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THE WEEK.

ON Tuesday of this week the Governor-
General will formally open the exhibition
of the Royal Canadian Academy. A pri-
vate view of the pictures was held on
Saturday, but the exhibition is worthy of
a more detailed notice than can be
given at the eleventh hour before going
to press, and a fuller. description is conse-
quently deferred until next week. On
the whole, however, it may be said that a
very fair collection of paintings will be
open to the public. One thing however it
is in order to remark. A rule of the
Academy provides that no picture shall be
gent in which has been previously on ex-
hibition elsewhere, and the present writer
recognized at a glance two pictures which
he himself could place. How is this!
and who is regponsible for the carrying
out of the rule? If it exists, surely no
discrimination should be allowed between
those who obey it and those who entirely

disregard it. :

THE NURSERY RHYMES OF THE
FUTURE.

We have at last awakened to the ex-
treme immorality of Nursery Rhymes.
Education is now universally admitted to
have its beginning in the nursery, and it
is well understood that the infant mind
retains impressions most vividly, and is
in a large measure indebted to its sur-
roundings forthe bent which it ultimately
asgumes, What can be more produetive
of evil then than the impressing upon the
mind of adolescenthumanity of such stories
as those which filled our dreams as chil.
dren, and have probably by their results
contributed to our present acknowledged
depravity and imbecility. The story of
Jack Horner for example. Did he not
glory in his gluttony? Did he not
roundly lie in asserting his own goodness !
‘Was he not ¢ unduly puffed up”™ What
wonder that we, who as children, looked
upon him in a sense a8 our tutelary divin-
ity, should have grown up like him,
greedy, self satisfied and mendacious.
Again, what craes ignorance is encouraged
by the imbecile attitude of the investi-
gator in .

*Twinkle twinkle, little star,
How_1 wonder what yon are ¥’

‘Wonder indeed !. When Mr. ProcToR
has been at so much pains to explain ex-
actly the constitution of the solar system,
are we, supinely, to look on when our
children staud agape before one of the
simplest forms of nature? Perish the
thought. It is the age of progress and
Nursery Rhymes must move with the rest
of the world. Why should not the
claims of morality, and the teachings of
science be embodied in a slight alteration
of existing versions? To take the rhymes
already animadverted upon. See how
delicately and unobtrusively the grand
principles of science can be introduced in
a simple verse :— ,

‘Wrinkles, wrinkles, solar star,

1 obtain of what you are,

‘When unto the noonday sky

1 the spectroscope apply ;

For the spectrum renders clear

Gaps within your photosphere,

Also sodium in the bar,

Which your rays yield, solar star.

Then again the gluttonous and conceited
John might, nay should, have a different
lesson to teach, How much better might
he be employed thus :—

Studious John Horner, of Latin no scorner,

In the second declension did spy

How nouns there were some,

Which ending in wm, do not make their plural
in 1.

The subject is well nigh inexhaustible,
but so is not our space. One only sug-
gestion more to the Editor of the future.
The grand cause of failure of the Woman’s
Rights movement is due, we believe, to
the ladies having begun too late. The
inequality of the sexes is taught in the
Nursery. Jill obediently follows her lord
even when they are falling down hill,
and the girls who are kissed by Georgy-
Porgy (disgraceful instance of immorality
which should be numbered amongst the
raost depraved of chansons) have no other
recourse but the womanly one of crying.
This last is perhaps too immoral in its
general conception to bear admission into
our refined circles under any form, but
Jack and Jill lends itself readily to the
requirements of future education.

Jack and Jill

Have studied Mill,

And all that sage has taught too,
And now you note,

Jill claims to vote,

As every good girl ought to.

These as we have said are only sugges-
tions. But if any enterprising publisher
will make us an offer, we are prepared to
bring out a thoroughly revised and eman-
dated edition of nursery rhymes in which
everything objectionable shall disappear
to be replaced by moral and scientific
teaching of the moat approved kind.

A COMMERCIAL UNION OF THE
‘ BRITISH EMPIRE.

Public attention, which has long been
intermittently directed towards the great
question of Imperial Federation, is now
drawn in an unusually pointed manner
towards the subject, not only in the
Mother Country, but in-all the principal
Colonies, The old saying that  blood
is thicker than water” has 1its counterpart
in the undoubted truth of the fact that
personal and material interests will over-
ride sentimental attachments ; and -while
the feelings of brotherhood and loyalty.
and patriotism which bind the{Colonies
to the Mother Country are strong enough
for ordinary purposes, there may come a
time when these links may be subjeoted
by divergent material interests to too
severe a strain, and the chain may snap.
It was just such a strain which alienated
the American Colonies a hundred years
ago ; and the rapidly iucreasing import-
ance and wealth of the Colonies through-
out the world is daily creating local- in-

in harmony with those of the Mother
Country, may lead to a loosening of the
ties of affection, tc jealousy, and ulti-
mately to separation. At present the in-
terests of Great Britain and her Colonies
are entirely reciprocal, and, indeed, iden-

tical. Their united resources are equal to

terests which, if not so directed as to be |

those of the whole world besides. It has
become the fashion to speak of the re-’
sponsibilities of England as a burden al-
most too great to bear, as though the
Colonies were literally “ dependencies”—
dependent upon England for defence, for
their development. and even for food,
instead of being, in every postible sense,
sources of strength.  Union i3 strength,”
and the completest union between the

completest guarantee of strength. How
is such a union to be achieved ? The first
step is to prove, by every possible means,
that the interests of the head are identical
with those of all the members, and wvice
versé. Tt is of no use for England to as-
sert that this is the case if she does not
show it by her actions, and, at the pre-
gent time, the Colonies have very good
reason to complain that her actions belie
her words. It has been very justly said
that, having granted self-government to
all her larger Colonies, she has no right
now to interfere with the legal exercise
of their rights ; but there is a wide differ-

their rights and encouraging their Imper-
ial instincts.

By admitting the right of France to
impose burdens on Colonial produce
which she does not impose on English
goods, except on condition of their trad-
ing directly with her, instead of through
England, as they wish to do, the Mother
Country has gone a long way towards ad-
mitting that her interests and those of the
Colonies are not identical. Instead of our
being in the position of having to make a
special convention with France, as a sort
of set-off to the disadvantages to which
the present state of out commercial rela-
tions have expos:d us in common with
the rest of the Colonies, England ought
to demand, as of right, that every advan-
tage which she . njoys should be shared
equally .by all her Colonies. It is not
tair to complain, as is done in some quar-
ters, that the Colonies practice Protectivn
against England, when, on the one hand,
they are obliged to admit the goods of
foreign powers, whether they want them
or not, into their ports on the same terms
on which they admit British goods ; and
when, on the other hand, England accepts
favors from foreign countries which she
does not insist that her Colonies shall par-
ticipate in.

The result of Englard’s expressed de-
termination to nail the colors of * Free
Trade” to the mast is that other nations
send their produce to her markets with
out let or hindrance, giving a bounty in
many cases on their own manufactures to

wares ; while they close their own mar-
kets to her produce by tariffs so skilfully
arranged as to admit what they actually
need, but to shut out what they can by
any possibility do withvut. In the mean-
time they are holding out tempting baits
to Colonial trade, in the hope of placing
in their own pock ts the profits which
she has hitherto derived from the Colonial
connection, We have no desire to take
the baits off-red us. We are content to
cultivate our trade with England, and to
have our interests bound up with those
of England ; but it is contrary to all rea-
son to expect that we shall submit to be
placed at & disadvantage as compared with
the Mother Country. If the Home Go-
vernment were to onter into negotiations
with the Colonies to prepare for -the con-
tingency, which will shortly arise, of
England’s numerous treaty engagements
being revised on the basis of identity of
interest between the Colonies and the
Mother Country, we would glad!y submit
to the temjorary inconvenience of the ex-
isting chaos for the sake of the ultimate
harmony which it is within her power
and ours to secure.

AN eminent barrister had, some years ago, a
sent to him for an opinion. The case
stated was the most preposterous and impro-
bable that ever oocnmx to the mind of man,
and concluded by asking “ whether, under such
circumstances, an action wouald lie ¥ He took
his pen and wrote, * Yes, if the witnesses will

lie too, but not otherwise."’ S T

different parts of the Empire will be the |

ence between interfering unduly with

enable them to compete with English | 8%

TORONTO TOPICS.
(By Our Toronto Correspondend.)

The appointment to the vacant Rectory of
St. James’ Cathedral is still doubtful. Last week
the representatives of the Vestry interviewed
Bishop Sweetman, with little result, except to
show the Bishop's determination to sunpport or
procure the appointment of a Rector hostile to
the Protestant Episcopal Divinity School, to
support which, par parenthese, every one knows
that Dr.Sweetman was promoted from the stand-
ing of a pedagogue to that of a Bishop. TheVestry
are in favorof Mr.Rainsford,or,of Canon Baldwin,
with Mr. Rainsford as assistaut Rector, to which
anangement Bishop Sweetman objected that the
salary might prove insufficient. The Vestry re-
plied that they would undertake to remove that
objection. It is reported that the Bishop

wishes to appoint Mr. Pearson, of Holy Trinity.

Dean Grasset’s will lgaves his property, over
ninety-three thousand dollars, without reserve,
to his widow.

It was observed that at the churches yester-
day there was an unusually scanty attendance of
the ladies, This is attributed by cynical critics
to the fact that the new bonnets and hats could
not sppear before Easter Sunday.

The meeting of the Toronto ladies interested
in the suppression of the social evil, consisted
mainly of those identified with the Rights of
Woman party. It is not tobe wondered at that
they passed resolutions condemning the measures
of compulsory mwedical inspection and license,
which, in the opinion of many sober observers,
well acquainted with the subject, afford the best
means of minimizing the evil. .

A TANGIBLE RELIGION.

The recent discussion in one of our periodicals,
between prominent citizens, on the subject of
revealed religion, has called attention thereto.

The one who attacks religion and the truths of
the Bible, poasesses so much plausibility, that
wherever he goes he is listened to with attention
and applause. As he accompanies his attacks
with so much wit and sarcasm, and withal pro-
fesses (aud doubtless practices) so much lofty
morality, and makes his onslaughts on such
high, pure grouuds, his influ-nce, for the time
being, must be enornious.

From the pulpit, the denunciations of infi-
delity have lost much of their effect, since the
Book from which they craw their force, once dis-
credited, can no longer be taken as ultimate
authority. Inspiration and revelation are not
recognized as arguments by the unbelieving,

and the fulmination of threats of eternal puunish- .

ment are as powerless in effect as a papal bull
of Excommunication would be on a Scotch
covenanter.

In our republican country, people have got
into the habit of thinking for themselves on all
subjects, aud to take the views of no man or
body of men, either of our own dayor of past
times, without first examining them in the
light of reason as they possess it.

That this is an unmixed blessing, there is
great reason to doubt ; that unrestricted it leads
to great mischief, is beyond peradventure ; but
that it is productive of much good. when mo-
derated by cool judgment, is also a fixed fact. If
by a epirit of calm investigation, the rancorous
differences between sects b2 discarded, and the
true ohject of religions be learned, the proper
rules of conduct toward our neigbors, the steady
moral advancement of all, the whole world will
be put in the proper path of progress and the
era of liberty, equality and fraternity be inau-
rated.

The first step in this direction must, doubt-
less, be the weakening ot the purely dogmatic
phases of religion.

While the vast majority of the people of this
country are adherents to some Church or other,
the lines of division are much weaker to-day than
they were a half century ago, and it is safe to
assert that the spirit of liberalism can never go
backward, but must advance until such time

as a truly fraternal feeling will prevail between

the adherents of diffrent sects, or until the lines
between them will bs gradually effaced.

But the day for the abolition of Churches has
not yet come. The American people are not
about to tear the Bible into shreds, notwith.
standing the fears of many religious folk, who
view with terror the havoc made in the ranks
of the Churches by the influence of Ingersoll.

‘Whatever be the motive of this man, his work
is not for good. Religion and the Bible have
been almost the sole means wherewith the great
laws of morality have been disseminated among
the peoples, and they have been practically
civilized thereby. The principles of equalit
enunciated in the story o? the creation, and end-
les:ly repeated throughout the book, and the
formulation of all the best laws necessary to the
maintenance ot society, as contained in the
pecnlggue, have brought about the morality and
intelligence, which renders it possible for Mr.
Ingersol! to talk as he does. That at various
times the different Churches in power have lost
sight of their true object, and have permitted
bigotry or ambitiou to pervert their aims is true,
but the proper growth was still going on ; the
seeds of morality, early sown, were ripeniag in
the dark, under the ice of Church oruelty and
rapacity, and this very gr.wth checked these
evils, and in turn checked and improved the
Church—taught the teachers.

There is still great need that the laws of mo- .

rality be disseminated. The Millenium is not
yet come. Orgaunizations are still needed to
furnish teachers to the people to restrain their

selfishness, to carb their wrong-doings, to teach
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them to look upon their neighbors with other
eyes than those of envy. While this nead exists,
religions will live.  Until the time shall bave
come when men shall instinetively aveid the
doing ¢f a dishonorable act, A4 they shun phy-
sical hurts, and a man rhall fear the telling of a
lie, s he does the thrustof a knife,the Churches,
the preachers and the Bible will still have their
mission unfulfilled. While stories of foul wrongs
aud bitter persecutions are horne to us on every
brecze, the cry of the widow and the orphan
fulls on our cars, widowed and orphaned by their
neighbors - [ a life, it seems worse than idle
mockery to suppose that an appeal to sbstract
principles of othies in the heaits and minds of
the Russian Moujiks, is the right way to correet
the evil.

8o long s the right of property and the wrony
of property exists ; so loug as the desire of pos-
gesnion, and the need of bread urge on the ac-
quisitiveness of man, there con be no perfect
truthfulness as man is at present organized.

omplete iufidelity and total atheism are
uiterly inconsistent with human morality. It is
u species of mental communism, which is poy-
»ib{: of good effect only where there is nniversa
communism ol everything, unrestricted, and on
a large scale, thatis to say when men can do no
wrony, when there cun be no temptation to do
wrong, since pothing that men can do can be
wrong.

The needs of thistime are far ditferent. What
we want i3 not » new religion, abolishing res-
traints, but a religion that impnses restraints,
not on others, but on ourselves o a religion that
secks no aid or power from the State, bt gives
its nid to the prople who form the State, by
teaching the duties of the rich to the poor, of
the well to thesick,of the iearned to the ignorant;
a religion that Inoks not so much to the building
of great and magnificent churches, but rears
schools apd hospitals and orphan asylums, that
sends abroad, among the poor, missionaries, who
disburse food to the starving, health to the sick,
and solace to the dying. A religion that wili
elevate the moral tone of the peaple, having one
law for the rich and the poor, teaching to all
that the possession of wealth can in no way
compensate for the Joss of honor, or honesty.

The man who goes about snecring at the Bible,
the book which tirst disseminated the doctrine
of Humanity ** Love thy neighbor as thyself,”
does ill.  The tlaws which he finds and Jaunts
in the faces of his hewrers are poasibly there.
But he has choseu, not the mission of the Dove
of Peare, but the mission of the carrion crow.
=z

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

Iy Harvest.-—The harvest for the pust wine
ter hegan fully one month later than usual, and
the work was broken into several times by pe-
riods of mild weather.  The number of men at
work during the harvesting season, cutting and
packing alome, exceeds 200 ; the number of
men with horses besides these owned by dealers
themselves is about 150, The gquantity harvest.
ed this vear is probably one third less than that
of the previous year, and greater difhiculty
was experienced than usual in getting the best
quality.  The average thickuess 1s slightly less
than nsual. The quantity stared here is not
affected by the pro{mb]»- scareity iu the United
Statex.  Dealers here have no extra capacity
available fur such aceasions, besides these pe-
riods of srwrcity wre more tnaginary than real.
The Lusiness there 14 8o important and extensive
that the large dealers vever roly upon any one
yvear’s erap. The Unlted States dealers depend
mainly upon thecrop harvested in the Krnnetwe
River in Maine where there are tacilities and
capacity for storing awav mare in ten days, than
can be stored 1n Montreal in two mouths, in
fact, on this niver Messes, Haynes & Dewitt own
a house capuble of halding 5,000 tons. {2 has
w double clevator worked by a 60 liorse power
engine, aml 14 lled in ten duys, The entire
quantity stored in Montread for city consump-
tion is not over HU, VN0 tons,

Tur Ciitbrex's Hosprran-Sutlering n-
funcy makes an srresistibie appesl to compussivn ;
and in those bendficent institutiens, of which
thete is one in Queen’s  guare in 1 tdon,
whore the best surgreal and medieal treavnent,
with the tenderest womanly care and nursing, 1s
provided for ehildren utlected by accidenta .
ey or by disease, many o touehing tendut
iy be daily witnessed, Such is that which Mr.
D ideon has chosen lor the subjees of s poe-
ture a Kind nurse rastug 1o der emibrace of
stieere atfection the languid torm of v younyg p-
G it whose bandaged  head seems to have been
severally hurt by u fall, yet whom we stonud
Jwetge to be in au vuproving cothition trutn the
general attitude of the figure,  Tois neental io
gt the tumbled Littie bed or ent g onder, as the
rostleas Kicking ubd tosaing have made it s e na-
comtortabie o le in; and here ae the playe.
things, n Lu uming-top and a pretry sloll, win
whicn she will try to amuse wnd begune the
child for some winutes, titl the conch has teen
wade smooth sud tresh to receve s poor e
body.  Tu the background is another groig, the
atxtons mother wno has come to see et sick
babe, und to whom oue ol the nurses is Just now
shawing the netual state of the frail little crea-
ture, uppurently bnt a few months old, lnl.v}‘c
are sl aghts, not unfrequently, in the Chil-
uren’s Huapatal 5 but with a certamy adusxiure
of sweetness, from the unrestinined Juve and
LY fieve sued upon sueh innoceut und h_nlg-lcxs
viciims of these painful entamities, to which the
humway trame is liable iu its mortal existence
upon enrth,

THE GREAT NORTH-WEST.*

We take pleasure this week in copying (hy
specinl permission) two illustrations from Prof,
Maconn’s forthcoming work on Manitobt and
the Great North-West. One entitled ** Main
Stcet, Winnipeg,” is from a photograph taken
expressly for Prof. Macoun's work only n few
weeks since ; another of Manitobi College is
from the plan of that building which we beiieve
18 now about completed. History affords no
parallel of development equal to that shown by
the comparison of Winnipeg in 1871 and the
colure 1 lithograph of it in 1881 ag exhibited in
I’rof. Macoun’s book. The sets of illustrations
fournd in the work are very striking compari-
sons ; first is one year after scttlement in the
bush ; the log hut and its clearing around it ;
opposite s an illustration of one year after
settlement on the open prairie already looking
like n farm without stone or stump to hinder
the plough ; again fifteen years after settle-
ment in the bush ; and three years after settle-
ment on the prairie show about the same
amount of comfort, and last, six years after set-
tement on the prairie has accomplished about
the same as 30 years after settlement in the
bush.  The work contains fine illustrations
from photographs of nearly all the finest build.
ings of Winnipeg, such as Hudson's Bay Coy
buildings, Cauchon buildings, City Hall, Dr.
Schultz’  building, recently erccted Louise
Bridge. There isalso a colored lithograph of
the town of Emerson, and town plansof Winni-
peg, Emerson and Brandon.  The newest (io-
versament maps are contained i the work,
and to these s number ol improvements have
been m de. The land map of Manitoba which
13 one of the finest, if not the finest, map ever
made ia Canada is given with the work, and
upon this map another color has been used
showing the electoral districts, houndariss and
names.

Prot. Macouu, as is well known, is the Living-
stone ol the North-West.  As Government ex-
plorer of those regions he has done u work of
very great importance, and probably no one
ehse i Canada would have done 1t so well as he.
His first trip he made 1n 1872 in company with
Sunudlord Fleming, C.E., and Rev. Prnincipal
Graut, amt acted as Botamst to their expeat-
tion, ~oun after which he resigned the position
of Professur ot Botany sund Natural History 1w
Albert University, Belleville, to retun the
position of Government explorer. Since that
tne his reports have been read with great iutet-
vat not only in Canada but also in Great Britaw
and United States, aml relied upon o preter-
ence to all others.  Not a Government emigra-
tion or colunization pamphlet which does not
quote Prof. Macoun as an authoniy ; trow lis
accounts the very estimastes have been based
and the building of the railway made possible.
His work is divided into thirty-six chapters
anid deals with every section of the North-West,
aud with every subject of interest connected
with that region.  ‘The work has becn dedivated
to His Exceliency the Marquis of Lorue with
his specisl permission.

Although Prof. Macoun has written the wain
body of tue work he nas had much assistatee
from a number of our best literary men.  The
Look is published by tue Worla Publisningy
Company, Guelph, whose advertisenient abpeits
in another column.

NHAM TITLES.

