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A WALPURGISNIGHT.

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN OF E. VELY, BY H. v .a RONDI.

Delightful mild air, sweet perfume of
flowers, bright starlight! Does it take
more than this to coax one out into the
fresh, green fairy wood? I lay on the
bank of a murmuring brook, imbedded
in the soft, green moss, and dreamily
gazed into the balmy spring night.

There was a gentle swaying and creak-
ing among the dark fir-trees, a hoary oak
stretched threatening arms out above
me, large-leaved ivy wound itself high
up around its trunk, and on the edges
of the brook grew juicy green rushes.
Here, vellow and white flowers had half
opened their calyxes and over yonder
peeped forth some inquisitive forget-me-
not eyes. Bats flew hither and thither;
the dismal cry of the horned owl
could be heard in the distance; the
waves of the brook murmured soft lulla-
bies: the forest rustled mysteriously ; I
closed my eyes and dreamed. Bright
and changing pictures of my childhood,
my distant home and dear ones, passed
before my mind. I lay for a long time
thus dreaming, but suddenly started up
and rubbed my eves in astonishment.
What a comllloEion-! What had become
of the quiet of the forest?

The loud voices of the birds were to

654119

be heard, the feathered tribes were
moving about in all the branches, bril-
liant moonlight sparkled in the waves
that rippled and danced over the white
pebbles. Whata chirping,a humming,and
Flocks of birds
flew past and alighted on the branches
of the trees and on the steep abrupt cliff
opposite.

Hark ! twelve dull strokes from the
village church-tower announce the hour
of midnight.

All at once it seemed to me as if T had
become a child again who was able once
more to understand the voices of nature:
it was as if a veil had fallen from my
eyes; or, had a spell been cast upon me.
the spell of the first night in May ?

So, after all, there is truth then in the
so often ridiculed and yet so often
asserted legend of the first night in
May.*

a screeching there was.

“Note.—In tierman folk-lore the first night
in May, called the Walpurgisnight,
cially sacred to witches, fairies, and other
uncanny folk of that ilk. The Brocken, a
mountain in llanover, is the grand rendez-
vous of all the witches of Germany, who are
represented as riding thither on broomsticks
and there holding their high revels.

is espe-
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Perchance this is the gathering place
of that wild multitude which starts from
here on its journey to the Brocken! O,
yes! for see flashing at me from yonder
rock are the red eyes of my wicked
neighbor; she has chosen the figure of a
barn owl as a fancy dress; I most cer-
tainly recognize her daughters in the
screech-owls at her side. And the puffed-
out bullfinch over yonder, is he not a
member of the consistory, and the hawk
with a hooked nose, a rich speculator ‘‘on
"change?” O, and how many acquain-
tances do I not see there; and 1, myself,
have I not also been bewitched? But,
soft, what says the gentle nightingale
who has begun to sing so sweetly!
What ssek the friendly swallow, the
graceful thrush, the affected water-wag-
tail, who struts over the delicate grass
as if it were a carpet intended for him
alone, and who seems anxious to start
a flirtation with the lilies of the valley
and the forget-me-nots! Yonder a heron
draws himself up proudly, but strange
tosay to-day he does not trouble the lit-
tle fish in their gambols in the brook.
Now, the thrice-repeated note of the
cuckoo sounds like a signal. Hark'
the eagle on the peak of the cliff beats
with his wings, moves his feet impa-
tiently,- calls to order, and begins his
speech. The king of the birds, he who
wings his flight to the very sun, begins
ina clear voice: ‘“So now, true to the
promise we made each other many years
ago, when we first settled in this district,
we have all again assembled at our old
rendezvous. On that occasion, after we
had related to each other the adventures
we had met with on our travels, carried
away by our enthusiasm we made an
alliance both offensive and defensive. 1
perceive some new guests in our circle
to day. A direct descendant of the eagle
sacred to and protected by Zeus, bids
them welcome.

¢ And now, you gay warblers of the

woods, you who sail through the air,
each one of you in turn, relate your
adventures for our common edification,
for our association adores progress.
But before you begin, I should like to
ask you one question. Hearken untome.
Many, many years ago I was once flying
away up above the towns and villagesin
which men live, far above the rustling
woods and the green meadows. Away,
far down beneath me I spied a hunter
with his gun, but I laughed him to
scorn. Such a miserable thing in the
human hand can not reach the eagle on
the wing, for he sails rapidly through
the floating clouds and soars aloft to the
very sun; the human eye can not follow
him in his flight, but sinks dazzled to
the earth. As I thus sailed along I
saw away down under me, down on the
distant earth, something shine and glis-
ten. Curiosity drove me down. 1 de-
scended lower and lower, and folded my
wings in the neighborhood of two pleas-
ant houses, so similar that it was almost
impossible totell them apart. Ivyclung
fondly to Dboth; a green, shady garden
stretched away out in the distance, but
no prim, dividing hedge had been planted
by the stern hand of man, that would be
regulator of nature. A clear pond lay at a
little distance; upon it satled some swans
who looked proud and vain of their
white plumage. And they are indeed
proud, these aquatic birds, and vet they
can not begin to compare themselves with
the king of the air. In front of one of the
houses, on the soft carpet-like lawn in
which was woven many a bright-hued
flower, sat a little child in a white dress,
as clean and dazzling as the snow on
the Alpine summits. The little hands
played with the flowers and green
branches which flled them; and that
which [ had seen sparkle were two
large, black eyes, out of which the child
gazed up into the clouds, just then tinted
rosy-red by the evening sun.”



¢ 0, those eyes; how I should have
enjoyed stealing them. 1 am sure they
were sparkling gems,” chattered a thiev-
ish magpie. ‘I have many a shining
thing buried down deep, but 1 alone
know the place. I have stolen them all
from human beings. O, how I love all
that shines and glitters!”

The eagle turned away his head con-
temptuously, but the swallow, the faith-
ful friend of man, flew off to another
tree; she had no love for such company.
The little interruption was again fol-
lowed by a deep silence, and the eagle
continued: ‘“We eagles love the sun
and all that resembles it— ¢wec soli
¢edis’—thou shalt look at the sun with-
out flinching, is our motto.” We are
friends of the light, and therefore was I
so powerfully drawn toward the shining
eyes in the face of the child. I wanted
to look deep down into them. 1 sat
on a high oak, from the summit of which
I could overlook every thing. The lit-
tle girl beneath me shouted for joy, just
like a merry bird, as a slender woman
came out of the house, and bending down
kissed the rosy mouth.”

¢« Did she too have beautiful shining
eyes?”’ asked an inquisitive sparrow.

Perhaps the king would never have
answered the saucy wight at all had not
a lofty fir-tree bowed its head in ques-
tion and thus lent its countenance to the
request.

**Such eyes are seldom to be found
amongst the children of men,” replied
the eagle. ‘*The blonde mother of the
child—I knew she was the mother by
their likeness to each other. We have a
keen eye and even mankind knows that,
for if one of them has a bold, piercing
eve they speak of his *eagle eve' —
the mother, then, had deep blue eyes of
the shade of the sky which lies above the
beautiful land of Italy.”

**Men call such eyes forget-me-not-
eyes,” whispered the gallant water-wag-
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tail with a bow to the modest forget-me-
nots.

“I happened to hear them speak of
the beautiful land of Italy, ¢‘resumed
the eagle,” for the tall, earnest man
on whose arm leant the delicate wo-
man as she walked once or twice
through the garden, called it his native
land. Then with a nod and a smile to
the little one they returned to the house.
The child, however, remained where she
was, singing and laughing and making
wonderful flower chains.  Suddenly the
sand creaked under flying footsteps, and
a tall boy with dark, curly head jumped
out from behind the bushes. In his face
also glowed two fiery stars—Dblack dia-
monds, and Dbetween his brows lay a
deep wrinkle, as if it had been made
there by pride or self-will. O, nature
has skillful hands. and holds a wonder-
fully ingenious paint-brush ; manis often
unable to copy her works! Another
little girl followed the headstrong boy,
with panting breath. bhut did not succeed
in catching up with him. e carried a
cage in which was a canary.”

.\ prisoner: how dreadful!” said a
sparrow to the bullfinch at his side.

But his neighbor cast on him a scorn-
ful look: -*You do well to complain!
Noone would ever think of setting a trap
for a singer such as you: now we—(Q),
we have to be on our guard! ™ And the
bullfinch puffed himself up, bowed to
right and to left. and nodded to himself
well pleased.

“The yellow songster had beautiful
feathers and seemed mighty proud of
his plumage.” continued the eagle: ¢ but
indeed I should not have liked to ex-
change with him.  Born in captivity, he
must live and die in capuvity. and all
that he knows of freedom and a beauti-
ful fatherland he has learned in songs
taught him by father and mother.

= The boy set the cage down upen the
grass and laughed merrily.
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¢¢¢Look, Beatrice, I bought him for you
out of my own pocket-money! Now take
good care of him.’

#¢¢0, you dear Leo,’ cried she, gaily.
‘How lovely he is! Can he sing, and
does he know *Mary had a little lamb’
like your bullfinch?’ and she stuck her
little finger between the bars of the cage
till the bird grew frightened, beat its
wings and tried to peck at her fingers.
The other little girl sobbed through her
tears, ‘And I, I am not to have any;
and Leo is always cross with me.’

““<Don’t cry, Elsbeth,’ said she whom
the boy had called Beatrice, as she threw
away her flowers; ‘he shall belong to
you too, and we. shall feed him together,
and Leo will have no objection!” And
she gently kissed her little companion’s
rosy cheek which was all wet with tears.

‘¢ Beatrice,” gently murmured the
nightingale; ‘T have often heard that
name, but where—but where?”’ and she
grew quite pensive.

< ¢« Give me aKkiss, too,’ cried the willful
boy ; ‘do you hear; but I will just take
one! Beatrice laughed and shook her
head till she set all her curls a nodding.
He tried to steal one from her, but she
dived in and out amongst the trees and
at last ran off. But he caught her and
quickly kissed the struggling one riglht
on her rosy mouth. O, but you should
have seen how her eyes flashed, and
then there came bright tears like those
Elsbeth had wept: her little face
flushed blood red and she stamped the

ground with her little feet, her passion-

ate sobbing choked the words she tried
to utter, and finally she took hold of her
little friend’s hand and ran into the
house.

““Leo stood alone; a look of anger
and perplexity came over his face; he
clinched his fist, then he bent down,
picked up Beatrice's unfinished wreath,
cast a shy look around him, and quickly
disappeared. I sat for a long time on

the oak-tree, but though I waited long
I did not again see the sparkling eyes.
At last I grew tired and was obliged to
fly away. Maybe in the course of all
my wanderings I should have forgotten
the house and the old tree, for one sees
so much and so many new things and all
that man accomplishes is soon a thing of
the past. But to day I happened to fly
past that well known spot and the memo-
ries of old times came back tome. The
tree stood as of old, aged, strong, and
haughty, though it did indeed bear a few
more of the marks of time and had lost
some of its branches, but I no longer
found the pleasant home. A large
showy building rose in its place; it re-
sembled the palaces of a large city, but
looked cold and strange. The sister of
the former house remained unaltered,
but all the shutters were closed and a
high stone wall separated the gardens.
It was so desolate, so dead, and I flew

. away quite saddened by the changed

picture; and yet I could not help think-
ing of the bright eyes I should so have
loved to look into again, and of. the
laughing face. 1 should also like to
hear of the boy who ran off with
the wreath. Can any one tell me any
thing about them, or where I can find
them again?” Arnd the eagle’s head sank
upon his proud breast.

¢ Cold and strange, cold and strange,
yes indeed,” chirped a swallow in alow
voice, ‘I know it well. I, too, could
tell something about it.”’

¢ All of you,” and the eagle once
more raised his voice and it was heard
distinctly to the uttermost bounds of the
circle, ‘“are well acquainted with this
district; who can tell me where we can
find the boy and the girl ?”’

Just then there was a rustling in the
branches and a croaking raven flew in
amongst them. He politely excused
himself with all the grace of a society
man for causing an interruption, for in



spite of his vagabond life he had polished
manners.
way; was obliged to stop on the road,
butdid not want to miss our rendezvous.
I am a man of my word; caw! caw!'”

The eagle nodded his head forgiving-
ly; the whispering ceased, and a water-
wagtail tripped forward. She had be-
come quite restless toward the end of
the eagle’s story and especially after his
question, and would dearly have loved
to usurp the word long before this. She
bent her body with many airs and graces,
made a low bow on all sides so that no
one should feel slighted, and swung her-
self up to the branch of a fir-tree, on
which she gracefully swayed backward
and forward. You see she was the
coquette amongst the birds and they all
knew it.

¢t She has style,” croaked an old barn-
owl with a hoarse voice, who occupied
the role of mistress of ceremonies in the
dominion of the feathered tribes, and
was often called ¢ Madame Etiquette”
out of fun. ‘‘She was educated in the
old school and loves its rules.” The
voice of the pretty water-wagtail rang
out clear as she proceeded to relate :

“[ saw them all. The dark curly-
headed boy was now a young man; a
cimson cap sat jauntily on his head,

‘I have come a long, long
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and he wore a Dlack velvet goat richly
braided. Another one was also present;
he wore a bright coat, they call it the
king’s, and he was a lieutenant. Both
of them held oars, and with them they
moved and directed the skiff through the
blue waves of the pond. Ihad squatted
down amongst the rushes and peeped
out from amongst the grasses and the
stupid, country-bred daisies, who got red
if one just looked at them: now I know
it was the same pond which lay back
of the ivy-wreathed houses.”

““We are also country-bred,” said
two yellow buttercups; “* but who would
suspect it by looking at us. And as for
blushing, that we don’t, not even when
the frogs sing us a quartette or a heetle
serenades us. We occupy ourselves
with reading: we speak French and
dress according to the last fashion-
plate.” And with that they pulled out
and puffed up their juicy, gaudy dress
still more and waved their yellow
stamens like so many fans.  The speed-
well drew a little to one side and looked
at his modest dress, but for nothing in
the world would he have thrust himself
forward to recommend simplicity to
these fashionable ladies, or advise them
to make some reform in their toilets.
He wasno talker.

To BE CONTINUED.

FATE.

By Mgrs. MARGARET J PRESTON.

Its home was the breast of a luminous rock
Whose fingers of purple and dun,

Was frayed by the gust on its turbulent track,
And tangled by shafts from the sun.

Slow drifted the cloud in the wane of the light,
Till it hung o’er the garden so fair,

That the raindrop grew envious-sad at the sight.
And pevishly sighed to be there.
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A lover-like breeze came out of the south,
Snatched up from its fretful repose

The murmurer, and laid—first kissing its mouth,
In the innermost heart of a rose.

The chamber with crimson wrought tapestry hung,
The floor sanded over with gold,

The fragrance spilt out of the censors that swung
Around, were a joy to behold.

The saffron-dyed rift in the distant afar,
Seemed only a blot on the night,

And the jubilant raindrop looked out on a star
In a trance of exulting delight.

e

was the bliss of a moment; a tender-browed girl,

Slow treading through pathway and bower,
Bade the eye she drew after her look at the pearl
That swam in the heart of the flower.

¢ Not the Queen of the East had so perfect a draught,
Not a chalice so jewel’d to sip,”

He said, as he gave her the rose-cup she quaffed,
And the pearl was dissolved on her lip.

Y

MATILDA ATHELING, WIFE OF HENRY I. OF ENGLAND.

One day, probably in the year 1803,
Queen Margaret of Scotland was seated
near the fire in an apartment of the pal-
ace of Scone. It was hardly what you
would imagine the apartments in kingly
palaces to be, for the openings which
served for windows had no glass and
could save be closed by heavy wooden
shutters; there was no carpet on the
stone floor, save a covering of thickly-
strewed rushes; and the only conveni-
ence for a fire was in a kind of recess
opposite the windows, with a hole broken
in the wall to allow the smoke to escape.

There was no furniture in the room ex-
cept a few massive, rudely-carved stools
and the chair of more elaborate work-
manship in which Queen Margaret sat.
The queen wore the flowing kirtle and
mantle of the time, made of dark mul-
berry-colored cloth, bound with minever

or ermine; a plain circlet of gold rested
on her brow, and held in place the am-
ple veil, while round her neck she wore
the famous black cross, the last relic of
Saxon royalty in the possession of her
family, which, from the superstitious im-
portance attached to the possession of it
by both nations, was afterward the oc-
casion of serious disputes between Scot-
land and England.

Close by the queen’s knee stood Ma-
tilda, a beautiful child about eight years
old, whose fair hair hung in long curls
round her neck, and whose bright eyes
looked earnestly up into her mother’s as
she listened to the oft-told tale of the
three orphan children, Edgar, Margaret,
and Christina Atheling, who, because they
were the last direct descendants of the
great Saxon King Alfred, were in con-
stant danger from the Conqueror and his



Normans, how with their mother they
had resolved to seek refuge from these
dangers at the court of their mother's
father, Henry I1. of Germany, how the
vesselin which they sailed had been ship-
wrecked on the coast of Scotland, where
they had been most kindly received by
the king, and the little refugee Margaret
afterward made his beloved queen.

As the queen-mother finished the story
she looked up at a quiet, stern figure
standing at the window, and sighing
softly, reopened the missal on her lap
and began to show her little daughter
the large illuminated pictures that were
always her delight. Then the quiet fig-
ure, which was no other than the Abbess
Christina, came and stood by her chair.
The two sisters might once have been
equally beautiful as to regularity of fea-
tures, but there was a striking contrast
between them in every thing else.  Chris-
tina wore the long black robes of her
order, only relieved by a white wimple,
the dark veil falling in orderly folds
around her, shaded a countenance that
had grown too cold and severe ever to
be beautiful again, but kindled now by
a dauntless religious fervor that often
triumphed over the better judgment of
her more gentle sister.

“Courage, Margaret,” she whispered;
*Hitherto you have succeeded in every
thing you have undertaken. Malcolm,
I am sure, will not oppose your wishes.”

“I am not so sure of that,” replied
her sister; ‘*he is passionately fond of
his children. I fear he will not give
up his eldest daughter, even to the
church.”

But the abbess would not listen to
doubts. To her it scemed an incredible
thing, the height of impiety, to hold
back any thing that was needed by the
church. And the desire and ambition
to provide one of her own blood to be
her successor in the abbey founded by
her family, may have been one reason

MATILDA ATHELING. 9

she laid such persistent claim upon her
niece in after years.

Overborne at last by her sister’s zeal,
the queen permitted the wondering child
to be arrayed in a coarse black veil, such
as Christina herself wore, and thus she
was presented to her father.

Malcolm had just returned from the
chase, and was at the time talking with
his guest, the Duke of Bretagne.

No sooner did he see his little girl
thus disfigured, as he angrily termed it,
than he snatched the veil from her head
in the most violent passion and threw it
from him. Christina crossed herself in
holy horror, and even the gentle Mar-
garcet exclaimedin troubled tones, 0,
Malcolm! Malcolm! what have youdone?”

*“Only my duty. madam. My child
shall not be stolen from me by your
sister’s pious trickery. ‘Then adding a
warning against any like attempt in the
future, he took the child tenderly in his
arms and said, “Maud, you would not
leave your father, would you?”

**No,” sobbed the frightened child.

*And you never will be a nun?™

The child looked timidly from her
aunt to her mother, then, burying her
face on her father’s shoulder, she whis-
pered, **No, I never will be a nun.”™

“*She is too fair for the convent, is
she not?” the king asked, turning to the
Duke of Bretagne.  Some of these days
we will marry her to a prince worthy of
her.”  ‘The Duke was at that time mar-
ried to Constance. daughter of the Con-
queror.

There came a day when sorrow, dan-
ger, and dread hung over the head of
the little princess.  Her mother, the
beautiful and lovely Margaret Atheling,
lay at the point of death, and while they
hovered over her with heart-breaking
grief, the terrible news was brought that
the father had been slain by treachery
and his Scots defeated in battle.  The
dying queen, sustained in this hour of
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trial by her unfaltering faith in God, re-
ceived the sad tidings with wonderful
resignation, and foreseeing the disorder
that would ensue in the country, owing
to the tender age of her son, she re-
quested that her daughters should be
placed in the convent with their Aunt
Christina. It was indeed the only safe
asylum for them in that lawless age.

But Matilda, though thankful for the
protection it gave her, had not forgotten
her promise to her father, and while
using the copportunity to perfect herself
in the learning of the times, she never
ceased to hope that in some way, her
father’s promise would be fulfilled to her.
Every feeling within her was against the
religious life. Her dream was of a fate
like her mother’s and a royal lover to
rescue her from all her troubles. So
she resolutely resisted every effort made,
either by persuasion or force, to induce
her to take the conventual vows. While
the abbess, roused by this opposition to
her dearest wishes, resorted, it is said,
even to actual persecution to eradicate
what she considered her niece’s obstinate
worldliness. She probably succeeded in
enforcing the customs of the house and
enshrouding the fair young girl in the
hated black veil, but she could not co-
erce the ambitious young spirit into the
narrow channels of her own.

At last, one day, visitors were an-
nounced at Wilton Abbey, and great
was the indignation of the zealous supe-
rior when she learned their errand. The
Duke of Bretagne, now a widower, had
come fortified by the permission and en-
couragement of the king to sue for the
hand of the Princess Matilda.

Christina had been hoping against
hope that her niece’s obduracy would in
the end succumb to the claims of the
church before any temptation from with-
out should be presented. But now this
very temptation had come; here was an

opportunity of returning to the world by
TxU

allying herself to a princely house which,
though not royal, was right noble. How-
ever, she could not gainsay the express
command of the king, so Matilda was
called. Undoubtedly it was an event in
Matilda’s cloistered existence. Was the
dream ‘of her life about to come true?
Had her brave knight come at last?

The young girl gazed wistfully into the .

face of her suitor. Full well she remem-
bered him, when, as her father’s guest,
he had smiled kindly on her and ad-
mired her childish beauty. But, old
enough to be her father, he could not be
her girlhood’s hero! No, no, this was
not her fairy prince. So, turning away
with a half-disappointed face and with
some scorn in her voice, she for once
gave joy to her aunt’s heart by express-
ing in most decided terms that she pre-
ferred remaining in the convent to marry-
ing her‘‘grandfather-wooer.” But ere she
left the room one coy glance from her
beautiful eyes went back to the duke’s
two companions, whom she had scarcely
noticed before. One was William War-
ren, Earl of Surry, and nephew to the
king, a courtly youth, handsome, noble,
and wealthy, second to none in the land
save the king himself. But now his
usual haughty bearing was subdued to
the most chivalrous deference; his proud
eye was gleaming only with love, a pas-
sionate admiration born out of his first
glimpse of the Saxon maid. He had
come as an escort to the Duke of Bre-
tagne, thinking only of a moment’s grat-
ified curiosity; gladly would he linger
to win the most trivial notice from the
maidenly reserve of the princess. And
here would seem enough to satisfy a
girl’s most soaring ambition. But her
glance did not stop with him, it went on
to meet and answer the third pair of
eyes that held her fate. He had been
named to her as Prince. Henry, the
king’s brother then, and son of the Con-
queror.



““Taller he was some deal than his brethren

were,
Fair men and stout enow, with brown hair.”
' —Robert of Gloucester.

But, a pensioner upon his brother's
bounty, his dress showed nothing of the
prince, and it was a well-known fact that
he was so poor as to be often obliged to
follow the chase on foot. Nevertheless
. Matilda perhaps discovered in the re-
served, independent manner and the
quiet shrewdness of expression possibil-
ities unguessed by others, of repressed
force and princely qualities; and he per-
haps appreciated the thought of womanly
sympathy and interest she was scarce
herself conscious of bestowing upon him.
Every body knew how at his father’s
death a kingdom had been given to each
of the elder brothers and not even a
castle to him, and such things do some-
times appeal almost irresistibly to a wo-
man's heart. Be that as it may, when
the young Earl of Surry soon after sued
for her hand he also was rejected as pos-
itively as the Duke of Bretagne had been.

When and where Prince Henry and
Matilda met again, history does not tell
us. We can easily imagine it was by no
help or connivance of her aunt, for it is
only natural to suppose these offers of
marriage would intensify her anxiety to
hasten the profession of her niece. But
it is more than probable that Bishop Tur-
got, who was Matilda's guardian, did
encourage their intercourse and help
them to elude Christina’s jealous watch-
fulness. The bishop was himself a Sax-
on. and could easily foresee the advantage
that would accrue to his own people from
having a Norman and Saxon united on
the throne.

Nor was it an impossible thing that
Henry should be king. It is recorded
that the king, his father, had made some
such prediction on hig dying bed in reply
to Henry Beauclerc’s remonstrance for
the paltry pittance bequeathed to him.
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If this be true, and it seems to have been
very generally known, it was in all prob-
ability because the father knew so well
the reckless imprudence and improvi-
dence of his two elder sons, which, con-
trasted with the caution and popularity
of Henry, was feeding the hopes of Bish.
op Turgot now.

Here is a very pathetic picture of Hen-
ry and Matilda in this their time of pov-
erty and hopeless love. 1t is taken from
a contemporary chronicler.

*The royal pair loved speciallie,

But durst not wed for povertie;
Domains and lands none had Henri,
And Maud, of Scotland, fairest she,
Had nothing but her pedigree.

Then Saxons, Normans, moan with me,
For Princess Maud and young Ienri.”

It was a gay and gailanl party of court-
iers that went out with the king from
Winchester one day to hunt in the for-
est. Henry Beauclerc and Earl of Surry
were both there; William of Breteuil, the
roval treasurer; and Walter Tyrrel also.

It was the erring shaft of the latter
that was to decide the destinies of kings
that day, but not a foreboding shadow
hung over any one of the party. If De
Warren could have foreseen the events
of the day he would not have jested so
unkindly about the mean appearance
of Prince Henry and his horse.  Prince
Henry was not deficient in courage. but
his best policy now was peace: so, con-
trolling his indignation by a violent effort.
his only reply to the wanton insult was,
*“ Perhaps, sir Earl, T may one day be
mounted in a manner more worthy of
my birth: when I promise vou I will not
forget your courtesy.™

*“And when may that be, my clerkly
brother?™ King William asked, frown-
ing.

“Faith,” replied Henry, laughingly,
“*When our brother Robert repays me
the silver I lent him, hke a fool, in Nor-
mandy."”
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“Or when our father’s prediction
shall be accomplished,” sneered the
Red King.

All pleasure had been taken out of
the day for Prince Henry by these cruel
taunts. Never congenial at best, there
had been nothing but bitterness between
himself and Warren since they had dis-
covered themselves rivals for the hand of
Matilda. © And his brother Rufus, always
suspicious and cold, seemed even more

“so to-day. ““ Would, I could show them

what metalI am made of,” he murmured,
turning away from the party and stray-
ing off alone; ‘“but what could it avail ?
better to endure and wait.”

And so he let the merry party go on
without him, he hunting alone; brood-
ing the while on his bitter wrongs and
his hopeless love until-—the message
came that his brother, the king, was slain.

If the news had come by any other
than his own friend, Henry Beaumont,
he would scarce have believed it, fear-
ing some hidden snare prepared in sport
for him by his crafty brother or scorn-
ful nephew. But he could not doubt the
one who alone of all the Norman nobles
had been true and faithful to himself,
and who now eagerly offered his own
steed that Henry might haste to Win-
chester and claim the crown and royal
treasure.

We will not discuss here the question
of Prince Henry’s right to the throne.
Woe would it have been, no doubt, to
England, if he had yielded precedence
to the claim of his brave, chivalrous, but
unsteady, and always unfortunate broth-
er Robert.

Henry knew right well what friends
he could depend upon. And having
secured the treasures of his royal broth-
er, he summoned Bishop Turgot to his
council, and placed in his hands large
sums of money to be distributed among
the people. Armed with this, and with
Henry's promise of a Saxon queen, and

the restoration of the laws and privileges -

instituted by the revered King Alfred,
he soon won the populace completely.

Even the nobles,one by one came over
to his side. William DeBreteuil and
Warren were the last to hold out for
Robert. But when the new monarch
turned with a triumphant look toward
his nephew, and said, ‘¢ We are aware,
my Lord of Surry, from past experience,
that in you we have no friend, but for-
get not that he who, a few hours since,
was almost the equal of Henry Beau-
clerc is now his subject. I brook no
traitors near my throne.” The young
nobleman, probably remembering that
Henry had more than once displayed
great courage and resolution, sullenly
bent the knee.

Henry’s intention to make Matilda
queen was no secret now, and the
disappointment and consternation of
the Abbess Christina were unbounded.
Besides her having so ardently set her
heart on Matilda as her successor, she
hated the Normans with perfect hatred,
and could not brook that the blood of
Alfred should strengthen the throne of
the tyrant.

Feeling that her Dbest hope was in
haste, ¢‘she summoned the princess and
announced to her that preparations were
immediately to be made for her receiv-
ing the black veil.” Whereupon the
princess declared more vehemently than
ever her aversion to a religious life and
her determination never to take the veil.
This, however, only provoked her aunt
to more violent and hasty measures to
consummate her plans. But the faithful

‘Turgot, suspecting how matters stood at

the convent, imparted his suspicions to
Henry. )

There was only one person who had
the authority and influence to decide the
question between them, and that was the
primate Anselm, who had Dbeen exiled
from the country by King William.



To him Henry appealed, and before
she could possibly carry out her design,
a message came from the archbishop
forbidding her, on pain of excommunica-
tion, to proceed any farther in the mat-
ter, until he had himself examined into
it. When he reached England, however.
and found how widely circulated was the
impression that Matilda was already a
veiled nun, he thought it best to call a
council of the Anglican clergy. Before
this council Matilda confessed that her
annt had often forced her to wear the
veil ; that she herself had sometimes
assumed it as a protection to her honor,
in common with other English ladies;
and that she had even used it as a pre-
text for declining several offers of mar-
riage which were distasteful to her.

“But,” demanded the Archbishop An-
selm, ** have you ever voluntarily sworn
to devote yourself to GGod and his Holy
Son, and to lead a life of chastity, pov-
erty, and obedience ?

“]1 never have and never will bind
myself by such an oath,” replied Matilda,
with firmness: ‘‘and in truth,” she con-
tinued, ‘I have adopted conventual life
only as a necessity: [ abhor it. When-
ever left to my own free will 1 have
torn off the veil and trampled it under
my feet.”

“One more question and I have done,”
said thelearned archbishop; ¢“ Did your
parents ever vow to dedicate your life
to God?”

**Never,” answered the princess.

With this the council was entirely satis-
fied, and declared that, ** Matilda Athe-
ling, having neither pledged nor con-

nected herself with any religious sister-
hood, was free to marry the king.”

When the Abbess Christina heard the

senience she broke out into such bitter
imprecations against her niece and her
descendants, that Matilda cowered Dbe-
fore her in terror, until the venerable
primate came to her side and comforted

., 654119

MATILDA ATHELING. 13

her with the assurance that she had
nothing to fear from curses uttered in
such a spirit.

For some reason the marriage was still
delayed, but during this time it was
deemed best that she should not be left
with her aunt; so as soon as the trial was
over she was removed by her brother's
ambassadors to the protection of another
convent, to remain there until lrer mar-
riage.

But the inexorable abbess had one
more arrow in her quiver. Scarcely had
Matilda, in the solitude of her new cell,
fully realized her freedom and offered up
her first devout thanksgiving for it, than
she was surprised by a visit from her
dreaded aunt. Her salutation, however,
was full of kindness, and her tender ref-
erence to the sainted Margaret, whom
they had both loved so dearly. moved
Matilda to ask forgiveness for having so
greatly disappointed her; but the supe-
rior soon discovered the real motive of
her visit. Any thing seemed right to her
that would accomplish the object for
which she had so long almost lived. So
very adroitly, with many expressions of
regret, she began to drop hints to the
pure, hitherto unsuspecting girl, of the
gossip concerning the character of her
betrothed, doubts of his truth and faith-
fulness.  Then secing the impression
she was making on the young princess,
she gave full vent to the bitter rancor of
her hatred to the Normans.

*Think not he cares for vou,” she
said in her blind cruelty: **in you he hut
wooes a descendant of the great Alfred,
who shall help him to sit more firmly on
his throne. Iis heart haslong since been
given to the Welch maid. Nesta.”

Matilda in her strict seclusion from
the world had never dreamed of this;
even yet she could not believe it, but
the very thought stunned her like a
blow. Whether she turned to her love
or her ambition. she found no comfort.



14 MATILDA ATHELING.

““What shall I do?” she cried pite-
ously. ‘

¢ There is yet the refuge of the clois-
ter,” said her aunt guardedly.

¢ But—I have promised Henry to be
his wife,” sighed Matilda; ‘‘and yet, the
cloister—death—any thing would be pref-
erable, if these things be true. ButlI
will not, I can not believe”’—she said at
last rousing herself with some of her old
resolution, ‘¢ you surely have been misin-
formed. I will wait at least and see
Henry once more.”

When her guardian, Bishop Turgot,
paid her his usual visit she appealed to
him, hoping for comfort and counsel.

The good man could not deny the

* truth of much she had heard, but assured

her that Henry was much less blamable
than had been represented to her; that
he had already begun toreform his life,
and the best was to be hoped for from
her influence as his wife. Still the Saxon
princess, though she loved him truly,
could not reconcile herself to the
thought of marrying one who had fallen
so far short of her ideal, and proudly de-
clined to let the matter go any further.

Neither Henry’s personal importunity
nor her brother’s commands, could for
some time shake her resolution, but
when to these was added the earnest
pleading of her own Saxon nobles, plead-
ing for the good of her own people, her
loving heart at last gave way.

