lead. TFifteen yoars T have

- led a virtuous life. - One falsc step, the

crime of a moment has undone me.
Learn my guilt. Alone at day-break
by the side of the big wood I guarded

" the<fock. A ‘wolf came and carried off

a lamb, and as he fled devoured it. I

ursued and overtook him, when he let
fall his booty and flew. at we. I seized
him by the throat and brought him to
the ground, but he at length escaped me.

- So far all was well; but hungry with

watching and faint with my struggle, I
saw before me the dead ‘lamb, I hesitat-

ed ; I considered ; at length in an evil |

moment 1 scized it in my leeth,  Be-
hold the cause of all my woes! At this
moment the sheep mother camo upon
me uttering her matornal cries, My
head was turned; I feared that the
sheep would accuse me to my master of
killing her lamb; to silence her 1 killed
her. The shepherd drawn by her cries,
ran armed with a stick.  Despaiving of
pardon I flew at him; immediately
they chained me. . T am ready and wil-
ling to sufter the just punishment of my
crimes.  As 1 die learn this at lenst;
that theslighiest injustice leads at length
to the heaviest penalties ; and that on
the path of viee we are at the bottom of
the precipice the moment weo slip upon
the brink. ‘ :

Thus died Moreflar, the model of dogs,
the dreaded of wolves and beloved of
shepherds |

TIHE TWO CATS AND THE APFE,

Carewarper and Catewildor found a
picce of cheese. - Both claimed it.” To-
end the dispute, they . left it "to arbitra-
tion.. Neighbor Ape was to be arbitra.
tor. Articles being signed, the Ape
toolk ‘his place. With a pair of scales
before him, he coughed, spit out, looked
wise, broke the picce of cheese in two,
and put one picce into each :scale.
# See,” said he with magisterial gravity
‘this picee is heavier than the other,
T must -bite a picce off to make them
equal.”  This time the opposite scalo
went down, our-conscientious judge took
another bite. ‘ Stay! Stay!" said the-
two cats; “ give us each a. piece how-
ever unequal and we will be satisfied.”
“ You may be satisfied,” said the Ape,
“but justice is not. I sit here to see:
right done between man and man.  Wo
must. have the pieces equal. 1 have
gigned articles -to do you justice and
justice I must do.”  Catewalder and..
Catewildor seeing their cheese fast dis-
appearing, under the jaws of this too
conscientious arbitrator, declared their
willingness to throw up the articles of”
agreement and receive whatever cheese
was left. “ Not 8o quick,"” said the Apo;
#the court owes justice to itself as well
a8 to you. Whatremains of the cheose
belongs to us by virtue of our office of
arbitrator. ' You can divide the paper it
was in between:you.” ' Lot
Law is an expensive luxury.
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HOGAN'S MULE.

Mr. Ioaan, of Ilogansville, had the
most cheerful mule that ever ground
corn from the cob. = Ile hasn't the ani-
mal now. The mule is dead, ILis. dis-
position was mild and sorene, his. man-
ners, for 2 mule, were perfeet, his hind
legs were held down tocurth in a sturdy,

good-natured way, and ‘no -amount of

abuse could induce him to send them
flying out in search of an enemy. 1o
had no hair on his tail; and o vices.
The only mean thing he over did was to
eat up ogan’s new straw hat one day;
but then he did it insuch a cheerful way
that Hogan forgave him at once, and has
worn cloth caps ever since. Mogan is
a very positive, stubborn man; but he
loved his mule, and the mule loved Ho-
gan as only a mule can love. It wasa
question among the neighbors which
wus the more alfectionate of the two.

Mr, Hogan had abrand-new waggon
built, and, following a New York siyle,
he called it the “ Flyaway,” and had
the name painted on the dashboard. To
add to the general” effect, he also had a
large fly. painted just under the name.
Little did he think, when he hitched his
mule to this new waggon, that ho was
stroking his glossy sides for the last
time, and that before night the cheerful-
ness of that gentle animal would vanish
in death. It was a lovely morning in
June, and Hogan's mule, harnessed for
the first time before the new convey-
ance, trotted down the street, looking
perhaps a trifle proud, but still perfectly
contented, and - certainly maore cheerful
than ever.