So deeply rootad s the love of a lord 1o the
huntin breast, taat eveo o sham title commands
a premtumn o the social market, There are scores
of them floatiny avour, and the barovetage is
~o fuil of dubtous holders of the Red Hand, that
the conscientions but courteous compiler, Mr.
Jusepn Foster, tosses them 1ato wn appendin
tnder the heading of ©Chaos.”™  He will not
wound their susceptibilities by saviug tht ther
titles are apoervphal ¢ but he evilently thinks
s0.  There are always a number of vaddons and
baronies in dispute.  Who shall say bow euuy
Lord Mars and Lord Belhavens there were 1o
u-:ntly m the fieli ? N()-\’, each of the clalianils
to a title 1o abeyauce lias a perfect night to Use
it until the law decdes otharwise and--on the
principle enunciated by Mr. Squeers 1o Nic
kleby, that there was no act of parliament to
prevent a man's ealling his house an tslaud -~
tor as long afterwurd as he chooses.  Thete was
an attainder—so the legend g nemnily runs—iu
the Monmouth rebellion, or after the "15 or the
45, Or it was & Novan Scotian batonctey,
which fell into desuctude owing to the poverty
of some of the links, ot ta a wmistuke on thew
part as to its being lereditary in a collateral
be uch, and not only in the direct line. In
time, by persistently sending their names tothe
editors of ¢ Peerages” and ** Baronetages,” awd
using the title on all occasions, they acquite a
kind of brevet rank, which, in the person of a
son or a grandson, becomes undistingnishable
from tho real thing. O the whole a shum title
is very nearly as good as a real one,  In the case
of the genuine peer or baronet the principal
roality often is a scanty rent roll, eundless en-
cumbrances, & rank to Keep up, a great hotse to
maintain, and the impossibility of turniug into
coin one rood of the land which his sham ** dop-
pelganger’” considers such o lordly heritage. For
women it is rather better to bo the claimant o

* Mauitoba and the Great North-West: being a tall
and Complete History of the Country, by John Muoun,
M.A., F.L.S., Dominlon Field Naturalist and Botanist,
and for nine years past Government Explorer of the
North-West, formerly Profeascr of Botany fn Albert
University, Belleville. 1832 Guelph, Opt.: TI'he World
Publishing Compaay.
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a great title thaw the holder of a small one.
Their imagination revels around a marquisate
and runs riot in the dream of u dukedom. The
dispossessed heir, wandering the world over,
obtain. their symupathy to such a degree, that
there is never uny laek of lad es willing to take
their chanees of remairing all their days a sham
countess, or baroness, or even a Nova Scotian
dame, There arealso many Angelica KaufTmans,
who in their eagerness to becotne countesses will
risk marrying vilets masquerading under their
master’s title.  ““*Océlie Antoine 1., King of
Araucauia,” though in reality a Périgord attor-
ney, might have well done in the money mark-t
had he ouly plaved his cards more disereetly ;
und Theodore, King of Corsica, who scheduled
his realn for the benefit of his creditors, being
50 unfortunate as to live in a day of Chevaliers
«f 8t. Louiy, could not, like the sham Mingrelian
prince who Litely vieti nized Paris, manage to
barter hig ord -rs for the bank cheques of am.
bitious finunciers. America used to be the prin-
cipal hinuting ground for chanm titulars matri.
monially inclined. But the bogua ltalian conut,
and the Peutonic Freiherr, who was the thir.
teenth son of s ** van”-hearing Ju ker, serionsly
spoilt the business. Then the younger members
of the British peerage discovered the Tom Tid-
dler’s ground ot shoddy and petrolewn, and,
with the plethora of peers created during the
Second Empi-«, has completely monopolized the
fair republicaus who are not unwilling to ex
chanue their dollars for the ¢ tinsel titles of an
effete monarchy.”  Tue Biitsh colonies are
beginning to  promuse fair.  The squatter
daughters timd that bleod b rsesand a plenitade
of sheep are, by theniselves, unsatisfying, and the
Michae]l and Grorge Kuights are nearly all old
amd mostly of plebeisn paitrononnes.  Acconld-
ingly, in the Cape Velit or the Darling Downs,
lords and baronets in lisguise are cropping up.
The shepherd, over Lis damper und panunikin,
will hint that, “ it everyboly had his own, ke
should not be rousting in that coudemned hut.”
If an Englishman, a wissing marriage zertdicate
is generally the trouble. The Scotchman is
more addicted to Hlating the family deeadence
from the Exbellion 5 while a peerage granted by
Jawes . in the interreguum between the Re-
volution and the battle of the Bovue is the myth
around which tue Imshman's vivid imagination
usnally enracoles.  For the most part however
Hibernians prefer, when they run on the theme

of dormant titles, to claim descent from the
loius of kings.

HIZMORS OF AN EASTERN PONT GFFICE.

The following amusing description of a scene
at the post office in Constantinople appears in
the Cologtie Guzette : *“ It may be remembered
that the ditferent Furopean states have each
their own postal establishment in the Turkish
capital.  Tue German office there, however,
performs the postal service not only for subjeets
of the Ewmperor Wiliiam, bat for the Turks thewm-
selves as well.  The Turk is well known to be
laver of ceremony, and how little this feature
contributes to the despatch of business may be
gathered from the folluwing aceount of an in-
cident of frequent occurrence at the Giorman
P'ost Oftiee at Pera.  In London or any city of
Western Furope the transaction would be con-
cluded in half a dozen words :

“Two shillings worth of foreign stamyps,
please.”

* Change for halfon-crown, thiaok you!”

I Stamboul this simple transictivn assuines
the following foru :

A turbaned Ottoman, approaching the pigeon-
hiole of the posteother,  Lows repeatedly to the
oftivial, and Livoeg his right haod oo his breast,
exviains !

> May the noble maru ngbe fortan e for vy,
sir !

Wielad, retarui o the salntat on, ioquires —

OWhat 15 yeur pieasare ¥V

Uhy servant desires a few stamps --postage
stonps—in onder Ly sennd betters to Foarope. My
~ Abdutiah Btfends, giass werchant, of Ak
Reco, has traveited o Loncdon, and his Conay
wistios L0 Write to fiin l, m_\'s:-lf, tud Hl. du
tot pwssess the seenmpiishnent of writing, bt
a relative, the grandson of wy fise w.is great
uncle, the great prpe-towl manuscturer of To
pitane, Is master of that art, and be will poonthe
epistle for us ™

* Very good—and how many stamps «do yeu
want, sir "'

“Ab, my jewel ! how many do L roquire?
Oune, [ suppose, will not be suthizien, fur he witdl
not teturn yer tor four weeke; so give e
two,"”

“Very gool : here they arec-twoanla half
}\i.istn-s."

“ What is that thou sayest, my lamb ¢ Two
piastres was what 1 used to give sawe years back
when Ablullah  was previously i Londou,
Wait, it was— —

¢ Quite right, Effendim ; bat since then the
fee has been altered, and the price is now
wreater,”’

it so, apple of my eye?
greater,  Adas?oalas ™

Herewith the Turk pulls out a roll of notes, on
seeing whicli the ofticial exelaims.—

“ No, my diamond, no! We take no paper
money here.  Yon must pay in silver.”

b, what ¢ Youa take no papert Why not?
Surely it ix goo  wouey of the padishah in whose
renlms you are ! Well, well, I will give you
hard money. | have with me some in copper.”

* No, Effendin,' rejoins the official, ** we
don’t take copper either.  You must pay in
silver,

The price is

““Silver 1 By my head, T have none? Do
me the kindness of taking copper. 1 will pay
you the agio.”

¢ Impossible, Effendim.
take it.”

““Well, what am I to do, then, my son 1"’

“Go to the money-changer. e is sitting
there in the corner.”

“Ab, me! it is very hot. Won’t you, really,
take copper ¢’

‘1 cannat, under any circumstances.”

“Very well, then, you shall have silver.
Here itis.”

“Thanks."”

This part of the business being concluded, the
Turk askg--

““When will the letter be sent off ¥

““First tell me, father, when do you intend to
write ¥’

““0Oh, to-day. Assoonas I get back from the
fish market, whither I must first go. 1 will have
the letter written.”

“ Then it will be despatched in the morning,
if you bring it before two o'clock in the after-
noou,

* Excellent, and when will the answer come
back ?

¢ Well, Effendim, that depends upon when
your son posts his reply.”

“ Writes his reply, my lamb !
are you thinking of ! He will da it at once, of
course. Do you suppose he will keep his
father waiting ¥

‘“ Very well, in that case the auswer will ar-
rliv«e quickly.  You may perhaps get it in ten
days.”

“Bravo?! brave ! Then I will come back in
ten days’ time. Gool-bye! May Allah lengthen
thy shadow, my heart!”

“ (iood-bye, sir,and may thy beard luxuariantly
flourish t”

I am not allowed to

Why, what

NEWS OF THE WEEK.

Tur President of the U. 8. has vetoed the
Chinese bill.

Tur Dublin police have made an extensive
seizure of arms.

Tur Intervational art exhibition was opeped
in Vienna on April 1st.

S Roer. Larray, Governor of Bermuda,
died on the 22nd ult.

A Drpriy despatch says an important Fenian
has escaped on an American vessel.

SaRan BEgNHARDY was married in London
recently, aunl, itis said, intendsto renounce the
stage.

Peorre are lewing Chicago at the rate of
1,000 a day for the Western States and Mani-
toba.

Oxrorp won the inter-University boat-race
by six lengths.

M. DeLesseps denies that the Panama Com-
pany tutewds taking up the Nicariguan scheme.

A Bostox marksman has now the best record
at the short range —28 suecessive bull's-eyes.

Corx es I Vaxpersily, brother of Wil-
liam H. Vanderbilt, <uicided April 2nd at the
Glenham Hotel, in New York.

Tue H e Secretary has suspended Dr. Lam-
son’s execution till the 18th, pending the arrival
of evidence trom America.

NEws lits been received at Constantinople of
the maveneat of French troops in Tuais towards
the Tripolt trontier.

A Panis paper gives eurrency to a rumorad
proposal that a nieeting of all the Furopean
Powers shall be hell to assare the peace of
Europe.

Misz O'Coxyxorn, sisterof the M. P, has been
st o jal by the Athlone Mogistrates for six
months for advising tenauts nst to pay their
rent.

Mu, ParyELL was released from Kitmainham
prizon on Monday, and made his way to Fag-
land

Two ~teamers were sunk by colliston o’ Cape
Finisterre recently.  Soveiteen  piersons were
rescu1 foom onte Vessel and sixty-s:ven from the
oth r.

Tur Betlin Nativid! Ze tig chorges Skobe-
fell with endeavoring to stir up war between
Rassia and G rmany, alleging that Bisnarck s
privy to the intrigue.

MUOSICAL AND LRAMATIC.

Mon Fils, a threeact evmady ot M. Emile
Giniart, has been pro-loced with sueccess at the Oddon.
AN adaptition et us trast a wor hy and au-

tharized one—af M Blaek's * Madesp Vielet,” s ane
neanesd.

Cant Seirossgi, of Muanich, is eagaaed for
the Ning des Nibelwngen | estotmances at Her Majesty's
Theatre.

Miss KaTk Parpisox hss organized a com-
pane Lo peplorming The Cyrie in tas proviness,  Mr,
Vozivn wili play his ongginan part.

The Sgaive has been vrodueed at Wallack's
Theotre in New York, with Miss Rose Coghlan in M.
Kenda's ariginal part,

M Oniver, formerly pianist to HLR.H. the
Princess Lotise, who iz sow in New Vork, bas written
At wic for & Ckomdian natoaal anthewn, composed by
Mr. W Tapley,

Ty production for the first time at the
U dbie Bronciise of Barberine, w comedy of Allred de

Mussr, which that dounatist thonght anfitted for the
awe, iv A event of exceptiongl terest.

Tur production by Mr, Carl Rosa of Berlior's
apern Henvenuto Celling hias been most wisely poatpuned
tilh nexy season  Itis acknawledged that Mr. Villlers-
Stanford's new Symphony in D minoris a great advance
on auything he bas betore nehisved.
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CHAPTER XXX.

¢ Pare with all faithiul passion, fair
With tender amiles that come and go,
And comforting as April air
After the snow.”

There is everything to aid Kate in the resolu-
tion wherewith she has girded nerself. The
days which rapidly follow one another are filled :
to the brim with engagements, visits, occupa- -
tion, and excitement--to herself she seems
plunged into & whirl which  hardly leaves her
time to think. Itis not according to the nature
of healthy youth to brood over sorrow-—espe.
cially when that sorruw is medicined by pride
—-anid 80, though she does not forget, she finds !
that she bas not lost the power of enjoyment, -
Pretty dresses, pleasant friends, and many ad-
mirers, all conspire to bring back the light to her
eves, the pomegranate thush 20 her checks, the
smile to her lips,

* How charniing Miss Lawrence is!” people
say one to another.  Astute ladies add that it is
very evident Miss Brooke means to anuske a
mateh between her nephew and thas chiarming
Arl.  Gentlemen say that Fenwick is a lucky
dog, and if there is a sense of Jixappoivtment in
a few bearts—for Fenwick lins been counted one
of the best metrimouial chances afleat——such dis-
appointment is not uttered sloud,

t is not necessary to enter into the details of
Kate's life for severn] weeks.  She wears lovely
toilets which enhance ber beauty a hundredfold,
she receives and pays visity by the seores, she
attends parties, she rides, and drives, and walks
—in short, she has pleasure and adiniration
enongh to turn an older aud wiser head.

That hers is not turned isowing simply to the
fact that her heart is still loyal to the friends
and home she has left. A letter from Fairfields
—though Tarleton’s name is now studicusly
omitted—is more to her than all the compli-
wents which can be paid, «ll the ineense which
can be offered.  The faithful, atfectionate natyre
clings steadfastly to things old and familiar,

tshe finds a faded wreath,

The girl in question is, meanwhile, tryin

i sedulously to put this lover out of her heart an
i hier thoughts, and she succeeds in a mensure in

doing #0. No one could

all that they should be, she detects at once the
traces of tears, but refrains from comment.

‘ You look exceedingly well,” she says, bring-
ing her eyeglass to bear on the pretty costume
of delicate silk and filmy white crape. ** You are
dressed enough for the occasion, and not too
much—coral ornaments? Yes, they are very
becoming ; but you look a little pale, Can’t you
rub some color into your cheeks ? And perhaps
you had better bathe your eyes. They show the
effect of your ride in the wind to-day.”

Kate feels too guilty to say that there was no
wind. She bathes her eyes, takes a last glance
in the mirror, and, with her wrap thrown over
her arm, goes dewnstairs.

tion, quotes those French lines, which Leigh
Hunt thus prettily translated :
‘' Yeos, that falr neck, too beaatiful by balf,
Those eyes, that voloe, that bloom, all do her honor;
Yet, after all, that little giddy laugh
Is what, in my mind, sits the best upon haer.
Good God 1 'twould make the very streets and ways
Through which she passes burst into & pleasure!

Did me\ancholf come to mar my days,
And Xil) me in the lap of too much leisure,

No spell were wanting from the dead to raise me,

Bat only that sweet laugh, wherewith she slays me."”

“ How like a child in her varying moods she
i I” he thinks, as he watches her after they have
entered the rooms, which are filled with people,
and where she is quickly taken from his charge*

live the life into which
she is plunged, without
finding the absent in
a manner jostled aside,
But- the memory, the
heart, whatever is most
concerned in such affairs
is often very deceptive,
People Hintter themselves
that they have “*lived
down " some recollec-
tion or sentiment, which
u trivial aceident some.
times startles into vivid
life. Soitis with Kate,
Making her toilet one
eveuing, for an inforal
gathering at a house
noted for its social
charm, she has oceasion
w0 oprd s box which she
brought frorm Fairfields,
and there, amony sashes,
and ritbons, and frills,

formed of a woodland
vine, which Tarleton
gathered for her the day
they went to Rocky
Mount.

The sight of it brings
everything back in a
flood ; the soft Septem-
ber afternoon, the rich

nd

landscape  spread far
and fair bheiow the pio-
nacle on which Tarleton and herself weri: en.
throued, the mooniight ride, the dance in the
obl hall tha! evening, when she wore this
wreath in her hair. Ah, what blithe bours they

T

Fenwick is in the drawing-rocm when his
aunt enters, attended by this graceful figare.
Kate is so much in demand that he is usually
not her escort ; Lut to-night he is to be, and she
thinks how very refined he looks in evening
dress—that most trying of all costumes to an un-
der-bred man. He is never handsome, but most
women feel that appearance is a very subordinate
attraction in aman, and he has au air of dis-
tinction which many a handsome man lacks,

He, too, sees the signs of tears, and wonders
over their cause-—wonders so much that, npitke
Miss Brooke, he is determined to satisfy him-
self on the point. By this time Kate and him-
self are very good friends, and when they leave
the house—the night is beautiful, and the dis.
tance short, sothey have declined the carriage—
he draws her hand within his arm, and be-
gins:

‘1 hope you will pardon me when I say that
I see you have been distressed about something.
Tell me, pray—is it anything that 1 ¢an help '

‘¢ Nothing whatever,” auswers Kate,
voice trembling a little.
mysell. You must not think that anything has
happened here to distress me. It was only my
own folly. I chanced to find a faded wreath
tember—and the sight of it made me cry I

‘“ Ab "—an interjection of thorough appre-
ciation, ss he draws the hand nestling against
his arm a little closer sgainst his side.
things often havea capability of rousing emo-
tion, principally from their unexpectedness. Do
you know ' '—with a kindly, almost tender,

good deal from homesickuess
with tears."”

‘“ Indeed, 1 enjoy this pleasant life, but—but I
cannet prevent my heart from clingip%

fields. And 1 would not prevent it it 1

could,"’
she adds.

framed ia a soft mass of white, netted drapery.

dress her, rises to his lips.

almost utters—but stops in time.
loyal heart you have !"’ he says instead.
doyou know that it is a goed thing,
necessary shing, in this world, toi
forget t”

“ But
and a very
now how to

child might. “ Yes, Iknow it," she says,
* and I am trying to forget—not Fairfields, but

comes into her tone—** it is so hard to do.”
It is safe to say that Fenwick was never in his

She finds » faded wreath of a woodiand vine, which Tarleton gathered for her.

Fenwick is pleasod to perceive this, for hisaunt's
experiment intercats him. o is curious to see
what the result will be, how long Kate will hold
her own agsinst the influences brought to bear
upon her, *‘ Constancy is so tare a thing,” he
says to himaelf, ‘¢ that I shall msgoct the girl if
she ia loyal onough to stand by her lover—but
it is not likely that she will be.”

were ]—how much more blithe than any she has
known since, or is likely to know againt With
a rockless disregard of her appearance, she bursts
into tears. All the old bitterness of griof comes
back. **Oh, my dear, how could you treat me
so cruelly " she sobs like a child.

When Miss Brooke comes in some tims later,

to see that tho finishing touches of her toilet are

olings at all cost to ‘“ an undesirable attach-
ment,” or the fickleness that liphtly forgets.
Thinking this, he does not answer for a moment;
the next their short walk is atan end, and they
huve reached their destination.

When Kate comes down from the dressing-
room and joins him at the foot of the staircase,
all signs of sadness have left her face. Such
scenes as these she enjoys with all her mercurial
spirit—her eyes shine, her color glows, her sweet
laugh rings out like musie. It is of this laugh
that Fenwick one day, to his aunt's gratifica-

her
¢ f—1 am ashamed of

that—that we gathered at Fuirfields, last Sep-

**Such

cadence in his voice—**1 am afraid vou suffer a
1 notice that a
chance allusion te Fairfields often tills vour eyes

““1amafraid I am very childish,” says Kate.

to Fair-

Her companion lookswith a smile at the face
The name by which he has heard his aunt ad-
** Bonuy Kate ! he
“ What a
o his surprise, she glances up, trankly as a

—other things. Only”’—a strain of pathos

life more touched-—there is sometking in this
confession so different from the obstinacy that

«1 hate to go home, don'tyou? "’

Who could fancy that those bright eyes had
lately been weeping, or those smiling lips exhal.
ing sighs ?  Since his widowhood Fenwick had
uever danced, aud to-night, for the first time,
he i3 sorry for this, as he follows Kate's move-
ments with his ey2s. His hostess, to whom he
is talking, smiles as she observes the direction
of his glance.

** What a delightful girl Miss Lawrence is!"
she says. *“ Andso pretty! 1 think we owe
Miss Brooke a vote of thanks for bringing ter
among us, and it will be no fault of some of our
yougg gentlemen if she does not remain for

ood.” "

E “My aunt iz very much attached to her,"
says Fenwick, ‘‘and desires nothing more than
to keep her with her aitogether. ~ As for the
young gentlemen, they must take their chances.
1 am afraid they are more likely to lose their
hearts than Miss Lawrence is to lose her
liberty.”

‘* Are you able to speak so positively for Miss
Lawrence "' asks the lady,

Meanwhile, Kate, who is standing on the other
side of the room, with half 8 dozen young men
around her, is very wuch surprised when Fen-
wick comes up presently and asks if she will
dance with him.

“Yet I almost feel asif I had imposed upon
vou,” he says, when she assents readily, ** for I
have not danced in several years.”

*¢ Oh, vou will soon catch the step,”” she an-
swers. ‘*Ishould think thatany one who had
pever danced before could dance to the Strauss
waltz.music. Now—yas, you haveit !

“* Wheo could fail to have it with you "
asks, smiling. ** How well you dance 1"

41 Lave been told so often before,” she an-
swers.

Aud as she speaks, the hall at Fairfields, with
its much-worn oil-cloth under foot, its tall clock
in the coruer, its antlers hanging on the wall,
its rack, coversd with miscellanecus hats, whips.
and gloves, the black fiddler, the gay dancers,
rises before her. The polished floor over which
her feet are now gliding is smooth as glass, the
German musicians send forth the sweet Strauss
music like strains of enchantment, the chande-
liers shower their light down on fair women and
graceful men, silken dresses, and eyes brighter
than the jewels that sparkle here and there ; but
even while the light, the perfume, the whole
festive sceme, charms Kate's pleasure-loving
nature, the taithful heart still sighs

he

* For the toach of a yunizhed hand,
And the sound ot & voice that is still"’

With an interlude of supper at eleven o'clock,
the entertainment lasts until one or two. Then
Kate comes down again wrapped in her bur-
noose, exchanges a few last smiling words and
adieux with various acquaintances, takes Fen-
wick's arm, and goes out into the soft, starlit .
night. .