What a good day it was for old Eng-
land when Matilda was wedded and
crowned in Westminster Abbey, on the
11th of November, 11oo. And what a
glad shout went up from the English
people when the Archbishop Anselm
placed the crown on her brow.

We have no reason to suppose Matilda
ever regretted her decision.  Henry
certainly treated her with the greatest
consideration, if not real affection, and
no doubt, greatly through her influence,
was a much more liberal and just king

than the other two of the Nornian line
who had preceded him.

An old chronicler says, ‘¢ This king
corrected and reformed the olde and vn-
true measures that were vsed in this
realme, and caused a yarde of his awne
arme to be made and vsed.”

‘“And lykewise he reformed manye
thinges that before his tyme had bene
abused. Also he abhorred the excesse
of meates and drinkes and vsed to fight
more with good consaile than with the
sworde.”  The original spelling has
been copied in this extract as a speci-
men of “olde” English.

From this time Matilda’s history, like
that of any other wife, is merged in her
husband’s. The English people idolized
her as the representative in all that was
good of their beloved Alfred, and gave
willing allegiance to Henry as her hus-
band; and the queen, no doubt, had it
in her power to secure great benefits
for her own people. Many works both
good and great are attributed to her.
In Henry’s frequent absences, too, he
always left the government in her hands
and always found on his return that she
had ruled wisely and well. And among
all the queens of England but few have
left a fairer record or been more truly
loved and lamented than ¢ Matilda the
Good.”

She died on the first of May, 1118,
and the king's grief was indeed bit-
ter.

She left two children, William, called
the Atheling, who was afterward
drowned under such distressing circum-
stances, and Matilda, who was married
as a child to the Emperor of Ger-
many.

THERE are three kinds of people in
the world—the wills, the won’ts, and the
can’ts. The first accomplish every thing ;
the second oppose every thing ; the third
fail in every thing.




THE CHILD AND THE BIRD.

THE CHILD AND THE BIRD.
By J. McD. G.

I watched a child one summer day,
When morning breezes stirred,
Go romping through the fields to catch
A golden-breasted bird,
Whose rich imperial plumage shone
Like rainbow in the sky—
Its wings and neck and breast were bright
With every brilliant dye.

At last it darted in among
The blossoms of a tree,
And through the quivering leaves there rang
A rapturous melody.
And as it sang from twig to twig,
Each time ’twould higher mount,
And sweet and clear the music came
Like gushings from a fount.

It sat at last in queenly joy
Upon the topmost limb,
And clapped its shining wings and sang
Its soul-entrancing hymn,
It sang until each trembling leaf
And bloom and blade of grass
Did quiver with the joyous sound,
As when the breezes pass.

It ceased, and raised its' crested head,
And spread its golden plumes,

A moment poised in air above
The sweetly-scented blooms.

Then, quick as thought, it sailed away
In arrowy, even flight,

Until it seemed a fading speck
In morning’s amber light.

The child stood gazing at the speck
Grow fainter in the skies,
And tears, ah! Dbitter tears arose
Into his lustrous eyes,
That bathed in swimming splendor beamed
So wondrous bright and blue,
They shamed the early violets
Besprent with morning dew.
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I gently laid my hand upon
His sunny, silken hair,

As weeping thus he stood among
The fragrant flowers there.

He gave no heed to kindly words,
But gazed on at the sky,

Until from very pain the lash
Dropt o’er the aching eye.

1 told him that thé bursting buds
And all the dewy blooms
Could far surpass in beauteous hue
The bird’s soft-tinted plumes.
He heeded not, but watched the path i
On which the bright bird flew,
Whilst all around his very feet
The glorious flowers grew.

“I"is thus we trample on the joys
That cluster round our way,

Like flowers by the meadow paths
On some sweet April day.

“I' is thus we strive to gain the bliss
That tempts us on and on,

Until at last we weep to find
It gone—forever gone.

THE

MOUNTAIN TOP.

AN ALLEGORY.

I'he mountain top was all aglow in the
sunlight.

Below, the valley lay in shadow ; dark,
cool, and green, with the river winding
through the verdant meadows and the
trees forming grateful shadows from the
noonday heat.

But on the bare rough sides of the
mountain the sun shone with relentless
brightness, and all the air was quivering
in the sultry glow. No cool shade there:
nothing but the blazing sunshine and the
great granite boulders, the rough shale,
the steep weary mountain paths, and the
fierce pitiless heat. But the pathways of
the toilsome ascent ended in the golden
glory: in sweet glowing colors, that

would soften and deepen as evening
drew on, and would be shining in all
their unearthly radiance, when the vale
below would be wrapped in gloom.

And up the weary ascent many pil-
grims were toiling, casting back no long-
ing looks to the cool green shadows they
were leaving behind them, but directing
their gaze to the golden glory before.
And in watching its brightness, to which
their every. step was bringing them near-
er, they forgot to notice how steep and
weary was the way; how the stones and
slippery shale hurt their tired feet, and
how pitilessly fell the scorching blaze of
the sun on the bare mountain side.

In the cool valley, Gustave was rest-
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ing, leaning against a green bank, grassy
and flower-bestrewn. Birds were sing-
ing over-head, cool fruits hung within
easy reach of his hand; deep was the
shade around him; a little stream went
singing and gurgling over the stones at
his feet, a soft fragrance of flowers filled
theair. Irom this cool retreat the young
man looked out into the hot sunshine,
and watched the pilgrims, as they passed
him by, toiling up the weary ascent of
themountain. And as they passed many
of them spoke to him.

“Come with us, Gustave,” they said,
“night will come on, and then the valley
will be dark.”

But the young man only laughed.
“Night is a long way ofl yet. The
mountain path for you, il you like, but
7 do not care to leave the shade, the
birds, the fruit, and the flowers.”

And he stretched himself on the grassy
bank and watched them as they went on
their toilsome way, and some few looked
back at him wistfully, beckoning him on;
but he only shook his head, and laughed
again.

Presently a little child came past—a
lovely boy, with tlowing locks, and a
look in his bright blue eyes like that the
angels have who ** do always behold the
face of the Father.”

And Gustave called to the child,
*“Where are yougoing? Stay here with
me, ‘midst the flowers and the birds: the
sun is Hot, but it is cool and shady here.™

The child paused on his way, and an-
swered, ** I can not stay: I am going to
cimb the mountains to reach the top
before the golden glory fades away.”

*“Nay,” said the young man: * the
mountain path is not for such as you!
The way is long and rough, and you are
small and young, and your little fect are
tender; you can not climb the mountain,
child; stay with me.”

“I am not afraid,” the boy answered ;
and a light seemed to break over his face.
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€1 know the way is steep and long. but
I have a Friend to help me over the difh-
cult parts. He is a very kind friend,
and always helps the little children, so
that the way may not be too hard for
them, and He will help pow too, Gustave:
for He has traveled along the way him-
self, and knows how steep 1t is some-.
times, and how hot the sun shines and
how me.
Gustave:!”

“But the valley i1s so cool and pleas-
ant,” pleaded the young man: -tand the
mountain looks so steep and bare, and

tired we get.  Come with

storms come sometimes, and there is no
shelter then.”

- But Iriend  will
the e
storms beat too hard, and e wiil help

my shelter me”

said child. won t let the
me until I reach the mown tintep, where
there are no storms.  Come with me.
Gustave, for night will bhe here saon, and
it-will be very dark in the vallev then,
and storms come here as well as on the
mountain side.  Let us go up tegethers

dear Gustave. with me.”  The

child held out his hand.

ceme

The young man hesttated a moment,
and half made a movement to rise and
go with the boy: but the sun shone hot,
the shadow was so tempting, the birds
sang so sweetly, the cool breeze kissed
his brow so lovingly, and night would
not come yet.  So he fell back agam,
and answered. as he had answered the
pilgrims  before. -+ 'The mountain path
for vou. if you choose, but 1 do not care
to leave the shade.™

A sad, grieved look came over the
child’s face as he passed on his way, and
Gustave watched him as he joined the
band of pilgrims—some so faint and
weary—toiling along the rough path that
led to the golden summit.

But the boy was yvoung and active,
and the road did not seem so hard to
him as to many who went the same way ;

and as Gustave watched he saw how
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tenderly the child was lifted over diffi-
culties that would otherwise have made
the road impassable to his young feet.
But before he was half way up the moun-
tains—Dbefore his young feet had time to
grow weary, and before the storms had
broken over his childish head—loving
arms appeared stretched out for him,
and-the boy was carried for the rest of
the way. Quickly he vanished from Gus-
tave’s sight: no more toil now; no more
pain, or trouble, or weariness; no fierce
storms to rage, no pitiless sun to scorch;
Gustave knew he had safely reached the
mountain top, and was hidden from his
gaze in the golden light, at rest there
forever.

And thoughts began to come unbidden
into the voung man’s mind. Night
would come; the flowers would droop
and close; the birds would cease their
merry lays, and darkness would settle
over the valley. He began almost to
wish he had followed the child’s bidding
and to think that it might have Dbeen
well for him had he started early on the
journey, before the cool valley had
begun to tempt him so strongly. Per-
haps he too might have been helped
along, as the boy had been; perhaps too
—Dbut no, it was too late now. He had
chosen to remain amongst the shadows
and flowers, and the mountain path look-
ed steeper and drearier than ever. So
he turned away from looking at it, and
forgot his regrets in the songs of the
birds, the gurgling of the brook, and the
scent of the flowers.

And onward and upward, still ever
looking to the bright goal, toiled the
band of weary pilgrims, leaving the
valley farther and farther behind them,
and amidst storms and sunshine ever
nearing the golden summit.

And Gustave still reclined on the
flowery bank. One by one other pil-
grims passed him, and some spoke and
beckoned him on, but he laughed scorn-

fully, and resolutely turned his eyes
away from the mountain tops.

But presently a young and lovely
maiden came along the way; fair as
fancy's brightest dream, with the golden
glory reflected in her long rippling
tresses, with heaven’s own light in her-
eye, and a sweetness not of earth on the
fair face, which, with a steady purpose,
was set toward the mountain tops. And
as Gustave gazed in surprise and admi-
ration at the radiant vision she paused
on her way, looking at him and point-
ing to the shining summit with one hand,
while the other was held out to the young
man.

**Madeline!” he cried, ‘‘stay here
with me! I can not let you leave me!”
And his whole soul was in the words.

But her purpose did not waver. ‘I
am going to climb the mountain side,”
she said.  ¢“Come with me, if you will.
I can not linger here.” .

And as he gazed with love and rever-
ence into those clear, heavenly eyes,
Gustave arose and took the maiden’s
hand, saying, ‘‘For the sake of those
eyes, those golden tresses, and that face
—than which no angel’s can be fairer—
[ will leave the valley I have loved so
much and climb the mountain with you,
Madeline.”

But she chid him gently. ¢‘Not for
Think of the dark-
ness you are leaving behind and the
golden light we shall reach at last.”

““But it ss for your sweet sake, and
your sake alone,” he persisted. ¢ What
care 1 for golden lights! I never want
any thing more than to be always with
you, and the light of your eyes is more
to me than any golden glory. What
worth would it be to me unless you were
with me when 1 reached it, my heart’s
treasure!”

And the maiden shook her head.
Then, looking back into his eyes that
were regarding her with such worship

my sake, Gustave.




and reverence, she felt that it was sweet
to be so loved, and forgot to chide him.

Together they went on their way, but
Gustave never once raised his eyes to the
mountain tops. He forgot the pilgrims
on before ; he never thought whether the
read were rough or smooth. Holding
Madeline’s hand he was content to follow
wherever she led him, and, gazing with
unwearied love and worship at her won-
drous beauty, he thought of nothing else.

The maiden tried to lead him on. She
tried to keep her eye unwaveringly on
the mountain top; but it was so sweet
to turn aside and meet the love that
shone in his earnest gaze that she let her
eye wander and began sometimes to for-
get to look above.

“You are leading me up, Madeline,”
he said, **and I am going for nothing
but for your sweet sake. ‘To me heaven
is in your glance and in your voice, and
I ask nothing more.”

And his words did not pain her as they
had done when he had uttered them at
the first. She was growing more accus-
tomed to his love and homage, and they
were so sweet that she forgot what was
to be the goal of the journey on which
she had set out so hopefully, and, think-
ing so much of them, she neglected to
lift her eyes to the mountain top, nor
knew that they had taken a wrong turn-
ing, and that the golden glory was De-
ginning to fade from their sight.

On, on they wandered; lost to all but
the happiness their mutual love had
brought them; on they wandered along
smooth broad paths and shady lanes, and
never looked to see where the path they
were pursuing would lead them.

The golden light grew fainter and
fainter, and still they were wandering
farther and farther away, and, forgetting
every thing but each other. they thought
not what dangers might be around them.

The light faded.

Suddenly a bank of black clouds arose;
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the heavens were overcast, and a fierce
wind came tearing down the mountain
side—the herald of the coming storm.

It came. A Drilliant flash of light-
ning, followed by a terriffic peal of thun-
der that shook the earth. Madeline
started up, wild with terror.

*“It is nothing,” said Gustave, trying .
to reassure her. ‘Do not fear; it will
pass over.” DButeven as he spoke, as if
to give the lic to his words, there was a
second glare of the lightning; a shock
and a crash, and the broad spreading
tree under which but a moment before
they had Deen sitting lay a charred and
shattered ruin at their feet.

0, save me, Gustave! Tdo not know
where I am!” Madeline cried, and in her
terror she clung to him for protection.
*“Where have we wandered to? T am
so frightened! It is so dark, and 1 can
not see the light of the mountain top.
O, who can save us?  The lightning
will kill us!”

They had wandered into a deep for-
est glade, and now the trees inclosed
them on every The lightning
glared around, the thunder crashed,
while ever and again a sudden shock
told of some forest tree that had been
smitten by the electrie fire.  The heav-
ens were black above themn. Tt seemed
that death surrounded them.

Then in a moment the clouds broke
and the rain came down, not as the gen-
tle showers come to moisten the parched
earth, but in a fierce torrent, like a
sccond deluge: while a mighty wind
rose, and the tall trees bent and snapped
before its fury.

©¢ (), let us kneel and pray for deliver-
ance!"” cried Madeline, almost wild with
terror.
and never reach the mountain top after
all!”  And. drenched with the rain, her
face pale. and her blue eves distended
with terror, the maiden flung herself on
her knees upon the ground. with almost

side.

<), if we were to die here,
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inarticulate cries for help. Scarcely
conscious of what he was doing, Gus
tave knelt by her side, and prayed as
never had he prayed before.

And even as they prayed the lightning
began to glare less wildly; the roli of
the thunder died away, and the wind
sank, though still the rain fell in heavy
drops, like "a penitent sinner’s tears.
Darkness was still around them as Mad-
eline in a faltering voice prayed that
light might be given to show them the
path they had willfully lost; that the
glory of the mountain top might once
more shine before them to guide them
on the way—the way which they would
nevermore forsake.

¢“The light will come,” she whispered,
as she rose from her knees, with a holy
radiance overspreading her face, sub-
duing and chastening her wondrous
beauty.

So they waited there in the gloom,
holding by one another’s hands till the
light should come. It broke at last.
A - bright little ray came streaming

through the darkness of the forest, that -

broadened and brightened, showing a
way through the trees and thick bushes
that led to the path they had missed.

They found it again; the narrow path,
steep and rough, stony and bestrewn
with briers; but they took it joyfully,
‘and kept it with chastened, saddened
hearts. And Madeline no longer trusted
in her own strength to keep her purpose
steady; nor did Gustave say, as he had
said before, that he asked nothing but
to have Madeline’s beauty always by
him.

N
No, both had learned a lesson. They
knew now that there are times and
seasons when human strength is very
weakuess, and when human love avails
not. When the storms and tempests
come he is utterly helpless who trusts to
a human arm—~his own or another’s.
These two had wandered far out of
the way, and the path was more weary
and toilsome than before, but neither

uttered a word of murmuring. They

set their faces resolutely in the direction
whence they knew where the glory must
shine as soon as the clouds should de-
part. And as the clouds rolled away
they saw the mountain top at last, and
joined the number of pilgrims toiling up
the road, whose weariness and darkness
seemed to grow easy and light, the
oftener they looked to the radiant glory
of the goal toward which they were
pressing.

And onward still they go; not without
many a stumble, not without much pain
and weariness. Storms beat upon them
on the bare mountain side, yet can not
harm them. And the long, long way is
cheered by the pilgrims’ songs of joy,
for they know they will soon reach the
summit where all their toil will end for
ever.

And the prize is not very far off. By-
and-bye, when the darkness, blank and
dreary, shall have settled down on the
valley Dbeneath, the storms will all be
over; the golden glory of the mountain
tops will grow fairer and brighter; the
toil, the danger, and the weariness will
all be over, and ‘“at eventide it shall be
light.”— The Girls Own Poper.

SuMME up at night, what thou hast done by day,
And in the morning, what thou hast to do.
Dresse and undresse the soul; mark the decay
And growth of it: if with thy watch, that too
Be down, then winde up both, since we shall be
Most surely judg’d, make thy accounts agree.— Herbert.

/




The Push family were in a rare state
of excitement that July afternoon, as
they busied themselves over a large Sar-
atoga trunk, marked in clear, distinct
letters, HARRY T. PusH, UNITED STATES
oF AMERICA. They had been in a most
unsettled condition for two weeks past,
ever since it was decided that Harry
should spend the next winter in Europe,
instead of going to college. And now,
all the preparations were ready, except
the finishing touches to Harry's trunk,
which, by the way, our young traveler
found, after a few weeks' experience,
was much too large for a journey'in Eu-
rope. But it had been selected and
every thing placed into it with the
tenderest love. Garments innumerable
had been carefully folded 'and put in,
many of them made by the loving hands
of mother and sister, while good mother-
Iy Mrs. Push had added a large bottle of
her oldest blackberry wine, and a small-
er one of .cordial, with other suggestions
andremedies for sea-sickness, too numer-
ous tomention. Harry’s Bible, too, had
been her constant companion during
these weeks of packing, into which she
had slipped more than one little mother-
love note, some of them bearing the
traces of her tears. Mabel, the staid,
matronly ¢‘Sister” of the home. had
contributed her mite in a dressing-case.
just the right size and shape. into which
she had put all the reqiirements of a
voung bachelor's wardrobe. adding a lit-
tle pocket Testament. Eloise, the next
vounger to Harry, had wept her eyes al-
mostout over small needle-books. pocket
pin-cushionsand the like : and little Hel-
en. the pet of the household. had spoiled
completely the personal pulchritude of
her favorite pullet, by plucking out most
of its tail, which, with a lock of her pet
car's hair and 2 curl of her own. she
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brought triumphantly to ¢“ brother Har-
ry ”’ toremember her by, Mr. Push had
made his contributions in guide-books,
good advice, and checks on
banks.

foreign
Now, as they stood around the
trunk it scemed alimost like an open grave
to them, telling but too plainly that
Harry was really going away.  But just
as the tears would have fallen fast, some
one announced Harry and Mr. Push
““coming down the turn of the road.”
At this, Eloise and I1elen dashed off bon-
netless up theroad tomeet them: the dog,
the petlamb, and the cat following at their
Soon the two parties met, and
Harry stepped politely from the carriage
and put his two little sisters into it, with
as much grace and courtesy as if they
had been real little queens, but with a
little more tenderness than usual, as he
thought of his early departure.  ‘To him,
they 'were just the loveliest and most
beautiful creatures on carth.
Harry, are vou really going away in the
morning ?” said  Eloise, but before the
sentence was finished little Helen called
out.* 0! look at Billy ! O! brother IHar-
ry, look at Billy!™ Looking back. they
saw their feline companion with her head
and two feet inside, and her tail and re-
maining feet outside of alarge farm-gate,
which had been opened and closed for
the party to drive into the lawn.  The
child’s piteous cries, and the not less
pitiable condition of the cat, brought
Harry quickly to its rescue.
edthe gate gently expecting tosee the cat
fall with a broken back, but to his great
surprise she shook herself, mewed. and
trotted off. It was too much for little
Helen.,  She sprang from the carriage,
caught up her pet as a mother would a
child rescued from some imminent dan-
How-

heels.

* Brother

He open-

ger. and burst into tears over it.
ever, the party with the addition of the
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cat, now carefully wrapped in Harry’s
silk  handkerchief, were soon in the
carriage, and in a few minutes at their
front door, where Mrs. Push and Mabel
stood ready to greet them.

The quiet, thoughtful, loving Mabel,
had never for one day been separated
from this idol of a Dbrother, who was
just two years younger than herself.
Though her heart was throbbing fast,
she showed no emotion that evening ex-
cept when at family prayers her voice
led in song, its roundness and fullness
seemed only enhanced by a slight trem-
ulousness in her tones. The good-night
kisses that night for the little ones were
deferred till fully an hour past their
usual bedtime, then Mr. and Mrs. Push,
Harry, and Mabel drew up more closely
to each other and talked one of those
long, sweet, confiding home-talks, which
seem almost a little foretaste of heaven.

With the rising sun the next morning,
Harry and. his father were off. The last
good-byes had been said, Harry’s last and
most emphatic embrace being one from
his old black ** Mammy,”’ who long since
feeble and helpless, wasstill kindly cared
for by the family. - Mars’ Harry, dese
ole eyes will neber see you no more.
De good Lord knows ole Mammy will
be laid in de grave ’fore you eber gits
back from all dem countries you's gwine
to.” <O, Mammy, you've said that so
often Dbefore,” said Harry, giving her a
hug around her old withered neck.
“You’'ll live yetto wear a black silk dress
I will bring you from Paris. You see if
you don’t.” ¢ Den I'll be buried in it
shure,” said the old woman, delighted at
the thought of how jealous it would
make ‘“all dem udder niggers” to see
her buried in a black silk dress actually
bought for her in Paris. The very
thought of this made her fast-falling tears
turn quickly to smiles of joy. ¢‘Moth-
er,” was all Harry could say as he kissed
his hand out of the carriage-window.

Harry was gone, and the home seemed
too desolate. ¢ Father will be home
Saturday night,” said Mrs. Push, always
thinking of the miost cheerful thing to
say. But this time the remark was too
suggestive, and old Mammy responded,
‘¢ Mars’ Harry, whar will hebe ?”’ The
old woman’s remark opened her own
flood-gates afresh, and brought forth
from Eloise and Helen piteous wails.
The need of ‘“ Mother” to comfort the
little ones made her forget in a great
measure her own sadness, and gave Ma-
bel an opportunity to slip off into Har-
ry’s room, where, all alone, she let out
the pent-up fountain of her own grief;
for perhaps no one of that little home-
circle felt more deeply this separation.
from Harry than she did. T'o her it was
not so much the few months’ sojourn
in Europe and its consequent possibili-
ties and uncertainties, as the feeling that
it was but the beginning of a life-long
separation. For after his return from
Europe, he would go immediately to
college, then into a chosen profession,
and thus to her, she knew and felt he
would never be the home-companion he
had ever been. But she was not one to
weary others with her deepest sorrows,
and after this one morning spent alone,
she adjusted herself, in her quiet,
thoughtful manner, to her sisterly du-
ties with even renewed tenderness; for
in her heart she was earnestly endeavor-
ing to alleviate the loneliness caused by
this first absence of Harry.

That night,” when Eloise and Helen
gave each other their good-night Kkiss,
as was their wont, after they had retired,
when no one saw them, Eloise whis-
pered, ‘*Hasr't sister been sweet to-
day?” “Yes,” replied little Helen,
“‘we had so much fun learning to draw
this evening, we didn’t hardly miss
brother Harry any.”

The day’s journey had brought Harry
and Mr. Push to Baltimore, the port
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from which Harry expected to set sail
for Europe. A few hours in Washing-
ton had given them ample time to secure
Harry’s passport, and his uncle in Bal-
timore had bought his ticket to Paris,
via Southampton, on the North Ger-
man Lloyd line of steamers. So the
next morning early found Harry, his
uncle, and father on the train for lLocust
Point, where he was to go on board
the ¢* Braunschweig,” a noble steamer
of that line, commanded by Captain
Undiitch, and a ride of twenty minutes
brought them to their destination.
Harry's heart beat quickly at this, his
first sight of an ocean steamer, and a
curious, tremulous sensation, began to
take possession of our young friend, as
he now, for the first time, realized that he
was really going so far away from all his
loved ones.  But this was soon dispelled
by the necessity for action.  His trunk
was taken on board, and being entirely
too large for a place in his stateroom. he
was compelled to open it, and take out
hastily the necessary apparel for the
voyage. ‘This he putinto a large cloths-
bag, which was lying on top of his
clothing, and hung it up in his state-
room : then went back to take out a few
of his mother’s remedies for sca-sickness,
but alas! he was told that his trunk
must at once be locked and put into
the hold, as other baggage was waiting.
and the passage-way must be cleared.
So with more regret for his mother’s dis-
appointment than his own, he locked his
trunk, pocketed the key, and proposced
to his father and uncle that they should
spend the remaining time Dbefore the
steamer sailed in walking around and
taking in a general survey of the ** Braun-
schweig,’” so that his father could carry
to them all at home a better idea of his
surroundings during the next ten or
twelve days.  They went down and ex-
amined carefully Harry’s stateroom and
all its appurtenances, and Harry hastily

sketched the location of the berth, wash-
stand, etc., making a marked display of
his own wardrobe, which hung on the
wall.

A signal announced that the gangway
was (o be lifted, and Mr. Push and his
brother hastily bid our young traveler -
adieu, and with dozens of other sad and
sorrowful looking people, they stood on
shore and watched the great ¢ Braun-
schweig” slowly. almost imperceptibly
turn round, then steam gallantly out on
the broad expanse of the bay. Harry
stood on deck, leaning on the railing, just
as long as the two figures could be dis-
cerned, then turned sadly away.  Every
body and every thing on the steamer was
new and strange to him, and during that
first half hour he felt farther from home
and loved ones than he did months after-
ward, when thousands of miles away.
He had, as yet. spoken to no one on the
steamer except the purser. to whom he
had given his ticket when he first came
on board.  As he sat there, almost wish-
ing he had never made his choice in
favor of this trip to Europe. a pleasant-
looking lady came up to hun and said
kindly, ¢ Is this Harry Push?”
ma’am,” he sad. standing up and polite-

Yo,

Iy extending his hand. which she cor-
dially took in hers. She then introduced
herself as Mrs. Lynn. a {viend of his un-
cle’s wife in Baltimore, and expressed
her regret that she had failed to get an
introduction to him while his uncle was
on board, but she was so much occupied
in the hurry and bustle of getting her
two daughters, herself, and baggage on,
and adjusting themselves for the journey.
that she had been compelled to defer it
This, of course, made no difference. and
the present cordiality of her manner
made Harry feel. from that moment. that
he had one friend on board.  She called
up her daughters. Alice and Fannie.
girls of thirteen and fifteen. and intro-

duced them to Harry: ther went hersel!
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below to arrange her stateroom, as she
dreaded the swell of the ocean, which
she knew the next day would bring them
into. The young people soon got into
an animated conversation, first about
some mutual acquaintances in the city,
for Harry’s cousins, the Push boys and
girls of Baltimore, had spent the earlier
part of the summer at his rural home,
and they were intimate acquaintances of
Fannie and Alice Lynn. Then they be-
came very much amused and interested
in trying to decipher their fellow trav-
clers and their various relations and con-
nection with each other. Fannie, the
younger, was a fun-loving, romping girl,
who craved adventure, and was perfectly
wild at the thought that she might ride
on the waves, mountain high in-some
terrific storm at sea; or climb the dizzy
and dangerous steeps of the Alps, alone
and unaided. In_any adventure which
called forth skill and ability, Harry would
gladly have joined this young friend, but
to be passive in a terrific storm, for him,
had no charm. Alice was just the oppo-
site of her sister. Timid, dependent,
and loving in her nature, she would ac-
cept and feel grateful for every genuine
act of kindness, always z'1ppreciating the
intention of the act, while Fannie’s first
thought was often, that it was some re-
flection upon her own independence.
Harry found before the morning was
half over that his intercourse with these
two girls would make his voyage delight-
ful.  With the one he would ever be
romping and merry, with the other he
would find sweet solace in social inters
course, when he felt serious or thoughtful.

The long, loud sound of the first gong
for dinner startled the young people, for
they had no idea the day was passing
away so rapidly. They went hastily
down to their respective staterooms to
make some preparation. Harry found,
much to his relief, that Mabel’s thought-
ful hands had placed in the pockets of

his impromptu valise his toilet arrange-
ments, Bible, and writing material, which
he had thought was locked up in his
trunk. He had told the Lynn girls of
his supposed dilemma, and Fannie had
enjoyed the joke intensely, rather hoping
he might be forced to keep his berth next
morning for want of comb and brush.
But Alice had immediately resolved to
suggest to her mother to loan Harry a
part of their own liberal supply; which
suggestion was carried into effect when
they went down to their staterooms, and
one of the stewards was immediately dis-
patched to take to Harry a well-filled
dressing-case from Mrs. Lynn. This
kindness he at once attributed to Alice’s
thoughtfulness, and politely returned it.
At the table, the three young people
were delighted to find that the numbers
indicating their seats were all together.
On the top of each plate lay a yellow
leaflet, which Harry picked up, think-
ing it was the ¢“bill of fare,” and was
much amused at finding that instead, it
was headed CaBiN PASSENGER List, and
opening it, read—
Mrs. John Lynu and servant, . . . Baltimore.
Alice o e
Fannie i ¢
Harry Push, . Virginia.
etc., etc., etc.

giving in all about one hundred names.
This, with their respective numbers, soon
enabled them to find out who their fel-
low travelers were, and they also found
thatin their previous conjectures on deck
they had made many amusing mistakes.
A tall, fastidious dame, with towering
plumes in her hat, who had a maid, a
sick kitten, and a canary bird as her
attachés, whom they had decided was an
old maid, proved to be the mother of
six frolicsome, noisy children; while the
stdid, motherly looking lady that had
charge of the little ones, they discovered
was their governess. A handsome gen-
tleman, who seemed particularly atten-
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tive to these littie ones and their sup-
posed-to-be-mamma, now proved to be a
single gentleman traveling alone. 'T'his,
of course, to the young people, was a
foundation for a romance. The chil-
dren, too, of the various families had
been sadly mixed and confounded, and
woeful would have been the wails that
night, had their little heads been pil-
lowed with the new mammas and papas
as allotted to them by Alice, Fannie, and
Harry.

The dinner consisted of six or eight
courses. First, soup, then fish, then roast
beef and potatoes, then fowls: these were
interspersed with salad, pickles, and veg-
etables. The dessert was a rich pud-
ding with sauce, after which, cheese was
handed. followed by fruit and nuts.
A black, creamless coffee ended the re-
past. Dispatching such a meal occupied
no little time, and the remaining hours
of the afternoon were spent by the whole
party in writing home. The captain at
dinner announced that the pilot would
leave them at four in the morning, and
all letters given him that night would be
mailed on shore the next day. This was
an unexpected delight to Harry, for there
seemed so much already to tell them of
at home that he felt he could not wait a
whole week to mail a letter.  We would
gladly insert here Harry's first letter
home, but it would be only a repetition
of what is already written. .

That evening as they gathered on deck
once more, a feeling of sadness pervaded

the whole party. They all felt that the
last adieus had been said, the uncertain-
ties of a2 sea-voyage actually entered upon,
and although the distant shore, visible
now on one side only, kept off that dread
loneliness and feeling of utter helpless-
ness one ever feels on the broad, waste-
ful deep, vet enough of the reality was
upon them to make them sit and watch
the glorious sunset over the distant hills
with almost breathless silence. Would

they ever again witness a suiiset over
their own native hills?  Perhaps never!
But the numecrous bells on a steamer
ever wake one from unwonted reveries,
and this time they were all startled by
the sccond summons to tea.  That meal
was hastily dispatched, then the ever-
tempting rendezvous for voyagers—the
deck—was again sought, an hour was
passed there in pleasant chat, and they
all retired. . Harry. before going to sleep.
added one long good-night to his letter
home, then read in his Bible one of the
sclections chosen by Mabel for their
evening readings together, during his
journeyings, then kneeling down at the
side of his berth, he earnestly committed
himself and his foved ones to a Heavenly
Father's watchful keeping, and went to
bed to sleep as soundly as ever in his
life before. '

The sudden stopping of the ship at
four a.y. woke him, and he remembered
that this was the time of the departure
of the pilot, and he sprang from his berth
to take a long, last look at his native
shores, the dim outline of which he could
but just descry in the early dawn.  Turn-
ing from this to his berth again, he saw,
for the first time, his room-mate, a large,
portly. slumbering German, who Harry
afterward found was an emigrant agent
who had crossed the sea times innumer-
able. and was as good on his sca-legs as
the captain himself.  For fear of disturb-
ing his sleeping friend, who had no ro-
mance of native shores to stir the depths
of his soul, Harry crept gently back to
his berth. Thinking over his past and
future, wondering most what changes
might come over Lynwood, his father's
residence. during his absence, he went
to sleep: this time to dream a troubled
dream.  Tle thought old Mammy had
died just before he returned home, and
was buried without the Dlack silk dress
from Paris: and to aggravate his grief,
= Billy " had gotten shut up in Mammy's
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coffin, and he could hear ever and anon
the cat’s piteous wails and little Helen’s
still more pitiful moans and groans. Sud-
denly awaking, he thought for a moment
he still heard the moans, but soon aroused
himself to the fact that the sea was swell-
ing visibly, and the ship creaking loudly.
His next thought was that he was actu-
ally out at sea, on the broad expanse of
the mighty deep, and without realizing
that the awful fecling, supposed to be
aroused by his old Mammy’s death, had
some connection with an unsettled stom-
ach, he sprang to the opposite side of the
stateroom to gaze thoughtfully, almost
sentimentally out on the “‘deep blue sea.”
His sentiment lasted but foran instant,he
grew dizzy, started to fall, held on, didu’t
fall; but the next he was conscious of, that

monster of the mighty deep, sea-sickness,
had him completely under its control,
and he was brought to his knees, where
in that position he was soon made to
surrender all enthusiasm or sentiment
connected with his ‘‘life on the ocean
wave.” He afterward wrote to his
mother that so long and protracted was
this struggle, so violent were his own
contortions, that a strange fear came
over him that there might be danger of
his turning wrong side out, and had his
feet protruded themselves out of his
mouth, he would not have been sur-
prised. This mighty battle awoke his
German companion, who got up, took
our now completely vanquished friend
up in his arms like an infant and laid
him in his berth. '

To BE CONTINUED.