Mr. Mogan pulled up at a grecery
store and -alighted, and: the checrful
mulo was left alone. - His look was mild
and bland, happiness sat perchied upon
his waving ears, and peaceful serenity
was in overy twitch of his hairless tail.
He gazed. up the street, and he was
calm ; he turned his great confiding eyo
toward the store, and looked happy. In
an evil moment this cheerful mule look-

ed behind—and he was lost. He got |

his mild eye on tho big painted fly on
thodashboard, and he stood transtixed.
A look of horror came into his face, his
oyes epened  wider and wider, and he
trembled in every.limb. He had switch-
ed the piratical' blue hbottle from his

sides, he had wrestled with the lively -

and all-devouring potato bug, and he

had knocked the life out of the savage -

grasshopper; but never in all his ex-
perience had he encountered a foe like
the monster ho saw behind him ¢

His cheerfulness. vanished in a mo-
ment. 1le gripped his-teeth hard and
gathered himselt® together, ns it were ;
and then suddenly he shot out, for the
first time in his life, his hind legs at an
enemy.- e puta great deal of vigor
into his first. effort, and after he had
finished, he smoothed his wrinkled
front; his -cheerfulness returned, and
with something very like @ smile on his
countenance, he looked back to gaze
upon the mangled remains of his 1oe.
In all probability, he was the most dis-
appointed . mule that ever drew the
breath of life. The fly sat thore, looking
bigger and uglier than ever. = A
Hogan's cheerful mule gazed at it one
moment in a dazed, staggered sort of
way, and then looked as if he had made
up his mind never to be huppy again.
Once more he gripped: his teeth hard,
and then he- kicked at the fly for ten
minutes rightstraight ahead ; and when
he looked back, there the insect satlook-
ing quite peacefnl and contented. Then
Iogan’s mule lost faith in himself. He
danced a sort of wild war dance for five
minutes straight ahead; then he let out
a sories of terrible kicks; glanced quick-
ly behind to notice the effect, and seeing
that awful fly still there, bolted up the
street like mad.

Alas! the equable mind of Hogan's
mule was goue forever. In his mad ca-
reer he jammed the “TFlyaway,” into
trees and: fences and gate posis and
stumps, until all that he carried behind
him was a dismal skeloton of chafts and
dashboard. It wasrighton the railroad
track that he finally got rid of these, and
then he halted . in his wild flight and
turned . about, and the first thing his
flashing eye lit “on was the fly on the
dashboard. Xcwas, just then, the mad-
dest mule in the United States,

Hark! puffl puffl puff! A whistle
blows " its shrill, hoarse shriek of warn-
ing; a bell rings, 'tis the express train

approaching! = Hogan’s mule heeded it

not. He danced around that dashboard

and kicked at that fly.. He kicked at it
sideways and backward; he kicked at it -
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with one foot, and then with two feet,
and thevo with all his feet together, *
A shrill whistle, a sudden dash around
the curve, one last despairing kick, and
Hogan's cheerful mule went fifteen feet
up into the air, and came down in
twenty-five difterent placos,

All that Mr. Mogan ever found of the
wreck was the dashboard with the fly
on it.

THE BEST FRIEND.
 Hoxor the dear old mother. Time has
seattered the snowflakes on her brow,
and plowed deep furrowsin her cheeks ;
but isn’t she sweetly beantifal now ?
The lips are thin and shrunken, but
those are the lips that have kissed many
a hot tear from the childish cheek, and
they arc the sweetest lips in all the
world. The eye is dim, yet it glows
with the radianee of holy love which
never can fade.  Ah, yes, she is a dear
old mother. The sands of life are nearly
run out, hut feeble as she is, she will go
further and reach lower ‘down for your
boy, than any other one upon ecarth.
You cannot walk- into a midnight in
which she eannot see you;-can never
cnter & prison whose bars will keep her
out; can never mount a seaffold too high
for her to reach that she may kiss and

bless you in evidence of her deathless

love. - When - the world shall- despise
and forsake you, when it-leaves you by
the wayside to die unnoticed, the dear
old mother will gather you in her feoble
arms, and carry you home, and tell
you of all your virtues, until you
almost forgot that yowr soul” is dis-
figured by vices. Love her tenderly, and
cheer her declining years with holy de-
votion.

» EDUCATION.

TverY hoy shonld have his head, his
heart and his hand educated. Lot this
truth mever be forgotten.. By the prop-
er education of the head he will be
taught what ‘is good- and what is evil,
what is wise “and what is'foolish, what
is- right -and what. is wrong. By the
proper education of the heart he will be
taught to love what is good, wise and
right, and hate-what is evil, foolish and

wrong. And by proper :education of the

hand, he will be cnabled to supply his

wants, to add (o his comforls, and to as-
sist those uround him. The highest
objects of a good education are, to rever-
once and obey God, and to love and
serve mankind, Bverything that helps
us in attuining these objects is of greal
value, and everything that hinders com-
paratively  worthless, When wisdom
reigns in the head, and love in the heart
the man is ever ready to do good ; order
and peace reign around and sin and sor-
row are almost unknown.’

The above clipping we find among
the cxcellent ones of the Ohio State
Journal. 1L expresses almost the Catho-
lic doctrine on the subjeet of education,
very pithily and prettily. Why not
put it into practice in our public-school
system ?~—Catholic Columbian.