" What a pleasant evening it hasbeen, has it
not " she says. ¢ 1 think our hostess entertains
so well.”

* Very well indeed. Andso you en&jr?od the

evening, notwithstanding its untoward begin-
ning 1"’
“Yes, I enjoyed it," she auswers. ** Do you

think me very—very light, to be able to doso?
I like pleasure, and yet [ don’t forget a great
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deal which it is sad to remember. Mest people
would think the two things incompatible ; but
you—somehow I think you understand.’”

Again the fair face is turned up to him with
an expression of trust. Something stirs at
Fenwick’s heart. Is it his fate which lies in
the dark depths of those eyes ¥ Will the hand
now resting so near his heart hold that heart in
its gresp for good or ill ¥ The instinct embodied
in these questions comes to him like a flash—yet
he is sufficiently master of himealf to answer,
quietly :

‘Y am very sure that I understand. You
like pleasure—every ene of your temperament
must like it—but your heart is none the less
true as steel.”

“ Don’t I”” she says, with a little gasp.
Everything seems to stab her with a recollection.
It was Tarleton who uttered those words last,
and she had answered, *‘ 1 can be as hard as
steel, too, if any one deceives me.” He had
deceived her—deceived her in a manner that
no woman can forget or forgive—and yet she is
weak enough to remember and regret him | A
wave of self-contempt comes over her. Fenwick
is almost startled by the change in her tone, as
she goes on :

“¢ Pardon me—but that was said last by a

rson 1 would rather not remember. Why is
it that one cannot forget when one desires with
all one’s heart to do so 1" she cries. *‘ It seems
8o weak, so wretched, not to be able to control
one’s self.” '

* Are you just learuing how difficult it is ¥’
he asks. * You don’t know what a fight you
have entered upon. As for forgetting—I be-
lieve I said not long ago that it is necessary in
life ; but I may add that constancy is very
beautiful and noble, as well as very rare.”

“But not constancy when every impulse of
prideand duty says forget. That is weakness,
13 it not ¥’

“I hardly think so. Victery does not come
in a day to the bravest soldier.” They have
reached Miss Breoke’s door by this time, and as
he opens it and they enter the lighted hall, he
pauses, and takes. her hand. ¢‘Courage !” he
says, with & smile. *¢ If you are fighting in a
good cause, you will win forgetfulness after
while. Tbank you for having spoken to me so
freely—and good-night.”

CHAPTER XXXI.

* Aod whatam I to youi A steady hand
To hold, a steadfast heart to trust withal ;
Merely a man who loves you, and will stand
By you, whate'er befall.”

Miss Brooke sees a decided change in her
nephew after this night. He enters into society
as he has not done since his wife's death ; and
instead of leaving Kate almost entirely to her
numerous cavaliers, he claims a fair—some of
them think an untair—share of her time and
attention. People smile, and say to one another
that the matrimonial plan may be regarded as
an accomplished fact. Certainly Miss Brooke
has every reason to be well pleased with the
result of her scheme—and she is mise enough
not to disturb it. She makes no opportunities
to throw Kate and Fenwick together—indeed,
such mancenvring is unnecessary, since, living
in the same house, they can see as much of each
other as they like.

As the days go on, their intimacy —the frank,
pleasant camaraderie between them—grows
steadily. This is not remarkable, since no one
could be thrown familiarly with Kate without
feeling her charm—the charm of a buoyant,
sunny, thoroughly unselfish nature—and Fen-
wick is one of the rare characters that appear to
most advantage under their own roof, and by
their own hearthstone. ** If ever two people
were mad« for each other, these are the two!”
Miss Brooke thinks, watching them with be-
nignant satisfaction.

The end of this agreeable state of affairs comes
unexpectedly to Kate. Strange as it may appear,
she is the onlv y+1son*who has not seen what is
imminent ; and there is a quiet dignity about
her which has kept any one from enlightening
her, The surprise, therefore, might almost be
described as ashock—and it occurs in this man-
ner.

It has became an estublished thing that Fen-
wick and herself sLall ride every day, and at the
close of one of those Italian-like days, which
come often in a Southern winter, they draw in
their horses from a canter, on a point which
commands a view of the city, wrapped in glori-
fied mist, as the sun sets in a brlliant sky be-
yond it. Kate’s cheeks are like roses, and her
eyes like stars, and she draws a deep breath as
she says : o

‘¢ Ah, how delightful that was! What a pity
that anything so pleasant should end ! I hate to
g0 home, do not you?t”’

*‘ Just at present. 1 feel as if I should not care
how long this went on,” Fenwick answers.
¢* But presently we should grow cold, and tired,
and bungry. Then home and dinner might not
seem 8o objectionable. On’the whole,: it is not
well for pleastres tolasttoolong. They should
leave a sweet flavor of recollection, not a bitter
taste of weariness, behind them.”

‘¢ Mine always do leave a sweet flavor of re-
collection,”’ says Kate. ‘‘1 have had a good
deal of pleasure in my life—more than my share,
it sometimes seems to me—and now I feel as if
1 were the heroine of a f.irv-tale. Everybody
is 80 wonderfully kind to me.” )

- Everybody descrves no credit for that,”
says her compauion, suiling ““Some people
are specinlly formed b. Nuture and gifted by
God to win hearts—you ure one of those peo-

ple.” -

“Am It How good of you to sayso! Bat”
—she shakes her head —*‘you are mistaken.
People like me ; but winning hearts is another
thing. I could count on the fingers of one hand
all that I possess.”

¢ Count them, then,’’ he says, looking
amused. :

“'Well, there are the dear people at Fairfields
—but I suppese I ought not to count them.
They have Ymown me 8o long, and one is obliged
to like people that one is associated with.”

¢ Is that all you know of it? The reverse of
the proposition is oftener true than not. Count
the dear people a‘ Fairfields by all means.
Their testimony to your engaging qualities is
worth that of many strangers.”’

¢ But you know them all, at least you have
heard their names often enough—uncle and
Will and Sophy and Janet and the children,
and | swppose Aunt Margaret. Then there is
Mr. Proctor, and Miss Brooke—that is all.”

¢ Are you sure it is all 1°

He speaks so significantly that her cheek
seems suddenly to have borrowed a crimson
flush from the sunset. Her thoughts fly to
Tarleton. ¢ Who else should there be ?” she
asks in a low voice.

* Myself,” he answers. *‘ Do you not know
it ¥'—as she starts. I fancied you must. I
have not tried to hide it from you. Why should
I, when the first wish I have on earth is to win
your heart ¥’

¢ But I'have no heart to be won {”’ she cries
in dismay. O Mr. Fenwick, how could you
think of sach a thing, when you knew—when
you must have known—"

“That you are attached to another man,” he
says, as she pauses. ‘‘Yes, I know—and,
oddly enongh, it is that which has made me
think of you, has interested me in you, and led
me to love you. If you had not been under
this clonud when you first came, I should not
have regarded you. But your cheerfulness in
suffering, your resolute effort to banish de-
spondency, your desire to forget, and your con.
stancy in spite of that desire—these things
taught me to know you. And’ —his voice takesa
very tender cadence here—*‘could any one
know you and not love you, bonny Kate ¥’

¢ Oh, pray, pray don’t talk so1” cries Kate,
touched, overcome, melted, almost to the point
of tears. ‘‘You make me feel a wretch!” she
says. ‘““How could I possibly foresce—what
will Miss Brooke think of me "’

“ Don’t distress yourself!” says Fenwick.
“1 had no idea of startling you. Let us dis-
cuss it quietly, like a pair of reasonable friends,
for we are that under all circumstances. [n the
first place, you must know that I heard of your
attachment as.goon as you came, and, as I have
already said, it waked my sympathy and inter-
est for you. I have also seen you struggle to
overcome it. Must I understand by what you
have }just said that you have not succeeded in
this ?”

There is a minute’s silence—a minute in
which Kate looks in troubled silence before her.
Then she says abruptly, *One must tell the
truth at any cost. You cannot despise me more
than I despise myself, but—but I have not suc-
ceeded. Do what I will,” she says, clasping
her hands together, ““ I cannot forget. As you
have seen, I have made a fight, but what is the
use of it? IfI find a faded flower that brings
back the past, [ am as much a fool as ever.”

“Don't call yourself opprobrious names,”
says Fenwick. ‘¢ At least you are eandor and
loyalty personified. But if you should throw
away all your faded flowers—whatthen 1"

¢Then, I should have memory left,” she says
in a low tone. * But I don’t encouraze it, in-
deed I don’t I’ she cries earnestly, answering an
expression that comes into his face. ¢ If you
could know how I have tried —"

“] know,"”” he says, geutly, as she pauses.
¢“] anderstand thoroughly ; and 1 only ask
this : will you not try a lhittle harder, for my
sake? Can you not forget the past of which
you speak, sufficiently to endeavor to love me ?
1 will give you time -1 will spare no effort—
Kate, will you not try ¥’

¢ Oh, how can I ?” says Kate. * No.—I like
you too well to give you false hope—it is impos-
sible. If you knew how weak, how foolish I
am, you would not ask it.”

¢ Leave that to me. I do ask it, in spite of
all that you can say of yourself. And, what is
more, 1 will not take an answer now. You
must wait—as I am willing to do—and consi-
der. Trust me, forgetfulness will come to yon
after a while.”

“Bat if it does not !" she says, in a troubled
voice. “Then 1 should feel—""

¢ Nothing,” he interrupts, ‘‘except that you
trusted me—for 1 take the whole responsibility.
I believe that in time L can win your love ; and
1 certainly desire your happiness above all
things. Will you not be guided by me? Will
you not believe that I know what i< best #”

“It is impossible,”’ she savs—and he sees
that she is tiembling from head to foot. *You
do not know kow impossible it is. If I counld
forget—but I caunot forget.”

“You will forget in time,” he auswers.
¢ ¢The strong hours conquer’ all things, and
the answer to most of life's riddles and per-
Elexities is simply : Wait. And now let us

ave another canter.”

When they reach home, Kate enters the
familiar house feeling like a traitor. Can it be<
Eossible that, in return for all Miss Brooke’s

indness, she has brought even the shadow of
pain upon that lady's dearly.loved nephew !
*“ Oh, what a wretch | am | she thinks, as she
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her hat, an1 marvels that there are no lines of
care upon her face. ‘I make trouble every-
where I go! Mr. Fenwick said ¢ wait,’ but, ah
me, what is the good of waiting ?”

It is with considerable perturbation that the
self-convicted culprit takes her way down-stairs.
¢ Miss Brooke ought to send me hack to Fair-
fields to-morrow,” she says to herself, ‘‘and
probably she will !”

No such intention is legible on Miss Brooke's
face when she glances up with a smile, on Kate’s
entrance into the drawing-room. An elderly,
bald-headed gentleman who wins Miss Law.
rence’s gratitude by his opportune appearance,
is talking to her. He is introduceu as ‘‘ my
old friend, Mr. Thorne,” and while he looks at
the young girl, Miss Brooke speaks in her
usual manner :

‘““Herbert tells me that you have had a
charming ride, bonny Kate. It has been a de-
lightful afternoon. I hope you did not go so far
that you tired yourself for to-uight ? You know
you have an engagement for the theatre.”

1 had forgotten it entirely,”” says Kate,
““but I am not tired at all.”

She does not add that she feels thoroughly
indifferent to the dramatic entertainment, but
after dinner makes her toilet and goes. Fenwick
does not accompany them—since another escort
claims Kate—and when they return, he has not
yet come in.

““Go to bed,” says Miss Brooke, touching the
girl’s cheek caressingly. ‘‘You look a trifle
pale, I think. Good-night.”

“ Good-nignt, dear Miss Brooke !” says Kate,
kissing her with a fondness that has in it a
great deal of self reproach. ¢ But will you net
come also ¥’

“No, I amn not sleepy.
read, and wait for Herbert.
sently.”

Kate quakes to hear this—but what can she
say ! Miss Brooke has a right to wait for Mr.
Fenwick, and Mr. Fenwick has a right to con-
fide the story of his declaration 10 Miss Brooke
—if he likes to do so. She can prevent neither ;
so she goes dejectedly to her room; dismisses
her maid as soon as possible, hears Fenwick
come in, but does not hear Mis¢ Brooke come
up-stairs, and while still listening for this
sound, falls happily asleep in the midst of her
perplexity. .

*- Well, it will be all the same .a hundred
years hence !”

This is the philosophical reflection with
which Kate fortifies her soul when the breakfast-
bell rings the next merning, and she prepares
to go down. There will be no Mr. Thorne—de-
lightful in spite of baldness, solemnity and
general prosiness—to stand as a friendly shield
between herself and—she does not clearly know
what. But the unknown is always invested
with a peculiar terror, and the very fact of her
not knowing adds greatly to her uneasiness.
Her heart is beating with unusual quickness
when she enters the cheerful breakfast-room,
where Fenwick is reading items of news from
the morning paper, and Miss Brooke—not atall
alarming in appearance—is pouring out the
coffee, and looking very handsome with a be-
coming merning cap crowning the soft puffs of
her gray hair. She smilesand nods when Kate
enters, and Fenwick lowers his newspaper to say
good-morning and hope that she feels quite
well.

She answers in the affirmative while she slips
into the chair that Oscar draws back for her.
After all, there is nothing terrible to fear.
How could she fancy that there would be ¥ Wiih
people like these, the wheels of life are so well
oiled by courtesy, that no.jar is to be dreaded.
She applics herself to her breakfast, and pre-
sently, when the newspaper is laid aside, joins
}n :he conversation with a sense of ease and re-
ief.

Breakfast over, Mr. Fenwick takes his de-
parture, but before doing 8o he asks Kate if she
feels inclined to ride in the afternocon, as has
been of late their custom. ¢ Don’t hesitate to
say so, if you don’t feel inclined,” he adds,
standing in the door, hat in hand.

He speaks and looks in such a kindly, not
lover-like fashion, that all the uncomfortable
thoughts with which she has been tormenting
herself vanish like magic.

“Of coursc I feel inclined,” she answers
quickly. ‘‘It is such a lovely day, too lovely
for anything but riding.”

‘“ At three o’clock, then, the horses will be at
the door. Awu revoir.”

¢ Oh, how kind he is ! how kind and consi-
derate!” cries Kate, hefore the hall door has
quite closed upon him. *¢Miss Brooke, dear
Miss Brooke, has he told you? Have you
heard what a wretch I'am ? Oh,what can 1 do ¥”

She throws her arms about Miss Brooke as
she speaks, her eyes look up tearful and implor-
ing. Acting upon impulse, she does not paunse
to consider that five minutes earliershe would
have shrunk from the idea of broaching the
subject of her iniquity to Mr. Fenwick’s injured
aunt. ’

That lady smiles a little. ““He has told me
something—you may tell me the rest,” she
says. ‘‘I meaunt to ask you to do so. Come to
my room, where we shall be safe from interrup-
tion. Nay, my child, don’t be frightened ! |
have not the least intention of blaming you for
anything.”
¢ Notwithstanding this aseurance, Kate’s cour-
age is oozing out of the ends of her fingers as
she goes up-stairs. ** Oh, what a disagreeable
world this is 1"’ she i§"saying to herself. *‘Trou-

I will sit here and
He will be in pre-

looks ruefully into the mirror while taking off

ble, nothing but trouble ; and people will fall
in love and make things worse 1"

“Why do you look so sad ¥’ asks Miss
Brooke, when they are seated opposite each
other. ““There is nothing to worry about.
what you answered. I expected both. Men
are so impetuous. If he had waited a little,
your answer mivht have been different. But as
it is, I am satisfied. Now that you know how
much he loves you, my Kate, will you not try
to love him? Not that I think,” she adds with
an air of pride, ‘that any one need try to love
Herbert."”’ .

‘“He is thousand times too good for me,””
says Kate, ‘“ and that is what makes me feel so
dreadfully ! I admire and like him with all my
heart, but—but I don’t love him! O dear Miss
Brooke”’ —she sinks down on the carpet and
puts her head in Miss Brooke’s lap—*¢ don’t you
understand ? It is weak and foolish of me, I
Pknow, but I can't, I can’t forget—"

She does not say whom or what, but her com-
panion understands her meaning. There is an
instant’s pause. Then Miss Brooke says grave-
ly:
‘1t can’t be possible, Kate, that you still
have any entanglement with Frank Tarleton ¥

““How can you ask me such a thing ¥’ an-
swers Kate. '‘No—I have mnone at all. I
should despise myself if I had. If he were here
this minute, I should tell him to go away ; but
with all this I have not been able to put him
out of my heart, and so I was obliged to tell
Mr. Fenwick that there was no hope for him.”

“Now listen to me, my dear,” says Miss
Brooke. ¢“This is nonsense, and I don’tintend
to let you make yourself miserable, not to
speak of making Herbert miserable also, for a
hundred Frank Tarletons. Looking at the
matter in every point of view, itis your duty
to forget him. He is ruined, to begin with ; he
is wild.and reckless to a degree that would
make it madness in any woman to marry him,
a gambler, a duelist—"

‘I don't think he is quite as bad as al! that,”
interposes Kate ;- but I have no idea of mar-
rying him—not the least. How could I have,
when it is not me that he was in love with, bat
Florida Vaughn §”

*‘ Then show your pride and your courage by
putting out of your mind and heart a man who
was never worthy to have entered either !” says
Miss Brooke resolutely. ¢ Kate, you are not
one of the girls who think it necessary to set
themselves obstinately against the wishes of
their friends. You would like to make those
who love you—jyour uncle and myself, for in-
stance—happy, would you not

‘“ Ah, would I not ¥ cries Kate.

““ Then be guided by me in this matter—by
the counsel of one who might be your mother,
my child ; and who could hardly love you bet--
ter, if she was. You may imagine, perhaps,
that I am thinking of Herbert altogether. But
it is not so, [ am mnot even thinking of him
principally. It is of you that I think—jyou,
with your youth, your beauty, your impulsive
heart. You need a howme of your own, a posi-
tion such as you would adorn, some one to rely
upon who wonld be brave and honest and ten-.
der —and these things are not easy to find. I
really do not know a single man to whom I
would willingly trust you, except Herbert.”

‘“ He is everything that a man need be,” says:
Kate, ¢“and I like him, oh ! very much, but—""

‘“But you fancy you do not love him, My
dear, do not be impatient. You will love him.
after a while. If he is content with what youw
give him now—knowing that it will grow
greater as time advances—why should not you:
be? Ifyou have put the past behind you, what
should you fear? Do you mean to wreck your-
life by clinging to the ilea of a man you cinnot.
marry ¥’

Kate looks up again with half-startled, half-
pewl fered eyes. What can she say? Why,,
in leed, should: she hesitate ¥ The past 7s left
irrevocably b-hind —if Frank TParleton had:
died, he could ot be in every sense more dead:
to her than he is now—while she has not only-
her own furure to cousider, but also her kind,.
overburdened uncle, and the generous friend
who is pleading sher nephew’s cause with so-
much tact nud delicacy.

“You are very, very good,” she says, with,
tears in her eyes. ‘1 should be very ungrate-
ful nnt to do anything for yon—"

“We won't talk of gratitude, if you please..
All ] ask is that you will be patient with your--
gelf, that you wi.l give yoursell' time to forget,.
and that you will not refuse Herbert decidedly-
if he should speak to you agiin. Will you,
promise this 1” P

And Kate, hefore she knows clearly what she-
is about, has promised.

down to keep her engagement.
that Fenwick perceives this trepidation—at
least he exerts himself to s't her at ease, and
before very long succeeds. ** Be patient,” Miss
Brooke has said to him, as che said to Kate.

how to wait. Do not press the matter—give
her time. Now and then a woman may be
found who is worth waiting for.”

“ 1 am not impatient—I have learned to know
that time fights for him who knows how to
wait,”’ Fenwick answers.

He might also have added that he is not pas.
sionately in love. Ile is charmed, interested,
sincerely attached to Kate, sincerely anxious to
win her ; but the feverish impatienc: of youth
i¢ over for him—never to return. In the pre.

sent instance, he is the master, not the slave,
of his passion, and this gives him a great advan-

Herbert told me last night what he said and -

At three o'clock punctually, the horses are at.
-the door, and ‘with much trepidation Kate goes:
It is likely-

‘‘The ‘game is in your own hand—if you know-
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tage. vover hus he seemed to Kate more agree.
able than during the ride which she has dread.
od, e makes no allusion whatever to the suh.
ject of their conversation on the preceding
evening, but he exerts himsclf as he never ex-
erted i’\imnelf before, to amuse nud entertain
his companion ; and Kate—uoderstanding that
the motive for the effurt is chietly consideration
for herself—responds to it frankly. In fact, it
is imposaible to feel anything like embarrass.
ment long in Fenwick’s presence. There are
some prople who, besides being thoronghly easy
themselves, possess a faculty of settiog others at
ease. He ixoune of these people, and he has
never tested the power more fully thau on the
present oceasion,

(To be continued.)

BLANCA.

AN ORIGINAL TALE,

BY NED PoMAH,

CHaben St Feuer o

| heard the words, it is true, but | was at first
unconscious, sy 1 leaned, huzily patling my Lo
Patrie. against the fluted iron colomn ol the
Bahnhot Collonade --that they were addressed
to me. They had heen utterad in the same
hreath with a long sentence addressed toa com-
panion of the speaker, with whom he appenred
wn animated converse, amd i© wasonly when |
poted that they proceeded frane the mouth of a
moustachioed traveller who extended towards
me an unlighted cigar and that his comrade
was not smoking, that I awoke to the sense of
the courtesy demanded of me. A little nervous-
Iy perhups for 1 was startled at the abruptiess
of the request, 1 brushed the white ash from
my cigar top awd pretlered it to the stranger.
Daring the process of lhting he ¢ ntinued---
with intermittent puffs--the conversation with
the hungry-fooking, little shabby man at his
side, “You have then arranged everything,
Karl 7't Jand: Here amd Slightly
raising hix slonched felt hat in acknowledgment
he was gone.