THE HOST OF SUNNY SIDE.

Perhaps no man with a penchant for
literature ever lived his life through, and
such a long life too, with so small an ad-
mixture of the harassing, goading cares
of existence as Washington Irving, the
centennial of whose birth was celebrated
in Tarrytown the third of last April.

This was no doubt due, in great meas-
ure, to his own sunny disposition. ¢ It
was never his habit to stroke the world
the wrong way,” as he said himself in
writing of his travels. ““When I can
not get a dinner to suit my taste, I en-
deavor to get a taste to suit my dinner.”
Just so all through life, however he might
be circumstanced, he always managed to
find something to please and interest him.
His placid, genial countenance, as he sits
in the midst of his friends in the study
at “*Sunny Side,” tells the whole story.

The occasional twinkle of his eye
reminds us of a merry, mischicf-loving,
but ever-truthful boy, the youngest of

eight living children; and his life in the
quaint old house, with its gable end and
attic window to the street; and how his
droll, good-natured pranks provoked his
mother to exclaim with a solicitude not
unmixed with admiration, <O, Wash-
ington, if you were only good!”

Then, as he listens with a half-depre-
cating enjoyment to some friendly eulogy
on one of his inimitable sketches, we
remember how, when a handsome, true-
hearted lad, he was threatened with con-
sumption, and his brothers, in their lov-
ing anxiety, freely indulged his rambling
proclivities and enabled him to make
““Sleepy Hollow,” “ The Kaatskill Moun-
tains,” and ““Up the Hudson” enchant-
ed regions forevermore.

And now as he turns his bright respons-
ive glance from one to the other, full of
sympathy for every joy or sorrow of those
around him, we can not but remember
his early love, of which we have a touch-
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ing picture in the little memorandum-
book found after his death. Here itis
in his own words:

“We saw each other every day, and I
became excessively attached toher. Her
shyness wore off by degrees. The more
Isaw of her the more I had reason to
admire her. Her mind seemed to un-
fold leaf by leaf, and every time to dis-
cover new sweetness. Nobody knew her
so well as I, for she was generally timid
and silent, but I in a manner studied her
excellence.””

Then as the dark gray eyes grow dreamy
and the sensitive mouth is slightly com-
pressed, we think of the bhitter anguish
following her death, the time when “the
world was a blank,” society unendurable,
and solitude a continual horror. The
dark period that cast a shaded mark
throughout his life, yet left no shadow
on his face for his friends. For he did
not give himself up to brooding melan-
choly, but carefully locking up, even from
the ken of his most intimate friends, the
litle shrine containing the lovely mini-
ature, the braid of fair hair, the name and
the memory of his beloved, he camie back
into the world, carrying with him to the
end of his life the key of this treasury,

her Bible and prayer-hook, but giving '

out the sunshine of his nature as lavishly
as ever.

It is only a passing resolute look that
tells of the one brief struggle against the
inclinations of his mind when he nobly
strove to repay the lifelong pecuniary
indulgence of his brothers by throwing
himself. might and main, into the efiort
to retrieve their failing fortunes, and we
can easily imagine how, when he kncw
1t was all in vain, that he had done what
he could. he gladly turned back to lit-
erature, heretofore only pastime, now to
be made the business of life, and reso-
lutely declined every proposition that
could again divert him from this pursuit.
Nor are we surprised to learn that he

became from that time the stay and sup-
port instead of the merely ornamental
genius of the family.

Noting with what a genuine interest
and cordial confidence every face turns
toward him, it seems only what all ex-
pected and desired, that his literary
course should be one of almost uncloud-
ed success, as it was.  [From the first
publication of the ¢ Jonathan Oldstyle
papers to his last most carefully prepared
work, *“The Life of Washington,” each
was a pleasant surprise that left the reader
eager for the next.

Through all he wrote there ran the
vein of gay and graceful fancy that was
his very own, with sometimes the unex-
pected flashes of spontaneous humor
that fead one on and on without weari-
ness or satiety, and sometimes the pathos
that made Byron weep.  Iven when he
entered the realms of pure history, while
preserving the strictest accuracy, it was
vet, under his hand. so full of personal
incident, so diversified with surprising
turns of fortune, and these wrought up
with such picturesque effect, that it might
almost be mistaken for romance.  Some
one wrote of his writings, ** His most
comical pieces have alwavs a serious end
in view.”  When this was read to him
he said with that air of whimsical signifi-
cance that was natural to him. ** You
laugh, but it is true: I have kept that to
myself hitherto, but that man has found
me out.”

But though his literary productions
were thus received with almost unbound-
ed enthusiasm, his fame provoked no
jealousy. the irresistible charm of his
personality, and above all. the noble
generosity of his heart forbade it We
all know one remarkable instance, this—
how he unhesitatingly resigned the at-
tractive work he had already mapped
out for himself, so perfectly in accord
too with his own genius. to Prescot,
when he found he also was collecting
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materials on the same subject; and as we
look at them there side by side we can
almost hear Irving’s modest disavowal
of any obligation as Prescott again grate-

fully acknowledges his courtesy and ex- -

presses the fear that the public will not
be so well pleased as himself.

Sunny Side was a fit resting-place for
the sunny-hearted old man, and he made
it a happy home for his brother Eben-
ezer’s five daughters with himself when
he could be spared, as also his sister Cath-
erine and her daughter. '

Here Irving died on the night of No-
vember 28th, 1859, and was buried on
the 1st of December at Tarrytown.

¢“It was a beautiful winter day, clear
and sunny, radiant with the still linger-
ing Indian summer, which shed a soft
and melancholy light over the solemn
scene.” ‘It was one of his own days,”
said the mourners, as they rode from
Sunny Side to Christ Church, where the
funeral services were held, and thence
to the cemetery, about a mile distant, on
the side of a hill, with a view of the

THE

Hudson on one side, and ‘on the other
of the valley of Sleepy Hollow.

¢ His youth was innocent; his riper age
Marked with some act of goodness every day;
And watched by eyes that loved him, calm and
sage,
Faded his late declining years away.
Meekly he gave his being up, and went
To share the holy rest that waits a life well.
spent.

¢ That life was happy; every day he gave
Thanks for the fair existence that was his;
For a sick fancy made him not its slave,
To mock him with its phantom miseries.
No chronic tortures racked his aged limb,
For luxury and sloth had nourlshed none for
him.

*¢And T am glad that he has lived thus long,
And glad that he has gone to his reward,
Nor can I deem that Nature did him wrong,
Softly to disengage the vital cord. -
For when his hand grew palsied, and his eye
Faint with the marks of age, it was his time to
die.”

Thus sang the poet Bryant, one of hls
most ardent admirers.

TRUANT.

FROM THE ALHAMBRA, BY WASHINGTON IRVING.

We have had a scene of a petty tribu-
lation in the Alhambra, which has thrown
"a cloud over the sunny countenance of
Dolores. This little damsel has a female
passion for pets of all kinds, and from
the superabundant kindness of her dis-
position, one of the ruined courts of the
Alhambra is thronged with her favorites.
A stately peacock and his hen seem to
hold regal sway here, over pompous tur-
 keys, querulous guinea-fowls, and a rab-
ble rout of common cocks and hens.
The great delight of Dolores, however,
has for some time past been centered in a
youthful pair of pigeons, who have lately
entered into the holy state of wedlock,

and even supplanted a tortoise-shell cat
and kittens in her affections. .

As a tenement for them wherein to
commence housekeeping, she had fitted
up a small chamber adjacent to the kit-
chen, the window of which looked into
one of the quiet Moorish courts. Here
they lived in happy ignorance of any
world beyond the court and its sunny
roofs. Never had they aspired to soar
above the battlements or to mount to
the summit of the towers.  Their virtu-
ous union was at length crowned by two
spotless and milk-white eggs, to the great
joy of their cherishing little mistress.
Nothing could be more praiseworthy than
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the conduct of the young married folks
on this interesting occasion. . They took
turns to sit upon the nest until the eggs
were hatched, and while their callow
progeny required warmth and shelter;
while one thus stayed at home, the other
foraged abroad for food, and brought
home abundant supplies. This scene of
conjugal felicity has suddenly met with
areverse. ~ Early this morning as Dolores

was feeding the male pigeon, she took a

fancy to give him a peep at the great

world. Opening a window, thercfore,
which looks down upon the valley of the

Darro, she launched him at once beyond

the walls of the Alhambra. For the first

time in his life the astonished bird had
to try the full vigor of his wings. He
swept down into the valley, and then
rising upward with a surge, soared al-
most to the clouds. Never before had
herisen to such a height, or experienced
such delight in flying; and, like a young
spendthrift just come to his estate, he
seemed giddy with excess of liberty, and
with the boundless field of action sud-
denly opened to him.  For the whole day
he has been circling about in capricious
flights from tower to tower, and trec to
tree.  Every attempt has been vain to
lure him back by scattering grain upon
the roofs : and he seems to have lost all
thought of home, of his tender helpmate,
and his callow young.

To add to the anxiety of Dolores, he
has been joined by two palomas ladroncs.
or robber-pigeons, whose instinct it is to
entice wandering pigeons to their own
dovecotes. The fugitive, like many
other thoughtless youths on their first
launching upon the world, secems quite
fascinated with these knowing but grace-
less companions, who have undertaken
to show him life, and introduce him to
society. H.e has been soaring with them
over all the roofs and steeples of Gra-
pada. A thunder-storm has passed over
the city, but he has not sought his home :

night has closed in, and still he comes
not. To deepen the pathos of the affair,
the female pigeon, after remaining sev-
eral hours on the nest without being re-
lieved, at length went forth to seck her
recreant mate; but stayed away so long
that the young ones perished for want
of the warmth and shelter of the parent
bosom. At a late hour in the evening,
word was brought to Dolores, that the
truant bird had becen seen upon the tow-
ers of the Generalife. Now it happens
that the administrador of that ancient
palace has likewise a dovecote, among
the inmates of which are said to be two
or three of these inveigling birds, the
terror of all neighboring pigeon-fanciers.
Dolores. immediately concluded that the
two feathered sharpers who had heen seen
with her fugitive, were these bloods of the
Generalife. X council of war was forth-
with held in the chamber of Tia Anto-
nio.

The Generalife 1s a distinet jurisdiction
from the Athambra. and of course some
punctilio, if not jealousy. exists bhetween
their custodians. [t was determined,
therefore, to send Pepe, the stuttering
lad of the gardens, as ambassador to the
administrador, requesting that if such
fugitive should be found in his dominion,
he might be given up as a subject of the
Alhambra. Pepe departed accordingly,
on his diplomatic expedition, through the
moonht groves and avenues, but returned
in an hour with the afflicting intelligence
that no such bird was to be found in the
dovecote of the Generalife.  The ad-
ministrador, however, pledged his sov-
ereign word that if such vagrant should
appear midnight, he

there, even  at

“should mstantly be arrested and  sent

back prisoner to his titttle black-cved
mistress.  Thus stands the melancholy
alfair which has occasioned much distress
throughout the palace, and has sent the
inconsolable Dolores 1o a sleepless pil-
low.
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““Sorrow endureth for a night,” says
the proverb, ‘‘Dbut joy cometh in the
morning.”’” The first object that met my
eyes on leaving my room this morning
was Dolores with the truant pigeon in
her hands, and her eyes sparkling with
joy. He had appeared at an early hour
on the battlements, hovering shyly about
from roof to roof, but at length entered
the window, and surrendered himself
prisoner. He gained little credit, how-
ever, by his return; for the ravenous
manner in which he devoured the food

prodigal son, he had been driven home
by sheer famine. Dolores upbraided
him for his faithless conduct, calling him
all manner of vagrant names, though,
woman-like, she fondled him at the same
time to her bosom, and covered him )
with kisses. I observed, however, that

she had taken care to clip his wings to
prevent all future soarings; a precaution
which I mention for the benefit of all
those who have truant lovers or wander-
ing husbands. More than one valuable
moral might be drawn from the story of

set before him showed that, like the Doloresand her pigeon.

SEA-SHELL.

But I have sinuous shells of pearly hue

Within, and they that lustre have imbibed

In the sun’s palace-porch, where, when unyoked,

His chariot-wheel stands midway in the wave;

Shake one, and it awakens; then apply

[ts polisht lip to your attentive ear,

And it remembers its august abodes,

And murmurs as the ocean murmurs there.
—Landor.

I have seen
A curious child, who dwelt upon a tract
Of inland ground, applying to his ear
The convolutions of a smooth-lipped shell;
To which, in silence hush’d, his very soul
Listened intensely ; and his countenance soon
Brighten’d with joy; for murmurings from within
Were heard, sonorous cadences! whereby,
To his belief, the monitor expressed
Mysterious union with its native sea.
Even such a shell the universe itself
Is to the ear of faith.

— Wordsworth.

The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell

Than breathes his mimic murmurer in the shell,

As, far divided from his parent deep,’

The sea-born infant cries, and will not sleep,

Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave

For the broad bosom of his nursing wave.
—Byron.
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A BTORY OF TWO ENGLISH GIRLS.

By ALICE

KING.

CHAPTER 1.

Oneevening in late autumn, when the
rain was falling in short heavy showers
and the wind was bounding with a shout
over field and leafless woodland, two
carriages, coming from entirely different
directions, were driving along muddy
country roads toward an old-fashioned
gray house that stood in the midst of
wide gardens and shrubberies, whose
ptim arrangement told that they had
been laid out and planted in days now long
gone by. In each carriage sat a very
young lady, and, strange to say, in each
of these young ladies’ minds exactly the
same question was being repeated over
and over, till the very hoofs of the
horses and the sound of the wheels and
the raindrops, pattering against the win-
dow of the fly and dripping from its
roof, seemed to be re-echoing it, ¢ What
will she be like? What will she be
like ?”’

The occupant of one of the carriages
—the one that had come from a little
distant country station—was a slight,
graceful girl, with a very pretty face, a
face that had something of the sparkle
of water in the sunshine always about it,
in the lively, intelligent brown eyes, and
the smiles which were often fickering

about the red mouth, and the bright,
changeful color on the cheeks, which
was ever ready to come and go fitfully.
often telling many a secret about what
was going on in the heart and mind
within. When this face was in repose.
there was a certain resolute look in the
firm way that the lips rested one on
another, that gave the idea that the
voung lady might have a will of her
own; and when she was excited about

any thing there was a flash in her eyes
which suggested that the young lady
might have a temper too. Even her very
movements, as she sat there alone in
the carriage, told of energy of character:
one or two of the parcels she had with
her were shaken by the jolting over the
uneven country road off the back seat,
and she picked them up in a quick,
petulant way, and put them in their
place with a little shake, that seemed to
say she was determined they should stay
where she had placed them.

The girl in the other carriage, which
had only come from the station in the
neighboring town, appeared to he cast
in a very different mould.
placid. good-tempered face, but a face
without any decided beauty of feature
or expression, which looked out from
beneath the black hat. ornamented with
a long white feather: she was dressed
in deep mourning, but mourning which,
in richness of material and fashionable

It was a

clegance, seemed to tell that she who
wore it was not too deeply plunged in
grief to think of what was Dbecoming.
She lay back on thie cushions of the car-
riage with a contented, rather indolent
air, and never once took the trouble to
look out of the window to catch a glimpse
in the twilight of the country she was
passing through: her chief interest, and
that was shown in a quiet. languid sort
of way, appeared to be in preventing a
drop of rain from finding its way through
the iy windows on to the handsome fur
mantle in which she was wrapped. for
the evening was chilly as well as wet,

* Ella Ringwood.™ so ran the thoughts
of the pretty girl with the face like rip-
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pling water, for to her we will now re-
turn; ¢ what a nice sound there is in the
name! I do hope she will be tall and
dark, and something like an Italian lady;
I never saw an Italian lady certainly, but
then that is how T have always pictured
to myself all the great women in Rome
and Milan I have read about in the his-
tory books, and I want her to be like it.
Did not some one tell me she got her
pretty name of Ella from an Italian
duchess who was related to her mother?
Yes, I am sure they did, and that is then
what she must be like. I do hope she
will be fond of music, or reading, or
drawing, and very enthusiastic about
whichever -she has a taste for; if sheis
not she will be dull, and then I shall be
quite sure to quarrel with her, which
won’t be nice at all.

<« dear ' these fancies about my new
companion are putting every thing about
the old place out of my head already. 1
am forgetting all about the pony and the
flowers and the cows—yes, the pony
and the cows and the flowers are
the only things which will miss me.  If
aunt and uncle and cousins had cared
for me more, I should not forget so soon.
What a good, sweet thing it must be to
have a deal of love around one; if only
father and mother had lived long enough
for me to remember their faces;” and
tears rose up and filled the clear eyes.
¢« Poor Ella, she has just lost her father;
how sad she must be, and how kind that
ought tomake me be to her! but I never
am kind when T ought to be, that's cer-
tain, though if any one clse shouid say
it except myself, I daresay I should not
be very pleased with her. How Ido
wish T were Detter than I am, but I see
no chance of it, till I get some one to
show me the way.”

Now let us peep fora moment into the
thoughts of the other young lady. <Al
that I hope is that she will be peaceable
and quiet,” so ran her reflections in a
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tranquil stream. ¢ If she’s always want-
ing to be routing ine up like that horrid
French teacher at school did, now call-
ing me to take a long walk, and now
wishing me to read some hard book, she
will be simply insufferable, and I shall
shut imyself up in my own room all day;
I can always do that, and I shall be
quite sure to be comfortable if I can only
have an easy-chair and a fire; those
were things which we never had in our
bedrooms at school, but they are what
I am determined to have now. I wonder
whether she will be good-looking? I
should like her to be, for I like seeing
pretty things, and I shall enjoy having
a pretty face always near me;  but I
expect that she is short and fat and red--
haired and plain; I don’t know why, ’

“but 1 have a vague notion that that is

what she will be like. Well, it's not
worth the trouble after all of wondering
so much about her, for I shall soon see
her,” and she settled herself ina yet
more easy position in a corner and drew
her warm cloak a trifle closer, and closed
her eyes.

But enough about the young girls.
We will next take a look into the house
to which they are going; we shall have
plenty of time while they are jolting
over the mile or more of road which lies
before them before they turn up the
avenue. In an oak-panneled room, a
room which, doubtless, beheld hoopsand
patches pass in and out when hoops and,
patches had their day, sat a lady and a
gentleman, They were both elderly and
there was Detween them that shadow y
likeness in face, in voice, and even in
their way of moving about and express-
ing themselves, which we often see
between the members of the same
family; they were evidently brother and
sister, and not husband and wife. Yet,.
though thgy were alike, there was .a
marked difference in their appearance.
They had neither of them friendly faces,
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faces that would make any one in trouble
or difficulty go to them for comfort or
advice. So far there was a perfect simi-
larity between them, but in one thing
they were not at all like each other —the
man's features were cold and stern, the
woman’s were full of restless activity.

“How late they are,” said the old
geotleman, looking at his watch. ‘1
shan’t wait dinner for them ; six-thirty
is my dinner hour and at six-thirty I
shall sit down, six-thirty sharp, whether
they are come or not.”

#0, Matthew,” cried his sister, ‘‘we
an't be so uncivil to such a young lady
as Miss Ringwood as to sit down to
dinner without her. The other child of
course does not matter in the least, but
she- _"

“But she,” broke in her brother

taking the words out of her mouth, and
turning them as he pleased—¢¢ but she
is a rich heiress, who must be treated
with all manner of respect; and it is just
because she is an heiress that we bother
ourselves at all with such uncomfortable
bits of goods as two girls, and just
because we like the increase made to our
income by what we are allowed for
taking charge of her. It’s always as
well to speak out the truth at once,
Nancy, especially when we are sitting
together Ly ourselves.”

s« Matthew, you always put things in
such a coarse, plump way,” said Miss
wancy, bridling angrily. I hope you
won'’t do it before Miss Ringwood—I'm
sure she won't like it if you do.”

««I am not going to let Miss Ringwood
or Miss any thing else put me one inch
out of my-. way,” growled the old gentle_
man. ¢« [t was your covetousness
Nancy, that made us think of having
two such inmates, and now you have got
them I wish you joy of them; all 1 have
to say is, that I won’t have one single
thing which I-am concerned in changed
in the house for them—no, not so much
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as the standing-place of my arm-chair.
I always hated visitors, because they
force one to alter one’s ways; so from the
very first I am going to put a stop to all
encroachment of that sort.”

Miss Nancy made no answer to this
speech, nor did she seem to pay much
attention to it; those who live near a
waterfall get so used to its roar, that
they sleep through it soundly, and per-
haps it was from some such cause that
Miss Nancy often appeared to heed
very little certain words of her brother.

T expect Miss Ringwood is a hand-
some, commanding-looking girl, such as
her position requires her to be,” she
began, following calmly the course of
her own reflections.  “* Now Ruby Stan-
ton will, no doubt, have all sorts of sly,
creeping ways, as people always have

_who have lived in a house in the situa-

tion she has. Don't you go and spoil
her, Matthew, just because she makes up
to you with a few buttery words, and
soft, sneaking ways.”

T shall do just as I please,” retorted
the amiable brother in his usual key.
<1 shall ”?

But here the conversation was inter-
rupted by the sound of wheels on the
gravel outside.

CHAPTER II.

Ella Ringwood was the daughter of a
general officer, who had seen service in
India, and spent the greater part of his
time there.  There he had married,
rather late in life, a young wife, and there
Eila had been born.  In the days of her
babyhood she had been the pet and toy
of her parents and all the ladies and
gentlemen in the station; but at the
usual age, when the Indian climate
becomes unhealthy for European chil-
dren, she was sent home to her mother's
relations in England.

General Ringwood was a man of geod
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private means besides his military in-
come, and he had married a lady of
large independent fortune; thus Ella,
since no little brother or sister came to
dispute her rights, was regarded as a
future heiress, and was brought up by
her grandmother, in whose care she
chiefly was, in the most showy and ex-
pensive way. Her placid, almost sleepy
disposition and sweet temper had,
however, prevented her being as much
injured by this style of education as
many girls in her place would have been.
A more lively nature would have been
more easily infected by bad habits, and
had she been overflowing with high
spirits, and airy fancies, she would have
been more thoroughly intoxicated with
the flatteries which surrounded the heir-
ess.  On the other hand, she did not
profit, as a girl of any intellect or talent
would have done, by her costly educa-
tional advantages. Professors, teachers,
and mistresses of all sorts of languages,
sciences, and accomplishments worked
away with laudable patience at the
heiress’s brains, but only succeeded in
scattering over them a little superficial
knowledge on the most ordinary sub-
jects, and just a smattering of a foreign
tongue or two, and in causing to float
through them some faint perception of
music, to which she now and then gave
expression, painful to her friends with
sensitive ears and nerves, if truth must
be told, in waltzes played on the piano.
She had none of that resolute, patient
perseverance which will often do much
toward supplying the place of mental
gifts; therefore, teach her what they
might, it was all a simple failure.

No doubt Ella's heart would have
borne far better fruit under cultivation
than Ella’s head had done; but asyet
it had lain like a piece of fallow ground
in her young breast. Mrs. Ringwood
had died about a year after her little
daughter left India, and the child’s na-

ture had never known a sweet awaken-
ing up to melody at a mother’s touch.
Her grandmother was a vain, worldly-
minded woman, whose life was made
up of flimsy trifles and hard striving after
social position and distinction.  She
sent Ella to a large, fashionable school
as soon as ever she was old enough to
go, and never had her with her except
in the holidays, during which the chief
things she labored to instil into the
girl were family pride and a firm belief
in the power of money. General Ring-
wood was in a certain way fond of his
daughter, but he was a dry-mannered,
stif man, who knew nothing of the
secret of finding the road in a child’s
heart; besides he had only been in
England twice since Ella left India, so
that with a character of such sluggish

~sympathies and feelings, she scarcely

had time to learn to care much about
him; indeed, the chief things she
remembered with pleasure in his visits
were the Indian muslins and jewelry
which he brought her. Thus poor Ella
had never been taught much of love for
man, and still less had she learned any
thing of love for God. Shehad, indeed,
been brought up to observe certain
religious forms, but to her they were
nothing more than outward, visible signs
of social respectability; she had never
thought of looking deeper into them.

Thus things had gone on with Ella
till she was sixteen, then changes had
come for her. First of all her grand-
mother had died, after which Ella spent
her holidays with a cousin of General
Ringwood ; then, about a year after,
had followed her father’s death. These
two losses, coming so close one upon
another, would have cast a deep shadow
on most young lives, but neither her
father nor her grandmother had troubled
themselves to awaken any strong affec-
tion in Ella while they were alive, andg
so, naturally enough, her grief after they
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were dead assumed no very violent or
lasting character.

General Ringwood had appointed in
his will, as his daughter’s guardian, his
old friend, Mr. Matthew Lindhurst, who
lived with his sister at Larcombe Priory,
not many miles from Exeter, in Devon-
shire; the Priory was the old family
home of the Lindhursts. Now Nancy
Lindhurst, Matthew Lindhurst’s sister,
was a lady who had always, in every
chance and change of life, a keen eye
to her own and her brother’s interests;
therefore when she found that the young
heiress was left, till she came of age, in
Mr. Lindhurst’s guardianship, she re-
solved that they themselves should get
some solid profit out of the circumstance.
Matthew Lindhurst would have been
very well satisfied to leave his ward
in charge of her father’s relations
while he looked only after her fortune for
her; he had lived for many years in a
narrow groove of quiet self-indulgence,
and he dreaded and disliked nothing so
much as being disturbed in it. But
restless, scheming Miss Nancy com-
bated this plan with all her might, and
insisted on Ella making .her home with
her brother and herself till she came of
age. General Ringwood's will allowed
a most liberal yearly payment for the
person who should have the care of
Ella during her minority, and Miss
Nancy was determined that this money
should go into no hands other than
her brother’s and her own.

General Ringwood’s cousin with whom,
as has been said, Ella’s holidays had

been passed since her grandmother’s
death, made not the slightest objection
to giving up the charge of her; she was
rich, and did not want the heiress’s
money ; she had several daughters of her
own growing up, and she was not at all
desirous to have another girl as an in-
mate. Ella herself made no opposition
to the new plan of life which was

proposed for her. Her easy-going,
placid temperament made her submit
to it very quietly; therefore when at
seventeen she left school for good, she
traveled down at once to her guardian’s
house in Devonshire.

Ella Ringwood had, however, made one
stipulation before she went to live with
Mr. and Miss Lindhurst, and this was,
that a girl of her own age should be her
companion at Larcombe Priory ; she did
not like the idea of spending her whole
time alone with two elderly people. This
companion was to be paid for out of Ella’s
fortune; her guardian could, of course,
have objected to this wish of his ward,
but Miss Lindhurstadvised him to accede
to it. She at once set about looking for
a girl who would suit the situation, and
at length fixed an a young second cousin
of her own, called Ruby Stanton.

Ruby was the daughter of a merchant
who had failed in business, and broken
in mind and body, had sunk under the
weight of crushing ruin, leaving his
wife and unborn child no other legacy
except a load of debts.  The young
mother had striven to bear up bravely,
but it had Dbeen God's will that she
should soon find rest; she had not out-
lived, but a few hours, the Dbirth of her
child. Mrs. Stanton’s relations were for
the most part poor, and were possessed
of lage framilies of their own. Little Ru-
by had been bandied about among them,
getting, as her share, here a scanty por-
tion of kindness and pity. there nothing
but cool indifference. But the Father of
the fatherless had been good and gra-
cious to the orphan: he had endowed
her with much personal beauty and
charm; with a quick intellect that made
more out of a crumb of knowledge than
many slower minds would have done
out of a richly-furnished meal: with a
capacity for enjoyment which found,
with magic power. pleasure in the
smallest bits of brighiness that came
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in her way; and, bestof all, with a warm,
generous heart and disposition which
were always longing to do some good,
sweet, noble thing. As yet, it is true,
perfect Christian light had not streamed
into young Ruby’s soul. She had had
many hindrances in the right way—some
from her own quick, passionate, willful
temper, some from the misunderstanding
and coldness she had met with from
those around her; but she felt a long-
ing for a fuller and higher life, and was
groping her way toward it.

When Ruby was fourteen her relations
chose to consider that her education was
finished, so they took her away from the
very indifferent school at which they had
placed her. An uncle and aunt who
lived in the south of Devonshire had,
through injudicious spoiling, turned two
pretty engaging children, a boy of five
years and a girl of three, into a couple
of the most insufferable imps of mis-
chief ; they took it into their heads that
Ruby, if they had her to live with them,
would prove a sort of safety-valve to car-
ry off whatthey were pleased to call the
high spirits of their two pets; and so poor
little Ruby, still scarcely more than a
child herself, was installed in their house
under the pathetically ridiculous title of
nursery governess.

For a whole year Ruby had filled
her most uncomfortable place, a dreary,
little round peg in a very large square
hole ; the children teased her unmer-
cifully at their own sweet wills, and
were only rendered more inveterate
by her ebullitions of temper towards
them; while their parents complacent-
ly and gravely laid at her door all of
their most flagrant misdoings. Ruby
was beginning to feel, in spite of her
cheery nature, that life, was a hard bur-
den to bear, when Miss Lindhurst made
her the offer of coming to be Miss
Ringwood’s companion.  Nancy Lind-
hurst was always fond of doing a philan-
thropic or charitable act without being
at any expense herself; her conscience
had long whispered that she and her
brother, Ruby’sonly rich relations, ought
to do something for the orphan, and

now here was an opportunity of that

something being done, and of Miss Nan-

cy accommodating herself with what
she justthen wanted, at the same time.
Poor Ruby thankfullyaccepted the offer;
any thing would be better than her life
in her uncle’s house ; and this was how it
was that on that autumn evening she, as
well as Ella Ringwood, came to be driv-
ing toward Larcombe Priory.

But to return to Mr. and Miss Lind-
hurst. At the moment when they heard
the carriage-wheels on the gravel Miss
Nancy hastily popped on her cap—which
she had been sitting without, because it
was a new one and she feared for it
the result of a doze in an arm-chair, in
which she had been indulging before her
brother’s voice roused her—Miss Nancy
popped on her cap, and blissfully un-
concious that she had put it on the
wrong side in front, for they were sitting
without candles, hurried out to the door.
In another minute a slight, girlish form
was being clasped in Miss Nancy’s
ample arms, and she was murmuring
softly over it—

¢« My love, come in from the cold air;
I have such a blazing fire in your room,
my dear child; it is such a comfort to
hold you at last in my motherly em-
brace.”

Miss Nancy had made up this little.
speech for the reception of the heiress,
and was really quite proud of it. They
stood now in the light of the hall-lamp.
“Doesn’t it strike you—the likeness to
her dear father?”’ cried Miss Nancy,
estatically, turning to her brother.

“I don’t see the slightest trace of the
General in her,” answered Mr. Lind-
hurst, with cool decision.

“The General!” stammered the new
comer, bewilderedly.

““Yes, my dear, your father, the Gen-
eral,” replied Miss Nancy, blandly.
““You know, of course, that he and Mr.
Lindhurst were' just like brothers; that
was how General Ringwood came to
confide you to our loving care.”

¢“General Ringwood!” repeated the
guest. ‘““Why, I am not Miss Ring-
wood; I am Ruby Stanton!”

®, unforeseen, unlucky mischance ¥
Miss Nancy had given the poor little
dependent, Ruby Stanton, the reception
she had intended for the heiress.

To BE CONTINUED.




THis, the May number of the ELECTRA, ow-
ing to the incidental hindrances always attend-
ant upon the getting out of the first issue of
any publication, is two weeks later than we
wished. It is our intention to have it come
promptly the first of each month, the date
of which it bears, so that the ¢ Current His-
tory of the World ”’ may be written up to the
close of the month. This we considér an im-
portant department, and one that will be es-
pecially beneficial to young people. The cul-
tivation of their minds in the history of their
own times is too frequently entirely neglected.
While the youth of our land are carefully

_taught in the various revolutions of the Greek

and Roman Empires, and become familiar with
the reigning sovereigns of the ages that are
past, they scarcely know who form the Cabinet
st Washington, or who are at present the
crowned heads of Europe. To obviate this in
some measure, we expect to give special atten-
tion to this department, and the date of each
issue of the ELECTRA must correspond with
the actual time of its publication. Ilowever,
‘we do not expect to accomplish this in a day,
nor even in one month, but we hope soon to
have our readers receive it promptly the first
of each month.