THE PRESUMPTUOUS OWL.
A vouxa owl as vain as a dancing mas-
ter, saw itsclf by chance in a clear
stream, and thereon conceived no small
opinion of itself. “Tuam the glory of
the night, -and the ornament of the
woods. Tt would be a pity, if a rco of
birds so beautiful should ever become
extincet.,” Thereupon he bethought him
of matrimony. With these thoughts
in his mind, he sought the eagle, to ask
his daughter in marriage.  Iis request
was received; as you may suppose, with
ill concealed disdain.  ©Son,” said the
cagle, “surely you are joking; my
daughter can never be the bride of a
night bird; you love the darkness, she
the light. ‘However, il you will meet
me to-morrow, far away in the deep blue
sky at sunrise, wo may perhaps arrange
the preliminary articles.” )

“I'am content,” answered the gallant.
“ I will not. disappoint you.  Good bye.
We meet again.” Next day the owl
flew towards the’sky, but blinded by
the sun, fell down upon a rock, whore
all the birds, hearing of his. presump-
tion, pursued him, until he at length es-
caped into a hole in an aged oalk, where
he was content to live the remainderof
his day in the obscurity for which
nature had destined him. ‘

We cannot'all be kings,

TUE, GOAT WITHOUT A BEARD,
A goaT, ds vain as goat could be, was
anxious to:distingnish himself from the
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rest of goantdom. lLooking at himself
in his mirror, a clear fountain, “ 1 hate,”
ho said, ¢ this villanous beard ; it hides
my youth; ono would think I was an
ofd man.””  Dotermined to cut it oft ho
sought a barber. ~An ape—received him
with politeness at the door of his bar-
ber's shop, gave him w shair, put a
towel undor his chin, and shaved him.
When he had finished ; Sir,” said Mr,
Clip, 1 pride myself on my work;
you have never been better shaved;
your face is s smooth as ice.” The
gont proud of the barber's praise, gob
up from his seat, and hastened to the
mountaing.  All the she goats gathered
around him, opening theireyes. «“ What!
no beard;"” snid one, “who cun have
disfigured you so ¥ ¢ Iow foolish yeu
all are,” snid the goat, and how litdle
you know of the world! Do you ever
now-n-days see any civilized nation thuv
wears & beard 7 Go where you will, do
not they il Jangh at vs. Bven children
insult us, and pluck us by the beard.
Como; don't be stupid ; follow my ex-
ample, and cease your ridicule.” “ Bro-
ther,” suid an old gont;  you are erazy.
If you aro afraid of the ridicule of chil-
dren, what will you be of the contempt
of our whole flock ?”

RULES FOR PRESERVING
HEALTH.

1st. Never hang yourself out of an
open window when you go to bed at
night.  The attraction. of gravitation is
always powerful during the nocturnal
hours, and it may draw you violently
agninst the pavement, and. tear your
night shirt. S

Znd. Always avoid - drafts—on your-
self—unless endorsed by a man with lots
of “sonp.” .

3rd. In cold “weather always wear
thick, warm clothing ‘about your body.
If you haven't motey enough to buy it,
attond an inextinguishable conflagration
il]l the vicinity of a: first-class clothing
shop. ‘ N
4];11. If you woar spectacles avoid
going inlo any firomen’s riots that may
be transpiring.  Tho reason of . this is,
that in addition to having your feelings
hurt, you will very likely get more glass
in your eyes than you had outside.

Lappan, 11

5th. If you are quite a small baby be
careful that thore are no pins. in your
clothes, and always take a drink of millk
punch out of a boltle with a gum thing
on the muzzle, before you get into your
cradle, ’

Gth. In ecating raw oysters always
‘))cel the shells off before swallowing.
The shells are indigestible and are apt
to lay ou the stomach. )

Tth. Never sleep more than nine in a
bed, even in o country hotel where
Political Convention is being held. Tt
is apt to produce a nightmure if any of
the party kick in their sleep. This is
especially the ease when they go to bed
with their boots on, ’ :

Sth. Abstain . entirely from alcoholic
drinks. - The best way to do that is not
to drink any alcohol.

9th. Never travel on railroad trains
Many persons have died quite - unex-
pectedly by this improdence.

10th. Never jab butcher knives, steel
forks, and such things into your vitals:
it is very unwholesome.

11th. Always come in when it rains, -

and if a rattlesnake bites you in the leg
cut it off, unless you wear fulse calvesor

a wooden' leg. In that case justuntie -

it and take it offl : .

I don't say that fellows who follow
these instructions will never die and let
their friends onjoy a ride lo the ceme-
tery, but you won’t get choked off in the
bloom of your youth aud beauty.