The arrival of the two passenger trains at 11
and 4 daily was the only excitemont that ever
disturbed the placidity of the dull Little town of
Nichtszubestilien before the hour of siv in the
evening,  After that hounr it is true there were
certain small excitemenzs, for the jnitinted whe
knew where tr look for them. There were
quiet litthe cand-parties in the back parlor of the
Kron  Printsen where more woney charcged
hands at Bassette than was “* generally known®
wethere was the Kaiser Theatre, the curtain of
which wentup at 7 preeis where the paralytic
manager, i drapsical Fraw Hirectorin and her
sweet Little shaughter Agatha, together with two
Frauleins of o eortain age and uncertain moral
character avded by astim man with a falsetto
vores and a consumptive congh who played the
lover réles and a bypochondriacal * komiker™
whose faie was most sfecidedly bis fortune, and
now and then by a bright particular star from
the neightoring  Jfurdadt-<did  their umited
eudenvurs to fitl the beaches and their pockets,
There wasa cave of Harmony called the Belle.
vur Alend Coneert Sanl and <ituated in the
mdst of the vlabarately laid-out norsery-ground
and favored promemde of the Nichtszubestillen
public which bore, very undesersvedly however
the same name, the only view to Le obtained
from the extremely low lying walks of the said
gardens Leing o cursory one of the funnels of
the respretive loromotives Hofstadt, Kleinstadt
or Nichtszubwstitlen as the ease might be, when
they putfed aud groned and snorted past the
high level bridge on their way into aud out of
the Nichtezubestitlen Station.

Butat 11 and t amd especially at the latter
hour all of the little world of Nichtszubestillen
which hadl the leisure to spare, aud the propor-
tion which had not was a very small one, ns-
sembled in ity brightest ribbons and laces and
its glossiest hats and fiercest moustachios upon
the platform of the Nichtszubestillen Bahnhof.
There, with the aftenoon sun reflecting with
an awe-striking glare from his  gold rimmed
spectacles which rest pdacidly upon the bridge
of his eapacious nose surmounting a still more
capieious  but  wanstachio - shadowed  mimth
whenee solemn and slow, issue in huge putls
the fumes of a time honored nud silver mounted
meerschanm ; with his obese frame clad in co-
pious broadeloth, through the continuation of
which his nether extremities protruding a tritle
further than the rles of grace require, show n
border of grey stocking abave his loosely-fitting
highlows ; then, ever ready with a sly glinee,
a nod and « chuck of the chin for a pretty mdd-
chen, a covert compliment or an equivogue for
the handsome fraulein, or & broad joke for his
male acquaintance, stands the wealthiest man
of the little town the Particulier v. Guldenberg,
Sometimes, not often, though, for with a strange
inconsistency, however careless he may be of
the feclings of other men's dunghters, he evinees
n wonderful solicitnde for the guardianship of
his own child, watching her outgoings and her
incomings like a veritable dragon choosing her
companions  with futherly judgment, even
cleansing his speech when in her presence of all
that might offend her maidenly purity. Some.

KRF AT

time \ v ittle Fraulein Flora, in ; ]
imes then, the plnm‘\ little Frauk y ' irthat ill.befitted her yonthful fgure's tone of

the glory of her fair hair, her bright complex-
ion, her Llue, soul-full eyes, and her white
lustres, stands brightening ¥iko a sun beam the
dusty pavement, the smoky walls, and the dull

beer sodden fuces that surround her—by Ler f1-
ther's side.  Yonder collarless, ill-dressed man
with a black pateh on his neck, yut with anin-
deseribable aristoeratic something in his face
which demands respeet, bowed to by every
passer-by, and courtcously returning the salute
—is Count R— who, it iz said, has a dash of
royal blood in his veing, Here, clean shaved
aml rubicund, with a tiny black wmoustache
which unruly wags have ere this denominated
a snufl collector friuging his upper lip—portly,
Imather - stocked  and choleric — {8 Inspector
Schultz.  Here, in this dapper little man with
red moustache and straw hat, we have Cohen,
the cigar Fabrikant, smoking a sample of his
wares—now, we make way for those two laugh-
ter-loving  Fraulving  who live opposite the
Apothek and giggle «o absurdly when we pass
them. Next, the theatrical damsels, under the
escort of the consumptive lover, pass before us
—one tall and dark aud highly rouged affusting
an air of tragedy queen ; the other short and
plump and with that peculiarly amiable, stere-
otyped grin which constant experience in the
rdles of good-natured matrons may have male
second nature in this case, bat which appears
natural to so wany German women. Here,
with short cut hair and blue glasses (her stork-
ings are daubtless hlue 100 if we could but see
them) is Fran Tmmerschreiben, whose hushand
edits the Nichtwzubestillen Zeitung; they say
she  writes all the leading articles and the
original poetry for which it enjovs xo just a re-
putation.  She iy at present at work npon a new
vovel and it is conjectared is secking fresh char.
aclers for portraiture therein.  Here is a group
al smakers comprising Kunockerbein the drunken
doctor {u clever fellow thouyh, and hest when he
is drank) Klopstock, the one.eyed aveeat,
Koch, the horse.dealer, and Bauermann, the
cloth merchnt, who are waiting to satisfy their
curiosity in the matter of arrivals and depart-
nres, before goinginto the Kron Printsen for their
eveuing game of L' honhre.  Aud ag the whistle
sotttids see the worthy host of that renowned es.
tablishment himvelf saunters across the road, his
hands in his packets and a huge cigar between
his lipsin happy expectation of stray tourists
or jocund, wine.imbibinyg commercial travellers,

It is the evening after the occurrence of the
incident which opens this little sketeh, and [ am
aguin, literally, st mv post, that s to say, [ am
again leaning agaiust that identical pillarat the
Balinhof and putling & fu-simile of my yester-
day’s cigar.  But to.day | am not alone, for,
propping up the oppasite column, his student
cap set upon three hairs, a black tie carefully
knotted across the tiny plaits of his yo{fred shirt,
a good-humored smile parting his handsome
tips, from which issues in tiny rings the per-
fumed incense of his eciga-ette, and a happy

beam illuminating with a softened glare the
“gig lamps,” which gingerly resting on his

finely-chiselled, aquiline nose, are the only sign
of hard.reading about himm—lolls in unstudied
grace my chum apd fellow-student, Carl Rasch.
Carl and 1 have started together on a desultory
foot-wandering, and charmed by the linden-
shaded streets and the little gleaming white
houses, the general airof happy indolenes and
honhammies of Nichtszubestillen, have lingered
here nearly a week already.  Carl's only living
relntive, an aged, well-to-do, induleent father,
lives no nearer than Vieona, and [ have no
friends save in England, so we have decided
—while ather candidates for nniversity prefer-
ment have hastened to astonish the members of
their admiring home cireles in village, townand
city with their proficiency in Latin, Greek and
Theology, their capacity for lager beer, and the
varied exploits of the students’ leisure hours—
we have ({vcidml Lo passour vacation ina ramble
aver the mountains and the valleys of the be-
loved Vaterland, without ather aim or object
than healthy exercise and innocent amusement,
our sole equipment coasisting in knapsack, fish.
ing-rod and sketeh-hook.

Carl, a universal favorite, knows half the town
alreadv. Even lHerr v. Guldenberg has nod-
ded, and sunny curled Flora has smiled and
beamed in acknowledgement of his low salute.
The blue-blooded Graf has conrteausly returned
his loyal bow. The theatrical damsels by deep
courtesies and arch glances, their escort by &
high-keved Guten abend, Herr ! have signitied
their lively reminiseences of champagne punech.
The langhterJoving vis-d-vis of the Apothek
have expressed, as plainly as bLright eyes may
express, adesire for a more intricate acquain-
tanee with the handsome stranger.  Frau Im.
merschreiben has brought her blue glasses ta
bear on him approvingly, and nods, and friendly
words from male acquaintances in all directions
have testified a warm appreciation of the young
student’s social qualities.

As a distant shriek from the hoarse-toned
whistle of the ¢ Kleinstadt” warus the breaks.
men to their posts and the pointsman to prepare
the iron rod for the due performance of that
graceful serpentine movement which the mail
train ever effeets before entering the gully be.
tween the double platform of the Nichtszubes.
tillen Bahnhof. The dark, slouch-hatted, long
moustachioed brigand-looking stranger of the
previous evening, hurries towards the slowly-
moving train, 1lis keen black eyes throw search.
ing glances at the interior of each carriage in
succession till, witha glance of recognition, he
forestalls the schaffner in giving egress to o
lady-—tall, pale, dark and beantiful —with a sad,
weary, melancholy beauty, with a weird, blasé

* yvigor. [t was one of these fsces which, once
| soen, implant themselves indelibly upon one's
memory—a face which, as [ saw it that day,
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light~d by the lengthening rays of the declining ‘

sun, | see before e 1ow, no whit less clearly
for the long vista of years that intervene.

‘The black eyes of the brigand searchel tha
crowid an ingtant, till they reste | on the host of
the Kron Printsen.  Obsequious, hatin band, he
wag next moment at the stranger’s side, re-
ceiving from him directions as to the scant bag-
gage of the lady, who vanished, resting on ber
protector’s arm, through the station buildings
intn the street.

* Carl, who is that man?”’

The omniscient Carl was never at a loss,

“That is Chrigtian Pferdenhof, director of
the newly-erected cirque.”

We lingered awhile amused at the varied
character of the crowd that rushed, eager to
make the moyt of its *‘ten minutes for refregh.
ments,” into the salosn where cotfee, butter
brods awl beer were retailing, as fast as its
speetacled mistress, two corkscrew-curled ag-
sistants and a pudding-faced boy could issue
then to the greedy recipients, and then as the
Kleinstadt utter-d the first snort of onward pro-
gress, joined the stream of satisfied sight-seers
which lowed towsrds the town, and sanntered
over to dinner at the Kron Printsen.

Towards evening we found onrdelves - Carl
and {-—in the billiard saloon of our holstelry.
A game of ** A la yurrre’ was in progress, and
the circus director was among the players. He
handled the cue with seeming carelessness, but
he did this, as we soon discovered that he did
everythiog, gracefully and well,  He playel for
the most part “* pistolet,”” poising his cue with a
steady hanland generally driving his adver.
sary's ball direct to the porket ¢ which,” he
commented, ** is the hoet safety.””  Pool after
pool fell to him, to the discomfiture of the crack
players ot Nichtszubestillen. lnspector Schultz
grew more choleric and rubicund than ever.
Col. Tausend took his own name in vain io a
variety of oaths, Herr v. Guldenberg sat on
the ratved phitform in sublime enjoyment of a
braudy toddy, a cigar, and the fun of the scene.
Towards midnight the room was cleared of the
town residents, and the director, Carl and my-
self, were sole tenants of the saloan.

** Gentlemen,” said Christian Pferdenhof, *¢1
have had a suceessful evening, but though I de-
light in the exercise of my talents, I am not a
billiard-sharper.  What say you? Shall we
drink a health to Veuve Cliquot before we re-
tire

The varied and doubtless, excellent reasons
why two young gentlemen, thirsty after the heat
and pleasing‘excitement of an evening's ami-
cable contest at & scientific game, should have
refrained from tasting an excellent glass of a
most refreshing beverage, we leave it to the fan-
atic devatees of the cause of temperance to ad-
duce. We were not fanaties or devotees, and
far too polite, not to say far too thirsty, to re-
fuse un invitation so courteously proffered.

With the vasy Huency of a man of the world
the director, touching tirst upon inditferent
topics, led the conversation insensibly to his
own pust, present, aud future projects, with that
delighttul openess aad candor that makes the
continental strauger scem likean old friend ere
you have been in his ompany half an hour,

Christian Pierdenhof, the courtly, stalwart,
swarthy man, who sat before us with glittering
evesand gleaning te«th,witn long flowing ebony
locks, and glossy, wiry, drooping moust wehios,
with rings i his ears aud single diamond upon
his finger, had been born, and reired, and
trained in the stalls of a travelling circus. From
this he had risen by untiring energy and con-
sistent courtesy, to become himself the heal of
an equestrian company of no small note, favor.
ably known in all the continentsl capitals, and
10 huve the distinction of being universally ac-
knowledged as the most graceful exponent of
the haute menage in Furope. Now, after fifty
years of a successful career, having lost by ship-
wreek off the shores of Scotland his most exper-
jenced riders and nearly the whole of his stad
of valuable ring horses, he had returned to his
native land to commence onee more, with un-
fagging zeal, his etforts as a caterer for the pub-
lic amusement, purposing to collect and train
Jduring a provineial tour, & company which
should one day again astonish and delight an
audience composed of the ¢lite of the great cities
of the world.

{To be continued.y

A DESCRIPTION OF 4 REEFSTEAR.

In order to give full 'value to this trinmph of
realisin we must explain that the account of the
heefsteak is given by one hungry man to an-
other huugry man travelling along a country
road in the snow.

ST tell you what youlwant now. You
want a large, rich, thick, tender juicy rump-
steak.,  You want a rumpsteak four inches long
by nine inches wide, by from an inch to three
quarters of au inch thick. You want it smoaking
hot, aud as full of gravy as an orange is of juice,
You want it set right in front of yvou. You
want n large white napkin, one of the good old-
tashion forty.inch square napkins, spread ail
over you—uot vulgar French-wise, stuck inside
vour waistcoat ; not finikin  French.wise, half
apen on oue thigh, You want a great blaze of
guslight overhead, and four wine glasses and a
pint tankard of beer at your right hand.  You
want & huge lump of old-fashioned household
bread on your left. You want a vast raft of
fried potatoes iu front of you, and at one side of
the potatoes the horse-radish and at the other a
plate of creamy Spanish onions. You want a

bit of fat —a large bit of fut on the dish. A bit
of fat about. the size of a mmnoothing iron, a box
iron, handle and all, and as soft and mellow as
jelly, so that it shook every time your heart
beat.  Opposite, you want me.

“Then you begin to help me.  You throw
the carving-knife towards you across that trem-
bling, smoking steak. Right across the steak
suddenly appears a valley. The sides of that
valley are red; in the bottom of thit valley
bubbles a shallow ruby streim, and from the
sides plunge down tiny raby rivulets of savoury
promise. Through such a pass Moses led the
Israelites across the R-d Sea. You help me to
a section of that stesk. You cover it with
horse-radish, you frost it with onion, you build
around it ramparts of fried potatoes. I begin.
I begin to eat. Clifford, are you listening? 1
sey I begin to eat that hot, mellow, juicy steak.
Are you listening 1

““Yes ; but spare «we.”

““You ses the gleam of delight upon my face
ax | taste it succulent charms, its grave deli-
ciousness. You see hollow domes of milk-white
ounion follow the rolumuns of beef. You watch
the red hbrown slabs of potatoe gradually dis-
appearing to help in the construction of my
great palace of art. You are so spell-hound by
the radiant expression of joy npon my face, you
can think of nothing but” heaping my plate.
You work like a friemid and a philanthropist for
an hour. At last you Year me sigh. 1 throw
myself back in my chair. You see something
oppo-ite you that looks like a silver shilling
stuck up against a very bright penny. Phat's
the bottom of my tankard surrounded by the
shining margin of 1wy face. You kuow [ have
tinished dining.  You think of yourself for the
fiest time.  You look down ; you utter a piere-
ing shriek.  All is gone. [ have eaten up every
morsel, and there is nour for von

“ Confound you, Gardner; this is too bad ! [
saw it all ; T smelt it all; and now 1 feel as if
really it had been hefare me, and was saddenly
snatched away, Upan my honoer, Garduer,
you should net have done that.”

*“My dear boy, you must not blame me. |
orlered the dinner and [ ate it. It is quite as
easy for you to order another and eat it. |
have dined.  There is pothing so good for re.
storing the tone of the pilate as bread. 1 am
going to eat some, and then for a cosy chair and
a good glass of port.”  He drew out his loaf and
began eating it. When he had finished he
stooped down, scooped up a hindtul of the
brittle hanl snow, and thrust it into his mouth.
“Amd now,” he eried, when the suaw had
melted down his throat, ““now fur my Havan-
nah,” as he drew out a short wood-n pipe and
filled it with tobaceo. Clitford ate his loaf and
livhted his pipe, and, smoking in sitenc:, the
twa walked on through the descending silence of
night,

INTHEPULLMAN CARS.

Let me describe some of the experience of a
Pullman’s palace car.  1f the cars are full, it is
rather embarrassing to a shy man,  What mast
it be to the fairer sex? | had noticed that
American couples are rather demonstrative in
their endeirments both on the ‘‘ears” and
steamboats, but this beats all. In the *‘seec-
tions” of a railroad cur, as in a wooden house,
even whispered remarks are very audtble, espe-
cially at night, whon evervthing is still. For
exaniple, one evening, when we had retired, a
low voice was saddenly heard from the centre
of the car —

* Fauny—Fanny—give me a kiss, and sy
you forgive me."”

Then'a little londer —

“Fauny—Fanng—1 can't sleep unless you
say voou forgive me.  Give m:a kiss, aud say
vou forgive me.”

At last the voice of the pamitent hushand, re-
gardless of the titteriog from the surrounding
partitions, spoke again—

“ Fanny — Fanny—jast oune kisy, and say you
forgive me.”

At last a peppery old Tndian offizer, down at
the eud of the car, pupped his head ont and
shouted—

*¢Oh, Fny, for goodness sak=! dygive him
a kiss, and let us got some sleep 17 )

Fven then, amidst the outburst of laughter
from the other passengers, vou conld bear the
poor man eatching it fu & curtain-leciare.

“There! 1 told you so! Now you see
what you've done! 1 knew every aue could
hear you!”

But at last peace reigned, and possibly Fanuy
@ive him the uareatic Kiss of reconcdiation. —
Sketehesuf Travel.

s

S

The WALKER HOUNE, Torouto.

This popular new hotel is provided with all
modern improvements : has 125 hadrooms, com-
medious parlours, public ant private dining-
roows, sample rooms, amd pussenger elevator.

The dining-rooms will comfortably seat 200
guests, and the bill of Fure 25 acknowledged to
be unexcelled, being furnished with all the deli-
cacies of the season,

The location is convenient to the principal
railway stations, stewnboat wharves, leading
wholesale houses and Parliament Buildings.
This hotel commands a fine view of Toronto Bay
and Lake Ontario, readering it a pleasant resort
for touristsand travellers at all seasouns.

Terms for board §2.00 per day. Spevial
arrapgements made with families and parties
remaining one week or more.
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MAY,

Through the smiling meadows
‘Wauders little May,

Flucking buds and blossoms
Lyiog in her way.

‘With the golden sunlight
Glittering on her hair;

Was earth born cherub ever
More exquiritely fair?

No thought has May of danger
And no careat all ;

Home is close behind her,
Mother within call.

O Fate! what wrongs are hidden
In the vell of years:

Shal these wreathed smilings
Turn to bitter tears !

8hall this flood of sunshine
Change to stormy night :

Shall mi-ts of sorrow gather,
Hiding bome from sight ?

Briers instead of blosroms,
Thornsa for flowers be found ;

Must her path be stoney ;
Dangers throng her round ?

Gambol on aweet innocent
In ohildhood's happy hours ;
Life is not made of sunshine,
Meadow lands and flowers.

‘We all must eat of knowledge,
Of evil and of good ;
To them alone the laughter
Who have passed through the wood.

NED P. MAH,

THE EASTER EGG.

It stood on the mantel-piece of the best par-
lor, iu a little ornamental egg-enp of gilt filagree
work. | noticed it as soonas I entered the room,
and wondered what it was. A close scrutiny
showed me that it was intended for an ¢‘ Easter
egg.’’ There were the variegated hues unmis=-
takably plain, and underreath, on a gold plate
on the stand, were inscribed the words, ** To
Joseph Clarke, from A. . and §. C, in remem-
trance of Easter, 1850.” That settled the ques-
tion as to its being an Easter egg at once ; but,
at the same time, it roused my curiosity to know
what event this novel souvenir was intended to
commemorate.

1 had just taken up my quarteraat the *‘ Crown
and Dolphin,” with the intention of spending a
few days of my Kaster vacation at that vener-
able ho-teliy, which was one of those old-fash-
ioned country inns,—big, rambling, many gab-
led houses,—well known to tr velers in the old
stage-coaching days. A good many of them
still exist up and down England, but their glory
has departed, and there is an air of solitudeand
desolation about them like that which reigned in
the halls of Balclutha, over which Ossian sang
his melancholy dirge. Mine host was Joseph
-Clarke, 8 portly, red-faced, plethoric personage,
whose natwinl irascibility was not softened by
constant attacks of gout.

However, he was civil to me, hisonly guest
and was rather a pleasant companion of an even-
ing, when he and I smoked our long clays to-
gether beside the parlor fire, Every morning at
breakfist that egg used to attract my atten-
tion, and every day I resolved that I would sa-
tisfy wy curiosity by asking old Clarke the
history of it ; but, somehow, I felt diffident in
his presence. It might be some family matter,
into which a stranger had no right to pry; sol
held my peace.