FroM the classic land of (freece, (ireece in
the nineteenth century, we borrow the
title for our editorial department—THE
GRAPHEION. In every school in Athens, pub-
tic or private, when a visitor calls he is ush-
ered into a meat little apartment, there to be
presented to the director of the institution.
This room is furnished with a desk,a few
chairs, a sofa or divan—that indispensable

- comfort in every Greek apartment, and plenty
of bright sunshine for warmth, in the absence
of stoves and fire-places. A few charts or
maps hang around the wall. You will be in-
vited to walk into this, ¢“The Grapheion.” The
room, you will at once discern, is one in which
writing and business are conducted, and from
which will emanate the most serious affairs
connected with the institution. Yet in this
little sanctum, you will be most politely
treated,and a bright, lively conversation on any
and all topics may be carried on, especially if
vou have something new to tell, and feel dis-
posed to answer questions. For the Athen-
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ians of to-day, like those in St. Paul’s time,
delight ““to tell or to hear some new thing.”
The meaning given to the word Grapheion in a
modern Greek and English lexicon is—¢ office
desk.” So we proposed first to call our edito-
rial sanctum ¢¢ ke Grapheion.” Then why not
the editorial department? We want good,
serious thoughts in it; we want suggestions
for conversation in it; we hope to hang
around its figurative walls,charts and maps for
the guidance of the youth of our land; we
want news in it, the latest and best; and over
the whole we want the bright, genial sunshine
of our birth-month ever to spread its gladden-
ing rays. So,is not the name, as we have seen
it practically applied in other lands, just the
very name we want ?

WHAT! another magazine! and for young
people! Is notthe world and especially these
United States already abundantly supplied
with them? And as near perfection, too, as
any can hope to make them.

Very true, there is much that is bright and
fascinating, stories full of crisp fun and wide-
awake adventure, with illustrations that tell as
much as the words themselves; besides the
more usefu/ departments that are being added
every year. In fact, periodical literature has
become in great measure /i literature of the
age; and deep minds, large souls are devoting
themselves to its development, and yet it
seems to us there is still a want, still a niche
unfilled. There, in that unoccupied corner, we
would place our new magazine.

Long years of patient waiting for some one
else to supply the need resulted only in disap-
pointment, until out of these vague, fruitless
hopes there grew an idea, to which as the years
went on, was added another and another, until
lo! in our thoughts, a magazine. We turned
it round and round, viewed it from every side.
To our partial eyes it seemed of fair propor-
tions and rare attractions: but what would
others say? With reasonable diffidence we
unveiled it to friends of tried candor and
trusted judgment. One after another sur-
prised us with even enthusiastic encourage-
ment. And thus after long ycars of secret
plotting, chiselling, and polishing, we are in-
duced to submit the result to the public. If
any think us presumptuous in entering the
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arena which appears already so full and com-
plete, we pray you pardon—but try us.

WE hope during the course of the summer
to give our readers some rare treats from
the far East. J. R. S. Sterritt, Ph.D., well
known among scholars in this country through
his work, Hymni Homerici, is now at Assos, a
city in the Troad, where he has been appointed
to work up and publish the old inscriptions
unearthed by the American Archeeological
Institute in their excavations there during the
past two years. Dr. Sterritt’s untiring perse-
verance and deep researches in archeological
studies, and his intimate acquaintance with
the languages of the East, give him a peculiar
fitness for this work. He will remain in the
Troad about two months, After that time, he
writes us, that in company with Mr. Ramsey,
of Oxford University, who has been traveling
for two or three years in Asia Minor, at the
expense of the English Government, gathering
inscriptions and other information, geograph-
ical and historical, he will make a tour as a
member of the expedition. In answer to our
request that he should send us a letter occasion-
ally for publication, he says:

¢« My first article must be submitted to the
English Committee and be published in the
Journal of Hellenic Studies, in England. After
that, I am at liberty to publish any where I
choose. I will try and: send you a letter every
now and then from Asia Minor, and as we
shall traverse many districts hitherto unvisited
by civilized ian, it is possible that some of
your readers have never yet seen letters from
that quarter. We shall be absent in the in-
terior of Asia Minor from four to six months,
devoting most of the time to Phrygia and Cap-
adocia, which countries we shall travel through
in all directions. Our farthest point east will
be Aintab, where we have some American
missionaries. We shall return by another
route, in the direction of Constantinople,
touching at Angora and winding up the journey
at Constantinople in November or December.
I can make no definife promises as to writing
which might be binding, as I do not know
what obstacles might be in my way. In the
interior, it is difficult to expedite letters with
any certainty of their reaching their destina-
tion. Still I hope to do something in that line.”

We shall certainly expect to hear from Dr.
Sterritt.

NaMmING THE BaBy.—Nobody knows, unless
they have tried, what a serious and perplexing
thing it is to find a name for the first child.

Of course it must be one that has some
pleasant association, or compliments some es-
teemed friend or honored acquaintance. And
yet it must of necessity be pretty. It would
be cruel and unfair to fasten an ugly one,

a life-long mortification, on the unconscious -

darling. And besides this there is always the
desire, expressed or unexpressed, that the name
selected 'may in some way prove the prophetic
symbol of a lovely character and a bright
future.

So with our magazine. We knew it was
going to be a difficult task, and blindly put off
the evil day, hoping an inspiration would come
to some of our numerous friends before it was
necessary to decide. But hoped in vain.
Driven to desperation, we gathered in family
conclave over the dictionaries, English,
French, Latin, and Greek, all unabridged,
and ¢“El Dorado ”’ was fixed upon. Not alto-
gether satisfied, however, we referred it to
the judgment of our council of friends. The
business friend shook his head doubtfully. It
seems to me a little unmeaning, would it not
be better to have something more definite ?”
Then a committee of one was detailed who
spent a whole evening over it, resulting in a
list of some half a dozen names, which were

freely discussed in the home circle, and among

them all ¢Literary Gleanings” seemed the pret-
tiest and most appropriate. This also was
submitted to the council of friends. Alas! it
was most decidedly vetoed on first reading by
our gentle censor as entirely too undignified.

That left us entirely at sea, until some one
suggested why not call it the < Belles Lettres
Monthly?”’ Why not truly —the very thing we
wanted—the inspiration had come at last.
With the utmost satisfaction we wrote off the

first page and hurried down to the printing’

office. Our manager stroked his mustache
gravely and said, “If you could find some
single word that would answer your purpose
for a name, it would make a much better ap-
pearance”l-and our countenances instantly
fell to zero. After a disconsolate pause,
¢ Eureka” was timidly proposed; he rather
thought something more every day would be
better, but—whatever we liked.

Then came a very unexpected and kindly
notice in a well known periodical calling us
¢ The literary monthly for young people,” a



descriptive title which we ourselves had used
for want of a better. Well, why not let that
do; it sounded very well and would certainly
be sppropriate, but—it was not a single word,
and so we did not venture to propose it.

*This will never do,” said the more decided
one of the firm. ¢ If we go on trying to please
every body we will never find a name.” So
putting our two heads together we re-wrote
the title page with ELECTRA at its head.
Without seeking counsel of any one, we had
two or three copies printed off, and when it
was brought back to the office we thought it
quite attractive, with its own meaning, éright-,
xess, gleaming every where.  Withsome modest
triumph we went first to its chosen sponsor.
*It will not do at all,” was her most unquali-
fied verdict. Wrapped in the folds of this wet
blanket we sought our gentle censor. She
thought it was splendid. Recovering our
equanimity, we displayed it in all its fresh
beauty to the business friend. He was afraid it
was too ethereal; with sinking barometer we
unrolled it to our legal adviser, who raised us
to the clonds once more with his enthusiastic
admiration.

Then we passed it around among two
groups of school.girls; one did not like it
at all, the other thought it charming. So
stranded at last, on the same shore whence we
started, there was evidently no way out of the
labyrinth but to decide the question ourselves,
and we have concluded to launch our little
bark under this flag.

May it carry its own drightness to every
household and every heart that offersit a port.

IN this age of the multiplicity of literature
of all kinds, how to read and what to read re-
mains an unsolved question in many a house-
hold. The teacher, the parent, the guardian,
all ask, What shall we give our young people
to read? This indefinite answer comes:
** There are so many good books now, and so
cheap, there ought to be no difficulty.” True;
but just here arises the most serious difficulty.
How can we discern between the good and
the bad ?

The patient, loving mother is waked up at
half-past five in the morning by the first chirp
of her baby birdling, and then begin her labors
of love for the day. With washing. and dress-
ing, and combing, and soothing, and loving,
and feeding, and coaxing, the three wee little
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ones are brought happily through the two
early morning hours of the day. Breakfast is
over. Another hour is passed in hunting lost
books and slates, mending torn dresses, sew-
ing on missing buttons,and tying apron-strings;
—the older children are off for school.
And then a quiet morning? No! House-
keeping must be attended to; sewing must be
done; baby must be petted a dozen times or
more ; and various promiscuous tumbles down
the long stairway, and off of chairs and tables
must be intercepted, or there will be broken
skulls or dislocated limbs to be nursed and
tended. Dinner comes before the morning
work is scarcely planned. The afternoon is
more interrupted, because all six of the chil-
dren are demanding constant attention. After
tea, the basket of little stockings must be
mended, which an occasional visitor had in-
terrupted every other evening this week.
Poor tired mother.! At ten o'clock she looks
wistfully at a book her bright young daughter
had asked her permission to read. <1 cun't
look at it to-night.”" So the days and weeks
and months pass, and the years roll on. The
older children must have books toread. They
are given without a mother's choice, and some-
times the rankest poison is placed in the
hands of the boys and girls of the family, the
effects of which, in after life, may be to bring
shame, imprisonment, or murder into that
once happy home.

But the father. Why does he not take the
duty of selecting proper reading matter for his
family > The father? Well, he rises carly be-
cause the noise of the childrenis so unbearable,
makes a hurried toilet, and hastens to the front
door for the morning paper. By breakfust-tine,
he digests that thoroughly, then hastily dis-
patches his breakfast, and is off to his work.
Ile comes in abstracted to dinner, hurries off
again, returns to tea with a large package of
papers and account-books to look over before
bedtime! When a father's time and thoughts
are so wholly given up tv the mere temporal
supplies for his children, the guardian can not
be expected to take more interest in the men-
tal and moral training of the youth intrusted
to his care. The teacher—isithisduty? To
a certain extent, yes. Every intelligent teach-
er of history, literature, or mental and moral
sciences, should be able, and ought at times,
to suggest suitable collateral reading to the
older boys and yirls of the schools.

But still the great evil eaists, and a large
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class of our young people are left without
careful training and selecting in their literary
pursuits. This need is not so much with the
-little ones, for two reasons: First, among
books and periodicals suited to their capacity,
there is not so much of the hurtful. baneful
poison shat is found in literature which our
older boys and girls devour so greedily. Then,
too, the mother must read to her little ones,
or help them read, so the selection for them is
always necessarily more guarded than for the
older ones.

Now we propose to answer practically this
problem, what shall we give our older girls
and boys to read? And the ELECTRA comes
out bright and new as the result of our cogi-
tations. )

Is it complete, and is thisall? No! Byno
means. Each month of the year—we hope
for centuries to come —it will come again.
We confess we have done .the best we could
for a beginning, but it is only a beginning.
Our motto is Excelsior, and with this in view,
and with increased experience ourselves, and
the aid and co-operation of others,far and near,
we intend continually to improve.

This much we promise now that there will
never be admitted into its columns any of the
blood-and-thunder, exciting literature of the
day. While we recognize that a great variety
of tastes must be suited, we will carefully ex-
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clude every thing in which we detect the
slightest tendency to evil.

Our magazine proposes to be, in a large
measure, a training in literature for the youth
in our land, and we will cull from warious
sources, suggestions, helps, and hints ; dead
statesmen, poets, scholars, and artists, will be
brought face to face with its readers in such
living and attractive form, that we shall hope
to stimulate them to an earnest desire to read
and study for themselves these same charac- -
ters. This will muke our magazine Eclective in
its tendencies, though not exclusively so, for

. we expect to get from the living all the good
we can—every thing which is helpful in the
great work which we have undertaken.

We shall make an earnest effort to keep
abreast with theliterature of the day, and sug-
gest to our readers all good and suitable books
which are being issued from the press. In
sending forth our literary venture, we make no
apology. We have done the best we could.
We believe there is a known want in the liter-
ature of the day,and we are endeavoring to
fill that vacancy.

We do not attempt to do it in a day nor in' a
year; but that we shall make a final success
of it, we doubt not. We go to work with a
definite aim in view, and shall put forth every
earnest, honest endeavor to accomplish that
end, believing that success will be ours.

READING CLUB.

BOOKS FOR THE MONTH :

Shakspeare’s Macbets.

Bulwer's Harold, The Last of the Saxon
Kings.

Through the reign of William the Conqueror,
in any reliable English history. (Green’s His-
tories of the English People, Hume, Knight,
Pinnock’s* Goldsmith, and Yonge are all ac-
knowledged authorities, although the last two
are rather brief.) :

It will, of course, be necessary in this, our
first number of the Magazine, to let our young
friends know just what we propose to do in
our Reading Club, in order that they may help
us to make it as interesting as possible.

Were you ever one of a reading club?
Whether you have ever been before or not, we
hope you are going to join us now, as we gath-
er about us a circle of bright, earnest young

people from all parts of this and other lands,
with their glad, eager eyes, waiting for some
new attractive suggestion.
We know how you all love pleasure, how it
seems the very best thing in the world as long
as you are young and free and happy, nay we
older ones are just the same. Now it is pleas-
ure we would help you find; not that of the
butterfly, who seeks only the reckless enjoy-
ment of a day;—they may find something to |
please them in other parts of the Magazine. |
Here we would rather offer the more enduring |
pleasure of the earnest little bee, something |
that grows sweeter and sweeter all the time. ‘
So send us your names, all whoare willing to |
join us heartily, and do as we do. And now
what are we going to do? Thisis our plann =
We want to propose a regular course of read-
ing. Does this sound alarming ? It need not,
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for we have no idea of crushing out all the
fresh enthusiasm of your young hearts with a
succession of heavy, stupid books hurled at
you with the stern cry of duty. No, indeed !
we believe the improvement of your minds, the
growth ant development of your intelligence,
may be made a continual pleasure, and we
promise you shall have no cause to complain
of the too great solidity of our course of read-
ing, though it must contain nothing but what
is pure, good. and in some sense profitable.
And we are much mistaken if you do not, at
the end of the year, freely acknowledge that
the hours spent with your Reading Club have
been among the pleasantest of your life. Now,
are you ready ? The President of the Club raps
on the table three times to be sure you are giv-
ing your undivided attention. Look at the
top of our page. You will see the names of
three books. This is the reading for the first
month.

Perhans you have read one or more, possibly
all of them. Well, so much the better. That
only proves that your taste and ours agrec.
We necessarily begin somewhat in the dark.
It were of course impossible for us to tell what
you have read. We can only guess what you
would like to read. But even if you have got-
ten a little ahead of us, it would not be amiss
if you should read them overagain so that you
may enjoy them anew with the Club. Now
we hear a voice from some modest part of the
circle asking timidly, ¢ Where are we to get
the books >’ In many cases that will be a
question to be cousidered, for we know full
many a devoted reader has to contend with
that very difficulty. However, we believe in
the old adage, ¢ Where there is a will, there is
a way,” and there are so many really good
books now published in the cheap libraries,
we think there will be no serious trouble.
When your own supply fails, you must manage
to gain access to snme public or circulating
library, or if there should be none where you
live. then you must try and get up one.  Itis

not so difficult a matter as you might imagine.
We can only add that we hope to aid you
somewhat in the supply of these nceds, by the
offers made in our premium list. And now,
there is one thing more we want our Club
members to do, which is, to read with a pencil,
noting. marking, or copying whatever strikes
vou particularly, so that when you have fin-
ished ome book, you can sit down and with
your pen tell the rest of us what you think of

_body."”

it, either as a whole. or as toindividual charac-
ters contained in it, with any queries you would
like to have answered concerning these books
or their contents.

We would like to publish a few of these let-
ters each month, and in that way the best of
the notes and comments will pass round the
Club, and all will be stimulated to a new
interest in the books and in each other.

Before we break up this our first meeting, we
want to give you a few good extracts on read-
ing in general, which we have picked up here
and there.

GooD THOUGHTS ABoUT READING.—“There
is perhaps no occupation of time which affords
so large a proportion of profit and pleasure as
well advised reading—well advised as to the
books read, well advised as to the way they
are read.” '

¢ Not how much he shall read, but the
quality of what he reads, and the manner of
reading it. The mind requires nourishing
food for its health and growth, as surely as the
body. Trifling reading enfeebles it, just as
living on cake and candy alone does the

** The reading-habit is a growth, a develop-
meat, whether it begin early or late.”

+¢ IInppy are those whose early surroundings
permit them to form the reading habit uncon-
sciously.” .

If the taste has already been vitiated by
reading too much of the sensational literature
with which the country is flooded —

A little resolation a1l an earnest desire
for self-improvement may be required.”™

Earnest purpose is the tonic which will
gradually restore a healthy appetite, if sub-
stantial food is supplied at the same time.

¢ Every body hassome time toread. T know
of a woman who read Paradise Lost and two
or three other standard works aloud to her
husban 1 in a single winter. while he was shav-
ing, that being the only available time.”

Most of these extracts are from a little book
by C. I. Richardson, ¢ The Choice of Books.™

’

A TRANSLATION of *¢ Iliawatha ™ into Greek
verse has recently been published at Leiprig,
by M. Perbanoglow.

RECREATION is only valuable as it unbends
us ; the idle can know nothing of it.
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KEEP YOURSELF HEALTHY AND HAPPY.—
Imagine the family circle gathered around the
table for the morning meal chattering as mer-
rily as the birds themselves, when the door
opens and the late member arrives. Every
body looks up with a bright ¢ good morning,”
which is instantly chilled on their breath, and
they feel as if a damper had suddenly closed
down upon their gay spirits.

What does it all mean? Simply this: The
late member, either from a sleepless night, an
aching head, or some other cause, comes in
with a gloomy, languid, irritable face, that is
like a cloud across the disc of the sun.

Well,-how can it be helped? What can be
done? you ask. There is one remedy that
proves effectual in many cases, and that is to
keep such a stock of sunshine and good spirits
on hand in the family, as to break through and
dissipate a single, temporary cloud of this
kind.

But there is something else we would like
to whisper in the ear of each one of you:
¢ Take care you are nol the cloud.” And to in-
sure this we would advise in the first place,
that you conscientiously promote and preserve
good health as far as possible. For good
health hasmore to do with good temper than
most people imagine. Any derangement of
the physical system wears upon the nerves,and
any undue tension of the nerves is almost
sure to make some impress on the spiritual
man.

Again it may be a new idea to many of you
that ill health is any body’s fault. But if you
will inquire into the matter, you will be aston-
ished to find how much of the suffering in this
life is caused by the thoughtless disregard of
the most common-sense rules of health, get-
ting the feet wet once too often, trespassing a
little too far upon nature’s required quantity
of sleep, etc., etc.

There is much you can do and much you
can abstain from doing to promote the comfort
and well-being of your body. In truth, the
best promoters of health are within the reach
of almost every one; plenty of clean, fresh
water for the daily bath, plenty of pure, fresh
air, in the house and out, a moderate quantity
of good wholesome food at stated hours, with
plenty to do, that is, some regular daily em-
ployment, and a good walk every day as you
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may be able, will insure to most young people
a reasonable amount of physical comfort.

Still, if ill-health must come—our Heavenly
Father does sometimes see our need of it—
don’t let yourself get gloomy or cross; there
can be no necessity, for some of the greatest
sufferers of the world have been the happiest
and brightest.

And to say nothing of its making every
body around you miserable, it does not even
help you to endure. Nay, whatever your
troubles may be, physical or mental, and how-
ever great, carry them first to Jesus’ feet, and
then tryto forget yourself and them, and to
look bright and interested, even if there is
nothing more you can do to add to the famiky
stock of sunshine, and see if it does not all
come back to you multiplied a hundred fold.

A harp of a thousand strings has been com-
mitted to the care of each one of us. Mind,
heart, soul, and body are all represented
among the wonderful strings. If keptin good
repair, and always attuned to the praise and
worship of God, the instrument will yield the
sweetest music for ourselves and all around us.

A Goop ExampLE.—The day had been over- |

cast, suddenly the sun shone out, and a little
patch of sunshine brightened the corner of the
carpet. Immediately Tray got up, and with a
wise look trotted to the bright place and laid
himself in it. ¢There’s true philosophy,” said
George, ‘‘only one patch of sunlight in the
place, and the sagacious little dog walks out
of the shadow and rolls himselt round in the
brightness. Let not his example be lost upon
us. Wherever there shall shine a single patch
of sunshine let us enjoy it.

SEARCH FOR HarpPINESs.—Two merry girls
at play one day sat down to rest under the
white spring shade.

#The whitest shade was ever seen” of a
large old cherry-tree. Brightly the sunbeams
flickered through the snowy boughs and—

« Bees murmured in the milk-white bloom
As babes will sigh for sweet content.”

What solemn question stirs the serenity of
these maidens fair? Is it the affairs of the
nation they are discussing? No, no. What

.
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matters it to them who sits in the presidential
chsir? What momentous question then en-
gages them so earnestly? Ah, they would
have the shimmering brightness of their lives
tolast always. ¢‘I am determined to have a
happy life,” was the resolution of each young
beart, and they had just been telling it to each
other. ¢¢ But how are you going to seek hap-
piness, Lily ? >’ asked Daisy.

0, I am going to have my own way all the
time and do whatever I like, and not do any
thing I don't want to. I'll take the best of
every thing, if I can get it, and all my life
long I mean to have as much fun and pleasure
asever [ can.”

“ But what are you going to do, Daisy ; how
are you going to seek happiness ?’’ asked Lily
in turn, watching the thoughtful look on the
sweet face of her friend.

With a brightness nothing could dim, Daisy
looked up and said gently, I believe I won’t
seek it at all, but just try to think every thing
that comes is the very best that could come,
and then I don’t see how I can help being
beppy, do you? It won’t matter if T don’t
getevery thing T want if I am as happy as
can be without it.

I would wish to be just like this dear little
buttercup, holding its heart wide open to

catch all the sunshine and giving it back

again to every body that stops to look at it,
only to make room for more.”
Which, think you, young friendsy would be
most apt to find the treasure she coveted?
Come with me and see. Ina bright, dainty,
well-lighted room lies our sweet invalid, little
Daisy.  Although she is a prisoner in her
room and often to her bed, she is a little but-
tercup still, making her sick-chamber the
sweetest corner of the home-nest, and the
dearest, sunniest place in the world to all her
friends.
Poor Lily has had her wish. She has led a
gay. self indulgent life; has tasted of every
pleasant thing this world had to offer; but now
her father's fortune has been swept away ; she
can no longer have the luxuries she has
Iearned to need, and here she is sobbing out
her griefs in Daisy’s sympathizing ear, while
her gentle friend seeks to lead her thoughts to
better things. See them once more: Lily has
married a fortune and again reigns as one of
society's queens. Daisy, nu longer a prison-
er. walks abroad in the glad sunshine with a
thankful heart, feeling as if all nature had
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been created to give her pleasure, so joyfully
does her soul respond to the bursting of the
leaf-buds, the song of the birds, the hum of
the bees. And when, with her usual self-
forgetfulness, she listens to the prattling of
children and joins in their innocent play,
she wonders how any body can help being
happy.

Has not Daisy found the truest happiness?
Yes, and it will always be so. Seek it through
your own selfish gratification, and it will fly be-
fore you like the mirage of the desert. But
forget self and strive to make sunshine for all
around, and the sweetcst content will be your
heart’s al.iding guest. ¢ Godliness with con-
tentment is great gain.”

“ | ask thee for a thankful love,
Through constant watching wise,
To meet the glad with joyful smiles,
And to wipe the weeping eyes,
And a heart at leisure from itself,
To sooth and sympathize.”

A DozeEN GooD RULEs:

1. Remember that our will is likely to be
crossed every day : so be prepared for it.

2. Every body in the house has an evil
nature as well as oursclves; therefore do not
expect too much.

3. Look upon each member of the family as
one for whom we should have a care.

4 When any good happens to any oue, re-
joice with them.

5. Observe when others are suffering and
drop a word of kindness and sympathy suited
to them.

6. If from sickness, pain, or intirmity, we
feel irritable, let us keep a strict watch over
ourselves.

7. Watch for the opportunities of pleasing,®
and of putting little annoyances out of the
way, and try for the ¢“soft answer that turneth
away wrath."

8. Be very gentle with the little ones and
treat them with proper respect.

9. Speak kindly to the servants, and praise
them for little things when you can.

1o. In all little pleasures which may occur,
put vourself last.

11. Take a cheerful view of every thing,
even of the weather. and encourage hope.

12. Never judge harshly of any one, but
attribute a good motive whenever you can.

13. Put yourself in his place.
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THE LuripD LEPER.—Dr. J. Addison Alex-
ander, with that wonderful facility which he
possessed of improvising for the amusement of
his young friends, wrote the following lines to
prove that versification and rhythm may be
maintained without sense:

“In that spasmodic region where mankind
Are deeply synchronous and vaguely blind,
Where elemental anodynes prevail

And stygian carols ventilate the sail ;
Where man is analyzed and nature’s voice
Bids esoteric fallacies rejoice,

In that far distant, soporific land,

There dwelt an adipose, erotic band,

Whose crimson viaducts and whose bland petard—
Whose synaleepha and zolic guard—

Whose pterodactyls and whose cavaliers
Annulled and scarified for many years.
Atlengtha leper of laconic form

Appeared sophisticated on a storm ; .

His eye mellifluous, his nose malign ;

His lurid color vilified the Rhine,

And on his brow a sudorific sneer

Of caligraphic anguish did appear.

On either side of his savannah ran,

A tall narcotic, evanescent man—

And all around 3 cloud of granite spread
White as a coal ; and as a lily--red.

From this, a salamander floated in

And stood where once a terebinth had been ;
Paused for a moment, shook his amber mane,
And rushed upon the leper. Vain

Were his efforts to propel the pang ;

His bones were crumbled "neath that murderous fang—
He shrieked, he sympathized, he vainly tried
To'draw an inference with ghastly pride,
And thus without a groan the “ Lurid Leper”’ died,
And o’er his grave a ghostly catacomb
Riseslike Chimborazo over Rome.

Hither the pilgrim in his fell canoe

Illudes the gnomon and his wild halloo,

And as he vilifies his deep career

In which a panoply of lights appear;
Pursues Pygmalion in his lambent cars,
Dissects the universe and dethrones the stars;
Assails the carabine, then ascends the Alps,
And builds a wigwam of a thousand scalps.
More of thy history I need not tell,

But bid thee, Lurid Leper, farewell,

MR. ROBERT P. PORTER writes from the
English manufacturing city of Bradford, that
the coffee-houses there vie successfully with
the gin shops in lavish display of gilt letters,
glaring lights, stained glass, and polished
brass. One striking result of the coffee-
house work is apparent in the fact that the
number of arrests for drunkenness in Bradford
was 1,053 in 1875, but had fallen to 346 in 1881.

BOOK.

“ I cAN’T get up early,” said a poor victim to
his doctor. “O! yes, you can,” was the
reply, “if you will only follow my advice.
What is your hour of rising?” “Nine
o’clock,” *Well get up half an hour later
every day, and in the course of a month
you will find yourself up at four o'clock in
the morning.”

PorE said that narrow-souled people and
narrow necked bottles are alike, for the less
they have in them the more noise they make
in pouring it out. -

THE richest person (in the true sense) is
the one who best knows how to enjoy. To
take pleasure in the sight and study of moun-
tains and stars, and even precious stones, per-
haps, is better than to own them. A wealthy
man dis>laying one day his jewels to a philos-
opher, the latter said, ¢ Thank you, sir, for
being willing to sharesuch magnificent jewels
with me.”

*Share them with you, sir!” exclaimed the
man. ‘¢ What do you mean?”

¢ Why, you allow me to look at them, and
what more can you do with them yourself 2"
replied the philosopher.

THE price of a wife in Siberia is eight dogs ;
but an exchange says that, not knowing the
market-price of dogs in Siberia, it is hard tell-
ing whether this is cheap for a wife or not.

A POPULAR writer in the religious world
who sometimes has a bad “spell,” wrote the
name of the illustrious author of ‘¢ Pilgrim’s
Progress,” *“John Bunion.” His witty pub-
lisher suggested that it be putin a foot-note.

¢« YES,” said the farmer, ¢ barbed-wire fences
are expensive, but the hired man doesn’t stop
to rest every time he has to climb it.”

STUDENT (reciting) — And—er—then—er——
then—er—he—er—went—er—and—er

The class laugh.

Professor—Don’t laugh, gentlemen; to ezp-
is human.




R

CURRENT HISTORY.

CURRENT

TroucH the Forty-seventh Congress of the
United States adjourned two months ago, a
brief recapitulation ~f what was done during
its three months’ session may be interesting to
many. It reduced letter postage from three
to two cents; provided for the return of the

Japanese indemnity ; prohibited the importa-,

tion and sale of adulterated tea; and made
several valuable reforms in the administration
of the government. It enacted the Civil Ser-
vice Reform Bill, and almost its last act was to
passthe Tariff and Revenue Bill. Though the
limitation to this bill was a disappointment to
many, yet it relieves the country of $75,000,-
oootax. Congress did not pass the Presiden-
tial Succession bill. or the bill determining
presidential inability ; and it failed to enact
the River and Harbor bill.

PRESIDENT ARTHUR’S Cabinet is composed of
F.T. Frelinghuysen, Secretary of State ; Chas.
T. Folger, Secretary of the Treasury; Robert
T.Lincoln, Secretary of War; W. E. Chandler,
Secretary of the Navy ; H. M. Teller, Secretary
of the Interior ; Judge W. Q. Gresham, Post-
master GGeneral; B. H. Brewster, Attorney
General.

THE Superior Court of Kentucky has recently
decided that a woman can sue for money lost
by her husband gambling. This is a step in
the direction of checking the recklessness of
gamblers. o

At Newburgh, New York, April 10, flags
were universally displayed on land and water,
it being the centennial of the celebration by
Washington's army at Newburgh, over the dec-
laration of the cessation of hostilities between
the United States and Great Britain. At noon
a «alute of thirteen guns was fired at Washing-
ton’s headquarters, and was answered by a
salute of thirteen guns from West Point, by

order of the Secretary of War.

SUNDAY, April 22, witnessed one of the most
destructive storms that ever visited the United
States. All through the South there were vio-
lent rain and thunder storms; in some places
from four to six inches of water fell in a few
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hours. And, as far north as Chicago and
Iowa and Colorado the storm extended in the
form of snow. But it was in the South, in
Mississippi, Alabama. and Texas, that the tor-
nado wasfelt inits fatal and destructive power.

It had some peculiar features that have not
been noticeable in such storms farther north.
The extent of territory covered by them was
greater and the number of storms larger than
has been known before in similar occurrences.
The most noteworthy thing about them was
their number and the great extent of territory
covered by them. Asin the case of the torna-
does of last June in theregion lying southwest
of the great lakes, a perfect nest of atmospheric
eddies seemed to have been suddenly formed
over the Gulf States, and the tornadoes thus
generated darted swiltly across the country, cut-
ting clean swaths many miles long and only a
few hundred yards wide, and leaving death and
destruction behind them. Some general cause
must of course have been at work to produce the
ex.raordinary meteorological conditions fovor-
able for the simultancous development of these
storms, so widely separated, and yet so similar
in their character and effects.  This causc is
found in the conflict between the cold storm
current which was at the time sweeping across
the whole country from the westward, and a
less extensive but powerful warm current ad-
Where these currents
met there was a sort of struggle for th= mastery,
which resulted in the formation of tornadoes
along the line of meeting.  \nother feature
was the incessant electrical discharge or light-

vancing from the gulf.

ning. The illumination was almost unceasing.
g g

THe statue c¢f Prof. Joseph Henry was un-
with appropriate ceremonies in the
grounds of the Smithsouian Institution, Sat-

veiled

urday, April 19, in the presence of a very
large attendance. The ceremonies consisted of
music, including grand chorals by singing soci-
eties of the District, prayer by Dr. Hodge, of
Princeton College; an address, and the unveil-
ing of the statue by Chief Justice Waite, and
an oration by President Noah Porter of Yale
College. President Porter clearly defined Prof.
Henry's services as Seeretary of the Institu-
tion, and showed that it was due te his untiring
zeal that the funds of the Institution had been
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used exclusively in the interests of the increase
and diffusion of scientific knowledge. But for
this, the country would never have known the
Institution asitis. The erecting of his statue
on the grounds is but a fitting tribute to Prof.
Henry’s life and labors.

THERE are living in Stanford, Ky.,seven per-
sons whose combined ages foot up 569 years, or
an average of over eighty-one years. Their
names are Messrs. Roy Stewart, ninety-two;
Peyton Embree, eighty-one; Judge W. G. Bai-
ley, eighty-one; J. R. Warren, seventy-nine;
Rev. S. McRoberts, seventy-six ; Wesley Rout,
seventy-seven, and old uncle Lewis Hocker
(colored), eighty-three. In addition to these
are a score or more over seventy, all of which
shows that the climate of this State is highly
productive of longevity.