"Our Carmontc Youru—We ave in
1'ecei1|)L of a very handsome four page
weekly under the above head, devoted

to the interests of those whose name it .

bears; and, judging by the contents of

the number before us we are of opinion -

that it is destined to do much good, We
hope the publisher will obtain that sup-
port heso richly merits from those hav-
ing charge of Catholic Sunday schools.
Thoe paper is published by Mr. John C.
elegraph Block, Detroit,
Mich., and the subsciption is one dollar
a year, strictly in advance.

" Malice drinks one- half of its own
poison. ; :

Oblivion is the first flower that grows
best on graves. : T
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Jaring his long silver locks to the breeze, l ITear! from the hill-top, the first signal gun’
rst for 2 moment he drops on his knees; | ‘I'hundersthe word that some great deed’s done
ien with a vigor that few could excel, IMear ! thro’ the valley the long echoes swell,
Answers he the welcome bidding, ring, ring | Ever and anon repeating, ring, ring the bell.
[the bell. - . ' ‘

Bonfires are ‘blazing and rockets ascend-

No meager triumph such tokens portend;

Shout, shout! my brothers, for “ all, all is well 1"

"Tis the universal chorus, ring, ring the bell.
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WE have been favored with a copy of a
new weekly paper, entitled the Weekly
Review, a newspapoer of 16 quarto pages,
representing the Trish-American  and
Catholic Blement on the Pucific Const,
and, judging by the initial number we
are inclined to think that it has a pros-
perous carcer before it. : The make up
and letter-press are all that may be de-
sired, and we offer our congratulation to
Messrs. Barry & Robinson the publish-
ers, with the hope that their enterprise
may meet with abundant suceess.

Terms: (strietly in advance) $4.00
per annum ; Barry & Robinson, San
Francisco; Cal.

FIRESIDE SPARKS.

“Keep to the write,” said the lawyer
to his lazy clerk.

When is a lamp in - bad temper?
when'it's put out, of course.

Some one inquires, “ Where have all
the ladies’ belts gone ?  Gone to waist
long ago. » o ;

The man who prescrved a dignified
silence kept out of a bad pickle. .

“Ah,” said a deaf man who had a
scolding wife, “man wants but little
hear below !” K , ‘ :

- My burden is light,” remarked the
little man .carrying & big torch in the
procession. :

Might not the act of extinguishing a
fire in a book store, although no joke, be
called a play upon words.

A Kansas paper ends a marriage no-
tice: “ the couple left for the East on
the night train where they will roside.”

Why is the money yon are in the

“habit of giving to the poor like a new-
*Jy-born

abe ?  Because it's precious
little |” ' ' .
The dealer in salt must have a pre-
The salt cellar, you
know, is always getting overturned.

A good deed is never lost; be who
gows courtesy reaps friendship, and. he
who plants kindness gathers love.

At a ball: “shall” we dance . this

T time ¥’ . “No; I prefer to remain here
“and listen tothe two orchestras.”” ““You
- will certainly get cold—-between two

airs!”’

A medical journal says that a man
can cure himself of colic by simply
standing upside down.  IF you would
rather stand upside down than have the
colie, try it :

Father: “ Charley, Usce no improve-
ment in your marks.” Chavley:  Yos,
papa; it is high time you had s sorious
talle with tho teacher, or clse ho'll keep
on that way for over.”

A Boston artist is credited with hav-
ing painted an orange peel on the side-
walk so natural that six fat men slipped
down on if. :

A young man on the Main street says
he is going 1o attempt the feat of going
forty days without 'working. e says
if his employers do not watch him he
thinks he can accomplish the task.

“ Remember,” said a trading Qualker
to his son, #in making thee way in the
world, a spoonful of oil will go further
than a quart of vinegar.”

A man passing through a gatoway
in the dark ran against a post. * T wish
that post was in - the lower regionst”
was his angryremark.  ‘“Better wish
it . was somewhere else,” said a. by-
stander, ‘“you’ might run against it
again, you know.”

At-a printers’ festival lately the: fol-
lowing toast was offered: ‘“Woman!
Second only to the press in the dissemi- "~
nation of news.” The ladies are yet
undecided whether to regard this as a
compliment. or othorwise.

A young eel, that had been rated a
nuisance and told by his velatives two
or three times mornings to ‘ get out,”
tied a knot to its body and slid part way
through it. Its mother’ssistors coming
up and exclaiming: * What now " the
young- Malacoptergian observed, “ O,
you needn’t concern yourgelves: about
me; I'm 'a noese, aunts.”. 'This fable.
tenches whatever you like.

A bright litle boy, who has been en-
gaged in combat with another boy, was
reproved by his aunt, who told him he .
ought always to wait until the other boy
# pitched upon him.” ¢ Well,” oxclaim-
ed the little hero, “but if T wait for
the other boy to begin, I'm afrdid there
won't be any fight.” :