One morning—-Easter Monday, in fact—I was
sitting as usual iu the best parlor, in solitary
grandeur, when a knock came at the door, and
then mine host and his wife entered, There was
an appeaiance ol confusion in their looks, which
puzzied me. The mystery wassoon solved by
mit.e host, who blurted out ; *‘ Mr. Morley, sir,
my old 'oman and me, sir, has made bold ta
come and usk o favor of ye. F.ctix, sir, it's our
weddin’-day, und we allers has a tamily party.
There's only sons and darters, and sons and
darters in luw, and gran’children,~—a matter of.a
dozen, not more., And would ye mind takin’ a
bit o’ dinuer with us, sir ¥

Before 1 liad time to reply, Mrs. Clarke broke
in: * Which, I know, sir, it's not for the likes
o’ you to dine with sich as us in a general way ;
but to-day bein’ our weddin’-day, and you bein’
ulone, sir, we made bold, to think you would
not be above eatin’ a bit o’ dinner with us,”’

I very readily accepted the invitation, much
to the delight of the worthy couple ; and to cut
matters short, a very good dinner we had. 1
insisted upon the whole party adjourning tothe
best parlor after dinner, when mine host pro-
duced some choice sort from the cellar. It l.eing
Easter Monday, and I having been, 8o to speak,
admitted into the bosom of the family, 1 ven-
tured to broach the question of the egg. If not
of a private nature, what did it relate to? A
general laugh, and a husky chuckle from old
Joseph himself, suggested that there was some-
thing amusing connected with the egg; and it
didn't require much preseindg toinduce Mr. Clarke
to tell the tale, which he did as follows :

* Let's see, it must be goin’ on for fifteen years
since that happened. Howsumever, I'll legin
at the beginnin’. Ye’'ve, maybe, noticel that
big house opposite. Well, there a Dr. Carter
lives. He's a widower—wife’s been dead this
ten years, | suppose ; he bas a couple of darters,
but they 're married and settied elsewhere. It's
one of them as I'm goin’ to tell ye of. Deary me !
1 remember when them darters of hissen was

young girls, what romps they used tohave ! L’ye

see that round holé in the bj

door there, close
to the latch ! Well that's w.

they wsed to

stand a tiptoe and peep through when they heard !
a gentleman drivin’ or ridin’ up here, ani we
used to have a power o’ your college gents then—
far more than now. But I’'m gettin’ off the line.
Well, a matter o’ fifteen years ago, there was a
young chap stayin’ here a learnin’ medicine with
{ Dr. Corter,—a Frenchman he was, Alfred Cha-
bot they called him. He was fond o’ comin’
here of an eveniv’, and would bring his fiddle
with him, and sing 10 it as sweet as a bird. And
he was that amusin’ with it all, that tell ye, I've
many thought I'd ba’ lied with laughin’ at him.
I think he must ha’ had some larks with the
young ladies opposite, to, when the old man was
away, for I've heard ’em laughin’ in the garden
like good 'uns, many a time. And my wife, she

says to me one day,—

«¢] tell’ee what, Joe,— that young French
chap "1l be spliced to one of them Miss Carters

afore long, or my name ain’t Bettv Clarke.’

¢ ¢ D’'ye think so, Betty ?" says I. For, to tell
the trutb, I never cast a thought on the matter
afore,—women is such sharper hands than men,

ye see, at findin’ out them sort o’ things.

¢ ¢ Think !’ says she, ‘I’m just certain of it ;
and what’s more, 'tis Miss Susie, the younger
Haven’t I watched 'em lookin’
at one another in church, so sly, when they
thought nobody’s eye was on 'em? La! bless
yer, tis we women folks that have the eyes ;

one, he’s after.

you men are as blind as bats.’

“ Well, after what Betty said, I thought I'd
look at my lady and gentleman at church the
next Sunday I was there. But never a sign did
I se2, bless ye, pass between ’em ; their eyes
seemed glued to their prayer-books, leastways
hers were. What they were at in sermon time,
I can’t tell ye, for I generally listen to our par-
son with my eyes shut ; it must, bother a man,
ye know, when he’s preachin’ to see folks all
staring at him with their eyes wide open; so I

always shuts mine.

 This young Chabot, he lived in lodgings in
the village, in the very house where our Loit
Old Billy Hawes and his wife lived
there then, and Billy says to me, when we was
smokin’ our pipes together one evenin’ beside

lives now.

the club.room fire.—
¢ ¢ Joe,” says he, ‘my old ‘oman tells me Dr

Carter won’t let that young French chap have

his darter.’

¢ ¢ Nonsense !’ says I, ¢ youdon't mean to say

young Chabot has asked for one of 'em !’

¢¢<Ay! that he has, Joe; and old Catter
stormed and swore dreadfal at him, so my Sally
says ; but how she come to hear on’t, uniess the

young genelm’n to’ her hisself, I don’t know.’

“ ¢ Which of 'em did he ask for,—did Sally

say? ¢ Well, the young 'un I believe.’

“¢ Ah! then,’ says I, ‘ye may depend upon

it, it's because he didn’t choose t'vther. Ye see
the young 'uu is young, and can afford to wait

but the old 'un, she is gettin’ on in years, and

it'll be hard to get rid of her soon.’
‘¢ Well, there's a deal of truth in that, Joe,

says Billy. Just then my Missis came in, and
Billy had to go a wminute arter ; so we didn't
have any more talk about old Carter and his

darter that night.

“ Howsumever, young Chabot staved on and
seemed friendly with the old man as ever, so 1
began to think that Billy Hawes’ missis had been
gammonin’ him with some cock-and-bull story

as wasn’t true.
¢ Well, time went on.

afterwards.

¢“On Easter Monday, old Carter went to Nor-
The day after
he had gone, about six o’clock in the evenin’,
young Chabot comes into the bar, and says to

folk on some business or other.

me.—

¢ ¢ Mr. Clatke, I've got a friend here who has
We're going to travel up to
London to night L.y the last train from Wel-
I want to know if you’ll drive us over
I’vegot a couple
of urr:all portmanteau~, and that’s all our bag-

come to see me,

beach. 1
to Welbeach in your shandry.

“¢ What time d’ye want to start from this 1’

I asked.
“¢Q, a little after cen,—say a quarter-past,’
¢ ¢ Very well, then sir,” says I : “I've no ob.

jection to drive ye; but 1 hope ye’ll not keep
me waiting, for it's a cold night to let a horse

stand about in harness.’
40, no fear of that. We'll be here pune

tually to the minute,’ says he, and without more

words waiks about his business.

*¢Ye see we had no line near - rthan Welbeach
in those days, and that was a good five miles off.
1 had a ratthin’ mare then, though, that could

cover the distance easy in twenty minutes.

“Well, by ten minutes past the shandry was
ready, and just on the minute of the quarter
my young gentleman comes up with his friend
and a boy carrying the portmanteaus. The horse
bein’ ready. and we three ready too, without
more ado they hopptd iuto the trap. Mr. Chibot
sat in frout with me, aud his friend perched

himselt on the back ~eat, and off' +e drove.

¢1 hadi’t much time to look at Mr. Chabot's
friend, bat he seemed about the same height as
the young Frenchman, with a little more beard
and mustachois. Mr. Chabot and me, we talked
awny pretty fast, lut the gent behind did n’t
putin a word ; though, for the matter o' that,
it ain’t. comtortable to talk from tlie back seat to
a party in front. Once Mr. Chabot turned round

and said : —

“ ¢ Have you any cigars there, Poilip ? 1 dare
say Mr- Clarke would like one; and I'm sure I
should ¥

Christmas came and
went, and a mortal cold Christmas it was. Poor
old Billy Hawes, he was laid up that bad with it
that I neversaw a sight of him for three months

¢+Q yes,’says Mr. Philip, and hands over a
ease full. 1 took one, Mr. Chabot took one,
and, as [ heard Mr. Philip strike » match dir-
ectly afterwards, I concluded he took one too.

“My old mare soon did the distance, and be-
fore we had been twenty minutes on the road
the red lights of the station came in sight.

“ We use to have a practice here, then — it’s
gone ont mostly now—of takin’ somethin’ short
at Easter time, out of the shell of an Easter egg.
Mr. Chabot proposed that we should have some-
thin’ short in this way ; so | pulled up at a pub-
lic house opposite the station, for we had ten
minutes to spare. Mr, Chabot and 1 jumped
down to go into the public house, but Mr. Philip
he said he’d go on and get the tickets.

“I says: * You'd better have a nip out of the
Easter egg, sir ; it's held lucky here to do that ;
and, anyway, it'll warm you.’

¢ He wanted a deal o’ pressin’, but at last he
agreed ; so we had #n Easter egy-shell between
us. Mr. Chabot drank first. Then Mr. Philip
tried his hand. But, la! I saw he wasn’t used
to meat spirits, he inade such a splutterin’, and
coughed till I thought he'd ha’ ¢hoked.

*’¢Gone the wrong way, sir,’ says I. He
looked away, still coughin’ and rubbin’ his
stomach.

¢ ¢ Burnt—my—inside—nearly to a cinder,’
1 heard him burst out to Mr. Chabot. Then he
rushed off to get the tickets.

¢ ¢ Friend ain’t partial to a raw nip, sir,” says
I. Mr. Chabot laughed, and said :—

¢ ¢ No ; that's a taste he hasn’t acquired yet,’

“In a few minutes we heard the train comin’.
M. Chabot slipped a sovereign into my hand, and
thanked me for drivin’ him aud his friend. I
followed him to the platforn; the two of 'em
jumped into a first-class carriage, and the last I
of ’em was the the train was moving off. They
both looked out of the window, langhin’ and
wavin® their hands at me. I waved my hand to
'em, and then the train went out in the darkn :ss
and I lost them.

 The next morning there was such a huhh1b
and to-do over younderas you never heard. Miss
Susie wasn’t to be found anywhere — hadn't
slept in her bed all night, and wasgone—nohody
.| knew where. Ye see, they went so early they
hadn’t missed her over night. Well, d'ye know,
I was that stupid that | never guessed what had
happened, till my Betty she comes to me and
says :—

gk ¢You're a nice sort o fellow, Joe! A fine
mess you've got yourself into; and you the
father of a family, too !’

¢« Mess! says [ ; * What d’ye mean ¥’

¢ What do you mean ? says she. * Why you
ought to be ashamed o’ yourself, not to know
better than help a young girl like to run away
, | from her home! Ye're nigh as big a villain as
; | the man she’s run away with.’ .

¢ Will ye believe me, even then I didn't see
what she was drivin’ at, till she went on, witha
face the color o’ raw beef :—

« ¢ Don’t tell me you know nothin’ about it ,
don’t stand there look so innocent. How would
they ha’ got away if it hadn’t been for you driv.
in’ them ? Ah, get away with ye ! it’s enough to
make an honest woman ashamed of her husband,
so it is.’

¢« Now I saw it plain enough. Mr. Chabot
and his friend 1— the drive to the station ! It
nearly took my breath away as the truth burst
upon ms. The young gentleman that sat behind
had been—Miss Susie Carter ! ¢ Well, of all the

’
-

to that,” says I to myself. Then I turns to
Betty and says:—

¢ ¢1']] take my solemn oath, Betty, I never
guessed what was up till this minute. As trne as

u
I'm standin’ here, lphad no more notion that

that young fellow with Mr. Chabot was a lady,
than I'd have now that you’re Queen of Eng-
land.’

“ It wasa long time afore.the old "oman woul |

believe me, but she came round at last ; and
when old Carter came to hear of it, my word,
didn’t he swear, and wasn’t he mad | Didn't he
pitch into me neither ! But I gave him as good
as I got; and when he told me 1 had helped his
daunghter to escape, I gave him the lie flat. He
swore he'd have the law on me. But young
Chabot wrote a letter exoneratin' me from all
. | blame, and sayin’ I was as innocent as a babe
unbhorn, which was Gospel truth; and the old
man came to me afterwards and said he was sorry
for the hasty words he had spoken.
- ¢ [ had a letter from the young scamp, too,
thankin’ me in the name of himself and his wife
(they were married as soon as they got to Lon-
don) for the kind service I had done them. He
said Mr. Philip wished me to know that, though
he was willing to forgive, he never could forget
the agony ang torture I had put him to by pres-
sing him into taking that dreadful hot brandy
out of the lucky egg-shell, which he was afraid
to refuse less he should rouse suspicion.

¢ After heldin’ out against 'em desperate for
six months or more, old Carter came round and
gave in, and made the best of it ; and it wasn't
a bad thing, for young Chabot had money of his
own. It was when they came down here, man
and wife, to stay with the old man, that they
gave me younder egg you asked about. It'sa
pretty thing, tho’ I don’t know what it’s made
of,—some iind of French plaster, I take it.
They said it was a fitting token to recall that
memorable night; and more especially Miss
Susie,—Mrs. Chabot, thatis—said, to keep alive
the remembrance of that awful egg-shell full o’
brandy. ’

¢ Well, I was riled.a bit, at first, at the trick

they had
J‘Ilﬂllil fool, but 1 have mever
P .

neat tricks ever played, there’s none comes up-

doin’ them the service. I believe it was a kindness
to them after all; for they loved one another,
and they'd only ha’ bean miserable, if they had
been separatel. And it's 1y belief, sir, that if
there was a little more of that sort of love which
made them two young folks run away, rather
than be parted, between a many husbands and
wives that gets married in a proper and respect-
able way, this world 'nd be ge a sight happier
than it is.” —Qu1z.

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

WE hear that Mr. Tennson’s charge for his
“Charge ** was £300.

It is said that that the receiptsat the Lyceum
gince the production of “Romeo and Juliet ”
exceed £400 nightly.

THE lady cricketers wh) figured in the north
last year intend to play a match in London this
year. No doubt it will be a sucocess, bat not a
succes d’estime.

THE tricycle is being used by some West-end
tradesmen for business purposes. The machine
they have selected is somewhat different to the
ordinary one, as it is constructed to carry a man
and a boy—the latter to mind the steed while
the.chief goes into houses to deliver parcrls,
&e.

THE Prince of Wales will preside at the regi-
mental dinner of the 10th Hussars, which will
be held at the Marlborough Rooms on the 25th
of May. The Duke of Connaught will preside
at the annual banquet of the Rifle Brigade, which
will also take place at the Marlborough Rooms
the next day.

TrE * Tony Lumpkinses”’ of the Stock Ex-
change have perpetrated a joke. It certainly is
an elaborate an:l costly witticism, and only
those who counld pay the expense are capable of
thoroughly enjoyiug it. The fun concrived was
to “prepare, print, and post to over three
thousand or four thousand addresses, the pros-
pectus of a company callet the ‘“ Jumbo Eater-
prise Company, Limited.” The offices are given
as at Colney Hatch.

SUPPOSING the Spaker were to use unparlia-
mentary language, what would happen? Could
the House call him to order, or carry a motion
for his expulsion, or lock him up in the Clock
Tower, or what ? This idea was started in the
Strangers’ gallery when the occupant ot the
chair characterized something Mr. Biggar had
said as atrocious. *‘Scenes ” are becoming wmon-
otonous—a Speaker ‘‘ scene” would be simply
splendid as a novelty.

A rirM of advertising agents in the city has
ann unced that they are prepared to sell the
Times at 8 a.m. at a discount of 33} per cent.
(in short at 2d.), aad the Daily Telegraph at a
discount of fifty per cent. (in other words at a
halfpenny). This reduction is to be effected by
having recourse to a curious expedient. Anad-
vertisement interleaf is to be printed and circu-
lated with each newspaper sold. By the help
of the London Advertiser, therefore, the daily
papersare to be disposed of at less than trade
price.

A GENERAL officer writing from the Junior
United Service Club proposes the formation of
an Anti-Tunnel Society. He says: ¢ Pablic
meetings should be held, and energetic measures
taken to ronse and elicit public opinion on this
subject, so vital to our national safety. Let
those wh» would laugh the nation out of its
fears, and sneer at the warnings of her soldiers
and sailors as mere professional gag, be told that
the mere professional interests of the services
would be best advanced by the tunnel, as its ex-
istence would soon be seen to necessitate an in-
crease to our land ahd sea forces.”

THE rage to see ‘‘ Romeo and Juliet” at the
Lyceum is extraordinary. People are trying to
book seats for the mouth of June; and do not
understand being refused. Theatrical progress
would seem to be one of the startling facts of
the last quarter of the nineteenth century. Not
only are there more theatres than ever there were
before, and larger andiences to fill those theatres,
but people make foresighted arrangements to
to zee™a good Xlay with as much deliberation as
they used to devote to a voyage to India.

MR. SPURGEON'S ‘“‘last” was addressed to
Lord Shaftesbury the other night. I am very
glad indeed to meet you, my lord,” said the
minister to the noble chairman at a 1.rge public
meeting, ‘‘ and I have one request to make of
your lordship. It is that your lordship will be
good enough to keep out of heaven ufon as it
may be personally convenient for you to (fo s0.”
The pulpit humor of the City Temple does not
fail. A little while ago Dr. Purker had a collee-
tion, and he announced with deep pathos that

played on me, and at the way they had |
regretted

widows and orphans would not be expected to
contribute. On Sunday there was another collec-
tion. ‘“This time,” said the preacher, *“‘widows
and orphans will not be exempt ; for no bloody
battle ever made so many widows and orphans
:’tl.lf announcement issued on & previous Sun-

e TRl
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FRIENDS.

A few friends, to travel with us
Up and down the path of life,
Give a zest to each enjoyment,
Pluek the sting from toil and strife ;
And if ragged be the pathway—
As it will sometimes I ween,
Friendly bands will point to beauties
Which alone we have not seen.

A few friends, to gather with wus
Round the sacred fires of home,
‘With sweet mausic, books, and converse ;.
Al the world outside may gloam !
Just a few, and not the many—
Lest simplinity depart,
And formality and fashion
Take the place of brain and heart.

A few friends, in time of tronble,
‘When the soul is broised and crossed,
Like a ship on stormy billows,
Crippled, lashed, and tempest tossed ;
‘Then when belplessand forsaken,
Do we prize the precious few,
That will gnide us into heaven
And still keep our bark in view.

A few friends, beyond the river,
W aiting on the farther shore,
Make us long to reach the harbor
Of the dear ones gone before:
And we strive for nobler virtues,
Scatter seeds of trath and love,
Knowing that they watch and beckon,
From the sinless realms above.

JOSH BILLINGS TO THE GIRLS.

Dear girls, are you in search of a husband ¢
That is a pumper, and you are not requested to
say yes out loud, but are expekted tew throw
yure eyes down on to the earth as tho you was
lookin for a pin, and reply to the interrogatory
with a kind of draulin sigh.

- Not tew press so tender a theme until it be-
kums a thorn in the flesh, we will presume, to
avoid argument, that you are on the look-out for
something in the male line. Let me give you
some small chunks of advice how to spot your
future husband.

1. The man who is jellus of every little atten-
shun which you get from some other feller, yn
will find after yu are married to him he loves
himself more than he does yu, and what yu mis-
took for solissitu-le yu will discover has changed
to indifference. Jellusy isn't a heart diseze ; it is
a liver komplaint. ’

2. A mustash is not indispensable ; it is only
a little more hair, and is much like moss and
other excressencies — of en does the best on sile
that won’t rise anything else. Don’t forget that
those things which you admire in a fellow be-
fore marriage you will probably condemn in a
husband after, and a wmustash will get to be
a very weak diet for a long time.

3. If husbands could be took on trial as Irish
cooks are, two-thirds ov them would probibly be
returned ; but there don’t seem to be eny law for
this. Therefore, girl, yu will see that after yu
get a man yu have got tew keep him, even if yu
buz on him. Consequently, if you have eny kold
vittles in the hous, try hwum on them once in a
while during the courting season, and if he
swollers them well,’and says he will take some
more, he is « man who when blue Mon.lay comes,
will wash well.

4. Don't marry a pheller who is always tellin
how iz mother doz things. It is too hard to wean
a young one.

5. If a man can beat you playing on a pian-
ner and kant hear a fish horn playing on the
street without turning a summerset, on account
of the musick that is in him, Isay to leave him ;
he might answer to tend baby, and if you set him
to hoeing out the garden, you will find you have

ot to do it yourself. A man whoze whole heft
ies in musick (and not too hefty at that) ain’t
no better than a seed-litz powder, but if he
lnvs to listen while you sing some geutle ballad,
vou will find him mellow and nut soft. But
don’t marry ennybody for one virtue®enny

- quicker th.n you would flop a man for jist one

fault.

6. 1t is one of the most tuffest things for a
female to be an old maid successfuly. A great
many has tried, and made a bad job of it, and
had a h rd time. Everybody seems to look upon
-old maids jist as they do on dried herbsin the
garret—handy for sickness—and therefore, girls,
it ain’t a mistake that you shud be willing to
swop yourselves oph with some truehearted phel-
low, for a husband. The swop is a good one;
but don’t swop for any man who is respectable
Jist because his father iz. You had better to be
an old maid for 4,000 years, and then join the
Shakers, than to buy repentance at this price.
No women ever made this trial who didn’t get
-either & phool, mean cuss, or a clown fo. a
husband. )

WO0OD ENGRAVING.

The art of wood-engraving has been marvel-
lously quickened by the enormous demaud ; aud,
in turn, by educating and refining that demand,
the art has constantly stimulated its own devel-
opment. This extraordinary progress has revealed
new possibilities. Effccts are now produced
which had been hitherto supposed to be impos.
sible, and we cannot help thinking, in view even
of our own pages, and of some of the best work
that we have produced, that the author of the
article upon the history of the art has laid down
his canons rather too rigidly. Is it quite troe
that wood-engraving cun give nothing but form
in black and white, and that a crrtain delicate
gradation and effect of chiar-oscuro is be youd it ¢
Color, properly speaking, of course it can not
give. But to the quick sense there is, in the
more exquisite work, an inexpreasible softneas

of refinement, suggestive, at least, of the evasive
play of shadow upon color. Our author holds
that a certain fineness of effect is lost in the
wood which is practicable in metal, because the
wood edge is too friable and readily blunted or
worn. But the printing is done from the metal
cast, not from the wood, so that the delicacy is
unimpaired. We doubt if steel could more per-
fectly represent certain of the finest and lightest
effects than some of the wood-cuts in our art
treasury of the Magazine. .