PeTER CooPER died in New York City on
April 4. of Jung-disease, at the age of ninety-
two years. Of all the men whom America
has yet produced, who are and will be known
for the good they have done, Peter Cooper
stands pre-eminently at the head. He was
born February 12, 1791, in New York, and
his father having failed as a tralesman, the
first problem which presented itself to him in
life was the primitive one of how to make a
living. He went to school during one half the
day for one year, which was the only education
he ever received trom teachers. He was first
apprenticed to a carriage-maker, and served
his term, becoming a skillful and valuable work-
man, but did not pursue his trade long. After
enzaging in various occupations, and being
already on the high road to wealth, he finally
removed to Trenton, N. J., and there built one
of the largest iron rolling-mills in the world.
The first railroad locomotive constructed on this
continent was built by Mr. Cooper. But he
will be chiefly remembered for his efforts to
improve the condition of the working people,
from among whom he came. The institute
that bears his name will tell to future genera-
tions of the charity that was ever present with
hi n,and of the noble heart that so recently beat
out its busy life. Its chief feature is a night
school, at which instruction is given in the
various branches of practical science and me-
chanical knowledge. Itis free, and attended
principal y by young mechanics and artisans
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who would otherwise be shut off from its ben-
efits. The institute also embraces a school of
design for females, a school of telegraphy, a
school of photography, and a school of wood
engraving. These schools are all largely at-
tended. He was nominated for President of
the United States in 1876 by the Greenback
party without his solicitation, but he was not
a politician. A self-made man, he won high
honors, and wore them and passed out of the
valley of the shadow as full of blessings and of
years as any man of his time.

THE Irving Centennial was celebrated at
Tarrytown, New York, April 3. It was the
centennial of the birth of Washington Irving,
who was born in William Street, New York, and
spent the last years of his life in Sunny Side,
near Tarrytown, where he died on November
28, 1859. The house at that place, celebrated
in story, still remains the same in appearance
asit did twenty-four years ago; one wall of the
house builtin 1856 being part of the well-known
Wolfert's Roost. In thelibrary are the writing-
table, arm-chair, books, and pictures remaining
as they have been for nearly a quarter of a
century.

AN examination of the cash vault of the
Treasury, the first for ten years, shows an ex-
cess of only three cents in a pckage of speci-
men fractional currency, and an excess of one
cent on the interest-teller’s cash. The cash
has been found exdctly correct in every division
examined.

As the Supreme Court has decided that
there is no way of forcing States to pay debts
which they may contract with an individual
or with each other, there does not appear to be
any way by which the government can get its
money back from the repudiators.

THE eruptions of Mount Atna are drawing
vast crowds of visitors to Sicily. While this
mountain is always in a disturbe:l condition,
its internal forces have seldom been so active
as at present. Not since the last destructive
outbreak of this volcano in 1863, which con-
tinued from the first of February until the lase
of June, have the prospects be 'n so favor .\ble as
at present for a grond display. Some appre.
hensions have arisen because of the recent



opening of new craters on the sides of the
mountain not far from the city of Catania.
Some of the new craters, after pouring out lava
for & few days, have closed, but not enough has
been sent out to make a continuous stream to
the city. In 1669 that city suffered by earth-
quake and lava, and much of the city was de-
stroyed and many lives were lost. The city
was partly rebuilt, only to be destroyed in
1693, when, it is estimated, one thousand
seven hundred persons lost their lives. Since
then the city has grown so that now it has a
population of two hundred thousand. Many
believe it is doomed again, and travelers have
collected in the vicinity in expectation of such
a result.

RoskLy, N. J., is to be the first small town
in the United States to be lighted by a ‘¢ vil-
lage plant,” of Edison electric lights. This
consists of eight miles of wire, five hundred
lights in thirty-five houses, one hundred and
fifty street-lamps and clusters at the depot, all
run by a one hundred and fifty horse power
engine,

Rerury oF CrviLiTiES.—During the late
war the Fifth Virginia Confcderate regiment
captured the battle-flag of the Twenty ecighth
New York regiment. On the 23d of May the
former will be the guests of the latter at Ni-
agara Falls.

THE programme of the unvailing of Valen-
tine’s recambent statue of General l.ee, at
Lexington, Va., June 28, has been issued.
The inauguration exercises will begin at 9:30 A.
N. From g:30to 10:30 A.M., will be observed as
thetime for decorating the graves of Lee and
Jackson. At eleven o’clock Major John W.
Damel will deliver an oration. At 2 r.M. the
mausoleum will be thrown open to the public,
and a procession will pass through the monu-
mental chamber and around Valentine's stat-
ue of Lee. The commencement exercises of
Washington and Lee will take place prior to
the inauguration of the l.ee monument.

The Longfellow Memorial Association has
a recent letter from Pinnock, London, say-
ing all preliminaries for placing the bust in
Westminster Abbey are now arranged, sufli-
cient capital being subscribed, sculptor en-
gaged, and positien for the bust selected. It will
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stand between the memorial niche of Chaucer
and the independent bust of Dryden, with a
stream of light falling on it.  So the bust will
occupy the central and most conspicuous place
in the Poets’ Corner.

THE Boston Cooking School opened recently
a new department, to be devoted exclusively
to the training of cooks, and within the last
month has received over three hundred appli-
cations for graduates in kitchen arts. During
the past week the plan of ¢ The House-
keepers’ Fund ™ has been proposed in aid of
the enterprise. The subscribers pledge five
dollars a year to the fund, and promise that in
hiring cooks they will give the preference to
persons holding the certificates of the school.
A good character will be required from all who
enter the school, and a certificate from the
school accompanies the cook who is regarded
as efficient. Every inducement is offered the
cooks, as good places will be ready for them
at once, and every possible guarantee is given
to the subscribers that the benefit to them will
be greatly beyond the cost. This is a good
suggestion for other cities.

GREAT excitement has prevailed in CGreat
Britain ever since the discevery of plots to
destroy public buildings by dynamite. Par-
liament speedily passed severe laws in regard
to explosives. Eight dynamite conspirators
have been brought to trial.  The discovery of
a dynamite factory in Birmingham, and the
more recent disclosures of a nitro-glycerine
manufactory in Northampton, with continued
threats of the destruction of public buildings
in London and Dublin and elsewhere, keep
the country in a continual state of fermenta-
tion.

Rather in opposition to this state of affairs
was the deep and aftectionate concern dis-
played by the people of (ireat Britain in the
recent accident to their Queen. When it was
announced two months ago, that Quecn Vic-
toria had slipped on the stairway at Windsor
Palace and hurt her knee, the houses of Par-
liament were crowded with anxious inquirers,
and such numbers collected around the bulle-
tin that it was impossible for all to read. and
the news from the Queen had to be announced
by a man deputed for the purpose. Ttis said
that the crowds, composed largely of the
working classes, when the bulletins were thus
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announced, would take off their hats and
show the most tender and eager interest. The
injury to the Queen’s knee has not, however,
proved very serious, though some anxiety is
still expressed as to the effect of her long con-
finement on her health. .

The unearthing of the Pheenix Park mur-
ders, which for so many months baffled the
utmost vigilance of detectives and police, has
brought to speedy justice a number of per-
sons. One thing, greatly to be regretted is,
that the conviction and punishment of these
men is based largely upon the evidence of
their associates, who have turned informers.
Such evidence is always to be regarded with
suspicion and doubt. The search for' the
assassins of Cavendish and Burke has been
long and exasperating, and now their trial
will be short, and their punishment sure.

THE coronation of the Czar of Russia at St.
Petersburg, which was set for the 29th of May,
and then postponed to June 10, will probably,
as heretofore, be indefinitely postponed. How-
ever, it serves to agitate European circles in
various ranks of life. In the first place,
crowned heads are scratching their royal pates
dubiously, over the czar's cordial invitaticns to
be with him on this interesting and exciting
occasion, and many of them are finding suit-
able substitutes, which are to be sent with their
regrets (?) and excuses. Then too, the extend-
ed preparations in the culinary and other de-
partments can only be conceived, when we read
that eleven miles of tables are to be construct-
ed for the banquet on the plain, and eighty-
five circular counters for the distribution to the
moujiks of nine hundred thousand pies; while
beer will low like water, six hundred and forty
thousand bottles having been provided for free
consumption. Sixteen enormous vals, to hold
free beer, are being built in the public places.
Rubenstein is to write a march and direct an
orchestra of one thousand musicians and eight
hundred choristers, and an English company
is covering the Kremlin with electric lights.
Nor is it to be supposed that the Nihilists are
the least active in making preparations for this
occasion, and should they succeed in carrying
out their threats, what a fearful waste of beer
and pies! To think of nine hundred thousand
pies, and almost as many bottles of beer being
suddenly thrown into the airis most appalling !
However, latest aglvices state that the Nihilists

intend to permit the coronation, but threaten
‘‘something dreadful’’ immediately following.
Doubtless they want to partake of the czar'’s
hospitality before disposing of him.

FRANCE has been, since the death of Gam-
betta. in an unsettled condition. First, the
republic, without its leader, was agitated by a
succession of internal upheavings, all of which
have been practically ended. Then followed
various questions of foreign diplomacy, the
most serious of which are the probable war
with China, and the agitations in southwestern
Africa. The war with China is based upon the
re-opening of the ¢ Tonquin question,” deci-.
ded in December last, which seriously affects
the claims of France in that country. The
Chinese declare they will not surrender one
inch of territory, and the French have sent
out a large force to support their dignity there.
The troubles in Africa arise from a dispute be-
tween Stanley and De Brazza, over a portion
of the Congo valley, which they each propose
to open up to commerce and civilization.
Stanley, after his perilous journey across the
<« dark continent,” was sent outin the interests
of the Belgian International Association, and
set to work to accomplish this object. The
French, in order to thwart him, immediately
dispatched De Brazza, who made a hasty
treaty with some of the chiefs, and now are
preparing to defend this territory. The En-
glish government at first seemed inclined to
promote the claims of Stanley in his Belgian
association, but desisted, as it would practical-
ly give a license to the opening up of theslave-
trade in that region. So Stanley. with the
mere nominal support_of Belgian, is gathering
a little army of native followers to meet the
French invasion. .

Negotiations for a defensive alliance between
Germany, Austria, and Italy, against France,
will be completed in June, and will last six
years. By the terms of the agreement the
three powers are Lo carefully guard against
precipitating a war with France, but if any one
of the three should be attacked by the republic,
the other two will declare war in her behalf.
If, on the other hand, any one of the three de-
clares war on any power other than France,
the other two, though they may remain neu-
tral, must not join the attacked power. This
practically isolates France, and leaves her to
fight her own battles at home ard abroad.
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THE HOMELESS POET.

It was some time in the year 1737 that
the little village of Berkhamshire, Eng-
land, twenty-five miles from London,
contained a desolate household. A
young mother had just died, leaving a
husband and two little boys, the younger
an infant, the elder a boy six years old.
With that day’s scenes, closed forever to
William Cowper the joys of a happy
home. The loss of a mother’s love, at
this tender age, to a child naturally de-
spondent, painfully diffident, and at times
subject to fits of melancholy, was pecu-
liarly sad, and to him it proved an irrep-
arable loss.

And now the scene changes, and from
the once happy parsonage home little
William is placed, that same year, in
a large Dboarding-school in Hertford-
shire. The poor, delicate, timid child
had here various hardships to contend
with, the chief of which seems to have
been the cruel oppression of a rough,

coarse boy of fifteen years of age. Of
this tyrant he is said in after years only
to have remembered his shoe-buckles, as
he had neverdared in his presence to
look up. The tyrant’s practices were at
length discovered, and he was expelied
from the school, and young Cowper was
also removed from it.

Vor. I, No. 2—4

But here again another misfortune
awaits him, for it was about this time
that he was seriously threatened with
blindness, which necessitated his being
placed for several years under the care
of an eminent female oculist. Here he
was treated in a manner more in accord
with his sensitive nature.

At the age of fourteen he was sent to
Westminster to school, then under the
care of Dr. Nicholls.  Soon after enter-
ing school again he was attacked with
smallpox, and to the effects of this he
himself attributed great relief to his eyes.

At Westminster he acquired great ex-
cellence in scholarship, as well as the
personal acquaintance of a number of
boys of his own age. who afterward
became distinguished in the arena of
life.  .Among these we may mention
Lord Dartmouth, Warren Hastings, Cum-
berland, the dramatic writer and grand-
son of Bentley: Colman. and Churchill
the pocet: also Joseph Hill, to whom. in
after life, he addressed some of his most
pleasant letters and poems. He also
excelled at this school in athletic games,
and showed an appreciation of fun, but
with it all there was a morbid sensitive-
ness, and at times deep depression of
spirits. rare in one su young.
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He left Westminster in 1749 at the age
of eighteen, and, as if destined from his
childhood to tregd the pathway of life
through scenes most uncongenial to his
sensitive nature, he was now put, against
his will, to study law. He says of this
that he was ‘‘constantly employed dur-
ing this period (three years) in giggling
and making giggle, instead of studying
law.” And here again awaited him
another great trial of his life. Having
constant intercourse with the two daugh-
ters of his uncle, Ashley Cowper, he
became enamored of the younger, The-
odora, who ardently returned his attach-
ment. But for some reason, perhaps too
near relationship, or perhaps Cowper’s
own idiosyncrasies, her father positively
forbade their union, and so Cowper,
through life, was destined to be deprived
of the tenderest relations of woman’s
love, and the words wife, mother, and
home were his only in the beautiful fan-
cies of his poetic nature. The elder
sister became Lady Hesketh, and was,
through life, a warm friend of Cowper’s,
and in after years ministered very mate-
rially to his comforts.

And this brings us to the saddest
period of Cowper’s life, of which he
writes in a poem addressed to Lady
Hesketh—-

«tSee me, ere yet my distant course half done,
Cast forth a wanderer on a world unknown;
See me, neglected on the world’s rude coast,
Each dear companion of my voyage lost.”

This great dejection was brought on
by the loss of his Theodora, and was
greatly aggravated by his intense feeling
of hatred to his present unchosen pro-
fession. He, however, concluded the
term of his engagement with the solici-
tor, and entered the Inner Temple as a
regular student of law. Here he re-
mained until 1763, when an offer of a
- position as reading clerk in the House
of Lords, and the consequent appear-

ance in public in this and one or two
other prominent positions then opening
up to him, created so dreadful a conflict
in his mind as to entirely overwhelm his
faculties. This conflict between ambi-
tion and the terrors of diffidence was
followed by a deep conviction of sin,
especially of the atrocity of his aspiring
to fill a position he felt he could not fill.
Now, entirely unsettled in mind, he was
placed by his friends for two years under
the medical treatment of Dr. Cotton.
Relief from the most fearful forebodings
of sin at last came to him, from the
study of the Epistle to the Romans,
especially the verse—

¢“Whom God hath se& forth to be a propi-
tiation through faith in his blood, to declare
his righteousness for the remission of sins that
are past, through the forbearance of God.”
(Rom. iii. 25.)

This happy change is expressed in his
beautiful hymn— :

¢« How bless’d thy creature is, O God,” etc.

At last, released from the trammels of
a profession entirely unsuited to him, he
gave himself up to a retired life and the
pursuit of his one dearly loved occupa-
tion, that of an author.

After a few months of solitude, dur-
ing which time he said, ‘“He hired a
servant because he would have a friend, >’
and.of his housekeeping, that ‘“a joint
of meat was an endless encumbrance, >
he was happily introduced into the fam-
ily of the Unwins, at Huntingdon, four-
teen miles from Cambridge. Mrs. Un-
win was the MARY immortalized in his
poems,and whofor nearly thirty years so
tenderly administered to his necessities
as to make Cowper almost fancy that his
own mother was restored to him. The
pleasant influences of this family and
the social enjoyment of friends met
there, had much to do with suggesting

the titles and even the matter of some-

of Cowper’s best poems. Mrs. Unwin
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died 1796, Cowper in 1800, just four

' years later, and during these years he
again mourned the loss of a mother.

Any criticism of Cowper’s literary

, productions, of either prose or poetry
is not called for here, but we trust a

greater interest in his writings may be

. created by this brief summary of his sad
life. It will be specially interesting to

find at what period and under what cir-
cumstances different pieces of his com-

position were written. Many of them
will be found to be a true index to the
varying vicissitudes of his life.

To this, we will append a paper on
Conversation, included in Grimshawe’s
Life. of Cowper, written on Thursday
September 16, 1756, when he was twen-
ty-five years of age, and during the pe-
riod of his life, that he was so unwillingly
pursuing the study of law, which he
termed the ‘‘ nonsense period.”

THE SNAIL.

To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall,
The snail sticks close, nor fears to fall,
As if he grew there, home and all

Together.

Within that house secure he hides,
When danger imminent betides
Of storm, or other harm besides

Of weather.

Give but his horns the slightest touch,
His self-collecting power is such,
He shrinks into his house with much

Displeasure.

Wherein he dwells, he dwells alone,
Except himself has chattels none,
Well satisfied to be his own

Whole treasure.

Thus hermit-like, his life he leads,
Nor partner of his banquet needs,
And if he meets one, only feeds

The faster.

Who seeks him must be surely blind
(He and his house are so combined)

If, finding it, he fails to find

d

Its master.
—Couper.

WHOEVER looks for a friend without imperfections will never find what he

seeks.

in hke manner.

We love ourselves with all our faults, and we ought to love our friends
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CONVERSATION.

“¢Your talk to decency and reason suit,
Nor prate like fools or gabble like a brute.”

In the comedy of ¢“The Frenchman
in London,” which, we are told, was
acted at Paris with universal applause
for several nights together, there is a
character of a rough Englishman, who
is represented as quite unskilled in the
graces of conversation, and his dialogue
consists almost entirely of a repetition
of the common salutation of ‘“ How do
youdo? How do you do?” Our na-
tion has, indeed, been generally sup-
posed to be of a sullen and uncommu-
nicative disposition; while on the other
hand, the loquacious French have been
allowed to possess the art of conversing
beyond all other people. The English-
man requires te be wound up frequently
and stops very soon; but the Frenchman
runs on in a continual alarum. Yet it
must be acknowledged, that as the Eng-
lish consist of very different humors,
their manner of discourse admits of
great variety; but the whole French
nation converse alike, and there is no
difference in their address between a
marquis and a valet-de-chambre. We
may frequently see a couple of French
barbers accosting each other in the
street, and paying their compliments
with the same volubility of speech, the
same grimace and action, as two cour-
tiers in the Tuilleries. I shall not at-
tempt to lay down any particular rules
for conversation, but rather point out
such faults in discourse and behavior
as render the company of half mankind
rather tedious than amusing. It is vain,
indeed, to look for conversation where
we might expect to find it in the greatest
perfection, among persons of fashion;
there it is almost annihilated by univer-
sal card-playing; insomuch that I have
heard it given as a reason why it is im-

possible for our present writers to suc-
ceed in the dialogue of genteel comedy,
that our people of quality scarcely ever
meet but to game. All their discourse
turns upon the odd trick and the four
honors, and it is no less a maxim with
the votaries of whist than with those
of Bacchus, that talking spoils com-
pany.

Every one endeavors to make himself
as agreeable to society as he can; but
it often happens that those who most
aim at shining in conversation overshoot
their mark. Though a man succeed, he
should not (as is frequently the case)
engross the whole talk to himself; for
that destroys the very essence of con-
versation,which is talking together. We
should try to keep up conversation like
a ball bandied to and fro from one to an-
other, rather than seize it ourselves, and
drive it before us like a football. We
should likewise be cautious to adapt the
matter of our discourse to our company,
and not talk Greek before ladies, or of
the last new furbelow to a meeting of
country justices.

But nothing throws a more ridiculous
air over our conversation than certain
peculiarities, easily acquired, but very
difficultly conquered and discarded. In
order to display these absurdities in a
truer light, it is my present purpose to
enumerate such of them, as are most
commonly to be met with ; and first to
take notice of those buffoons in society,
the attitudinarians and face-makers, these
accompany every word with a peculiar
grimace or gesture; they assent with a
shrug and contradict with a twisting of
the neck; are angry with a wry mouth
and pleased in a caper or aminuet step.
They may be considered as speaking
harlequins, and their rules of eloquence
are taken from the posture- masterx.




These should be condemned to converse
only in dumb show with their own per-
son in the looking-glass, as well as the
smirkers and smilers, who so prettily set
off their faces, together with their words,
by a je-né-scai-quoi between a grin and a
dimple. With these, we may likewise
rank the affected tribe of mimics, who
are constantly taking off the peculiar
tone of voice or gesture of their ac-
quaintances; though they are such
wretched imitators, that (like bad paint-
ers) they are frequently forced to write
the name under the picture before we
can discover any likeness.

Next to these, whose elocution is ab-
sorbed in action, and who converse
chiefly with their arms and legs, we may
consider the professed speakers. And
first, the emphatical, who squeeze and
press and ram down every syllable with
excessive vehemence and energy. These
orators are remarkable for their distinct
elocution and force of expression; they
dwell on the important particles of and
the, and the significant conjunctive and,
which they seem to hawk up with much
difficulty out of their own throats, and
cram them with no less pain into the
ears of their auditors.

These should be suffered only to syr-
inge, as it were, the ears of a deal man,
through a hearing trumpet; though I must
confess that I am equally offended with
whisperers or low speakers, who seem
to fancy all their acquaintance deaf, and
come up so close to you that they may
be said to measure noses with you, and
frequently overcome you with the exha-
lations of a powerful breath. I would
have these oracular gentry obliged to

talk at a distance through a speaking-
trumpet, or apply their lips to the walls
of a whispering gallery. The wits who
will not condescend to utter any thing
but a bon-mot, and the whistlers or tune-
hummerswho never articulate at all, may
be joined very agreeably together in con-
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cert; and to these tinkling cymbals I
would also add the sounding brass—the
bawler, who inquires after your health
with the bellowing of a town-crier. The
tattlers, whose pliable pipes are admira-
bly adapted to the ¢“soft parts of con-
versation” and sweetly ¢ prattling out
of fashion,” make very pretty music
from a beautiful face and a female
tongue; but from a rough, manly voice
and coarse features, mere nonsense is
as harsh and dissonant as a jig from
a hurdy-gurdy. The swearers I have
spoken of in a former paper; but the
half-swearers, who split and mince and
fritter their oaths into Gad's tut, ad's
Sish, and demme : the Gothic humbug-
gers, and those who nickname (od’s
creatures, and call a man a cabbage, a
crab, a queer cub, an odd fish, and an
unaccountable should never
come into company without an inter-
preter. But I will not tire my reader's
patience by pointing out all the pests of
conversation, nor dwell particularly on
the sensibles who pronounce dogmat-
ically on the most trivial points, and
speak in sentences : the wonderers, who
are always wondering what o'clock it
is, or wondering whether it will rain
or no, or wondering when the moon
changes; the phraseologists, who ex-
plain a string by all that, or enter into
particulars with t&ss, that, and Fother:
and lastly, the silent men, who seem
afraid of opening their mouths lest they
should catch cold, and literally observe
the precept of the gospel by letting their
conversation be only yea. yea, and nay,
nay.

The rational intercourse kept up by
conversation is one of our principal dis-
tinctions from brutes. We should, there-
fore, endeavor to turn this peculiar tal-
ent to our advantage, and consider the
organs of speech as the instruments of
understan ding.  We should be very
careful not to use them as the weapons

muskin,
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of vice, or tools of folly, and do our ut-
most to unlearn any trivial or ridiculous
habits which tend to lessen the value of
such an inestimable prerogative. It is
indeed imagined by some philosophers
that even birds and beasts (though with-
out the power of articulation) perfectly
understand one another by the sounds
they utter, and that dogs and cats, etc.,
have each a particular lJanguage to them-
selves, like different nations. Thus it
may be supposed that the nightingales of
Italy have as fine an ear for their own
native wood notes as any signor or
signora for an Italian air ; that the boars
of Westphalia gruntle as expressively
through the nose as the inhabitants of
High German ; and that the frogs in the
dykes of Holland croak as intelligibly
as the natives jabber their Low Dutch.
However this may be, we may consider
those whose tongues hardly seem to be
under the influence of reason, and do
not keep up the proper conversation of
human creatures as imitating the lan-
guage of different animals. Thus, for

instance, the affinity between chatterers
and monkeys, and praters ‘and parrots,
is too obvious not to occur at once.
Grunters and growlers may be justly .
compared to hogs; snarlers are curs,
and the spit-fire passionate are a sort of .
wild cats, that will not bear stroking, but |
will purr when they are pleased. Com-
plainers are screech-owls, and story-
tellers, always repeating the same dull
note, are cuckoos. Poets that prick up
their ears at their own hideous braying
are no better than asses; critics in gen-
eral are venomous serpents, that delight
in hissing ; and some of them, who have
got by heart a few technical terms with-

. out knowing their meaning, are no

other than magpies. I myself, who
have crowed to the whole town for near
three years past, may perhaps put my
readers in mind of a dunghill cock ; but
as I must acquaint them that they will
hear the last of me on this day fortnight,
I hope they will then consider me as a
swan, who is supposed to sing sweetly
in his dying moments.

JESSE AND COLIN.

A Vicar died and left hig Daughter poor—

It hurt her not, she was not rich before:

Her humble share of worldly goods she sold,

Paid every debt, and then her fortune told;

And found with youth and beauty, hope and health,
Two hundred guineas was her worldly wealth;

It then remained to choose her path in life,

And first, said Jesse, ¢¢ Shall I be a wife ?—

Colin is mild and civil, kind and just,

I know his love, his temper I can trust;

But small his farm, it asks perpetual care,
And we must toil as well as trouble share :
True, he was taught in all the gentler arts
That raise the soul and soften human hearts;
And boasts a parent, who deserves to shine
In higher classes, and I could wish her mine;
Nor wants he will his station to improve,

A just ambition waked by faithful love ;
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Still is he poor—and here my Father’s Friend
Deigns for his Daughter, as her own, to send:
A worthy lady, who it seems has known
A world of griefs and troubles of her own: -
! I was an infant when she came a guest
| Beneath my father’s humble roof to rest;
Her kindred all unfeeling, vast her woes,
Such her complaint, and there she found repose;
Earich’d by fortune, now she nobly lives,
f And nobly; from the bless’d abundance, gives;
The grief, the want, of human life she knows,
r And comfort there and here relief bestows ;
. But are they not dependants >—Foolish pride !
Am T not honour’d by such friend and guide ?
Have I a home? (here Jesse dropp’d a tear),
: Or friend beside ? ’—A faithful friend was near.
| Now Colin came, at length resolved to lay
. His heart before her, and to urge her stay:
True, his own plow the gentle Colin drove,
An humble farmer with aspiring love ;
Who, urged by passion, never dared till now,
Thus urged by fears, his trembling hopes avow :
Her father’s glebe he managed; every year
The grateful Vicar held the youth more dear:
He saw indeed the prize in Colin’s view,
And wish’d his Jesse with a man so true:
Timid as true, he urged with anxious air
His tender hope, and made the trembling prayer.
When Jesse saw, nor,could with coldness see,
Such fond respect, such tried sincerity ;
Grateful for favors to her father dealt,
She more than grateful for his passion felt;
Nor could she frown on one so good and kind,
Yet fear’d to smile, and was unfix’d in mind;
But prudence placed the Female Friend in view—
What might not one so rich and grateful do?
So lately, too, the good old Vicar died,
His faithful Daughter, must not cast aside
The signs of filial grief, and be a ready bride.
Thus, led by.prudence, to the Lady’s seat,
The Village-Beauty purposed to retreat ;
But, as in hard-fought fields the victor knows
What to the vanquished he in honour owes,
So, in this conquest over powerful love,
Prudence resolved a generous foe to prove,
And Jesse felt a mingled fear and pain
In her dismission of a faithful swain,
Gave her kind thanks, and when she saw his woe,
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Kindly betray’d that she was loth to go;
<But would she promise, if abroad she met
A frowning world, she would remember yet
Where dwelt a friend ?”’—¢* That could she not forget.”
And thus they parted ; but each faithful heart
Felt the compulsion, and refused to part.
Now, by the morning mail the timid Maid
Was to that kind and wealthy Dame conveyed ;
Whose invitation, when her father died,
Jesse as comfort to her heart applied;
She knew the days her generous Friend had seen—
As wife and widow, evil days had been ;
She married early, and for half her life
Was an insulted and forsaken wife;
Widow’d and poor, her angry father gave,
Mix’d with reproach, the pittance of a slave;
Forgetful brothers pass’d her, but she knew
Her humbler friends, and to their home withdrew;
The good old Vicar to her sire applied
For help, and help’d her when her sire denied ;
When in few years Death stalk’d through bower and hall,
Sires, sons, and sons of sons, were buried all,
She then abounded, and had wealth to spare
For softening grief she once was doom’d to share;
Thus train’d in misery’s school, and taught to feel,
She would rejoice an orphan’s woes to heal :—
So Jesse thought, who look’d within her breast,
And thence conceived how bounteous minds are bless’d.
From her vast mansion look’d the Lady down
On humbler buildings of a busy town;
Thence came her friends of either sex, and all
With whom she lived on terms reciprocal ;
They pass’d the hours with their accustom’d ease,
As guests inclin’d, but not compell’d, to please;
But there were others in the mansion found,
For office chosen, and by duties bound ;
Three female rivals, each of power possess’d,
Th’ attendant Maid, poor Friend, and kindred Guest.
To these came Jesse, as a seaman thrown
By the rude storm upon a coast unknown :
The view was flattering, civil seem’d the race,
But all unknown the dangers of the place.
Few hours had pass’d, when, from attendants freed,
The Lady utter’d, ¢ This is kind indeed ;
Believe me, love! that I for one like you
Have daily pray’d, a friend discreet and true;
Oh'! wonder not that I on you depend,
You are mine own hereditary friend:
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Hearken, 'my Jesse, never can I trust

Beings ungrateful, selfish, and unjust;

But you are present, and my load of care

Your love will serve to lighten and to share;
Come near me, Jesse—let not those below

Of my reliance on your friendship know;

Look as they look, be in their freedoms free,

But all they say do you convey to me.

And I, when none your watchful glance deceive,
May make my Will, and think what I shall leave.”

Jesse, with fear, disgust, alarm, surprise,
Heard of these duties for her e:rs and eyes;
Heard by what service she must gain her bread,
And went with scorn and sorrow to her bed.

Jane was a servant fitted for her place,
Experienced, cunning, fraudful, selfish, base;
Skill’d in those mean humiliating arts
That make their way to proud and selfish hearts;
By instinct taught, she felt an awe, a fear,

For Jesse’s upright, simple character;

Whom with gross flattery she awhile assail'd,
And then beheld with hatred when it fail’d;
Yet, trying still upon her mind for hold,

She all the secrets of the mansion told;

And, to invite an equal trust, she drew

Of every mind a bold and rapid view :

But on the widow’d Friend with deep disdain,
And rancorous envy, dwelt the treacherous Jane:
In vain such arts ;—without deceit or pride,
With a just taste and feeling for her guide,
From all contagion Jesse kept apart,

Free in her manners, guarded in her heart.

Jesse one morn was thoughtful, and her sigh
The Widow heard as she was passing by ;
And—<¢Well!” she said, ‘“is that some distant swain,
Or aught with us, that gives your bosom pain?
Come, we are fellow-sufferers, slaves in thrall,
And tasks and griefs are common to us all;

Think not my frankness strange; they love to paint
Their state with freedom, who endure restraint ;
And there is something in that speaking eye

And sober mein that prove I may rely:

You came a stranger: to my words attend,

Accept my offer, and you find a friend:

It is a labyrinth in which you stray,

Come, hold my clue, and I will lead the way.”

““Good Heav’'n! that one so jealous, envious, base,
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Should be the mistress of so sweet a place;

She, who so long herself was low and -poor,

Now broods suspicious on her useless store ;

She loves to see us abject, loves to deal

Her insult round, and then pretends to feel :

Prepare to cast all dignity aside,

For know, your talents will be quickly tried ;

Nor think, from favours past a friend to gain,—

"Tis but by duties we our posts maintain:

I read her novels, gossip through the town,

And daily go, for idle stories down ;

I cheapen all she buys, and bear the curse

Of honest tradesmen for my niggard purse;

And, when for her this meanness I display,

She cries, ‘I heed not what I throw away;’

Of secret bargains I endure the shame,

And stake my credit for our fish and game;

Oft has she smiled to hear ‘her generous soul

Would gladly give, but stoops to my control:

Nay! I have heard her, when she chanced to come

Where I contended for a petty sum,

Affirm ’twas painful to behold such care

But Issop’s nature is to pinch and spare?’

Thus all the meanness of the house is mine,

And my reward—toscorn her, and to dine.
‘‘See next that giddy thing, with neither pride

To keep her safe, nor principle to guide:

Poor, idle, simple flirt! as sure as fate

Her maiden-fame will have an early date :

Of her beware; for all who live below

Have faults they wish not all the world to know,

And she is fond of listening. full of doubt,

And stoops to guilt to find an error out.
¢“And now once more observe the artful Maid,

A lying, prying, jilting, thievish jade ;

I think, my love, you would uot condescend

To call a low, illiterate girl your friend :

But in our troubles we are apt, you know,

To lean on all who some compassion show ;

And she has flexile features, acting eyes,

And seems with every look to sympathize ;

No mirror can a mortal’s grief express

With more precision, or can feel it less ;

That proud, mean spirit, she by fawning courts

By vulgar flattery, and by vile reports ;

And Dby that proof she every instant gives

To one so mean, that yet a meaner lives.
‘““Come, I have drawn the curtain, and you see
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Your fellow-actors, all our company;

Should you incline to throw reserve aside,
And in my judgment and my love confide,
I could some prospects open to your view,
That ask attention—and, till then, adieu.”