No doubt in this art, as in all others, there is
that kind of charlatanry which springs from the
effort to make a certain dash and carelessness
impose upon the observer for free and forcible
accuracy. There is much that is printed pre-
tentiously as excellent wood illustration which,
as it means nothing in the drawing, can not
mean anything in the engraving. The wuod
engraver can not be expected to supply
either the invention or the skill of the draughts-
man, except in those instances where he is
himself both dranghtsman and engraver. How-
aver dexterous and consummate a musician the
accompanist may be, it is not to be asked that
iti the singer fail, he should supply the voice
also.

No dash or affectation of freedom can take
the place of precision. Certain spurious effects
may be produced which may impress the ignor-
ant eye, but they are sure to vulgarize and de-
grade the art. Michael Angelo may climb to
the ceiling of a Roman villa and with a few bold
strokes in charcoal be may draw in a moment a
head which every anatomist and every artist will
commend ; Couture may be so sure of his line
that he may cut the paper with his thumb-nail
to indicate its certain course ; but only Michael
Angelo and Couture, only the great masters, after
long experience and painful study and assured
knowledge, can *‘ throw off”’ a sketch, which is,
however, not a **spirit” nor a ‘“dash,” but the
carefully matured frait of laborious and- con-
scientious training. Many a bright tyro writes
a sketch which strikes the public taste, and he
is hailed as a new genius. But his sketch is the
speech of Single-speech Hamilton. De Quincey,
past thirty, writes a brilliant paper for a maga-
zine, and for thirty years he pours out a series of
rich and brilliant papers, with constantly ac-
cumulating fame, and at last, although only a
magazine writer, leaves a name in English litera-
ture. The secret lay, not in- the fortinate
“ dash,”” but in the full mind, tie various know-
ledge, the literary instinct and training.

But while the very demand for fine wood-
engraving leads to a supply of pinchbeck, and
really, 8o far as art is concerned, fraudulent
work, yet the beautifal art itself 18 so swiftly
advancing, its delicacy and subtlety are devel.
oping so evenly with its power, this Magazine
itself is so interested to push the good work
strenuously forward, that we do not willingly
see its possibilities too sternly defined. When
we look at our own pages, and reflect that
Harper's. Monthly led the way in the popular
diffusion of wood illustrations, that it has kept
pace with the astounding progress of the art,
and that it is itself the monument of that ad-
vance and of the present triumphs of this branch
of art, we hear with incredulity that the Pillars
of Hercules mark the end of exploration, and we
hoist our sails for a voyage to Atlantis and the
far, fortanate isles.— Harpers.

A STRANGE AND IMPRESSIVE
CUSTOM.,

I witnessed one night a most singular custom
among the native South Americans, which made
a deep impression on me. On returning home
rather late, afier acrompanying some captains ef
my acquaintance to the landing, where their boat
was wajting for them, I passed a low-roofed house,
in whose well-lit room music and dancing were
going on. [ tried to get a look through -the
curtained window, but did not succeed, and
was just passing on when the door opened and
two men came ont. A third one was just guing
to shut the door again, when he saw me, and ad-
dressing me, asked, in the most friendly way, to
come in and be welcome. Always ready to see
what I could wherever I got a chance, [ fol-
lowed on this kind invitation, and found myself
the next minute in a perfect flood of light but in
a very small roo.n crowded with peeple. Takin,
in the whole at the first glance, the room seeme
rather poorly furnished, with whitewashed walls,
only here and there ornamented with small and
colored pictures of saints and martyrs. - The
tables and chairs were made of pine wood, the
latter with cane bottoms ; and one coruer of the
room, and a great part of the whole space,in fact,
was taken up by a large bed covered with fluwer-
ed curtains instead of a mosquito net, but the
curtains thrown back at present 10 afford room
for those guests who would not dance themselves.
Aqua-ardenteand dulces were handed round, while
all, men and women—the dancers excepted—
smoked their cigarillos. But the most remarkable
thing in the rovm seemed to me a large kind of
seaffold, which occupied the other corner,opposite
the bed, consisting of a light frame-work, orna-
mented all over with artificial Aowers, little

ictures of saints and a small quantity of small
Fizhted wax candles On the top of it a most
extraordinarily well-made wax figure of a little
child was seated on a low wooden chair, dressed
in a snow-white little frock ; he eyes were closed,
the pale cheeks tinged by a soft, rosy hue, and the
whole fignre perfectly strewn with flowers. [t was
8o deceptive that when 1 drew near at first I
thought it a real child ; while a young woman
below it, pale and with tears in her eyes, might

very well have been the mother. But that was
most certainly a mistake, for at this moment one
of the men stepped up to her and invited her to
the dance, and a few minutes afterwards she was
one of the merriest in the crowd. But it must
really be a child ! no sculptor could have formed
that little face so exquisitely ; and now one light
went out, close to the little head, and the cheek
lost its rosy hue. My neigbors at last remarked
the attention with which I looked upoa the
figure, or child, whichever it was, and the nearest
one informed me,as far as I could understand him,
that the little thing up there wasreally the child
of the woman with the pale face, who was dancing
just then so merrily. The whole festivity, in fact,
was only on account of that little angel. I shook
my head doubtfully, and my neighbor, to con-
vince me, took my arm and led me to the frame,
where I had to step upon the chair and nearest
table, and touch the cheek and hand of the child.
It was a corpse ! And the mother, seeing I had
doubted it, but was now convinced, came up to
me and smilingly told me it had been her child,
and was now a little angel in heaven. The guitars
and cacaes commenced wildly again, and she had
to return to dance. Ileft the houseasin a dream,
but afterwards heard the explanation of this
ceremony. If a little child—1I believe up to four
years of age—dies in Chili it ia throught to go
straight to heaven, and become a little angel, the
mother being prouder of that, before the eyes of
the world at least, than if she had reared her child
to happy man or womanhood. The little corpse
is exhibited then, as I hud seen it ; and they often
continue dancing and singing around it till it dis.
plays signs of petrufaction. But the mother,
whatever the feelings of her heart may be, must
laugh, and sing, and dance. She dare not give
way to any selfish wishes—for is not the happines
of her child secured ¥ Poor mother !

THE PRISONER.

“ So the lad ha chosen death. The Lord he
with him,” said Le Pére Caron, solemnly. He
was one of the devoted band of Waldenses who
endared such hardships and perils in the reli-
gious persecutions of 1600.

““ He was a brave lad. I loved him as my
own son,” said La Mére Caron, wiping her tear-
ful eyes. * Have you never a word to say, Aline,
that you stand there so still and cold ¥ Yousaid
plenty when the boy was amongst us.”

Aline Caron, fair-haired and blae-eyed, an-
swered not, bat presently she glided from the
house and stood alone with quivering lips and
clasped hands in the sunset flash that fell over
the peaks of the Col. St. Julien. What could
she say ? Can you lay bare your heart’s core in
a few set words? And her whole heart and life
were bound up in him whose fate she had just
heard.

He was her lover, Julien Lunel. He had ren-
dered himself conspicuous even among that band
of heroes, by his bravery in the Waldensian
cause, and had been seized by the Inquisition,
carried before the fierce Marquis of Augxogne,
and lay fettered in a tower of the neighboring
castle. Aline had known this for a month past,
and morninf and evening had watched from the
valley the light shine upon the grating of his
prison window, and prayed for his release ; but
to day the news had come that Julien had faced
the tribunal ,and, rather than adjure his faith, had
chosen death, and the messenger added in Aline’s
ear, ‘‘ Julien had not long to live, and would
fain see her belore he died.” The girl had al-
ready gone with trembling steps to the castle
gate and piteously besought an interview with
her lover, but the bratal warders cursed her for
a heretic, and the rough soldiery had thrust her
back with coarse jests that brought the sensitive
blood to her cheeks. Now, as she glanced up-
wards at the dark pile reared defiantly against
the sky’'s pure background, a resolve born of
despair leapt into her heart, and she vowed pas-
sionately to herself that she would see him, at
all hazards, though she ?erished in the attempt.

* - - L ]

The fortress stcod on a precipitous -height,
flanked with hard rocks, whose sides were riven
with treacherous clefts and seamed with water-
courses. Seen from below, it looked inaccessible,
yet up those perilous crags, where scarce the cha-
mois-hunter could find footing, the brave Vaudois
maiden resolved to go. Her feet had been light
on the mountain paths since her childhood, and
the thought of her lover drove all fear from her
breast. She waited till midoight, when all the
valley was still, and then, stealing from her
chamber, she made her way alone up the stesps.
It was a strange venture for a girl. Far off she
heard the low thunder of the falling avalanche ;
nearer the winds fought together down the wild
gorges, pursning and retreating from each other
over the chasm’s brink, and rolling feinter and
fainter down its unfathomable depths. Bat the
stars cheered her, and the pines fringing the
chasm lifted spectral arms in the wan myou-
light, and pointed her onward—>nward— -ver
onward. . . Julien conld not slrep that night
He dragged himself with pain (for his fetters
were heavy) to his window bars, and gazed for
the last time at the wonder of the moonlight
upon the eternal snow p-aks. He was not afraid
of death, for the same dauntless spirit that in.
spired Janavel and Jayer fired his pulses, and he
rejoiced to be able to ad 1 his name to the list of
those who had died nobly for their freedom and
their God.

‘‘ Alas ! our valleys,”” he murmurad. *If my
life were the only sacrifice needed, how glally
would I lay it down ; but it is but a drop in the
red stream that must flow before the voiee of

prayer ean arise without fear from your ruined
homesteads.”

Then he thought of Aline, and with the thought
the peace that possessed his soul fled. A s .arp
quiver of agony shook his frame. 1t -washarl
to die without one farewell. Suddenly he started.
Was it a vision he saw before him, or wis the
pale beautiful face of an angel sent to sirengihen
him to the end ¢ The vision spoke one word —
¢ Julien I And their hands met, and he kuew
her. Words could not tell the bitter sweetness
of that meeting. They could hardly tell th-m..
selves of what they talked. The nmight waned,
dawn broke, and yet they seemed heedless of the
time. A mountain bird, awakened from its nest
by the gathering light, swept past them towards .
the valley, and its pinions, cleaving the Llue
air, aroused them to the consciousness that they
must separate, X

¢ cannot take you in my arms,” ke said,
“but kiss me, Aline, for the last time.”

He hud pleaded for a kiss many a tims in the
happy valley days, and she had refased him co-
quettishly ; but the time for trifling had sone
over, and she laid her face agaiust the cold bars,
and they kissed each other sadly and lingeringly.

 Qur next will be in heaven,” she whispered ;
and then, with unnataral calmne-s, she smil-d
as she used to smile, and they loosed hands for
ever, and she turned away.

Julien was shot at noon in the great sqnare of
the castle, and he met the bullets without flinch-
Ling, men said. When they told Aline she smiled
again, with a far-way look in her eyes, ~o that
the neighbors marvelled and said, ** She never
loved him.”

But, by-and by, they missed her, and, after a
wild search of a nightand a day, they found her
lying beneath his prison-window. And, when
they lifted her, she was dead.

THE FOLK LORE OF LOWER CANADA.

There are two species of loup-garou in Lower
Canada : one that kills and eats children, and
another that, like the feux-follets, seeks the des-
truction of souls. The former is never sven
except by children, whose evidence is not wor-
thy of credence, inasmuch as the loup-garou
appears to wicked children only ; but the exist.
ence of the latter has bezn vouched for by thou.
sands of good habitants, A habitant, deep in the
back-woods of the St. Maur:ce or Lac 8t. Jeun,
has said his prayers, and is preparing te turn in
for the night, when he hears a shout outside,
*and, going to the door, is told by a belsted
teamster bouud for the shanties that his neigh-
bor at the * clearing,” ten miles away, is lymg
at the point of death, and that there is no priest
with fifty miles. - The habitant harnesses his
horses, and starts without delay, taking with
him the bottle of holy water he brought from
his native parish at Easter, his beads, and petit
Alber*, w collection of prayers. The win:l 1=
moaning in the forest, and the trees throw
gaunt shadows upon the snow. Suddenly he
hears the sound of rushing feet, and, lookiug
over his should®r as he plies his horses with the
whip, discovers to his horror that he is being
pursued by a loup-garou. The fiend resembles
8 huge wolf, but its cry is human, and its eyes
are like the lights of the feux-follets: The
habitant muttersa pray r, and drives furiously.
It is a hard race through the woods and over the
frozen streams, but, thanks to the good Ste.
Anne, the patronne of Lower Caunada and the
kind protector of backwoodsmen and sea-faring -
men, the habitant reached the honse first, and,

lacing the open prayer-book on the tabile, de-
ges the loup-garou to cross the threshold. He
is in time to springle the dy.ng man with a holy
water, receive his last words, and close his eyes.
Then, fastening his beads upon the lintel, to
preserve the wiudow and children from the loap-
garou, he sets out to call the neighbors and fetch
the priest, that the boly may receive Christian
burial. It is proper to add that in the good ol
times, when the habitant was blessed with
abundant harvests from a virgin soil, and hard
drinking was the rule, — Il est sodtl comme
dans les bonnes anntes is a proverb, — loups-
garous were more numerous than they are now.—
Atlantic. ) ‘

HUMOROUS.

lTBE ®sthetes now speak of hash as ‘‘a mo-
saic.”

IN a game of cards, a good deal depends on
good play, and good play on a good deal.

AN exchange says :—** Gas is all right in the
main, but gets all wrong in the metres.”

THERE are two reasons why we dou't trust a
man. Ooe is because we don’t know him, and the other
because we do.

“You are to be hanged,” said an Irish judge,
when addressing u prisoner, * aud I hope it will provea’
warniog to you,”

““ How greedy you are,” said one little girl to
another, who had just taken the best apple on the dish.
1 was just golog to take that.”

“ WHAT plan,” said an actor to another,
* shall I adopt to fill the house at my benefit?” * Iavite
your oreditors,” was the tart reply,

A coxscows the other ‘day askeéd a stattering
barber's boy, “ Did you ever shave a moukey?’ * No,
| sir,” sald the boy, * bat i yoa will sit dowa I'll t-t-try.”

AN Irish clerk who was snowe | up in & train

daring the recent severe storm telegraphed to’'his irm in
| the city :—* I shall not be at the office to-day, as I

have not got home yesterday yot ” L
l TowWARD the conclusion of a diplomatic din-

ver,a ¥ h 1 d a toothpick from & tray lying
near him, and poli assed the reeseptacis to his
weighbor, a Turk, who’deolined his offsr, exclaiming,
“No, thask wam Awo of
\hings, :

w ;1 have siready sstem
ux:’&ﬁm’t:
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OLD WOODMAN.
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AN IRISHE STEW.

(From St. James' Gazette.)

If you want a receipt for that nativnal mystery
Enown to the world as an * Irish Stew.”

Just take the events of the last two years' history,
Giving to each the importance that's due.

Letter of Beaconsfield, prudent and prescient,
Telling of troubles we'd soun have to face ;
Gladstone’s assertion, both hostile and nesoient,
Curtly denying that such was the case. .
““ William's" success by the aid of the pack of 'em,
Iofidel, Rebel, Dissenter and Rad :
Each of ’em, all of 'em, every man Jack of 'em,
Claiming reward for the share be had bad.
Peace Preservation Aot net to be thought abuut ;
Nothing worth fighting for, e’er to be fought about ;
Parnel! and Biggar and Co.’s epportanity ;
Outrage and murder, and crime with impunity ;
Gladstone and Bright crying ™ Force is no remedy ;"
Chamberlain spurniug coercion on any day ;
Ireland down trodden by Land T.eague ferocities ;
Government paralyzed ; justice s flam;
(Memories 1 ow of Bulgariap atrocities
Seemingly indicate Gladstone a sham.)
Salisbury bitter, and Parnell obtrusive ;
England indignan  at Gladatone's delay ;
Gladstone vindiotive, in language abusive,
Puts Parne'l and Company out ot the wav.
The gao! of Kilmuinbam and Grifith’s reduotion ;
The robbery of landlords and Irish obatruction.
Land Act, and Land Court, and Laod League for years;
Landlords and tenants all set by the ears;
Poverty, orime, de-olation and woe ;
Chamberlain, Forster, and Gladgtone and Co.
Take of these elements all that is fusible, :
Melt them all down in a pipkin or crucible,
Set them to simmer, and leave on the soum ;
And an * Irish stew” §s the residuum.

LITERARY SUCCESS.

In the elegant country house of Alphonse
Daud: t some of the best known French autkors
as:embled oue day. By the side of the sympa-
thetic f~ce of the host could be seen the stout
Emile Zola—there also was seen ths intelligent
profile of Edmund de Goncourt, and next to him
quietly sat the fair Frederich Wilhelm Schulze ;
the latter who left his country a long time ago,
bas gained at present a great fame in Germany
under a French udonym. The company re-
lated incidents wmh had happened during their
youthful days Schulze, as usual, complained
of the bad taste of the German public, of the
publishers whose motto is ‘‘ cheap and nasty,”
of the newspapers being entirely unconnected
with literature. He did not spare even the eri-
tics. ‘“As for me, I think you julge your
country too harshly,’’ interrupt d the author of
*Le Nabab."’ *:Of course neither your talert
nor your industry has been of much use to you,
but then you were quite young, and you had not
then wntten any serious work. We also had
great ditficulty in gaining publicity, but why do
not your authors touch vital questious so deeply
as we do? Why are they satistied with clerical
variations o the worn:out theme of Strauss’s
love to Gret. hen. Look how books are read in
Grrmeny. How my own novels and yours are
§aid their weight in gold.”... It is,”’ replied

chulze, ““(n'ybecause we are in fashion, because
conquered France dictates the fashion to the
Germans ev- n in literature, berides it is not a
new thing— t was the same when Lessing had
to implore Corneille ; when Frederick the Se-
con:l protec vd Voltaire. The same thing, again,
was repeated when Dumas snd Sue pecketed our
thaler~ ; w eun Scribe occupied all our theatres.
The same tling, takes place now with Sardou
a1.d Dumas tils,with Jules Verne and—excuse the
com)ariro. —with Alphonse Daudet. Goto the
publishing office of any German magazine under
a German name, and you will see what success
you have. It is true that in Paris you would
not get much for your novels if you were to in-
troduce them under the name of an unknown
author. Thanks to their real value, they would
be read, the papers would speak of them, and
you may «ven become the talk of the day.
Amongst us—literature ouly exists for a very
small circle of highly educated people. We read
only to kill time, and for this purpose the pub-
lishers crowd themselves with trash, which sells
hetter than the work of the disciplen of Balzac.
A new book is entirely lost if it be not supported
in the newspapers by a powerful clique of critics.
It is tiue 1hat later on, when mauy years have
passed, the book is remembered or discovered in
the archives of literature, but the anthor has
possibly dicd of sturvation, or his talent has en-
tirely vanishcd in the struggle of life. Try to
sell one of y. ur unpublished works in Germany,
aud you will see.  Your ¢ Bohemiens’ are quite
ready. 1 shallsoon have finished the translation
of it. Send it anonymously to the *‘country of
poets and thinkers.” There was a short pause.
Zola wax thirking. De Goncourt was looking
sadly at the trees, which were begiuning to be
covere: with Jeaves. Daudet appeared thought-
ful.  Suddenly his face was lighted up by a
smile, aud he held out his hand to Schu{ze.
‘“ All right,” he sajd, ‘“‘we are going to send
*¢ Les Bohémiers” to Germany. I have nothing
to fear, much less so that I am not the destroy-
er, as you are. I do not throw overboard all the
good old habits, Zola, for example, would have
to fear. 1 should like to try.” A few days af.
terwards ‘‘ Les Bohémiens” was renamed * Cla-
rice,” »ud its uuthor, Johann Lohrbeer. Accord.
ing to the desire of Daudet, Schulze first sent
the manuseript to Berlin to I——. Three months
aftetwards the manuscript was returned without
comment, and carriage unpaid. Schulze then
sent it to Leipsic to P———. This time an an-
HWer wus received, but the publisher begged to
be excused ; he could not publish ** Clarice,” as
he had already too many offers. The letter was
accompanied by a catalogue of new publications
forsale. Other publishers refused without giv-
ing apy explanations, One said that he had
discontinued publishing novels, as they were no

longer bought. Readers are satisfied with fewil-
letons, and buy only useful books, such as can
adorn the drawing-room table, éditions de luze
of famous authors. Daudet was angry. *Tr:
the newspapers,” heé said to Schulze. ‘It is
their sacred duty to develop the literary taste of
their readers.. At W—— is published the ex.
cellent paper Die Morgenglocke. It alwaysgives
the novels of our schdol. I have already seut it
several tales, for which 1 was well paid.” Schulze
sent “‘ Clarice” to the Morgenglocke. Three
months afterwards the manuscript came back
to Paris, and with it a printed circular, with
these words :—*¢ Dear 8ir, —We return you the
manuscript which you sent us; unfortunately
we cannot makeany use of it.”’ Daudet twitched
nervously his beautiful moustache, shrugged his
shoulders, and said, * I'm sure they never read
my novel. Wait a bit. .I shall paste some of
the leaves and you must send the manuscript in
that state.” Four weeks passed again, and ** Cla.-
rice” returned to Paris—the leaves were still
pasted together. A letter which accompanied it
contained the following :—*‘ Highly honored
Mr. Author,—We cannot accept your remark-
able work. becanse we are so glutted with litera-
ry pro tuctions that we have enough novels and
tales for at least three years.”” ** You have some
connection with German publishing firms,” said
Dandet in & discontented tone of voice ; ¢ per-
haps your recommendation will cause the editors
to read my production.” Schulze wrote to the
weekly paper, In allen Zonen, and three months
afterward he received the following letter : —
‘“ Dear Mr. Schulze,—We return you the novel
of Herr Lohrbeer. Evidently you have not read
the manascript, otherwise you would not have
sent it to us. The author describes things which
canuot possibly be inserted in a family paper.
Moreovcr, all the characters of high society
which are found are rogues; this cannot be.
You ask us what we think of the talent of Lohr-
beer. His style of writing is not bad undoubted-
ly : he is an experienced author, but his style is
high-flown aud not natural; the plot of the
novel is poor, the intrigue not dramatic and
rather tedious ; in a word the author is no novel-
ist. We regret, etc. The friends received this
criticism with loud bursts of laughter ; Daudet
framed the letter and adorned his study with it.
The manuscript again went traveling through
Germany, and was again returned to Paris with
a printed circular. Only an editorufa new news-
paper recognized in Lohrbeer some traces of
talent and begged him to send him something
else reminding him that he could only receive
books without any express tendency and contain-
ing nothing improper. Historic tales answering
these conditions have the greater chance of be-
ing received. ‘‘Is it not enough?’ asked
Schulze. ‘“ Once more let us try,” said Daudet ;
‘“is jot S—— an active publisher ?”" ¢ Yes,
indeed,” replied Schulze. * There is hardly a
day in which he does not publish some novelty,
and we can’t say that these books are not very
hartful to literature ; the publishers do not pay
for that trash, yet thanks to advertisements and
puffing our libraries are filled with it, and the
publishers get rich. Let us try S—" This
time the manuscript remained at the publisher’s,
who asked how much would be required for the
book. *How much do you generally get for
your novels ¥’ asked Schulze. * From 30,000
to 40,000 francs.” ¢¢ Well, then, it is better to
let the publisher fix the sum himself,” replied
Schulze. The answer came a few days after-
wards. S— wrote: *“In fixinga price for your
novel I make a great sacrifice —an exception to
the general rule. Usually the first works of un-
known are rot paid for at all. I can give you
70 marks. I do thisas a favour, and 1 hope you
will soon send me a fresh work. After having
read this letter, Daudet crumpled it in his hands
and ‘threw out of the window. “G> to the
devil !” he cried. ‘‘Fora year my novel has
been traveling, and T might have died of hunger
long ago. Now, I shall send a telegram to the
editor of the Morgenlocke that Daudet has fin-
ished his novel * Les Bohémiens,” and wishes to
know how much the editor would offer him tor
the first German edition.”” The same evening a
telegram was received with these words as an
answer - ‘10,000 france,”

CLUBS.

The notion is still entertained in remote parts
of the country, and even by many simple per-
sons in Lndon, that a Club is a blessed place
where superior persons meet daily and exchange
freely all the newest gossip and the latest State
secrets. The London correspondent of the pro-
vincial newspaper proves his omniscience by de
claring that he belongs to “one of the leading
London Clubs,” and the readers of his letters
imagine that he is therefore one of the favored
recipients of every interesting piece of news that
ever trax.«\iir s, and altogether a superior person.

Little co they know of the heaviness and dull-
ness” that rcigns supreme in these favored es-
tablishments. Nobody ever yet learnt anything
worth kgowing, much less worth printing in a
Club ; bores and billiard-players furnish most
of the conversation of most of them, and so
small a value is set by their members on Club
conversation and society, that the worst reputa-
tion a Club can have is that of being ‘¢ crowd-
ed,” and the best that of being an elegant and
well-waitered solitude. A man of position wag
recently vindicating the claim of his Club to be
the best in London. ‘1 assure you,” he said,
““that 1 50 in there day after day and read the
paper and nobody ever says a word to me.”

evertheless, beneath the calm surface ef the
best of Clubs there is commonly working a sea

! of passions and pigues, of animosities and little-

nesses which when, as occasionally they do, they
come to the surface, might make even a country
cousin wonder. The mere fact, which is too
notorious to need more than mention, that no
man who is at all known has any chance of being
elected at any Club of any pretensions is enough
to show this. There may.be ‘‘nothing sgainst
him ”’ of any kind, he may be a man ot irre-
proachable character, and e-ninently desirable as
a member ; but if he is known, he is certain to
find men enough among the electing body who
will ¢ pill’* him because of some mean personal
spite or merely from a still meaner personal
jealousy. If he is not known at all he is safe
enough, as was the convict Mr. Harry Benson,
who was made a member of the St. James’s Club
at the very timo he was engaged in swindling
the Lord Mayor of a large sum of money under
pretence of collecting subscriptions for Chateau-
dun. )

It is not too much to say that a good half of
the members of any one Club in London would,
it they were to be presented afresh at the ballot-
box, be inevitably blackballed. Elected when
they were nobodies they huve since become
somebodies, and that alone renders them hor-
ribly obnoxious to the great ruck of nobodies of
whom Clubs and Club-committees are mainly
composed.
seeming exception to this in the case of Princes
and nobles, for they run a much less risk of re-
jection than others. But if the exception be
scanned closely it will be found to be only an-
other instance of the rnle. Princes and nobles
as arule are nobudies ; and, what is especially
de-t to the free and independent elector of the
Clabs, they are nobodies with tremendous
names.

The kind of creature who is dear to the Club
ele-tor is the lay figure—the mere result of the
tailor and of those public schools and universi-
ties which are the great sicial clothiers of our
times. Nobody knows anything against him —
or “or him ; he has no enemies —and no frieuds;
he represents nothing, has done nothing, is
nothing ; and he will therefore be elected by
acclamation.

It is fitting that the mediocrities should have
ahome. It is fitting that those who cannot
compass a good cook or a guood bottle of wine of
their own should be enabled to find dinner and
drink of an average goodness at a Club. And it
is also fitting that those who of themselves can
think no-thought and do no deed should be
able to keep themselves warm from the conscious-
ness of their nothingness by consorting with
other men in like case. But to suppose, as a
large proportion of country cousins still do, that
the Clubs are the centre of wit and wisdom, the
receptacles of State secrets, and the originators
of political action ; or even to suppose that they
offer an examplar of the highest efforts of the
culinary art ; this is to suppose that at which
those who know their tameness, their dullnesss,
and their littleness can only smile.

I AM GOING HOME.

What & world of meaning in these words!
What music to a wanderers ear ! How it quick-
ens our pulses and sends memory surging back,
bringing on its return over the rocks and quick-
sands of time the recollection of the happy days
of yore. Home ! dearest spot on earth, around
which cluster and centre our best thoughts and
wishes, for there dwell the desr ones. *I am
going home,” says the sailor on the wide ocean,
as he paces to and fro upon the deck of his
homeward-bound vessel. The waves dash high
against the sides of the ship, and breaking,
scatter their tiny dropsaround him. He heeds
them not, is unconscious that the wind is screech-
iug through the masts, and threatening to hurl
him beneath the rolling waves. His thoughts
are far away ; and lifting his hand to screen his
eyes from the glaring sunlight, he gazes with an
entreating look for some familiar token in the
distance to indirate that he is nearing home. In
thought, the intervening miles have already
been travelled, and he stands in the presence
of his family. The captain's voice awakens him
from his reverie, and he endeavors to place his
mind upon duty ; yetitisin vain, for he is ap-
proaching his native land. I am going home,"’
says the wounded soldier. Comrades gather
around the scathed and war-worn veteran, for
one moment envying him the pleasure an1home
care he so much needs. His eyes sparkle, and
his flushed cheeks tell of an inward excitement
which thoughts of the future occasion. Though-
disease preys upon bim, not a happier man can
be found in the camp, for ‘those musical words
resound in his ears, * I'm going home.”

HOW HE WON HIS WAGER.

The tamous Hungarian, Count Zichy, who
lives on a princely income in Vienna, was in his
younger days well known all over Europe on
account of the bets he made and generally won.
Once, when there was a heavy duty imposed on
every head of cattle entering the Austrian
capital, he made a bet that he would carry a
lamb duty free through the gates of Vienna,
and that the gatekeeper, who acts as imperial
officer, adjusting and receiving the duty, would
be glad to let him pass. The bet was taken.
Next morning the Count,disguised in the clothes
of a butcher, his butcher’s knife in his hand, his
shirt sleeves rolled up, and carryinga heavysack
on his shoulder, made his way fo one of the
gates of the city. Rut the officer espied him :—

“ What have you in that sack, fellow 1”

‘¢ A dog, sir.”

“ Aldog ? Dog yourself ! Down with thesack!
I know fellows like you sometimes carry dogs in

There is a seeming, buf only a |.

sacks through the gates, and sell them for mut-
ton in the town.”

““ But it is nothing but a dog, and a bad one
too. I will—"

¢ Never mind what you will - down with your
sack.”

And the officer pulled the sack from the but-
cher’s shoulder, cut the string, and, sure enough,
out jumped one of the biggest dogs in Vienna.
The dog rushed against the faithful Government
servant and knocked him down, and then made
off for parts unknown. After him went the but-
cher, shouting to the officer :

¢ I'll settle you after I catch the dog.””

About two hours’ later, the face of the but-
cher appeared at the window of the office—

¢ 1 have caught that dog again. Would you
like to look at him ¢’
“ Get away! Get out, you and yourinferual
dog.”

gud with a crash the window went down, and
the smiling butcher eunterel Vienna. But no
dog was that time in the suck, but the fattest
lamb that could be found in the suburbsof the
capital.

LCHOES FRO M PARIS.

THE Chateau of ‘St. Cloud, or, rather, the
ruins which the Prussians left, are to be con-
ceded to a great company for a casino, which
the projectors say will rival Sydenham. Such a
desecration of an old abode of Royalty will be no
innovation. Rambouillet was tor a long while
a sort of suburban Mabille.

THE compliment has been paid to a very
faithful friend of Paiis, Prince Demidoff San
Donato, of presenting him with the order of

.Commander of the Leg on of Honor. The Prince

has had the pleasant news telegraphed to
him to St. Petersburg. The Russian colony is
very popular in presidential circles—which has
its signification.

A MEETING of notabiliiies of Parisian fencing
circles has taken place at the residence of M. E,
Dollfus, 2 Rue de Presbourg, for the purpose of
making arrangements for founding a Société
d’'Encouragement de 1'Escrime. The organizing
committee adopted the provisional rules and
regulations drawn up by M. de Villeneuve, and
selected the journal I’ Escrime as the medium for
receiving upplications for membership.

A BERLIN dealer in gawe, birds, &c., recently
received an order for 30,000 pigeons for Paris,
which, according to Dr. Russ’s magazine, The
Winged World, is due to the silly fashion of
wearing pigeon’s feathers on hats and as dresses
in masquerades. The birds were mnostly bought
in Silesia, killed, skinned, and the bodies sold
on the spot at three halfpence each, while the
feathery p.rt went to Paris.

CouNT BEUST. the Austrian Ambassador at
Paris, has just turned out of his bed, after three
weeks’ sojourn there, to breathe the lovely air
that young spring especially blesses Parisians
with, worth all the tonics of all the doctors.
The Count was travelling betw.en Muvich and
Stuttgart at night, snugly ensconced in his Puli-
man’s-car bed, when a sudden concussion flung
him out head first, and virtually from one bed
to another. We are all glad it is no wor:e, for
he is an item in Paris society that is much
missed if long absent.

SHORT dres.es necessitate very elegant hosiery
and slippers, and the silk stockings now showu
are marvels of emlroidery, of lace like open
work, and of literal lace, the whele covering of
the instep in some instances being in black or
white thread lace, according to the toilette
wherewith these dainty articles of foot-gear are
to be worn. Fine embroidery in colored beads
is also shown. It was an @sthetic sight to wit-
ness the other day on the Boulevard Montmartre,
u pair of peacock-green silk stockings with a
peacock feather gmbroidered on the instep in
colored beads 1elieved with gold ones. This was
only one of a series of very beautiful and strik.
ing patterus to be met with en route.

SoME time ago a young gentleman gave an -
order at a flower dealer’s to send every morning,
until further notice, a bouquet of rosebuds to a
certain younglady of very high standing, and

aid a rather high price six months in edvauce.

he gentleman was a prince, and the lady a
princess, who have since become engaged 10 be
married. The contract about the bouyuet nev. r-
theless holds good to the end, upon which the
flower-dealer may cougratulate himself, s-ciug
that the bouquet is paid for at the rate of 10ul,
per day, exclusive of that of the nuptials, which
will be paid for separately, and be wade up of
as mny as shal | have been previously delivered.

A PARLIAMENTARY Commission is engaged ou
the greal social question of duelling. It was
proposed five years past by the late M. Hérold,
Prefect of the Seine, that all persons taking any
part in a duel, whether as principals or seconds,
should be held amenable to the law as guilty of
délit, or ** criminal offence.” This was but the
renewal of a proposal mmade some thirty or forty
years previously by M. Dupin. The Chamber
1s now asked to defend peaceful people against
public insulters ; the existence of such pests to
society wonld not be tolerated in England or
America, Were the Tribunals to be empowered
to inflict heavy fines on such swashbucklers and
on their seconds, the public papers would be less
polluted with accounts of affairs of honor.
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A MODERN WITCH.

“Aml he went upin Jununry,
Aud never came down il June *

1 think me oft fu the twilight
Of w Indy and her hut,

I he former waa ditle wnd vicious,
T he lntter was tnrge and Bat.

The lndy went to the chareh, the play;
Aund swherever alie went the shout

Went ap from the many who conld not see,
“onfeund it put her outt”

Nhe was not to be extinguished.*
o have prid, alie agid, C sud TH stay
155 swenr that hnt’ —and abe elenched hrr hand--
T the crach ol the Judgment day,
1’1l fanten it tight around my throat,
Aud pin it tast to wmy hnlr.
Lot there cotne the dreadlul barrieane,
“The workd shall stiit had it there.”

Tuere catne i hterzs from heaven
OFf a ruth- ¢ matevolent Kiud.
It cnugbt the bat, sod 1ook it up,
Aud the Indy went hehind,
Now, LLis wan severnl vears ago,
And atlof them tull «fpain,
For with nothing 1o ride she still auils on,
Aud will gever comie duwn agnin.

I M GeRaonry, an Marper s

CUSTAVE DORE.

Gastave Doreois nearly Bty years of sge and
locks Jike thirty-five.  OF wedian stature, be
has the frome of an acrobat aud the head of a
poet. Tosee lnm o the street von would fi0)
tnehined to give him & penny, forhe s the worsg
dre<eed man 1o Paris) the weapegont of s tudor,
who intliets upen him all his mistits. Dure
pasers his Bl drawing and painting, sbepng
or dancing abont with « fidile in hivhand, Ju
society, when he Is not napping or tddiiog, he
is constantly making <keteken, His fertihty is
prodigious, snd on that aceount his brothes
artists do et Jook upan hm owath g favarable
eve. A statician has caleulated thar Dore’s pic-
tures and drawing-, 1t baid flat side by snde,
would suflioe to rover the raiiway track from
Parix to Lvans.

He attaekes no inportanee to his work, and,
although i business transactions w mun of
singular acutensa, it private Hle heis the neast
Sgiving Uolartivts, When he was in Switzer
land a few vearsago e naod to pgive s water.
colors away nght aml left to his neighlors at
the tabde d'late. A dinner at Madane Msthe
other duy anc Engiish Ludy begged Dard toowete
his name on o ship of prper so that she might
prassess tios iliustrions wstograph. .

O madaee, Fowellogive you o sometiong
better than a twere signature.”

Aund, suiting the setion to the word, he tock
off his black wecktiv, asked for a bit ot Hike.
wwier, mix=d it with water amd with a natch
e painted cnothe neektio a gay prwession of
cuptds otferiug a weektie tooa Lady, sened i
Gastave Draore’ and banded 1t galtantiy o has
fair wlnnrer.

Ginstave Doré's tolent s nniversad.  He ods
patnter, engraver, desiener, seulptar and waters
ealor parnter In puantiog he duesnearly every.
thing with the hrush and txes the postion of
the figures with the Logest ‘n»vi!viv dinenisions
tu churcoal.,  His oonlor meemory I
Ity his «tndio e Las podocumonts, ueshetehes,
no wodeis,  ho \‘t‘h“_\' Le wade an }l‘i!li ot ks
great picture ot ©CChns Tavin P onum®
entirely from nemery. When he was donge his
great bk ou Lowdon and visciing wil the dens
of Whitechaped and Way ping, he never smade
sketches on the spot, Lot ondv at might when
Le returned to his hotel, Unlike most of the
artists of the dav, Gustave Dore has o taste for
brieabirne and bitelots. His stutie, formerty o
ridmyescheol, is a seene of indeseribabde dis
order, full of 1munerses sedfoldings, huge can-
Vases, Humense poists, sn das Hereules might
have used hnd he tiken to paietine, colors and
brushes, all pellanetl, pades of drawings, statues,
modeltug-cluy, ctchirgs, engravings, w cod cuts,
and in the midst o prans, and on the piano a
Stradivarius,  Whenever  he does venture to
buy hibelots he choores the most abominable tub.
bish, for instance Boliemton ghoss of the most
modern manufacture.  Lately Doré has had s
craze for sculpture, and all the great bromze
toundrivs ure anxions to by hits models. The
colossal vase, ** the popeeof Bacchus,' which
wak exhibited at the universal exhibition of
1878, in now being enat a1 the arntist’s own ex.
prose,  For the past seven vears Doré has been
working ut the illustrutien of Shakeryeare, which
he i3 anxious to make his masterpicec of ilustra-
tion. Thanks tohis kuowl dge of German—he
was born at Strasburg—he has been able to get
very uenrto Shakespeare awd to comp vhend him
a3 fuw Frenchmen have done.

To give an idea of thee care he is taking over
the work, he says that he has spent over sixty
thousand dollars in essaysund plates, which he
has for the most patt rejected as unsatisfactory,
Aun Am-riean ums un Eoglish publisher arerivals
for the possession of this work, which will not
be finished for a vear or two to come,  No man
in Franceis nore colebrated in all the countries
of the world thun Gustave Dotd. No French.
man has been decorated with mare foreign or.
ders of chivalry, but he never wears any decora-
tion except the Legion of Honor, and no
triumph u{brmnl, however great, gives him the
same joy as the smallest suceess won at Paris,

e e g

astons-hing.

e

Moxsigenr and Malame Alphonse de Roths.
child celebrated their silver wedding at their
hotel at the Bne Saint Florentin, Paris, on Sat-
urday evenivg., A splendid soirée had been ar.
ranged, and Parisinn society was represented hy
the créme de la crime.

A ROMANCE OF TWo HEMISPHERES.

The following story is told by a New Yok
paper @ Ten years ago, abeantitul young Boston
girl was sent o the Vermont hilly to arrest, if
possible, the indication af approaching consip-
tion.  She recovered her health, nd meantime
inflicted w enreless wound upon the heart of an
intelligent and well-educated  younyg farmer's
son,  Unhike Lady Vere de Vere, she did not
seory his timid - atfection, but returned it
heartily, veferving him to her father. That tra-
ditionary unromantic personage wouldn't hear
af i, Neveror, neverr, shall a base meehanie
wed e elieidd I The young man retieed, went
West, and made a Jarge fortune, and the young
woman married  the man prescribed by her
father Shewent to dive in France, Her hus.
banddied tn twao years, and her porents also dy-
iy, she temained whooad, The memary of her
first romanae faded with her ay with it abjet,
who, thouuh unmarried, was too busy in mu‘kmg
monry for temder thoughts, Last year his busi-
ness took bt Furope, nud one night found
him on a hittle steamer plying between Mar-
seilles and Leghorn, A storm came up, and a
Lady, who had risen from herseat on deck 1o 2o
Lelow was thrown overboand by a sadden lureh
of the vessell The * Lase mechanic ™ jumped
atter, and though tu the dark the steamer drifte d
away frows them, ey clutched a providential
M;qlxl\. and lowted until ninrningg, when th'-_\'
wete picked up by another vessel, Duning that
night, in the cold aed the darkness, they dis-
eredin earh ather e Joved and tost of earlier
vears. Toe ol feching came back in that fear-
ful hour, and on their artivad o Malta they
were niarried. b of the poetry. The rest is
!,fnﬁ‘ﬂ

Provtr who suther from Lung, Threat, or
Ridoev disases, andd bave tnied all kinds of
medicine with Httie or no begefit, and who des-
patr ab ever heing ented, have still o resonree
feft m Flectrictty, whicl i fast taking the placs
of alumst all other methols of treatment, being
wihd, potent jand narmless; it is the safest system
Fraown to man, and the most thoroughiv scienti-
te catative power ever discovered, A< time
advances, grester ddiccoveries are made in the
wethod of applving this eleetrie faid ; amony
the mwost recent and best modes of using olectri-
eity s by wearing one of Norman's Electric
Curative Helts, manufactveed by Mr, A, Norman
4 Queen Street Fast, Torento, Ont.