‘¢ Farewell!” said Jesse, hastening to her room,
Where all she saw within, without, was gloom ;
Confused, perplex’d, she pass’d a dreary hour,
Before her reason could exert its power ;

To her all seemed mysterious, all allied

To avarice, meanness, folly, craft, and pride ;
Wearied with thought, she breathed the garden’s air,
Then came the laughing Lass, and join’d her there.

‘¢ My sweetest friend has dwelt with us a week,
And does she love us? be sincere and speak :

My Aunt you cannot— Oh! how I should hate
To be like her, all misery and state ;

Proud, and yet envious, she disgusted sees

All who are happy, and who look at ease.

Let friendship bind us, I will quickly show
Some favorites near us you'll be bless’'d to know;
My aunt forbids it—but, can she expect,

To sooth her spleen, we shall ourselves neglect?
Jane and the Widow were to watch and stay

My free-born feet; I watch’'d as well as they :

¢« My freedom thus by their assent secured,

Bad as it is, the place may be endured;

And bad it is, but her estates, you know,

And her beloved hoards, she must bestow ;

So we can slily our amusements take,

And friends of demons, if they help us, make.”

“‘Strange creatures, these,” thought Jesse, half inclined

To smile at one malicious and yet kind:

Frank and yet cunning, with a heart to love

And malice prompt—the serpent and the dove:

Here could she dwell? or could she yet depart?

Could she be artful? could she bear with art >—

This splendid mansion gave the cottage grace,

She thought a dungeon was a happier place :

And Colin pleading, when he pleaded Dest,

Wrought not such sudden change in Jesse’s breast.
* X R x * * *® X *
Days full of care, slow weary weeks pass’d on,

Eager to go, still Jesse was not gone;

Her time in trifling, or in tears, she spent,

She never gave, she never felt, content :

The Lady wonder’d that her humble guest

39
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Strove not to please, would neither lie nor jest ;
She sought no news, no scandal would convey,
But walk’d for health, and was at church to pray:
All this displeased, and soon the Widow cried,
‘“Let me be frank—I am not satisfied ;
You know my wishes, I your judgment trust ;
You can be useful, Jesse, and you must
Let me be plainer, child—I want an ear,
When I am deaf, instead of mine to hear;
When mine is sleeping let your eye awake ;
When I observe not, observation take :
Alas! I rest not on my pillow laid,
Then threat'ning whispers make my soul afraid;
The tread of strangers to my ear ascends,
Fed at my cost, the minions of my friends ; )
While you, without a care, a wish to please,
Eat the vile bread of idleness and ease.”
Th’ indignant girl, astonish’d, answer’d—¢ Nay !
This instant, madam, let me haste away:
Thus speaks my father’s, thus an orphan’s friend ?
This instant, lady, let your bounty end.”
The Lady frown’d indignant—¢What! ” she cried,
‘A vicar’s daughter with a princess’ pride
And pauper’s lot! but pitying I forgive ;
How, simple Jesse, do you think to live ?
Have I not power to help you, foolish maid ?
To my concerns be your attention paid;
With cheerful mind th’ allotted duties take,
And recollect I have a Will to make.”
Jesse, who felt as liberal natures feel,
When thus the baser their designs reveal,
Replied—*‘ Those duties were to her unfit,
Nor would her spirit to her tasks submit.”
In silent scorn the Lady sat awhile,
And then replied with stern contemptuous smile—
“Think you, fair madam, that you came to share
Fortunes like mine without a thought or care ?
A guest, indeed! from every trouble free,
Dress’d by my help, with not a care for me;
When I a visit to your father made,
I for the poor assistance largely paid;
To his domestics I their tasks assigned,
I fix’d the portion for his hungry hind;
And had your father (simple man!) obeyed
My good advice, and watch’d as well as pray’d,
He might have left you something with his prayers,
And lent some color for these lofty airs.—
‘‘In tears, my love! Oh, then my softened heart
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Can not resist—we never more will part;
I need your friendship—1I will be your friend,
And, thus determined, to my Will attend.”
Jesse went forth, but with determined soul
\ To fly such love, to break from such control:
¢I hear enough,” the trembling damsel cried;
¢ Flight be my care, and Providence my guide:
Ere yet a prisoner, I escape will make;
Will, thus display’d, th’ insidious arts forsake,
And, as the rattle sounds, will fly the fatal snake.”
Jesse her thanks upon the morrow paid,
Prepared to go, determined though afraid.
“ Ungrateful creature!” said the Lady, ‘¢ this
Could I imagine P—are you frantic, Miss?
What! leave your friend, your prospects—is it true?”
This Jesse answer’d by a mild ‘¢ Adieu!”
The dame replied, ‘‘ Then houseless may you rove,
The starving victim to a guilty love.
* % * * * £ % ¥ ko Uk
Relent you not >—speak—yet I can forgive;
Still live with me.”—*“ With you!" said Jesse, “live?
No! I would first endure what you describe,
Rather than breathe with your detested tribe;
Who long have feign’d, till now their very hearts
Are firmly fix’d in their accursed parts;
Who all profess estegm, and feel disdain,
And all, with justice, of deceit complain;
Whom I could pity, but that, while I stay,
My terror drives all kinder thoughts away ;
Grateful for this, that, when I think of you,
I little fear what poverty can do.”
The angry matron her attendant Jane
Summon’d in haste to soothe the ficrce disdain:—
“ A vile detested wretch !’ the Lady cried,

‘“‘ Yet shall she be by many an effort tried, .
And, clogg’d with debt and fear, against her will abide;
And, once secured, she never shall depart
Till I have proved the firmness of her heart:

Then when she dares not, would not, can not go
I'll make her feel what ’tis to use me so.”
The pensive Colin in his garden stray’d,
But felt not then the beauties it display’d;
There many a pleasant object met his view,
A rising wood of oaks behind it grew :
A stream ran by it, and the village-green
And public road were from the garden seen:
Save where the pine and larch the bound’ry made,
And on the rose-beds threw a softening shade.
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The Mother sat beside the garden-door,
Dress’d as in times ere she and hers were poor;
The broad-laced cap was known in ancient days,
When madam’s dress compell’d the village praise;
And still she look’d as in the times of old,

Ere his last farm the erring husband sold ;
While yet the mansion stood in decent state,
And paupers waited at the well-known gate.

¢ Alas, my son!” the Mother cried, ‘‘and why

That silent grief and oft-repeated sigh ?

* * * X % * % *

There is no mother, Colin, no, not one,

But envies me so kind, so good a son;

By thee supported on this failing side,

Weakness itself awakes a parent’s pride:

I bless the stroke that was my grief before,

And feel such joy that ’tis disease no more;

Shielded by thee, my want becomes my wealth,

And, soothed by Colin, sickness smiles at health;

The old men love thee, they repeat thy praise,

And say, like thee were youth in earlier days;

While every village-maiden cries, ‘ How gay,

How smart, how brave, how good is Colin Grey!’
““Yet art thou sad; alas! my son, I know

Thy heart is wounded, and the cure is slow;

Fain would I think that Jesse still may come

To share the comforts of our rustic home :

She surely loved thee; I have seen the maid,

When thou hast kindly brought the Vicar aid—

When thou hast eased his bosom of its pain,

Oh! I have seen her—she will come again.”
The Matron ceased; and Colin stood the while

Silent, but striving for a grateful smile;

He then replied—‘“ Ah! sure, had Jesse stay’d,

And shared the comforts of our sylvan shade,

THe tenderest duty and the fondest love

Would not have fail’d that generous heart to move;

A grateful pity would have ruled her breast, -

And my distresses would have made me bless’d.
*“But she is gone, and ever has in view

Grandeur and taste,—and what will then ensue ?

Surprise and then delight in scenes so fair and new;

For many a day, perhaps for many a week,
Home will have charms, and to her bosom speak ;
But thoughtless ease, and affluence, and pride,
Seen day by day, will draw the heart aside :

And she at length, though gentle and sincere,
Will think no more of our enjoyments here.”
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Sighing he spake—but hark! he hears th’ approach
Of rattling wheels! and, lo! the evening coach;
Once more the movement of the horses’ feet
Makes the fond heart with strong emotion beat;
Faint were his hopes, but ever had the sight
Drawn him to gaze beside his gate at night;

And when with rapid wheels it hurried by,

He grieved his parent with a hopeless sigh ;

And could the blessing have been bought—what sum
Had he not offer’d to have Jesse come !

She came—he saw her bending from the door,

Her face, her smile, and he beheld no more;

Lost in his joy—the mother lent her aid

T’ assist and to detain the willing Maid; .

Who thought her late, her present home to make,

Sure of a welcome for the Vicar’s sake:

But the good parent was so pleased, so kind,

So pressing Colin, she so much inclined,

That night advanced ; and then, so long detain’d,

No wishes to depart she felt, or feign’d ;

Yet long in doubt she stood, and then perforce remain’d.

Here was a lover fond, a friend sincere;

Here was content and joy, for she was here:

In the mild evening, in the scene around,

The Maid, now free, peculiar beauties found;

Blended with village-tones, the evening gale

Gave the sweet night-bird's warblings to the vale:

The Youth, embolden’d, yet abash’d, now told

His fondest wish, nor found the maiden cold;

The Mother smiling whisper’d, ‘“ Let him go

And seek the license!” Jesse answer’d ¢“ No;”

But Colin went—I know not if they live

With all the comforts wealth and plenty give ;

But with pure joy to envious souls denied,

To suppliant meanness and suspicious pride ;

And village-maids of happy couples say,
“They live like Jesse Bourn and Colin Grey.”

AN ORIENTAIL WEDDING.
CONSTANTINOPLE, February 18, 1883.

part of last week. Hitherto no infor-
mation could be obtained of these inter-

Contrary to the old palace etiquette
and Mohammedan usages, foreign am-

bassadors and other important Christian
personages received invitations to attend
the wedding of the Sultan’s favorite
daughter, which took place in the early

esting ceremonies, and, although the
out-door general rejoicings have been
on such a scale that the foreign colony
could not help knowing that something
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extraordinary was happening—the cere-
mony itself was a mystery to all stran-
gers. The diplomatic corps were aston-
ished and delighted at the same time,
when some seven weeks ago they re-
ceived their invitations. They were
extremely original, being made of beaten
silver instead of cardboard, having the
wording printed in golden letters under
the Imperial Tourah, and running thus:

I am commanded by my August Master to
invite you to the nuptials of the Princess Men-
ehxeh, which will be solemnized at the Besik-
tash Palace, on Friday the 29th Ramazan, at

four o’clock, a la Turque.
HoOUSSEIN,

Chamberlain.

It will be seen from the above that no
mention is made of the bridegroom,
who, throughout the affair plays second
fiddle, although in this case he is a gen-
tleman of great promise. The Circas-
sian influence has never been so great at
the palace asit is just now, the Sultan’s
mother, or the ¢ Royal Mother,” as she
is styled, being a Circassian, as are also
His Majesty’s wives and the officials
surrounding him.  The bridegroom,
Hairy Bey, is of the same nationality,
being the son of a mountain chief, who
fought bravely and nobly against the
Russian invaders. Young Hairy Bey
is a colonel of lancers, and having re-
ceived a liberal education under French
and English professors, has always been
in hot water.

Besiktash Palace, where the' ceremony
took place, is, without exception, the
handsomest modern structure of the sort
in the world. It is built on the water’s
edge, at the entrance of the Bosphorus,
and is of Moresque style, the materials
being variously colored marble. The
exterior decorations consist of verses of
the Koran chiselled into intricate pat-
terns, each letter being worked in a dif-
ferent piece of marble, the whole ap-
pearing like a huge piece of embroidered

drapery. The guests, on their arrival,
were conducted to one of the pavilions
surrounding the palace, where they were
entertained for a short time by the Im-
perial Chamberlains and other high
officials. Here the visitors were sepa-
rated, the ladies having to go in one
direction while the gentlemen went in
another. While the new comers were
being entertained in the pavilion men-
tioned above, one of the attendants
called out the names of a family, and
upon their following that official to the
opposite door, they were met by eunuchs
in glittering uniforms, armed to the
teeth, who immediately took charge of
the ladies, whom they conducted to the
palace by one gate, while the gentlemen
were met by the chamberlains and aids-
de-camp of the Sultan, who accompa-
nied them to the palace by quite a dif-
ferent entrance.

The female guests were taken to the
harem quarters of the palace, and the
gentlemen to the selamlik or male quar-
ters. The ladies were first conducted to
an ante-chamber where female musicians
were playing Oriental tunes, while Turk-
ish ballet girls, without whomno harem
is complete, were dancing those graceful
minuets for which they are so famed,
and which we see depicted in almost
every Eastern picture. Here refresh-
ments of every description, European
and Oriental, were served. There was
to be seen every thing which the Paris-
ian patisseur ever invented, while the
native sweetmeats, sherbets, bonbons,
and the inevitable thimble full of coffee,
were being patronized by the harems of
the Pashas and Ministers of State, who
were arriving in quick succession, at-
tended by their personal eunuchs.

When all the guests had arrived, the
folding doors leading to the principal
reception-room of the harem, capable of
holding some two thousand persons,
were thrown open, and a large number
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of female slaves dressed as soldiers
made their appearance. Some repre-
sented the- Albanians of the Sultan’s
body-guard, others wore the uniforms
of the Circassian mountaineers, others
again appeared as Zouaves, while others
were clad in the flowing gowns of the
desert Bedouins. These beautiful slaves
who are in reality serving a sort of ap-
prenticeship in the harem, previous to
becoming favorites themselves, acted as
ushers and conducted the ladies to the
great reception-hall, preceded by the
female musicians and dancing girls.
This hall is of immense dimensions, the
ceiling being exceedingly high and the
windows large and numerous.

All eyes were now turned to a side-
door, through which presently appeared
the bride’s procession. First came some
fifty of the inevitable eunuchs, then the
female slaves, closely followed by the
bride, supported by her Circassian
mother, and surrounded by maidens of
her own age, of the best families of the
Empire, strewing flowers on her path.
All present arose to their feet except the
Royal Mother, who received the Prin-

cess with great dignity, through which,
however, could be seen the affection she
bears her granddaughter. The bride,
being in the harem, was unveiled. She
wore a tight-fitting cream colored satin
dress, with a train at least six yards in
length, trimmed with point d’Alengon
and ermine, the whole being studded
with diamond stars of immense value.
Around her neck was a necklace of enor-
mous pearls, and on her head she wore
a diadem similar to the one the Empress
Eugenie used to wear on state occasions.
Her hair was hanging loose, her shoes
matched her dress, and with the excep-
tion of jewelry, her arms and hands
were bare, gloves not being the fashion
in Turkey. '
It has been estimated that the Prin-
cess had on clothes and gems to the
Vol. I, No. 2—5

65

value of three quarters of a million of
dollars, and no fairer maiden could have
worn them. Princess Menehxeh is tall
and graceful, of fair complexion, with
beautiful large black eyes, a well-shaped
hand and small feet, all pointed charac-
teristics of the pure Circassian.

The attending maidens now ap-
proached and threw a veil over their
mistress, who traversed the room, dis-
appearing by the opposite entrance,
leaving all her followers behind her ex-
cept her mother and the eunuchs. The
‘“Royal Mother” then arose, and, fol-
lowed by every body present, rank tak-
ing precedence, entered a passage, at
the end of which was a large round gal-
lery. Thisgallery overlooked a circular
hall of the selamlik, over which it was
built, and from here the ladies of the
harem could observe all that was going
on below without being seen themselves.
In this large hall, which is nothing less
than the Sultan’s throne-room, were all
the male guests, talking, moving about,
smoking, and refreshing themselves. The
view from the gallery was magnificent.
There were all the ministers of State,
the officers, ambassadors, chamberlains,
aids-de-camp, etc., etc., all in gala
uniform. Mixing with these were the
clergy in their beautiful white and yel-
low robes, red caps and green turbans,
and representatives from every country
over which His Majesty rules, each dele-
gate wearing his national costume.

Shortly after the ladies had taken
their positions in the gallery the Grand
Chamberlain entered from a door lead-
ing to the Sultan’s private apartments,
saying, ‘“ Padishah Kelior”—¢“the Sul-
tan cometh ”—and immediately after
him came His Majesty, who was about
the only person present not in uniform,
although he wore the grand cordon of
the Imtyaz. He advanced to the throne,
the spectators bowing and salaaming.
The Grand Chamberlain then presented
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the foreign ambassadors and other guests
with several of whom His Majesty en-
tered into conversation.

After a short delay, the doors leading
to the harem were opened and the her-
alds announced the approach of the
bride, who entered surrounded by
eunuchs and accompanied by her moth-
er, both being closely veiled. At the
same moment and from a contrary direc-
tion advanced the bridegroom, Hairy
Bey, in the Circassian uniform of Aid-
de-Camp, accompanied by his father,
the Minister of War, and many brother
officers. The two processions arrived
in front of the throne simultaneously.
The bearer of the Imperial seals now ad-
vanced, and ina loud voice read the Sul-
tan’s irade, conferring the Grand Cordon
of the Osmaniyeh upon Hairy Bey,
which immediately transformed him into
Hairy Pasha. The reading over, the
officers of the same order approached the
bridegroom, and fixed the diamond star
on his breast and the wide scarlet ribbon
over his shoulder.

The wedding ceremony was exceed-
ingly simple and was as follows: The
Sheick-ul-Islam, or chief of the Mahom-
medan church, approached the throne,
exchanging a salaam with His Majesty,
whose equal he is supposed to be. He
then took the left hand of the bride in
his left, and the right hand of the groom

_voice, after which he said, ‘¢ Hairy, son

in his right, remaining thus for some %
minutes praying fervently in a subdued

of Kiamil, thou art the husband of
Menehxeh, daughter of Hamid; thou -
art the lawful wife of Hairy, son of Ki-
amil, obey him.” A priest produced a
little gold tray, on which were bread and
salt, and the Sheick-ul-Islam, after bless-
ing these, offered them to the.bridegroom
and bride, saying, ‘‘ May there be plenty
under your roof.” S
The ceremony terminated by his tear- §
ing a parchment, on which were verses
of the Koran, in two and giving one ;
piece to each of the contracting parties. 3
The verses on this document are so ar- j
ranged that the bridegroom receives the
piece containing those out of the Koran
defining a husband’s duties toward his 3
wife, who receives verses referring to her §
dnties to her husband.
Every body present said ‘‘Padishalk )
tz0k yasha,” *¢ Long live the Sultan,” thej
bride was hurried away by her eunuchs, §
the Sultan turned to his apartments, and
the reception came to an end, not, how-1
ever, before the guests had congratulated
the happy bridegroom. He will not be
allowed to see his wife for twenty-five
days, during which the public festivities?®
will be held at the expense of the palace,
where amusement and food can be had
free of cost by the faithful.— 7%¢ Press.

]

Who reads
Incessantly, and to his reading brings not
A spirit and judgment equal or superior,
(And what he brings, what need he elsewhere seek ?)
Uncertain and unsettled still remains,
Deep versed in books and shallow in himself,
Crude or intoxicate, collecting toys
And trifles for choice matters, worth a sponge,
As children gathering pebbles on the shore.

—Milton.
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FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH.

By ALICE KING,

CHAPTER IIIL

The heiress had, in very deed, arrived
at last. Miss Nancy had smoothed her
mind, greatly discomposed by the late
mischance, by speaking the right words
in the right place. True, they did not
sound so well the second time as they
did the first, but then Miss Nancy con-
soled herself with the thought that they
were at least new to Miss Ringwood.
That young lady did not seem to trouble
herself much about the form or nature
of the salutation that she received; she
was chiefly occupied in examining
whether her train had been at all soiled
or damaged on her journey. Almost
immediately after Ella’s arrival, Miss
Nancy had discovered, to her extreme
discomfiture, the terrible fact of her cap
being on the wrong side in front. She
had received the first hint of the truth
from a smile on the face of the house-
maid who came to carry in the luggage
of the guest. Something had told her
that it concerned her own august person,
and then the glass over the mantel-piece,
when she took Miss Ringwood into the
drawing-room, had revealed to her the
whole horrid truth. Hereupon she had
made a hasty retreat to the privacy of
her own room, and ushered Ella to hers.

Ella was just going to throw herself
into the easy chair which, as if in a fairy
tale, she found awaiting her, according
to her so lately-expressed wish, when
she was stopped by a vision of beauty
which suddenly met her eyes. Her
room opened into another room, and
there, in the doorway, with the fire-light
playing rosy games around her, with her
<heeks all glowing like midsummer roses
as the warm air of the house touched

them after the chill evening breeze, with
her rich brown hair, which she was re-
arranging, falling in silken waves on her
shoulders, with her slight, flexible form
clasped by a glittering steel girdle, with
her eyes all alight with eagerness, with
her red lips all flickered about with
smiles, stood a girl. The two remained
motionless, gazing at each other for
several moments, then one said—

‘‘Are you Ella Ringwood ?”

And the other cried, ‘“‘Are you Ruby
Stanton ?”

After that, as by a sweet, simultaneous
movement, each drew close to each, and
their lips met in a kiss. Then they
looked at one another again, and, as if
prompted by a common feeling, both
burst into a little ripple of laughter.
The fact was, each was struck at the
same moment with an absurd thought.

¢TI was quite sure you would be like a
grand, dark Italian lady,” exclaimed
Ruby, ¢‘because I had heard you had
Italian blood in your veins.”

““And I was positive you would be
short and stout, and have flaming red
hair,” said Ella.

Then they broke into merriment again
at the ludicrous unlikeness to herself
of the picture which the other had con-
jured up; but their mirth was quickly
silenced by the sound of the dinner-bell,
and before they quite knew where they
were, they were sitting at the table be-
tween Mr. and Miss Lindhurst.

Miss Nancy found that first meal with
her two new inmates, if truth must be
told, rather a heavy task. As a matter
of course, the heiress had to be flattered
and petted, but unfortunately she did
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not seem to appreciate the operation.
Equally, as a matter of course, Ruby,
whom Miss Nancy had already ticketed
in her own mind as ‘‘a very uppish
young person,” had to be snubbed and
kept under; but she also, unluckily,
was apparently quite indifferent to the
process. Then there was Matthew, who
looked sour every time that a dish was
handed to the young ladies before him-
self, and would not get up the smallest
scrap of conversation, leaving the ball

of talk to be set rolling by Miss Nancy’s

tongue alone.

I dare say you are very tired with
your journey, dear,” said Miss Nancy,
sympathetically, to Ella.

¢“No, I don’t know that I am at all,”
answered Miss Ringwood, placidly. ‘‘I
wrapped myself in my fur cloak, and
made myself very comfortable the whole
way with my feet on a hot-water tin. I
hardly knew that time was slipping on;
I think I was half asleep.”

¢¢Did you sleep during the journey?”
cried Ruby. ““O! I was so very wide
awake, and so amused with every thing
every minute ; I suppose it was because
I have been so little used to traveling.”

¢¢Rather you had had the amusement
than me this cold, wet weather,” said
Mr. Lindhurst dryly.

¢« Besides,” went on Ruby, heedless
of the wet blanket which the last words
had flung over her, ‘“besides, in the
second-class carriage with me there was
a poor, pale, sickly woman, with a very
restless baby. The child seemed too
much for her, so I took it and danced
it and played with it and amused it half
the way. O! it is so nice to feel that
you are ever such a little bit useful to
any one.”

«¢If I had been in your place I would
have just left the woman and her brat
alone,” grumbled the old gentleman;
«I never see any profit in bothering
yourself with the plagues and worries of

other people; it’s much better to leave
your neighbors to bear their own share.”

A cloud of perplexity came into
Ruby’s bright eyes; she had thought she
had said what was right, but here was
an old man blaming the feelings which
she had so simply expressed. '

¢ But is it not always a good thing to
do what we can to help others?” she
said, timidly; ¢‘I hope you and Miss
Lindhurst will let me often do some-
thing for you.” -

The old gentleman gave a very un-
gracious sort of grunt, which might have
been regarded either as an assent or a
negative. Miss Nancy turned on Ruby
a stony glance, and tried to look as if she
had not heard a word she said. She
considered that the girl was talking a
deal more than suited her position, and
thought that Matthew was encouraging
her; whereupon she made a little mem-
orandum in her mind for a lecture on the
subject to be administered to that gentle-
man by-and-by when the young ladies
were gone to bed. )

Poor little Ruby felt chilled and dis-
heartened at the way in which her first
friendly overtures in her new home were
received. She had so hoped that this
change in her life would open to her a
gate into that fair upward road which
she so longed to enter upon; she had
conjured up such bright kindly pictures
of the old man and his sister to whom
she was going; she had so wanted to find
friends and guides in them; and now
they met her in this way. What a diffi-
cult thing life is, she thought, with a
little sigh, and her pretty brown eyes fell
dejectedly to her plate. While she sat
thus she did not know the old gentle-
man’s glance rested on her for a moment
with a touch of softness in it.

Ella’s easy good temper, however,
brought Ruby a gleam of comfort.

¢Ruby shall do as much as she likes
toward helping me in every thing I do,>>
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she said smiling; ¢¢thatis to say, if ever
Idoany thing that wants help; but, after
all, [ am not much given to undertaking
things in which I want assistance.”

“Quite right, my dear,” said Miss
Nancy; ¢ I’m sure repose in every thing
is most ladylike.”

In the drawing-room after dinner poor
Ruby found herself no better off than
she had been in the dining-room. Miss
Nancy made a grand show and parade
of bringing out a very large knitting-
basket filled with all sorts of wool, and
gravely took a half-finished stocking into
her hand, but soon fell most comforta-
bly and soundly asleep. Miss Ringwood
made not the faintest attemptat any sem-
blance of employment, but followed the
clder lady’s example so far that she flung
herself into an arm-chair, and seemed
very much inclined for slumber. Ruby
wandered about the room rather aim-
lessly, like a bird who can find no place
on which to rest; until at length she
came to a standstill before a tall, well-
filled bookcase. The girl was a great
book-lover ; she had never had an op-
portunity of satisfying a quarter of her
hunger for reading; with eager, hasty
eyves she devoured the titles of the many
volumes before her, and as the thought
shaped itself within her that she should
now have perhaps leisure to become ac-
quainted with all of these new friends
one after another, a little cry of joy es-
caped her.

¢« Goodness gracious, child, what is
the matter?” cried Miss Nancy, awak-
ing up at the sound with a start, and
awaking in no sweet temper, as is of-
ten the case with elderly ladies who are
caught by slumber unawares in their

chairs. Then carrying on the fiction,
also generally observed by the said
ladies, of ‘‘never having been asleep
at all,” she added, ‘“How can you dis-
turb me so over my work.”

=<0, Ruby! how can you make such

a noise?’’ said Ella, in a drowsy mur-
mur.

¢ It was only that I was so pleased to
see so many books all at once,” stam-
mered the culprit; and then her hasty
temper coming to the front, she added
with hot cheeks, ¢“I don’t think I did
any harm, after all.”

*“You don’t think,” retorted Miss
Nancy; ¢“you will please to think as I
do, Ruby Stanton, now that you are
come to live in my house.”

¢“0, do let her enjoy her books, as
long as she does not trouble any one else
and vex and weary their brains as well,”
said good-natured Ella, who had already
a sort of liking for her pretty little com-
panion.

With a great effort Ruby kept back
the angry words which were fast rising
to her lips in answer to Miss Nancy; she
took down one of the books, and was
soon for a while far away from her sur-
roundings.

Yes, she was far away from all about
her while she read.  Yet that night when
all the house was still, and she was alone
in the silence of her own room, a great
sense of desolation came over the or-
phan, and tears fell thick and fast on
her pillow. Then, as if brought by an
angel watching somewhere near, the
sweet words, ““Our Father which art in
heaven,” rose to her lips, and she re-
peated them over and over till she fell
asleep, and dreamt that she was with
her mother, and that she heard her'say,

I told them to call you, Ruby, be-
cause I would have you so shine before
men that one day you may be a jewel in
the crown of the dear Lord above.”

Ruby had thought life a hard, difficult
thing that first evening when she sat at
dinner at Larcombe Priory, and though
her lively nature and busy fancy brought
her many a radiant gleam of sunshine
which none of her surroundings could
dim, she continued to find it a hard and
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difficult matter throughout all the early
days of her sojourn in her new home.
Miss Lindhurst’s narrow sympathies and
confirmed habit of bringing every thing
and every one about her under one
standard of her own setting up, made
her look with distrust and dislike on
whatever was new and different from
her own limited experiences. She had
known nothing of girls since she was a
girl herself, and like many other people,
she only used the memories of those dis-
tant days as a text to discourse about the
faults of the present time, forgetting that
every era has its share of good and evil.
Besides this, Ruby Stanton was no com-
mon girl to deal with, and Miss Nancy
entirely mistook and misunderstood her
character. Ruby was eager and enthu-
"siastic about every thing that she liked ;
Miss Nancy carefully damped the girl’s
warmth, and called her actions unbe-
coming and unladylike. It was Ruby’s
way to speak out all she thought and
felt; Miss Nancy chose to declare this
mere impertinence and forwardness, and
deemed it her solemn duty to set her
down. Ruby, like many a girl before
and since, was inclined to hold extreme
opinions on different points and to rush
headlong into conclusions; Miss Nancy,
instead of teaching her gently to restrain
and moderate her ideas, and to direct
and use well her superfluous energies,
merely ignored all this part of her dispo-
sition, and called it all stuff and folly.
Thus it came to pass that poor little
Ruby’s path was sown with many a
prickle ; she wanted very much to be
good, but her surroundings put such ter-
rible hindrances in her way. All the
sharpness of her temper, and all the un-
evennesses of her character were some-
how brought to light by her intercourse
with Miss Nancy, and she appeared to
be always living in a pepper-box of hot
angry words and feelings. She was gen-
erally sorry when she had given way to

any unusual burst of passion, but there
was something about Miss Nancy which
entirely prevented the girl going up to
her and asking for pardon and a kiss, as
she would have done assuredly had that
lady been cast in a different and more
sympathetic mold. '
With Ella Ringwood, Ruby got on bet-
ter, but the characters of the two girls
were so entirely opposite in every thing,
that there could not fail to be frequent
jars between them. Ruby proposed that
they should study various things togeth-
er; Ella acceded to the plan in herindo-
lent good-natured way. But when the
mutual lessons began the result was any-
thing but harmony. Ella would cause
the reading to be carried on in her own
room, while she was engaged in what
seemed to be her favorite employment of
looking over and arranging her clothes
and ornaments ; an employment which,
somehow, appeared to be of a most inter-
minable nature, for no sooner had Miss
Ringwood lodged some article of dress
safely and comfortably in a certain draw-
er or wardrobe, than the unlucky gar-
ment had again to change its place of
abode and seek a home elsewhere.
Miss Ella, too, was apparently always
holding a perpetual review of all her
cuffs, collars, and pocket-handkerchiefs,
one of which was certain to be missing,
and Ruby, in the middle of some pas~
sage of thrilling interest in history or- 3
poetry, would be loudly called upon to-
come and institute a search after the 3
truant, which never failed to be found:" ¥
just under Miss Ringwood’s plump white: -=*
hands. If Ella could be got to sit dowmn ;>
and promise to give her undivided attenn-
tion to a book, she was quite sure, in fiver
minutes, to beginto yawn, in ten to beginx 5
to fidget, and in twenty to have glided-
into a comfortable doze.
Miss Ringwood pronounced walkingr - o 35
dreadful bore; she had a pony-carria gre™y
kept for her, and it was a grand joy Ford




Ruby when she was allowed to drive her -

friend out in it; but this was seldom, for
Miss Nancy generally insisted on being
of the party, and always screamed at
the mere idea of intrusting her precious
person to Ruby’s coachmanship. Ruby
had a clear, silvery voice, and a correct
musical ear, but when she played or
sang Miss Nancy said it made her head
ache, and Ella stated roundly and plain-
ly that she hated music, thus cutting off
another direction in which Ryby’s tastes
and hers might have met.

When Ella showed evident inattention
to her reading, or slumbered through it,
Ruby was certain to get cross and petu-
lant about it; and thus many a wrang-
ling word was spoken by her, before she
well knew it had left her lips. As for
Ella, she never answered with a volley
of indignant expressious, as most other
girls would have done. Instead of that
she met all Ruby said with a calm indif-
ference that made Miss Stanton feel as
if all her scolding was only like beating
with her little warm hands against a
marble wall. Ruby would sometimes
stop, at last, almost out of breath, and
tossing the book to the other end of the
room, begin to cry.

Yet in spite of the many storms which
arose between them, the two girls were
in a certain way fond of each other;
Ella’s sweet, placid temper gave her al-
ways something of loveliness, which

little Ruby was not slow to feel; and on
the other hand Ella had a genuine, pretty
admiration for Ruby’s beauty, and a lazy
appreciation of hertalents. They would
have many a quiet little confidential chat
together, and many an April laugh and
sob in each other’s arms; and they held
many a bedroom parliament in which
they expressed their opinions pretty free-
ly about Miss Nancy and her proceed-
ings ; for though that lady was always
flattering and petting the heiress, Miss
Ringwood regarded her with no greater
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affection than Ruby did. They were a
winsome picture when together, as they
sat in the firelight, Ruby’s glowing cheek
resting on Ella’s shoulder. At such mo-
ments Ruby would strive to lead her
friend’s mind up to higher things, but, as
yet, Ella’s heart knew little of the light
which lighteth the world.

Mr. Lindhurst began, after a certain
time, to show a sort of liking for Ruby.
He continued to say words of cold with-
ering selfishness, which it chilled the girl
to listen to; and showed her, most plain-
ly, that he considered the well-being of
Mr. Matthew Lindhurst the most impor-
tant matter in the world; yet, still, Ruby
got into the habit of doing little daughter-
like services for the old man, and he, of
first tolerating such attentions from her,
and then thanking her in a sort of ungra-
cious, grumbling fashion. Now and then
his eyes would rest on the girl with an
almost kindly gleam in them, and once
or twice he laid his hand for a moment
on her pretty head. Miss Nancy was
not slow to notice all this, and was not
slow either to express her royal disap-
proval; but her brother heeded no more
what she said on the subject than he
would have done the constant jangle of
a cracked bell.

Thus things went on at larcombe
Priory until, some two months after the
arrival of the girls, a circumstance hap-
pened which terribly perplexed and an-
noyed Miss Nancy. One morning, as
they sat at breakfast, the letters were
brought in as usual.  Now the arrival of
the post at Larcombe Priory was never
a very interesting event to any one; Ella,
it is true, now and then got a letter from
an old schoolfellow, and Miss Nancy
one from a maiden lady in Exeter, de-
tailing all the most recent ill-natured gos-
sip of the town about the writer’s neigh-
bors, all of which was taken by Miss
Nancy as a relish te her cup of tea.  As
for poor little Ruby, she never received
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a letter, for the simple reason that no one
cared enough about her to write to her;
and as for Mr. Lindhurst, he did not care
enough for any one to keep up a corre-
spondence with them, so that the post
never brought him any thing more im-
portant than an occasional circular.

On the morning in question, however,
Mr. Lindhurst did apparently get a let-
ter, which was one of very deep interest
and importance: that is to say, if his
troubled, thoughtful face and absorbed
‘manner, while he was reading it, and
afterward as he sat with it in his hand,
may be considered as a proof of such a
fact; he spoke no word about its con-
tents, so those around him could only
judge from these outward signs. Now
Miss Nancy’s eyes were most eagerly
and curiously fixed on her brother the
moment he began to show these marks
of something unusual being in the letter
he was reading, and Miss Nancy’s in-
quiring mind was all on fire to know
what it could possibly be about. She got
up and fidgeted round him, ostensibly
because she wanted to help herself to
different things on the table, but, in
reality, because she wanted to get a peep
at the mysterious letter; but Mr. Lind-
hurst’s hand, whether from design or
accident, hid even the envelope from her
sight. At last her curiosity could stand
it no longer, and she said:

““Why, Matthew, whatever is in that
letter?”

“¢Only a little matter of business,” he
answered shortly. Then he arose and
left the room.

- ¢“Gracious me, what can it be ?” cried
Miss Nancy, turning to Ella.

" But that young lady took scanty inter-
est in Mr. Lindhurst or any of his pro-
ceedings; she did not see any thing very
remarkable in the old gentleman having
a matter of business in hand in which

To BE CONTINUED.

FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH.

*Miss Nancy was not concerned. She
had-been too much occupied with her
breakfast to notice Matthew Lindhurst's
manner as he read thé letter, so she an-
swered carelessly, with a little yawn:

“I really can’t guess, perhaps it's
some letter about money.” ‘Then Miss
Ringwood began some other subject of
talk. .

Miss Nancy made it a point of duty
never to draw Ruby into the conversa-
tion. She always treated her like an
inferior and a dependent, so she said
nothing to her about the letter; had she
done so, however, she would have found
that the girl, unlike Ella, had observed
the old man’s singular manner while he
was reading it, and the kindly feeling
which was springing up between Mr.
Lindhurst and herself made her fear
that he had received some bad or at
least unpleasant and unexpected news.
As neither Miss Nancy, however, nor any
one spoke to her on the subject, this idea
only passed lightly through her mind.
Soon after breakfast, she and Ella went
out for a drive in the pony-carriage with-
out Miss Nancy, and in the pleasurable
excitement which this caused her, little
Ruby quickly forgot all about Mr. Lind-
hurst’s letter. ' )

But not so with Miss Nancy. Her
mind was devoured by flames of curi-
osity, and flames of anger, too, for she
was very indignant with her brother for
keeping any thing secret from her. When
the old gentleman went out she glided
into his study, and began an eager search
for the mysterious letter; her sense of
honor not being particularly delicate, she
would have read it most certainly if she
could have found it. But though she
opened every unlocked receptacle for
papers in the room, she could discover
no trace of it; so she had to stifle her
injured feelings with her curiosity. -

B
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LOUIS VII OF FRANCE.

Kings and queens, though they stand,
asit were, upon a pedestal which renders
both their faults and their virtues con-
spicuous, are not always remarkable peo*
ple in themselves, and yet as links in the
chain of history each one must possess
acertain kind of importance.

Louis VII of France, as a private in-
dividual, would in all probability have
been one of those very ordinary men
whose lives are molded by their circum-
stances. Even as a king he, perhaps,
figires most largely as the unfortunate
busband of Eleanora of Aquitaine, and
his whole life seems but a sad illustration
of the evils that may—nay must—result

from ill-assorted unions among the high-
est as well as the lowest, and the pro-
longed woes which are often brought
upon a nation by the domestic disturb-
ances of royalty; for many of the wars
and jealousies between England and
France in after years may be clearly
traced to this period and cause.

France was not in those days as we
see it now on the maps, nor as it had

" been in the days of Charlemagne, but
only a small half of it, and out of that
came several large independent prov-
inces. Nor was this all. Even the part
called the kingdom of France was sub-
ruled by petty princes scarcely less pow-
erful than the sovereign himself, the
management and control of whom re-
quired a vast amount of wisdom and
discretion. The father of our present
sketch is most highly spoken of as pos-
sessing these needful qualities. He was
called at that time Louis the ¢ Wide-
Awake,” and had been brought up in
the monastery of St. Denis where he had
for his fellow-student the learned Suger,
his own and his son’s life-long counselor.
This monarch did not direct to a dis-
tance from home his ambition and his

efforts; ‘it was within his own domin-
ion, to check the violence of the strong
against the weak, to put a stop to the
quarrels of the strong amongst them-
selves, to make an end, in France at
least, of unrighteousness and devasta-
tion, and to establish there some sort of
order and justice, that he displayed his
energy and perseverance.”

Such was the father of Louis VII, and
we can casily imagine the tender, anxious
care he would bestow upon the son who
was to succeed him on the throne. How
little he dreamed that one of the last
acts of his life would be the cause of that
son’s greatest misery and misfortune.

Louis le Jeune was one day summon-
ed into his father’s private audience hall,
some ambassadors from the Duke of
Aquitaine having just departed. He
was surprised to find the old gentleman
inamost jubilant humor. After a cordial
paternal greeting, he bade him sit beside
him and hear the good news in store for
him and France. ‘“‘Knowest thou, fair son,
the goodly domain of Aquitaine? What
thinkest thou of adding it to thine own
possessions by no greater sacrifice than
accepting a lovely young bride ?”

A startled look of surprise passed
over the young man’s face. Among
royal personages whose marriages are
almost always governed in great measure
if not entirely by policy, it must ever
be a dreaded subject.

“Duke William has wisdom worthy
of his years,” the king continued. “*He
would fain, he says, before his death be-
stow the hand of his granddaughter and
heiress on one worthy of her, and thou
wilt, as her husband, unite once more
under one head, poor dismembered
France.”

**But Father,” the prince questioned
with slow uncertainty, “*will they submit
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to a foreign ruler even though he be
husband to their lady?”

The king gazed steadily into his son’s
eyes for a moment and turned away with
a shade of disappointment. Not much
of his own self-reliant, determined spirit
he saw there; would he indeed be able
to win and hold the rich acquisition? If
such a golden opportunity had but come
a generation sooner, but—Louis was a
dutiful son and a most devout Christian;
when he himself no longer lived, the
boy must depend on the help of the
Lord and the faithful Suger. Thinking
thus the father answered slowly, ‘“The
Barons of Aquitaine agree to the marriage
on condition "that the consent of the
princess be obtained, and now it rests
with you to win the maiden who brings
so pleasant a dower.”

“And suppose she please me not,”
quoth the prince still doubtfully, ‘“must
I needs wed her nevertheless, for the
good of France?”

‘“What more canst thou ask, man?’
demanded the sire a little impatiently;’
‘“they say there is none more beautiful
in all the realm than this same southern-
born maid. However, we will take coun-
sel with Suger; he may be able to settle
thy doubtful mind. But know, when
thou art ready to go and bring back thy
bride, thou shalt command the best of
my kingdom for thy retinue.”

Louis might truly have said, ‘‘the half
was not told me,” when he stood in
presence of the lady of Aquitaine. Un-
der the severe rule of St. Bernard, and
the rigid tutorship of Suger, the young
prince had grown up in the palace as in
a convent, turning away with a monk’s
asceticism from the very thought of
woman. But few proved callous to the
charms of Eleanora of Aquitaine, when
she chose to exert them. Young in
years, scarce fifteen, but marvelously
beautiful, and with that almost magical
gift of fascination that gave her such

power all through life, no wonder the
young Louis showed no further reluct -
ance in carrying out his father’s wishes.
And what of Eleanora? With the hot
southern blood in her veins, born and
raised in the land of the troubadours,
idolized by her gay pleasure-loving peo-.
ple, was she too, satisfied with the hus-
band chosen for her? Was there any
thing in the simply attired, self-repressed,
grave looking young man to attract the
poetic fancy of the maiden? Or, had
ambition already begun to stir her young
heart? Was it simple acquiescence, be-
cause nothing more desirable presented
itself at the moment; or was it the desire
to be queen of all fair France that in-
duced her to profess herself pleased with
the interview? Who can tell! Suffer
the future to be still a sealed book, and
let the old grandfather, Duke William of
Aquitaine, and the brave, discreet king
of France die in peace, hugging to their
patriotic souls the bright dream—France
is one, no more strife and division, the
glory of Charlemagne has dawned again.
The father of the young prince kept
his promise, and a brilliant embassy,
composed of more than five hundred
lords and noble knights, with the king’s
own intimate adviser, Suger, at their
head, accompanied him to Aquitaine,
where the ceremony was to take place.
At the moment of departure his father
gave him his blessing, little recking he
would see his face no more. ‘‘May the
strong hand of God Almighty, by whom
kings reign, protect thee, my dear son,
both thee and thine.” And so young
Louis went on his way to meet his fate.
The rejoicing of the marriage-feasts,
the ducal crowning of the youthful
bridegroom with all its attendant gay-
eties, in that land where every thing was
made the minister of pleasure,and above
all, the irresistible effect of intercourse
with his gay, pleasure-loving bride, had
well nigh made a different man of Louis.




When, on the way back to his own capi-
tal, he met at Poitiers the messenger who
brought him the dying words of his now
deceased sire: ¢¢Tell -him,” he said, ‘‘ to
remember that royalty is a public trust,
for the exercise of which a rigorous ac-
count will be exacted by Him who has
the sole disposal of crowns and scepters.”

On the morbidly conscientious mind
of Louis VII, these words made a deep
impression. His young queen could not
again tempt him into the gay frivolities
she so dearly loved, and he returned to
his palace steadily purposed to carry out
all his father’s good works, and to main-
tain the strict regime which that monarch
had established at court. Of the years
that follow in their wedded life we know
but little. We can easily imagine that
Eleanora sorely fretted against the en-
forced dullness and irksome severity of
her palace home, and it may be, Louis
did not show the forbearance he should
to her so different temperament. At any
rate, we know she must gladly have
welcomed the time of her yearly visits
10 her hereditary domains. There,
among her own people, she could be
her natural self, and accept the homage
all were ready to give. From all ac-
counts, Louis really gave her his young
heart’s first affection, and though he
would not, to please her, relax one iota
in the austerity by which he regulated
his own life, some historians attribute
to her influence his disagreement with
the Pope in 1142, and the war with
Theobald II, Count of Champagne.
This war resulted in the siege and burn-
ing of Vitry, and led to more far-reach-
ing consequences than any anticipated,
for the fire unfortunately reaching the
church, it was entirely consumed, with
thirteen hundred men, women, and chil-
dren who had taken refuge there.

For this accident King Louis felt a
most lively sorrow and sincere repen-
tance. Yet all his penances appeared to

LOUIS VII OF FRANCE. 75

bring no comfort to his soul, and his
longing desire to find something to do,
whereby he might expiate his sin and
make his peace with Heaven, prepared
him for the second Crusade, which soon
after began to be preached in France and
Germany.

““You will come with me and hear
the Abbot of Clairvaux to-day, will you
not ?” Louis said to the Queen, looking
at her with an anxious, deprecating ex-
pression. He could not but know she
had small love for these things, but she
generally complied with his openly ex-
pressed wishes. So she sat beside him
when the revered St. Bernard took his
place to address the assembled grandees
and people. A careless listener she
promised to be, but none could remain
careless under this most eloquent man
of his time. Scarcely conscious of her
fixed attention, her mind took fire from
his burning zeal, and suddenly possessed
with the romantic idea of a female cru-
sader, to the surprise of all, she knelt
beside the king while St. Bernard be-
stowed on each the sacred cross.

It was an evil hour for France and for
Louis when he and Eleanora listened to
the irresistible eloquence of St. Bernard,
Abbot of Clairvaux. He must have felt
this himself when his honest friend,
Suger, so strongly opposed his going.
Not that the abbot did not believe, as
every body did in those days, that the
holy war was a needful and meritorious
work, but he felt that the king was
needed at home, while some one else
might lead the crusading army. And
Louis must have felt still more appre-
hensive when he saw to what lengths the
queen’s intemperate zeal was leading her,
appearing in public with the ladies of her
court all attired in Amazonian costume.

But every thing gave way before the
resistless fervor of a new crusade, and
they started on the expedition, leaving
Suger in charge of the government.
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It is needless to follow them through
their various adventures. Although ap-
~ parently planned with the greatest delib-
eration and judgment, and though there
was no lack of bravery in leaders or sol-
diers, the crusade was an utter failure.
The fair Eleanora and her bevy of Ama-
zons, were no doubt responsible in part
for Louis’s share of it, as they were a
continual hindrance, with their incon-
venient abundance. of baggage, their
need of protection and care, and their
willful fancies, and Louis was not one of
those indomitable men who sweep all
difficulties out of the way, and carry
their point in spite of obstacles. One
incident may serve as illustrative. At
one point on their journey, as night ap-
proached, Louis sent forward the queen
and her ladies escorted by his choicest
troops, to select a camping ground for
the night, bidding them be careful to
choose the high positions above the val-
ley. The king not finding them where
he expected, was thrown into the great-
est consternation and immediately start-
ed with the rest of the army in search of
the missing party. Marching hither and
thither, they were attacked by swarms
of Arabs, lost all their baggage and pro-
visions and seven thousand lives, only
escaping with his own by almost incredi-
ble feats of bravery, and all because
Eleanora, instead of obeying his injunc-
tions, had insisted upon halting in a
lovely romantic valley. At any rate,
they were not thereafter so much encum-
bered with baggage, but all these disas-
ters which she had brought upon her
husband do not seem, very greatly, to
have disturbed Queen Eleanora. Her
frivolities reached a climax at Antioch,
where her unseemly conduct exasper-
ated the king beyond endurance. ¢‘She
was,” says William of Tyre, ‘“a very
inconsiderate woman, caring little for
royal dignity or conjugal fidelity; she
took great pleasure in the court of An-

tioch, where she also conferred much
pleasure, even upon Musselmen, and
when the king, her husband, spoke to
her of her approaching departure, she
emphatically refused to go.”

There is scarcely a doubt that her
handsome uncle, Raymond of Poitiers,
at that time Prince of Antioch, encour-
aged her in this rebellion for selfish pur-
poses. He wanted the assistance of
Louis in some of his own ambitious de-
signs before he proceeded on his way,
and when persuasion failed, tried this
method of detaining him. Great, in-
deed, was the surprise of the imperious
beauty, when her irate lord took the
matter in his own hand. Hurrying her
out of Antioch one night ‘‘with slight
leave-taking,” he decamped for Jerusa-
lem, the goal of all his hopes, whence
he had received most urgent messages.

From that time, all affection seems to
have been at an end between the royal
pair. As-the chronicler says, ‘‘ They
both hid their wrath as much as possible,
but at heart they had ever this outrage.”
Eleanora was burning with indignation
at her husband’s unwonted severity, and
it would appear never made any effort
at reconciliation. '

If it was true, as William of Nangis
says, that Louis loved his beautiful queen
“with an almost excessive love,” we can’
better understand how he had no heart
for any thing afterward. And though
loth to return with so little accomplished
for the holy land, he at length yielded
to the earnest entreaties of Suger, and
turned his face homeward.

Letters written by Louis during his
absence from France, declare his inten-
tion of procuring a divorce immediately
on his return, but he was probably de-
terred from it by those who coveted for
France the queen’s fair dower. And
so they seem to have lived two or three
years of dreary estrangement. The
queen, although treated with all due
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honor, was kept in considerable personal
restraint, and not allowed to visit her
hereditary dominions. But when his
jealousy was again aroused by her too
evident partiality for Henry Plantagenet,
no considerations of self-interest or
country’s weal could weigh with him.
He accepted the plea of consanguinity
suggested by herself, and almost at the
very moment when Suger, the faithful
friend and adviser lay dying, the mar-
riage of Louis and Eleanora of Aquitaine
was annulled. Eleanora, in a very short
time,married Henry of Normandy, after
ward King of England, and transferred
to him the rich provinces of her pos-
session.

Louis himself married twice after-
ward, first Constance of Castile, and
after her death, Alice, sister to the Earl
of Champagne.

From this time we find but little to re-
cord in the life of Louis VII. Most o
his after life was occupied with unprofi-
table wars, pacifications and wars again
with Heunry II of England.

No doubt King Louis deeply felt the
death of Suger, and must have sadly
missed his counsels always. His son,
Philip Augustus, although only fifteen
at the time of his father’s death, had
already been crowned and married, and
early gave unmistakable evidence of a
vigorous reign.

OVER AND OVER AGAIN.

Over and over again,
No matter which way I turn,
I always find in the Book of Life
Some lesson I have to learn.
I must take my turn at the mill,
I must grind out the golden grain,
I must work at my task with a resolute will,
Overland over again.

We can not measure the need
Of even the tiniest flower,
Nor check the flow of the golden sands
That run through a single hour.
But the morning dews must fall,
And the sun and the summer rain
Must do their part, and perform it all
Over and over again.

Over and over again
The brook through the meadow flows,
And over and over again
The pondrous mill-wheel goes.
Once doing will not suffice,
Though doing be not in vain,
And a blessing, failing us once or twice,
May come if we try again.
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The path that has once been trod
Is never so rough to the feet;
And the lesson we once have learned
Is never so hard to repeat.
Though sorrowful tears may fall,
And the heart to its depth be driven
With storm and tempest, we need them all -
To render us meet for heaven.

A WALPURGISNIGHT.

[CONTINUED.]

¢ In the skiff,” said the water-wagtail,

in a clear soprano voice, which now and-

then sank to low, soft tones, ‘‘sat three
young girls in snow-white dresses, with
wreathes in their hair. The loveliest of
them all gazed into the distance out of
dark eyes which now and again flashed
proudly. When she smiled she showed
her white teeth, which gleamed like the
pearls that lie imprisoned in the shells,
away down under the deep, mysterious
sea. Long, golden curls hung around
her head like a halo; she resembled a
water-sprite with the green leaves in her
hair. The swans followed the skiff, and
craned their long, slender necks in their
endeavors to reach the red roses the girls
threw upon the water; it was a beauti-
ful picture.”’

““Swans should be proud, for they
rule over the waves and are princes
among all other aquatic fowls, and yet
they follow the enticing hand of man,”
muttered the eagle; ‘‘but continue,
water-wagtail, you relate quite intel-
ligibly.”

~ The water-wagtail smiled, hopped
from one foot to the other—could any
of the others boast of having yet re-
ceived such a compliment from his maj-
esty—and talked on in a still more affect-
ed manner.

““They chatted away merrily in the
skiff, and did not weary of being rocked
by the waves. They also sang a song,

but it had a mournful sound, for it was
a song of parting.. A slender hand
glided into the water, which flowed
round it and kissed it caressingly with
its wet lips. I saw it quite plainly; it
was Beatrice’s hand. Then another
hand stole down and quickly clasped
the slight fingers which offered no resis-
tance, till they were at last set free with
a gentle pressure. The cross-fire of
two hot looks shot across the mirror of
the lake. Crimson blushes covered the
young girl’s face, the lids with the long
blonde lashes drooped low.

“<It is Beatrice and Leo,” whispered
the evening breeze to me; ‘see how he
looks at her. I must make haste and
cool her hot cheeks,” and he not only
did that, but tossed about her silken hair
as well. The skiff landed down where
the. willows which overhang the banks
are so shamelessly kissed by the waves.
Several ladies came toward the bank
from the house. They no longer had
the elastic tread of youth. I have no
fear of man, and emboldened by my
curiosity, I had hopped up closer. The
beautiful blonde was the last one in the
boat, which Leo held with a strong chain,
The young soldier offered her his hand,
but she laughed and said she could take
care of herself. Ah, the thoughtless
one! She placed her little foot firmly on
the edge of the skiff, but as she did so
it rocked, and reaching out she caught




hold of the willows.

weak; they sprang back and slipped
from her grasp—there was a sharp, anx-
jous cry! I am not quite sure, but I
think the lady on the bank uttered it,
and she sank fainting into her compan-
ions arms. The skiff had turned over,
but the white dress still gleamed on the
water, which made all haste to soak into
its folds and make it heavy, so as to
draw it under. You see, it had been
charmed by the girlish face which it had
mirrored in its waves, and it wanted to
lay it upon its own soft, mossy bed, so
as to gaze upon it forever. O, I heard
what the waves whispered to each other!
Overcome with fear, I stooped down and
closed my eyes. I did not want to sce
any thing more.”

““Nonsense, &outhful frivolity,” croak-
ed an old horned owl, who looked very
learned, adorned with his natural spec-
tacles. ¢‘They imagine themselves very
strong, no longer wish to be called the
weaker sex, desire to emancipate them-
selves, think they no longer stand in
need of a man’s arm! And now, these
are the consequences, the evil conse-
quences; have I not always said so, have
I not preached it enough? And now she
is dead.”

¢¢Q, are the beautiful eyes closed for-
ever?” asked an anxious dove; and she
hung her little head.

*¢ There is peace in the vault,” cried
a bat who flew nearer and whose wings
flapped noiselessly like a flag of mourn-
ing; *‘yes, there it is calm and quiet,
and the damp air feels cold and awful.”

“Do let me finish,” said the water-
wag-tail in an injured voice. ¢ There is
no vault, and her eyes are not closed at
all. The youth rescued the maiden with
his strong arm, and robbed the waters of
their prey. He brought her to the pale
lady who embraced him with tqars of
joy."

‘“And has joy also its tears?” asked

Alas! they are
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an oak, and his hard bark creaked; ‘I
thought that sorrow alone could draw
them from us!”

0, yes indeed,” replied a daisy, as
it swayed backward and forward on its
delicate stem; ‘‘we live but for pleas-
ure; we do not sow, neither do we reap;
we grow and blossom in the spring
breezes. But every beautiful morning
when the sun rises it mirrors itself in a
dewdrop which glistens in our eyes, and
this dewdrop is a tear of joy, a thank-
offering which we bring our Maker.”

¢¢ Beatrice had not even lost conscious-
ness; she said she had felt cool and
happy in the watersprite’s arms, and that
she had the soul of a mermaid, and then
she hurried off in her white dress, which
now had a green border to it, for all sorts
of creeping plants had hung themselves
on it. She soon came back, this time in
a dark dress, and scolding Leo, sent him
off so that he too might make himself
look more respectable.”

“Q, beware of the water, child of
man,” chirped a cricket, in low, wailing
tones; ‘‘water is false; it sparkles and
coaxes and sings, and bewitches your
senses in the bright sunlight, but it is
false, O! so false.”

But the waves danced along all the
merrier, and looked like liquid silver in
the moonlight as they hummed: “We
love human beings, and we draw them
in; thus sang a wanderer who once
rested on our banks and watched us at
play; and he was right. Those who lie
upon our bed sleep cool and soft, as the
waves ripple past them. But we roll on
toward the great river which carries us to
the distant sea on which the wfld waves
toss, and in whose depths lie buried so
many human beings; we know all about
it. The raindrops are also children of
the sea who have climbed up on a sun-
beam to the fast-sailing clouds, and who
travel to and fro in the realms of air
until they pour down from the dark
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clouds in lightning and thunder orina
gentle shower. They have told us how
they have softly trickled over bleaching
human bones—many a human heart has
found rest in the waves; they quench the
flames which consume it, and sing to it
an eternal lullaby!” '

¢¢Q, foolish human heart who hopes
to find rest in the waves,” rustled the
oak, that symbol of German integrity.
‘““Behold me; I point heavenward;
thence cometh peace and rest; follow
me!” .

“Restis to be found in the earth; her
dark lap is a good resting place, and we
are a soft and ever green covering,”
whispered the young mosses to the
rushes. But the serious ivy begged:

¢¢ Please continue, water-wagtail.”

¢“With pleasure,” cried she; ‘“but I
have almost finished. All who were in
the garden said that it was growing cool,
and thatthe evening dew was falling, and
so they went in. I did not see them
again, and I left early next morning.”

The eagle was already beginning to
look disappointed, and the others would
also have liked to hear more, when, to
every body’s delight, the nightingale in
a sweet voice asked permission to relate
what she knew.

“One fine evening,” began she, ‘“hav-
ing chosen a cosy little dwelling in that
very garden which is now so familiar to
you all, I peeped out from under the
green leaves which formed my canopy.
On the terrace sat three persons—the
mother, Beatrice, and her cousin, ‘the
hero,” as she Jaughingly called him.
From the neighboring house came a lady;
Leo and Elsbeth accompanied her and
called her mother. They all shook hands
and exchanged cordial greetings. I saw
and heard every thing. Not a leaf was
stirring ; the rogue of an evening breeze
sat on the branch of a rose-tree and
carried on a lively flirtation with seven
beautiful rosebuds at the same time,
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whispering in the ear of each that he
loved but her. So it very naturally did .
not occur to him to tease the branches
and leaves of trees which bore no buds.

They spoke of manpy things in the
little circle, but chiefly of Leo’s depar-
ture to a distant city, of his studies at
the academy, and his longings for Italy,
the birthplace of art. ‘Beatrice was also
born there,” said her mother, ‘and I
spent my happiest days there.” Then she
sighed and said,. ‘Shall I ever see it
again?’

‘‘Beatrice was very silent; she sat a
little apart from the others, leaning
against the balustrade; her head rested
upon her little hand, and she gazed into
the garden. It seemed as if she did not
hear what was being said around her.
I no longer remember which one of them
proposed a walk in the deepening twi-
light, but they all stood up and went
down the steps, the young soldier and
the lively Elsbeth ahead of the others.
Leo and Beatrice followed, side by side,
silent and serious. I flew along noise-
lessly after them, keeping in the shelter
of the neighboring trees. The two ladies
walked together like sisters, they gazed
upon their blooming children in their
youthful beauty with all a parent’s pride
and talked low and confidentially to one
another. There were many different
paths in the garden, and the separate
couples soon lost sight of each other.
All at once I again saw the golden hair
gleam right under me. Both still kept
silence. Were Leo and the serious Bea-
trice never going to speak? AndIdid
so long to hear her voice. The human -
voice is sometimes so full and clear, and
I was sure the maiden’s must.sound like
sweet music.”

‘“And it is a well-known fact that
nightingales are very inquisitive; and
that, thanks to this quality, they often
fall into a trap,” whispered the little
mosses, somewhat maliciously, to~each
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other; then they stuck their little green
curly heads together and giggled. For-
tunately nobody had noticed the little
wretches.

‘“‘But listen, Beatrice,” began Leo,
‘I must leave you again. O, how hard
it is to say good-bye, so much harder
than I had even imagined. I must
leave you; but is it necessary to tell
you again that I go with your picture in
myheart. You know it, must have known
itlong. And I shall only ask you one
thing, will you sometimes think of me
when I am far away ?’

“My heart ached so at these words,
Iwas so afraid she would not promise,
I began to sing in low, soft, imploring
tones, Did my song touch her, I won-

der? She answered nothing, but she

looked at him, and in that look he read
that she would think of him, and of him
alone, her wholelife long, and then, how
didit happen ? He threw his arm around
her and pressed her to his loud-beating
heart and then their lips met. They
both smiled in their happiness and lis-
tened together to the song of triumph
which I poured forth; for in my delight
I thought my own little heart would
spring from my breast,

‘“She drew from her finger a ring,
which sparkled and glistened like a star,
and put it on his hand. Her love was
to be forever as pure and unclouded as
the brilliant, spotless stone. They chat-
ted, made plans, and built many castles

in the air—he would most certainly be-
come a celebrated artist, his talent proph-
esied that, and his industry would insure
it. The thoughtof Beatrice would spur
him on, raise his courage, and give him
strength to accomplish still greater things.
And what more did they wish? O, only
a little, tiny, sweet home, where they
could be happy with one another. So
the minutes slippedby. Presently voices
were heard calling in the garden, and
they ran off hand in hand.
Vor. I, No. 2—6.

I hopped .

from tree to tree, back to my old place,
for I wanted to see and hear more. It
had in the meantime become quite dark;
on the terrace burned a lamp which
swung on a long chain, and from which
streamed a rosy light, for a red shade
had been thrown over it. They were
going to have some music in the summer-
house, the doors of which lay wide open.
Beatrice sang, and I have never again
heard such tones from a human voice;
all the longing- and all the joy which
a human heart can feel, lay in them.
Along with me listened tree and shrub,
the night-violets smelt sweeter than ever,
the roses opened their calyxes again,
rubbed their eyes, smiled, and listened;
even the young buds who had just
awakened out of their first sleep, peeped
out of their covering and spoke of their
beautiful presentiments. The splashing
of the fountain kept time with the music,
the butterflies flew about for once in
good fellowship with the moths, and one
of these sombre-hued gentlemen, more
daring than the rest, flew nearer and
nearer till, singed by the hot breath of
the lamp, he fell back into the damp
grass with wounded wings. The red-
dish brown beetles found him there and
dug his early grave by the dim morning
light. But at last at midnight came the
hour of parting, a final clasp of the hand,
a last look, and they all repeated what
Beatrice had sung. I have remembered
both the words and the melody: ¢When
people part, they wish each other—
au revoir.’”’

¢“The steps died out over yonder; only
Beatrice and her mother stillremained on
theterrace. Theblushinggirl hid her face
on her mother’s breast and clasped in
her arms, whispered something in a low,
quick tone.  Her mother looked at her
deeply touched, and then folded her
hands over the head of her child as if
praying for her happiness.”

The narrator ceased speaking. Where
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had she so suddenly vanished to? A
chatty magpie flew up and began quickly:
I saw the sparkling ring on the finger
of a young man, I saw it quite plainly.
It was near a large river, whose name was
Rhine ; people talk and sing and dream
as much of him as if he were the king
of rivers.”

““And that he is,” cried the eagle, in
a tone that brooked no contradiction,
““ that he is! His green, silvery waves
ripple by ; delicious juice which brings
to a man sweet forgetfulness of woe
grows in the grapes on his banks. But
that is not why we love him. He flows
through the loveliest districts of the
land, there where the German tongue is
spoken. Ourancestors spoke of the Teu-
tons. When the Romans marched against
them in battle array, our likeness was
always carried in the van.”

¢¢ Much obliged for the information,”
murmured the horned owl, sarcastically,
but not, however, loud enough to be
heard by the speaker. ‘“We do not fear
to compete with the learning of an eagle ;
the idea of thinking to instruct us! You
do well to carry owls to Athens, the
Greeks came before the Romans.”

¢“There is a wonderful song about
Father Rhine, as he is called by the lit-
tle rivers he sweeps along in his train. I
have often heard it in bygone years even
when flying high up in the air; it was
sung by powerful men’s voices, and they
would wave their shining swords as if
taking an oath. It was a patriotic song
dedicated to their river. But I also saw
many a one who had sung bravely and
proudly with the rest come back much
changed. They nolongerrode by proudly
on horseback or marched along on foot,
but were carried in a wagon in which they
lay pale and bloody with mangled limbs.
Yet in spite of all this their eyes would
sparkle as soon as they caught sight of
the river. Perchance they could no
longer raise their hands, but their lips

would murmur: ¢We have kept our
oath as faithful sons of the Father-land.”

The eagle looked around with flashing
eyes, and then motioned to the magpie
in a commanding tone to proceed.

‘A great many young men had lain
themselves on the green grass,” began
the latter, who in his impatience had
feared lest he should not be allowed to
speak again. ‘“They were a merry
crowd and had portfolios and pencils, for
they intended to draw. A large keg of
beer lay at a little distance, they helped
themselves very liberally to it, and sang
gay, drinking-songs. In the shade of
a linden tree, whose leaves brushed his
curly head, lay the, owner of the ring.
He drew forth a pink note which he read.
As he raised his hand, the ring sparkled
in the sunlight, he pressed it to his lips
and sighed softly. The others laughed
and called him a sentimental dreamer;
but I had to be off, for I had only
stopped for a rest.”