OUR CHESS COLIUTYN.
AbB varpmoonictiona intended for this Column abouid

fe ol rensed to the Chiess Editor, CaNaDIaN [t a.
FRACFD NEWws, Mantrea!,

We grave (ooonr fast Colinit the gesalt ol the recent
telegraphie chese mateh hetween Toronto snd Quebes |
atet o for failer partaatard connectsd with tls con
Lkt W st refer onr readere Yo the Slawing tanla and
avecampany ug rethnThe, Which We copy frot the Quebee
hronscle of the Toth ult, ¢

Phe fodowing afe ths namedof the players with their
respestive opponente. Taronto havicg Nst moves at

Bosrde A0, ot Tand Looand Quetiee w1 Boands I
I FoH K.oacd M
Toerunta. Quetivr, Weu By,
A H O Lea ve E Sandereon brawn.
B HNorheate v B H Andrews Northeote.
0 JcGordon . vs P Cnampten Gaornidon,
133 CW Phalips ve BU Fletehar Pai 8.
t H O s cooovn O Bradiey Koo
t WA Latelohnvs 10 B Maclend  Drawn,
1 G titbsane ovs B Pape Pagse.
i WM Starhe U Barke Rrarke.

f AU Megers, sd A tireen Unfiniabhed.
[N JOW Reaty Cove I Blakiston Riskiston.
1. W hyve ooooova B Sanderaan, it Drye

M M Poustieun. v £ H [aeal Duval

Dro Bradlev, after the first night's play, havieg o
Tenve tar Clvswo Bis gate was tahen up at the Just
bour by Mo MeCullim whaoo netwithstanding he made s
stubbara tzht had e yield to nis more fornadab’e vppon-
eut

We mny whi that we beartily congratniute our To
taptn friends on their vietory, which is the maore oreldd
table froap the fuet that the Ginbee Club numbers esiong
Ve hembers some of the best plavers in the Daminton,
Wenwrw glind to noties thal the Qaebee plavers nra pot
tnoany wav disparited, but ook taraard with confidence
o ancther snconuter.

We bhave plemsnre in informing our rewsders that s
tisvement which bk heen quietly at work fur & short
time Lne resilted tinaity in tie formation »f the Montreal
Chess nud Chequer Cluh, whiieh was formdly argavizesd
ot Siutunday. the Tst inst

The olub beging well, with, wenre informed, a wmem.
bersbip of nearly fifty,  Themestings of the elub will be
beld during this month in the Temperance Dining Hal),
Notre Duane Street, and after the 1st of May + ext, in the
busemient of the Mediea! 1141 St Fraocols Xuvler Street.
Tho following greutlemen wore elocted ottice-bearers ut
the meeting of Saturdny @ President, Juseph Remrose,
Erg.: Neeretury, - Hill, Eaq.: Treasurer, — Baovd
E.qo: Executive Cowwm ttes, Messra  Dakin, Bruseh,
Curner, nud Fino

The anuual sheoription is thixed at 3.

The clubroom will be open daily from 2 pom, 1o 12
[N N

‘The cummitten 0! the Vienns Internatioval ‘l'surna.
meat hay e decided 1o uffor 1 cpecial prize of Lot francs
(32,01, apen to a1l competitors in the tournament execept
the ultimate three prize winners,  Thix prize will be
swarded to any of the players  with the above excep-
tion, who will makae the highest seore aeniost the first
thres prize holders, Fach game won sguinst the chief
victor will count 1wo paints for that parpose, seainat the
weoud winneroae wnd o half cod nzainst the third ane,
Drvwn games will count hnlf of the respective paints,
Al the players will be paired for the chief competition,
to contest at first one game 81! raund, And in the sime
order the second game.-- il.nmjv’"_ Fiold,

HONteinita's tatest offer wis,' says the FMield of the
14th inat, © to wmake o mateh and stake deposit forth.
with, but to pastpone play unti] after the Vienna tonrun.
ment (if ndjostenment of & mateh already cominnaced was
objected 1o by Herr Zukertort), nud to lease Harr Zoker-
tort o fix the date for such & mateh any day in Qotober
or Novewber naxt, Horr Zukertort lalt this pruposal to

be too inconvavient fur ncceptance, bLut expressed him.
aslf that the qrestion of an Autnmn mateh between the

Turf, Freld and Farm.

PROBLEM No. 3.
By J. G Vernon.

BLACK.

two might be reopened wien the time shonid umn«.—l Mﬂnt[eal P[]St'[]mce Time-Tah‘EI

Avrin, 1882,

" ‘JOUl

WHIIE.

White to play and mate in three moves.

Solution of Probilem No 374,
White. Blark.

. fio K R ¢ 1.
2. Maten soe,

GAME L02rrn,

The foilowing euterprising rawme wan piayed in Russia
sotne time are hetween Mexars. Tebizorioe and SebifYers,
tiia0eo Piano.

White — (M. Tehigorine ) Hlsek. —I{M. Setitfersy

1. PR § 1. P to K¢

2 Kttw KB3 2L Kita QB3
3. BB ¢ 3. B BY

4, Cuatloes 4. Rtio K B3
5 PeQ3 5P LeQ 3
AP RR3 6, B K3
LB QRr T.oCdst e

< Bro K Kt S P KR3
G, BRito 14 4 Pto KK
i, Bt K3 LR e R2
11, Kt KRR 2 11, Kttt K 2
12, Kt Q B3 i Ktio K Kt
13 Kt te K2 13 Kt R 4
. PoQ g 4. Ktiakes B
15. Kt takes Kt S3.Krte B
16, P o d Prakss P

TP takes P B Q@ Red

15, RteQ B2 P K B3
o, Qo Yo
WP QS Bio K B2
21, Kits K Kt 4 Kiuo K Kt 3
QR toK g W R K=
i Kt K3 e K R4
MK e R2 4. K 1o Ke2
W Kttfrem KU 3 to B S Htakes Kt
tekiy
. Kt mkes Biehs 6. Kot Ry

2.t KRS
N oQreQBai

L P takes PP

. PtoK Ked
3 P KBA

P otukes B’

33 B P takes R
QKR
BOR takes B
Rt K K2 s,

Resgns.

Qo Qrq
2R K

20 P otakes P

. Kt K Kt 3

P tikes B

. K Htakes Kt
Qo R oae
Bto K Kt =ichy
R K BT ichy
R tuhes Roreld

NOTrL.
(v o K Ktd was the rghit maove Bere
2 P KK 3 SRt KL

TP to KB B Prskes B P
31 Kt P takes B G Re Koy
QWK 32 RwwE B2
3 Rt KKed 54B Likes ey
34, R takes 8 34. Rt K Ktaq

3% Riakes Kt and wins.

THE COOK'S FRIEND

BAKINC POWDER
Has become a Hovseannn Wonrn g ke lund, and is g
HoUsFHOLD

SECESSILY

m every family

Tt ueed f
vakes, i
wned a i
haif
digestible.

Thn

usiaal

1t SAVES MONEY.

For sale by sterekeepers theon i the Dominon and

wholesade by the manufu. tarer.
Wo D McLAREN, Uston Mitws,
»3 Lollege Street.

19-52-362
MAY B FOUND O)Y
Fil.k. AT GEO. I?,

TH!S PAPER i3y

Newspaper Advertising Bureau (10 SPRUCE

STREETI, WHELE Abe A
CEROIST O CONYR'CTS] "!;"! R 2
v b s veniag e de gy REY ¥ SR

AMOUNT of NITROQ

mixcd with sugar and starch.

Cadbury’s

1t 1a often asked, *Why does my doctor secommend Cadbury's Cocoa Feaence? ™ t
absolutely genuine, and concentrated by the yenwoval of the ruperiuous fat, it eontains FOUR TIMUS the
NOUR or FLUSH-FORMING CONSTITUENTS of the average of ather Cocoasd which are
Beware of imitations, which are often pushied by Shopkeopers for the extra proge

DELIVERY. MAILS. CLOBING.

P. M.
8 00
8 00

i
|
!
|
/
i
i

A, M.\ M. {ONT. & WESTERK PROVINCES.| .

.!(A) Nuawa by Railway ...} 8
(A} Province of hntario,
! Manitoba & B, Columhin
lotaws River Houte up tu

Carillon,o..ooooole

l
| lquE. & EAsTERN PROVINGES.

i Quebee. Thres Rivers, Ber.
3 i thier, Sorel, per stegmer. |
! 35 Quebee, Three Rivers, Ber-
! * thier, &e., by Q M.0O. &
; 0. Ruilway
(R) Quebec by (7, T- Ry...
(B) Fastern Townshipa
' Three Rivers, Arthabuaka
! & Riviere daloup R. R
‘Oecidental Railway Maing
Line to Ottawa. ... .... T
Do 8t Jerime and §
Lin Branches .
Do 8t Jerome -
Japvier...... L. T o0
8t. Rewmi, Hemmiogford &
Laprairie Railway .......
5{8t. lyacinthe, Sberbrooke,!
Chaticooke, &e.....o.... i 2158
Actin and Sorel Railway..i...... 8 00
'St. Jobps, Stanbridge & St.! I
Armand Srtation........ LT PR
St. Jebos, Vermont June-!
tion & Shefford Railways 215
...iSouth Fastern Railway.... .. ... 445
(B) New Brunswick, Nova!
. Seatia & P.E L. .0 oL
Newfoundiand, forwarded
daily on Halitax. whenee, i
despatel is by the Packet: ;
leaviog Ha'ifax oo the! }
10th and th April...o.o o i 800

(.}

4 30

R
=

1000 ...
i 215

2 00

2oh......
10 00,

10 00;.

8 00

1
i

!
!
; LOCAL MALS.,
i
i
i

eanbarnois Route. ... ... ;
. Bouckersille, Cootrecear,’
Varenoes & Vercheres.

9 00l 5 30 Cote St. Antoine apd Notre
! ! Damede Grace 9
0 530 Hochelaga.. ]
1130 ..., Huntingdun [
10 a5 3 Lackige. .. [
12 30; 3 0w Laprairie 7 o0
10 30 ...... Longuenil. .............. e 00 215
‘New Glasgow, St Sophie,; 145
by Occidenial Railway! !
} Branch... P |
10 60 .. 'Lovgue Pointe, Pointe anx- P430
) Trem. & Charlemagne-.. 8§ 0
3% 6 Point 81 Charles...oooon . e
St Cnoegonde 155

St Lambert
; 3.8, Laureut,
' St Eustache

11300 530 Taununeriee West (St Henri, !
! de Mub ool :
10 0 ...... Rault-au-Recollect & Pontd
H Y Viau (aiso Bougie).. :
1o W' 6 553 81 Jean Baptiste Village.:
Mile-End & Cotean St
Louis..o... ool e
UNITED STATES : i
RIEUE TC Busten & New Enclsndf 5
States, except Maine.....0 7 00!
SILIE L1 R, New York aod  Southern! PR 1Y
~10an Y T JELIN
& 000 12 30 Island Pund, Portland H
Maipe. ...l oLl
= 840 4A)Y Woestern & Pac
States ...

GREAT BRITAN, e

By Catndino Line on Thursday :

By Canadisn Live for Germany on Thors ... .. 700
dAY L e

By Caserd on Moo 00
Da. Suppleme et and 25tk ..., 215
December . ... L. L. i

By Packet from New York for England.! R

on Wedneainy. .. . et
By Hambure American Packet to Ger i
many, Wednesday ... .00 o000 L
Ry White Star aud inman Lines 14t ao
W8t Aprid L

{A) Postal Cur Bags open il

(8} Do

S4L wem, wnd 910 pom,
4.0 pom

Mail tor St. Thamas, W.1., Brav'l, Arzeutine Republic,
and Mentevideo will be Jdespatobed from Halifax.
N.S,, onfe 8 munth—date uncertain.

Yaus feave New YOk by Steamer

For Bahama Islaunds, April 12th,
* Bermuda. April 6ith. 14th, 20th ans ¥3 h.
* Brazil, Aprid 3thoand Hith.
Y Cuba and Porto Rice, April 8th nud 23nd.
' Cuba, Porto Rico & Mexico, April fith, 20th & I0th,
» Cubaand W L, rig Havana, Apeil 15th aad 2 th,
o Sautingy awl Cienfuegos, Cuba, Apri) $3th.
* South Pacific and Ceuntral American Ports, April
151, 20th and uth.
O Windwar U Ladands, April Sth and 2nb.
* Venezaela aud Cun gon, Aprit 15th.

Malls leave Sam Framcisco .

For Australia and Sandwvich Iaiands, Aprit $the
For China and Japan, April 19th,

COCOA
ESSEMCE.

Thue reason is that being
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THE SERENADE.

by

 WOODROW’S
ZEPHYR FLEXIBLE HATS,

Alsn, PCLLOVER
HATS always on hand and made to order

R. W. COWAN & (CO’S,

la all the new styles, just received.

THEHATTERS AXDPURRIERS,
COBNER OF

Notre Dame and St.

70

Peter Streets,

Cholce Chromo Cards, or 50 elegant new Chromos
nawe op, 1%¢. Crown Pristing Co, Northford, Ct.

VI,

FINE AND MEDITX.
AN IMMENSE STOCK,

HENRY J.SHAW &CO.,

726 Cralg 8t. (Near Victoria 8q.)

S

"7 & year and expensss to agents. Ouauit free.
Address P. 0. VICKERY, Auguata, Ms.

CASTOR FLUID =

A delightfully refresbing preparation for the hair.
8hould be need daily. Keeps the scalp healthy, pre.
vents dandruff. ixmmom the growtb. A perfect bair
dressiog for the family. 25¢. per hottla.
HENRY R. CRAY, Chemist.
Bole Macafaetarer,
- 144 8t. Lawrenoe Main Street

& COUEHS§COLDS

b Glak7 3010 8 ALL DRUGGISTS

thus—

Stopper.

In consequence of Imitations of THE WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE
which are calculated fo decesve the Public, Lea and Perrins have fo reques:
that Purchasers see that the Label on cvery bottle bears their Signature

Lo i

without whick no bottle of the original WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE
15 genuine.
Ask for LEA and PERRINS' Sauce, and see Name on Wraptder, Label, Fottle and
Wholesale and for Export by the Proprictors, Horcester ; Crosse and
Blackwell, London, &c., &¢.; and by Grocers and Oilmen throughout the World.
To be obtarned of
Mrssgs. J. M. DOUGLASS & CO., MONTREAL: MgssRs. URQUHART & CO., MONTREAL.

with interest at six per cent.

on their
thas fnnE:

o

Winnipeg, or to the undersigned.

Mootreal, Dec. 1st, 1551,

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY CO.

The CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY offer lands in the FERTILE BELT of
Maritoba and the North-west Territory for sale at

®2.50 PER ACRE.

Payment to be made one-sixth at time of parchase, #nd the balance in five annual instalments,

A REBATE OF $1.25 PER ACRE

being allowed on certain conditions, for cultivation and other improvements.

THE LAND GRANT BONDS
of the Company, which can be procured at all the Agencies of the Bank of Moutreal, and other
Bsnking Institutions throughout the country, will be

RECEIVED AT TEN PER CENT. PREMIUM

value, with interest accrued, on account of and in payment of the purchase money,
reducing the price of the land to the purchaser. )

Special arrangements made with Emigration and Land Companies. ) '

For full particulars apply to the Company's Land Commissioner, JOHN McTAVISH,

By order of the Board,
CIHHARILIZS DRINKWATIEIRIR,

Smr-u\ry,

and dehilite.

To be had of all Storek
Sole Agents forthe United States (wholssals
€3. Mark Lane. London, England.

An invalaoable and palatsble tonic in all cases of waak digestion

LIEBIG COMPANY'S

EXTRACT
OF MEAT

FINEST AND CHEAPEST
MEAT-FLAVOURING
STOCK FOR SQUPS,.

** Is & success and a boon for which Nations should Ieelfnutﬂ." MADE DlSHES & sAUCES.

—~Seo Medical Preas, Lancet, British Medical Journal,
ers, Grocers and Chemists.

¢nly) C. David & Co,, fao-simile of Baron Liebig's Signa-

* CAUTION.—Genunine ONLY with

ture in Blna Ink acrass Tahal

RALLFAY

Change of Time.

TR

COMMENCING ON

Monday, Jan. 2nd, 1882.

Traios will ran as follows :

MIXRD. MAn. EXPRRsS

Leave Hochelaga for

Ottawa.......o.ouenn 80pm. 830am. 50 p.m
Arrive at Ottawa, . ... 785sm. 1, 2pm. 950 pm
Leave Ottawa for Ho:

chelagn....c....ouues 10.00pm 810am. 4.55p.m
4drrive at Hochelags... 9.458.m. 1.00 p.m. 9.45p.m
Leave Hochelagas for

Quebec..... ....... 8.40p.m, 3.00 p.m. 30.00 p.m
Arvive at Quebece ...... 8.00am. 950 pm. 830am
Leava Quebeo for Ho-

chelaga. ............ 5.30 p.m. 1000 a.m. 10.00 p.m
Arrive at Hoobalaga.... 7.30am. 4.2 pm. 6.30am
Leave Hochelaga fo. 8t.

Jerome . ............. 6.00pm., ————
Arriveat 8t.Jeroms.... 7.45p.m. ———
Leave 8t Jerome for

Hochelagh............ 6458m. ——
Arrive st Hochelaga. ... 9.00a.m. w————— o— 0o
Leave Hoochelaga for

JoHette............... 515 pn,  ———
Arrive at Jolietta. ,..... 7.40p.m, ———

Leave Jolietts for Hoche-

laga. 3 .
Arrive at Hochelags.... 8.50 a.m.

(Looal trains between Hall and Ayimer,)

Trains leave Mile-Eud Station ten minutes iater than
Hochslaga.

?‘ Magoificent Palacs Cars on all Day Passenger
Traios. and Slespiog Cars on Night Trafns.

Tralns to and from Ottaws connect with Trains (o and
from Quebec.

Bonday Trains leave Montreal and Quebao at 4 p.m.

All Trains Run by Moaotreal Time.

GENERAL O¥FICES—13 PLACE D'ARMES.
TICKET OFFICES:

13 Plsos D’Armes,
202 8t. Jame« Street,

Opposite RT. LOI'I8 AOTEL, Quebes.
Opposite Russsl) touee, Ottawa.

}MONTMAL.

L. A, SENECAL,"

Gen'l Bop'y.

THE BURLAND
LITHOGRAPHIC GOMPANY

(LIMITZD)

CAPITAL 3200,000,
GENERAL

Engravers, Lithographers, Printers

AND PUBLISHERS,

3, 5,7, 9 & Il BLEURY STREET,
MONTREAL.

—

THIS ESTABLISHMENT has a capital equal
to all the other Lithographic firms in the coun-
try,and is the largest nmi most coruplete Estab.
lishment ofthe kind in the Dominion of Canada,
possessing all the latest improvements in machi-
nery and appliances, comprising :—
12 POWER PRESBES
2 PATENT ENVELOPE MACHINES, which
make, priat and smboss envelopes by one opersticn.
1 PATENT LABEL GLOSSING MACHINE,
1 STEAM POWER ELECTRIC MACHINE,
4 PHOTOGRAPHING MACHINES,
2 PHOTO-ENGRAVING MACHINES,
Afso CUTTING, PERYORATING, NUMBERING, EM-
BOSBING, COPPER PLATE PRINTING and all other
Machinery required in a first class business.

All kinds of ERGRAVING, LITHOGRAPHING, ELKC-
TROTY'ING AND TYPE FRINTING exocuted [N TiE
23 .

AND AT MODERATE PRICES.

PHOTO-ENGRAVING and LITHOGRAPHING from
pen and Ink drawisgs A BPECIALITY.

The Company are also Propristors and Publishers of
the
CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS,

L'OPINION PUBLIQUE, and
SCIENTIFIC CANADIAN,

A large ataff of Artists, Engravers, and Bkilled Work.
men in every Department.

Orders by mall attended to with Punctoality; and
prices the same asif given personally.

G. 8. BURLAND,

MaiNaoun,

AGENTS WANTED

FOR

Professor Maconn and Principal Grant's

NEW WORK ON

MANITOBA AND THE NORTH-
WEST TERRITORIES.

No book sells like this one.  Apply to

WORLD PUBLISHING Co., Guelph, Our

YOUR nawme on 70AI“I wew
 inter

c d (No # alfke) hardiomeys
SA“PLE ar s|(7uda aversold, for 10q
&tyle Chromo Carde, M oas-roas b A
e r———C Senviowaete 10000 Slegant Ch
maoe, hew \mpmdut(nn,l-o:unﬂ{d sarien, Onm.(l:hmy “;\c‘
0 9 arcnts . rge Chro

:u:; :‘n 11-:\\-“:&-. 106, Md25n.. for onr benutifally t:fmx
bk of &mP . Wegive our Ageots tnost -I-nntyv'nnlum ot bae g
i Commsaion evat offernd. Gordon I'rig.Co. Nerthford ¢
(IS Y

Fatra

] OUR NEW PACK FOR Issg,
lioAll Chroma tarda,

W Ecim 80s Brock] Ar-

st d-ltu;‘f H-l-:'{.lor-‘
Nea-view. Wreat ndaca Oolds
~dAtlver panet, rﬁlrd Motto, munﬂ;
conlight, Bummer & Winter Hecnea, 11 fn desstlif
ot colorn, with yous name is fancy type, 10a. Sample .. ¢
of 9O oretly Biyles for IRHS, Bbeta, S0 per cont paid Age,,
or besutiful zea piven for eiwin. Full partienian with rvomy
i CAKTON FRINTING €O, Narihford, Cona

"GIB—VDS‘so LOVFELY Chremo Carda, oo Drawiag ko

Hand ssd Houguet wrder, sutlrely now nameon {(Oetsy
Samplsbonl free with§ 1, order, Franklia Pyig.Co. Now Haves 12

TR THE *' SKRE| ™
Cod Liver 0il.

Pure, Pale and almos
No other Ol ti compare with it.

_KENNETH CAMPBELL & CO.

CARDS all Chromao. Ginsennd Motto, in Unse erms
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