*¢Is that the whole story ?”’ croaked a
frog, in a mocking voice, out of the
depths. Buthe almost immediately sub-
sided, alarmed at the feeling of his own
insignificance and uncalled for inter-
ference. To tell the truth he had been
amazed the whole time at not finding him-
self threatened with immediate death,
for he spied more than one enemy in the
assembly.

A screech-owl, or bird of ill-omen,
came to the front and began in doleful
tones: ‘‘I saw both houses. I used often
to fly by one of them at night, for there
burnt a dim light. There was a sick
person in the house and I would cry,
‘come along, come along,” for I knew
she must die.”

*‘And I,” said a thrush, ‘‘saw a coffin ;
it was richly decked with flowers, they
had tears in their eyes, drawn from thern
by the sad mission they were employed
in. A bowed-down man and a maiden
in black followed it.”




“0!” cried a forget-me-not, and it
trembled at the thought, ¢‘to fade and
die in a vault; what a terrible fate for a
flower.”

““Now you see there is a vault,” cried
the bat; *did I not say so?”

“Silence,” commanded the eagle, and
the thrush continued:

““Toward evening the blonde maiden
came into the garden, a serious youth
walked near her. I heard them Dboth
speaking. She wept and could not con-
trol herself, for she had lost her dear,
loving mother, who now lay in the cold
ground.”

“A tribute we all pay to nature ” said
a cuckoo. ¢¢’Tis the fate of all living
beings; every family tie must finally be
severed.”

¢ Family tiesindeed ! ” mocked a quail
in her clearest notes, ‘“‘he does well to
speak of such things who carries his
children to an orphan asylum or smug-

gles them into other peoples’ nests.”

‘“* Do not weep, my Beatrice,’ said he
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in a soothing voice, ‘do not be cast
down.  Your mother blessed us, your
father will do so too. True love will
certainly overcome all obstacles.’

¢Not always, not always,” rustled the
weeping willow. ‘I once saw a for-
saken maiden weep bitter, bitter tears
under my branches.”

““¢«From here I go to Italy,” said the
young man, and his voice sounded full
of courage. ¢ My last picture was much
admired—trust still further to my good
star.”

‘ Next morning a traveling carriage
stood at the door, and Beatrice and the
old gentleman got in. A thick Dlack
veil hid her pale face, but she bent for-
ward more than once to get a last look at
the two houses. The carriage did not
return whilst I was in the district.”

““And will they never return?” asked
three blades of grass at once, as they
moved their pointed heads.

¢ Q, yes, indeed,” cried the swallows,
with a friendly twitter.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

HARRY PUSH ON HIS WAY AROUND THE WORLD.

The fearfully dejected condition of
our young traveller as we left him suffer-
ing the tortures of a first attack of sea-
sickness, continued through that day and
the early morning hours of the following
day. But what boy of sixteen years of
age, with energy and self determination
enough to start alone on an extended
tour through Europe, would succumb to
an attack from so vile and destroying a
monster!

So Harry thought, and so he acted.
But relying upon the motto of his life,
that ‘ discretion is the better part of
valor,” he wisely concluded to remain
in his berth until his breakfast was di-
gested. And, about 10 a. M. the second

morning of Harry’slife at sea, found him
slowly ascending the gangway to the
deck above. There was a pallor in his
cheek and a thoughtful subdued aspect
about him, that was suggestive of the
recent vigor of the attack, and left it still
an open question as to whether he had
really come off conqueror or not.

But upon reaching the deck, whata feel-
ing of awe, of grand sublimity,burst upon
his vision' The vast, broad expanse of
water, water, water, every where. bound-
ed only by a blue horizon.

The canopy of heaven was arched over
this watery surface like a mighty dome,
and the bright, glad rays of the sunshine
came sparkling through, what seemed to
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Harry, but a port-hole in this dome,
through which he might have looked
into the very glories of heaven beyond,
had only his vision been able to penetrate
the dazzling brightness of the sun. Not
a cloud was on the sky, nor was there
a sail to be seen; nothing in sight but
sky and water, and their own noble ship,
the ¢¢ Braunschweig,” nor did she now
seem so grand to Harry as she had done
on Saturday, when, anchored in the dock,
she had raised her head proudly above
the noisy little steam-tugs and fanci-
ful sailing vessels which surrounded
her. She had proudly and grandly left
them all far behind, and Harry had felt
as he sat on the deck Saturday evening
and could look down upon these lesser
crafts of the mighty deep, the same
pride and grandeur. Buta hundred miles
out at sea, alone, unaided, this vessel
seemed to him but a little plank between
" three hundred human beings and eter-
nity. The sudden rupture of some part
of her machinery, a storm, a collision in
the dark hours of the night, might sink
them all in the twinkling of any eye into
the deep abyss of an ocean grave. The
waters would roll over them, a moment’s
rippling of its surface-calmness, and then
the mighty heaving of billows would
smooth again this little ripple, and no
trace of them could be found. ¢‘Lost,”
“¢lost at sea,” would be the wail in
many a. lowly habitation as well as
wealthy home, but all alike would mourn
the untimely, unrecorded death of their
loved ones. Then came over Harry the -
thought so comforting, so reassuring, of
the mighty Ruler of the Universe, who
holdeth the winds and the waves in the
hollow of his hand. Yes, that was a
precious thought to him then, that this
" vast body of water was held in the hol-
low of an omnipotent hand.

But Harry was suddenly aroused from
his reveries by the cry, ¢ O, Mr. Harry,
look! O, Mr. Harry, do come!”

He looked from whence the cry came
and saw Marie, Mrs. Lynn’'s French
maid, wringing her hands and crying in
the most excited tones, but could not
discern any cause for her alarm. How-
ever he went quickly to her, supposing
or fearing some dreadful accident had
befallen Mrs. Lynn or one of her daugh-
ters, and asked what could the matter
be. Still her answer was perplexing, as
she only wrung her hands and cried out,
¢¢Q, Miss Fannie, Miss Fannie!”

¢“Tell me what is the matter,” sternly .
asked Harry, in tones that demanded &
obedience. '

“Miss Fanny has fallen overboard, I
know she has. O, what shall I say to
Mrs. Lynn? what shall I tell her?”

¢¢ Impossible,” said Harry, feeling cer-
tain that such a calamity could not have
come upon them without the knowledge
of some of the officers on deck.

Just then the officer in charge stepped
up and put his hand on Harry’s shoul-
der, and said, ¢ My young friend, donot
be frightened, the young lady is safe,
though she has slightly disobeyed the
captain’s rules in climbing up into the
life-boat.” )

A merry laugh overhead arrested
their attention and looking up, they saw
Fannie Lynn seated above the level of
their heads, in one of the small boats
which the Braunschweig carried for use
in case of danger. She had climbed up
and swung herself out into it, in a way
which the captain well knew was haz-
ardous for any but a sailor to attempt.
But there she was now, enjoying the ex-
citement to the very utmost, especially
poor Marie’s grief, who seeing her charge
attempting so dangerous, a feat, had be-
gun to wring her hands and cry aloud,
and when she lost sight of Fannie, who
had concealed herself in the boat, M arie
supposed she had fallen into the sea and
was drowned.

Harry, with remarkable discretiom ana

-



promptness of action for a youth, at
once took steps to arrest the poor fright-
ened woman in her attempts to rush
down stairs and communicate to Mrs.
Lynn and Alice, who were sick in their
berths, her fearful intelligence. Then
he quietly spoke to Fannie, telling her
that it was the captain’s wish that she
should come down on deck again, but as
it was somewhat dangerous, she must
allow one of the sailors to hand her over
into the arms of another. This was
somewhat mortifying to Fannie’s proud,
independent spirit, but when she knew a
thing must be done she could yield as
gracefully as any one. So she laughingly
allowed herself to be transferred in the
strong arms of the sailors to the deck
again, and was, during the remainder of
the voyage, resigned to remain upon a
level with her fellow-travelers.

Fannie’s first impulse always was to

communicate to her mother and sister’

all of her wildest and most venturesome
freaks, so she ran immediately down to
their state-room and gave them the partic-
ulars of this little episode, picturing in
graphic manner, the whole scene, detail-
ing in especially ludicrous terms her own
mortification in having been ¢ taken
down” so nicely. Mrs. Lynn, however,
was very much shocked at the great dan-
ger her child had been in, and made a
desperate effort to overcome her sea-sick-
ness, and go on the deck to be near
her; but finding that impossible, she
resigned herself to trusting the charge
of Fannie while on deck into Harry's
care. She easily discerned from Fan-
nie’s account that he had acted with
promptness and firmness and she felt
quite safe in leaving Fannie to him, with
Marie near as her female protector. She
then sent up for Harry to come to her
state-room door, to receive her instruc-
tions. Nor was he sorry to accept the
charge. Fannie was beautiful and bright
and just enough of a care to make him
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feel he had something to do, something
to vary the monotony of life on the voy-
age. At the state-room door, he bowed
gracefully to Mrs. Lynn, and to Alice,
who was lying pale and exhausted in her
berth, yet looking lovely in her bright
morning dress.  After listening respect-
fully to Mrs. Lynn, he turned to Alice
and begged her to come on deck and oc-
cupy a hammock he would hang for her,
but she was too sick to dare attempt it,
so he and Fannie went above, to enjoy
themselves as best they could.

Fannie’s first question when they had
reached the deck, was, ¢ How did you
spend your Sunday at sea, Mr. Harry ?”
meaning to joke him about his attack of
sea-sickness, which she had entirely es-
caped; when lo! for the first time it dawn-
ed dpon Harry that the Sabbath day had
passed and not once had he remembered
it. He had in fact taken no note of time,
and the thirty-six hours of his attack
seemed like one dark night.

““Why, I was just about to ask if to-
day was Sunday,” he replied.

““Well, well, well,” said Fannie, as-
suming now a very serious tone; ‘‘my
Mentor passed the whole Sabbath, Aoz,
did you say, Mr. Push?”

Harry, somewhat confused, could only
say, “*You wont tell it on me, will
you? "

““Now, Harry Push,” answered Fan-
nie, “ ['ll make you that promise only
upon one condition, that is that yvou will
never, under any circumstances, refer to
my having been taken down out of that
boat by those two sailors. I tellyou, I
never was so mortified in all my life.
Will you promise ?”

**With all my heart,” said Harry,
very emphatically.

That beautiful, bright morning was
passed by our young people as all morn-
ings at sea are. in lazily reading, loung-
ing, or talking. A few, who like Fannie
Lynn, had entirely escaped sea-sickness.

)
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were on deck early, others came slowly
up as the morning hours advanced, hav-
ing their sea-chairs, blanket-shawls, and
pillows to accompany them, into which
those pale, emaciated figures would
drop themselves, looking as if nothing
would ever again induce them to make
another move. One of the most pitiable
objects to be seen was the little motherly
governess, with the six unmanageable
children. All of the six had, unfortu-
nately, escaped sea-sickness, and were
racing and romping and climbing and
pushing and pulling and fighting and
squealing, in every body’s way,and every-
body wishing they would fall overboard
except poor little Miss Martin, who with
faltering steps and throbbing head was
vainly endeavoring to quell their num-
berless insurrections. She might have
been able to keep in sight of them had
she Dbeen well, but she was obliged to
succumb, at times, to most violent at-
tacks of sea-sickness; and when she
would sufficiently recover from these at-
tacks her six charges would be again
scattered to as many parts of the ship.
Alone, she must have given up entirely,
but her bachelor friend, Mr. Allen, was
ever ready to aid and comfort her. Had
he been vested with authority, he could
have managed the young insurrectionists,
but as he had not, by dint of persuasion,
coaxing, and sometimes threatening, he
gained some control over them, and at
least succeeded in giving valuable assist-
ance to Miss Martin.

The maid who had charge of the sick
kitten and the canary bird, was herselt
hors de combat, and could render no as-
sistance to Miss Martin, as her whole
time and what strength she could com-
mand, were entirely engrossed by the
frequent demands of her mistress, who,
pillowed in a sea-chair, reading a
novel, required the most constant atten-
tion, especially in view of the critical
condition of her Maltese kitten.

The kitten, more affected by the sea
than any of the passengers, was turned
loose on deck by the order of its mis-
tress and to the great disgust of the pas-
sengers ; then caged again at the com-
mand of the captain, who seemed in-
clined to rid the ship of the nuisance by
pitching the cat into the ocean.

Fannie and Harry looked on the whole
scene with amazement, interest, and pity
for some hours, but at last Fannie
jumped up from her comfortable loung-
ing place and exclaimed, ‘¢ Harry
Push, I can’t stand this any longer!
Neither of us is sick, and that poor little
governess is nearly dead, let each of us
take possession of two of those chil-
dren and leave two to her bachelor friend
and let her lie down and rest.”

“All right,” replied Harry, and up
they started, first to persuade Miss Mar-
tin to lie down for a time on Mrs. Lynn’s
comfortable sea-chair, which she gladly
did ; then to capture their little wild an-
imals. How they succeeded in their
arduous undertaking, we will leave Har-
ry to tell in his own words. In hisjour-
nal home thatevening he wrote, ‘“ Moth-

_er, would you like to know how I spent

this afternoon? Well, in the hardest
work I ever did in my life. Plowing the
mountain field with the mules was noth-
ing to compare to it, notwithstanding
that the mules would balk and stall and
run me over the stumps, greatly endan-
gering my neck; that, as I look back
upon it, was all play to this day’s labors.
Nor was the mental exertion in master-
ing Greek and Latin verbs, or solving
the most difficult problems in mathemat-
ics half so great a strain upon me as
what I have undergone to-day. I un-
dertook, at Fannie Lynn’s suggestion, to
control two of Miss Martin’s charge.
She took two, and Mr. Allen, the old
bachelor, two. We accomplished our
object, and we all three feel to-night that
we are finished military generals Our
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‘crown of laurels’ was seeing poor sick
Miss Martin lying quietly at rest on a
comfortable chair. I think this day
would have killed her if Fanny Lynn
hadn’t so generously given up all her
own ease and comfort after the morning
hours, and set to work to lessen the
labors of others. But good-night; there
is no strength in me left, and I must
retire hastily, to prepare for the ensuing
conflict to-morrow.”

The next morning brought joy and

sunshine to the hearts of all. Mrs.
Lynn and Alice were both able to come
on deck, where the exhilaration of the
fresh sea air soon dispelled all remem-
brance of the discomforts of the previ-
ous days. Miss Martin was well again,
and Mr. Allen more attentive and help-
ful than ever, so that Fannie Lynn and
Harry felt they might lay aside their
self-imposed task of aiding Miss Martin
in subduing her little host. Then, too,
the poor little Maltese kitten proved
itself unable to battle with the terrors of
sea life, and breathed its last at an early
hour that morning, to the great relief of
the sea-sick passengers, and of every
one, except its mistress and the poor
maid, who was well scolded for her “in-
attention”’ to her favorite pet. But that
gave the maid more leisure to devote to
the children. All things, in fact, seem-
ed to be adjusting themselves to each
other and to their respective circumstan-
ces, excepting perhaps a few forlorn in-
mates of the berths below, who from
some innate incapacity to adapt them-
selves to the sea. are destined to endure
a wmost miserable existence during the
whole of the voyage. But as we do not
wish to spoil our story we will leave
them, as their fellow travelers generally
do, to suffer alone.

Harry found an exceedingly delight-
ful occupation in the thoughtful care of
his two sick friends, Mrs. Lynn and
Alice, and he adjusted and readjusted

their pillows, made up the daintiest
lunches the steward’s larder could af-
ford, and exerted himself for their com-
fort and amusement with a zeal unac-
countable to himself. In fact, had poor
Miss Martin remained sick, or had the
maid not been relieved from the care of
the kitten and come to her aid, we fear
our young hero must have let her suffer
for want of attention, so fully occupied
was his own time and strength with his
new but most pleasant duties.

Various groups were scattered here
and there over the deck. Congenial
spirits were soon attracted to each other,
and formed friendships and even inti-
macies which were to last at least during
the voyage, or until a sudden storm
should rudely separate them, some to
their berths to suffer with their forlorn
companions below, and some to remain
on deck and bravely battle with the cle-
ments.  Harry and the Lynn girls found
within themselves all the companionship
they desired, and although there were a
number of other young people on board,
among whom Fanny occasionally min-
gled, yet they generally settled down to
themselves, a quiet, happy party. Mrs.
Lynn was one of those Dbright, glad
mothers whose presence is not a re-
straint upon her daughters, but who was
always the most welcome member of
their circle.  And now, on this voyage,
she was the life of the party.

Thus the days rolled on, and almost
a week of bright, calm, joyous sunshine
passed. In the earlier days of August,
old ocean may often be caught ¢ taking
her summer nap,” but woe betide if some
gale or wind suddenly awake her from
her slumbers; for with angry brow and
lofty mien, she will arouse herself, and
heaving angrily her troubled breast. will
dash her waves on high, lashing them
with fury into the broad sides of any
vessel that dares to ride upon her sur-
face. So Harry thought as he lay upon
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deck late one afternoon, watching the
white caps upon the waves as they began
to grow larger and larger, and dash
more and more angrily, then burst them-
selves in their unspent fury, foaming and
whitening with rage, only to be followed
in rapid succession by others still more
furious. It was to him the grandest
sight he had ever seen, and as the noble
¢ Braunschweig” ploughed her way
through this mighty fury of the wind
and storm, seeming at times to ride from
wave to wave, again to dip down and
under, and dash bravely through a
mighty force of coming water, he felt a
renewed confidence in her strength, and
gloried in the grandeur of her structure.
He thought he was alone in his little
sheltered nook on deck, for he knew Mrs.
Lynn had taken the girls down with her
early in the afternoon, when the storm
began to rage. What then was his sur-
prise to see Fanny standing, a thing he
dared not do himself, near the railing of
the deck, clinging to a rope of the mast,
her face radiant with joy. Just then a
loud peal of thunder burst from the dark
clouds overhead, and the wild lightning
came in quick successive flashes. The
young girl stood entranced, and Harry
looked on completely awe-struck. The
two would doubtless have remained thus
for hours, had not the captain passed
and requested them to go below imme-
diately. The storm was increasing in its
fury, and soon none but a sailor would
dare to walk the deck alone. Nor did
the captain allow it now; and he sent
two strong, stalwart sailors to guide our
young friends safely down into the cabin.

Fannie stamped her feet in very rage
at the thought that she was to be sent
below, and where all this beauty and
grandeur would be shut out from her
view. But the captain’s orders dare not
be disobeyed, so she obeyed, though
under strong protest.

With much difficulty our young friends

reached their respective state-rooms, and
were soon in their berths, where the
noise and fury of the storm served as a
lullaby to lull them to sleep. Early the
next morning Harry was awakened by a
terrible crash which he soon discovered
was a general commotion caused by a
tremendous lurch of the ship. Looking
out into his state-room he saw the wash-
bowl and pitcher and glasses, his own
wardrobe which he had so carefully hung
in his clothes-bag on the wall, his shoes
and socks, comb and brush and tooth-
brush, all rolling from side to side on
the floor of his state-room, in what
seemed to him water a foot deep. He
raised himself to rescue his valuables,
but, alas, only to fall back on his pillow
a second time a conquered hero. He
was again sea-sick; a thing which he
had resolutely determined not to be,
and he had told Fannie Lynn he thought
he had ‘‘strength of will”’ sufficient to
resist it. But in the still hours of the
night while he slept, the monster had
crept in unawares. His first thought
was to wonder if Fannie was sick too,
and he could scarcely help wishing she
might be, ‘‘just a little,” when he heard
her voice clear and strong, out in the
saloon, begging the captain to take her
on deck, and, if necessary, to tie her to
the mast, any thing, if she might only
witness this storm. But the captain
positively refused, as he knew the dan-
gers much Dbetter than she did.

The steward soon came in to offer as-
sistance to the sick, and with a large
sponge he soaked the water up from the
floor, and carefully stored away Harry’s
floating wardrobe, promising as soon as
practicable, to have them all carefully
dried and returned to him. He inform-
ed Harry that a large wave had broken
over the deck, causing the commotion
as well as the influx of water, and that
the captain had just then ordered the
hatchway to be closed, and the thick
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wooden shutters to be locked over the

of the second day of the storm, when

port-holes which served for windows in  he was startled by a confused rustling
their state-rooms. Harry well knew - of footsteps overhead, and the sudden
that this indicated.an increasing fury of stopping of the machinery of the vessel.
the storm, but he was too sick to really Harry sprang up in his berth, and in
feel any care or apprehension about any low and distinct tones, he distinctly
thing or any body. He lay there all heard the words ‘A man overboard!”
that day, rolling and tumbling and toss- echoed and re -echoed round the deck.
ing, or rather being rolled and tumbled He heard the voices again and again,
and tossed, unable to eat, unable to ‘“A man overboard!” Then he heard
think, undble to feel any sensation but the orders, “ Man the life-boat!” *‘Let
that always created by sea-sickness— her down!” ‘Throw out the ropes!”
utter despair. He wondered if the There was a moment’s cessation of all
storm would ever cease, if the day would sounds but the roaring of the storm,
ever end; or, had it ended? for the which was beating wildly against the
dosing of the windows had caused an sides of the ship, making ic impossible
utter darkness to prevail, relieved only as well as unsafe for the vessel to stand
by the dim light of a lamp encased in still. Then slowly but firmly the ma-
thick glass, just above his head. The chinery started, and the *‘Braun-
roaring of the storm without, the dash- schweig” was again plowing her way
ing of the waves, and the creaking of through this mighty desolation of water.
the mighty timbers of the vessel as they Harry lay back on his pillow, in a
seemed to strain and groan in their re- state of great alarm and excitement.
sistance of the maddened elements, ad- The words, ‘‘a man overboard,” seemed
ded to Harry’s discomfort by making to ring a death-knellin his ears; nor did
his now aching head throb as if ready to his inquiries of the steward bring any
burst. He said of it afterward, that he relief, but just the contrary, as from
felt as if his head was filled with iron, his anxious silence he felt sure some
and that every lurch of the ship was a fellow passenger must be lost. A com-
severe blow upon the outside of it. mingling of awe, suspense and fear hung
Thus he lay until late in the afternoon over him like a dreaded incubus.
[TO BE CONTINUED.]
LETTER FROM THE ORIENT.
MITYLENE, ISLAND oF TENOs, dpril 25, 1883.

As you may see from the heading, I angry with me if I do not begin at the
have bid farewell to Athens, *‘the city of commencement of my journey and relate
the violet crown,” ‘¢ the eye of Greece,” my experiences, a task which I do with
‘“mother of arts and men,” and have pleasure. After my impediments had
launched forth upon an uncertain future been comfortably disposed of and the
amongst the Asiatic Turks. I have adieux had been said to my kind Athe-
always loved Athens, and consequently nian friends, my companion and I took
it was hard for meto leave, even though a carriage to the Peiraeus. that, as you
my return in the future be reasonably know, being less bothersome than the

certain. I suppose your readers will be railroad.
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The whole morning had been taken up
in seeing to a thousand little odds and
ends. Having put off too many things
to the last moment, I was late in start-
ing, as often happens on such occasions.
Our steamer was booked to sail at 12 M.
and having left Athens at 11 o’clock, we
were naturally somewhat exercised as to
the evident possibility of missing it, for
steam, like time, is supposed to wait for
no one. However, we caught the boat,
and could have done so a dozen times
over, for there she lay the whole after-
noon, weighing anchor only at nightfall.
The harbor of Peiraeus was so full of
merchantmen and men-of-war that our
ship found some difficulty in turning
around.  Our captain tried his hand at
it, but after an inglorious failure he gave
it up, and attempted to back the vessel
out. This too was a failure for some
reason unknown to me ; finally a cable
was towed over to a large English mer-
chantman lying near, and our vessel was
hauled around by means of the monkey-
engines. Once outside the narrow en-
trance to the port, we struck off at a
pace that consoled us, to some extent, for
the aggravating delay of the afternoon.
Possibly the good dinner we had just had
may have contributed its share to our
complacent satisfaction. It was dark,
and besides our vessel was some time
in clearing the hill of Munychia, which
shut out the view of Athens. I say e
because it was the Independence-day of
the Greeks, and the Acropolis was to
have been illuminated in honor of this
occasion. This was, then, the view we
wished for, but unfortunately we looked
in vain: no extraordinary illumination
being visible, we reluctantly went below.

Our ship was Egyptian, belonging to
the Khedive, and consequently upon en-
tering, we had before us a scene some-
what more oriental in character than
we had been accustomed to in Ath-
ens. Half of the rear of the vessel was

devoted to the persons belonging to the
harems of some scowling Mohammed-
ans, but as the houris were protected
from the unholy gaze of ““ infidel dogs” by
an ample awning, I could not discuss
with my friend the relative merits of the
beauties thus anxiously concealed from
view. Fortunately, however, it rained
that night ; the awning had consequently
to be put to its legitimate use of cover-
ing the whole deck, and, thanks to this,
my curiosity as to the houris was grati-
fied in a thoroughly satisfactory manner.
But alas for human hopes and expecta- -
tions! Instead of feasting my eyes with
a view of oriental harem treasures, I had
the pleasure of gazing at a number of
the ugliest women it was ever my mis-
fortune to behold.  Still the keen edge
was taken off of my disappointment, to
some extent, by the amusement it afford-
ed me to watch the frightened anxiety <
depicted on their faces as often as they

found my canine gaze resting upon them,

when their garments would be gathered
around their faces with the greatest pos-
sible speed. Once, the least ugly of the
party was administering an exhortatory
spanking to her refractory cub, and per-
formed this interesting and salutary duty
with such zest that her face became en-
tirely exposed. Of this fact she seemed
to be entirely unconsious, but presently
her villain of a husband saw me looking
at her, and thereupon treated her to such
an awakening blow in the back that she
was aroused to the awful truth and im-
mediately her charms were once more
interred in the folds of her shawl.

Until the unpleasantness of last sum-
mer, the Egyptian steamers were man- )
ned by Arabs, both men and officers,
but now all the officers and most of the
crew are Europeans. It wasloaded to
a great extent with wool and cotton,
but on the deck were great stacks of
new tomatoes and green peas. But the
really interesting feature of our deck =




was the presence of a handsome gift
from the Scheik of Mecca to the Sultan,
consisting of five Arabian horses, each
in a separate box; a camel with jewels
in his nose; a wild donkey, fat as a but-
ter-ball and with a genuine bull-dog
nose; several gazelles and other ani-
mals, the whole making (uite a royal
present. The expedition was headed
by a gorgeous and stately negro pasha, a
sight of whom would have driven any
of our negroes wild with envy: the at-
tendants were all friendly, laughing
Anbs, who were delighted at the inter-
est I showed in their horses and other
animals, and tried by words and signs
to tell me about them, but as my edu-
cation in Arabic had been somewhat
neglected, their efforts were not crowned
with much success.

Smyrna was the next regular stopping

place for our vessel, and our astonish-
ment was great next morning, at finding
her lying quietly with a dozen other ves-
sels in the little harbor of the island of
Tenos. We had heard the anchor fall
at about three o'clock that morning, and
knew that she had not been under way
long enough to reach Smyrna, but De-
ing only in a semi-waking condition, we
gave ourselves no more concern about
the matter, and calmly went to sleep
again.

Now the island of Tenos boasts a con-
vent and sanctuary of the Virgin, which
is celebrated throughout the world of
the Greek Church. On the sixth of
April of each year the Virgin sojourns
in her sanctuary here and performs all
sorts of miraculous cures, besides con-
ferring other blessings upon such of the
healthy as may have merited her espe-
cia] esteem. At such times, Tenos is
filled to overflowing with pilgrims from
Greece, Turkey, and Russia, and it was
the hope of turning an honest penny
by conveying returning pilgrims to Smyr-
na that brought our ship to T'enos, where
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she layat anchorthe whole day. Oursur-
prise at finding ourselves in T'enos soon
gave way to pleasure at being able to see
the frolic.

However, 1 may mention that we
were not the only persons who were sur-
prised at our visit to Tenos. Our ship
had brought five Greek highwaymen from
Alexandria to e tried in Greece. But
just before the arrival of the ship at the
Peiraeus one of the number disappeared,
his fellows affirming that he had jumped
overboard, pointing to his clothes as a
convincing argument in support of their
statement. The whole vessel was search-
ed by the captain and the Peiraeus police,
but in vain, the inevitable conclusion
being that the robber had really jumped
overboard. However, when the ship
cast anchor at Tenos, our robber, think-
ing himself in Smyrna, where he could
not be re-arrested for offenses committed
in Egypt, came forth from his hiding
place. He had simply wrapped himself
up in the awning, which was piled up
loosely around the mast, and during the
search for him they had not thought of
looking in so public a place.  The poor
fellow was stunned and humilated at
finding himself still in Greek waters and
in the hands of the Greek police, for
the telegraph had spoken in advance of
us, and immediately upon our arrival the
vessel was boarded by a policeman and
soldiers, when he was handcuffed and
led away in triumph in spite of his elo-
quent protestations and indignant denial
of his identity.

During the course of the day we went
ashore. and soon found ourselves in the
midst of a dense and motley crowd.
Locomotion was difficult, owing to the
surging masses of human beings, all of
whom were in the best of humors and
all talking in a manner that would cer-
tainly be termed uproarious in other
climes, where staid sobriety of demeanor
is cultivated and demonstrative hiveliness,
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that well-known trait of southern char-
acter, is eschewed. However, by dint
of perseverance, patience, and good hu-
mor, we finally succeeded in reaching
the convent, which rests on the hill-side
like a crown on the little town. On our
way up we passed many beggars whose
acquaintance we had formed in Athens,
some of whom actually gave us a nod of
recognition. Here one might see the
lame, the halt, the blind, and the sick
generally, all of whom had come in the
vain hope of a miraculous cure of their
several ills. Some were on their way to
the sanctuary, some were returning from
it with disappointment pictured on their
pinched and suffering faces. I recollect
one woman in especial who was being
carried down the steps as we ascended.
The Virgin had not honored her; she
was going away as she had come, only
with this difference, that hope had died
in her heart, as the despair in her face
told me only too clearly. Just here I
will also mention another poor woman
whom I saw on my return to the ship.
She was a passenger of the third class and

consequently had to stay on deck all the -

while. It was very sorrowful to look
upon her pale suffering face as she lay
there upon the deck on her back. Her
two female companions and assistants
were very attentive and did all in their
power to make her comfortable, but alas!
the Virgin had not honored her either,
angd I could not but feel grieved that
one, in whose eyes I could even then see
death, should have to pass the night in
that manner on the deck of a steamer.

The chapel of the convent is fitted up
in gorgeous style, glittering with silver
lamps and candlesticks, as well as other
ornaments of a dazzling character. It
was thronged with devotees, all busy
making the sign of the cross and bow-
ing ; here, some were prostrate with their
foreheads on the floor ; there, you might
- see a party eager to kiss and touch their
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for!aheads to a silver picture of the
Virgin, said picture having been worn
into a hole by kissing. It reminded me
strongly of St. Peter’s big toe, in Rome.
Underneath this chapel there is still
another one, which, to judge from the
character of the worshipers, is the one
in which the Virgin was expected to
appear and shower blessings upon her
devotees. It was filled with a sorrowful
crowd of sick and suffering. Mass was
being said, but the Virgin was, to all ap-
pearances, asleep ; at least she heeded
not the prayers of those who had come
to her shrine hopeful of better treatment
at her hands. The atmosphere was
stifling and hence by no means condu-
cive to the health the poor creatures
sought so earnestly.

There are long corridors around the
chapel, where rooms are provided for
pilgrims, but they have long ceased to
be sufficient to accommodate the crowds
which yearly come, and so the houses
of private citizens are thrown open to
the public for a consideration. Indeed
itis a great blessing to the islanders, from
a pecuniary standpoint, that the shrine
of the Virgin enjoys such celebrity. We
walked through the corridors and found
every one gay, hilarious, and evidently
enjoying life to the fullest; nay, we even
stumbled upon a couple busily engaged
in a flirtation, and I could not but admire
the rascal’s taste and envy him his good
fortune.

After a time we grew weary of the
sights in connection with the sanctuary,
and after a stroll into the surrounding
country we returned to our ship. The
whole affair reminded me more of a
camp-meeting minus the preaching than
of any thing else. It would be inter-
esting to investigate the origin and
growth of this festival of Tenos, and T
strongly suspect that it is but a reminis-
cence of the Apollo worship on the
neighboring island of Delos, which is

I
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almost within gunshot of the town of
Tenos. *

A dozen large steamers lay in the har-
bor of Tenos at the service of the pil-
grims. Most of them did considerable
business, especially the Greek ships,
which were plying back and forth from
Syra all day, generally leaving densely
crowded.

An English ship left for Smyrna about
three hours before we did, and was
crowded to such an extent that there was
scarcely standing room on deck, and yet
the people had to pass the night in that
manner. At five o’clock in the afternoon
we too weighed anchor, and steamed off
for Smyrna, sailing around the southern
end of the island of Tenos, and conse-
quently having the celebrated island
of Delos on our right, quite near by.
On awaking the next morning I saw
that we were not far from Smyrna.
After a hurried breakfast we arrived on
deck just in time to see the anchor drop.
Several years ago I had spent a week in
Smyrna, and so the beautiful city and its
beautiful surroundings were familiar to
me, but still one is always charmed
anew, no matter how often he may re
turn to the Orient, nor how familiar its
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scenes may be to him. I was enchant-
ed, and glad, and happy; every thing in
nature was so beautiful, the sun was so
friendly and gorgeously bright, that one
could not help being in a good humor
with self and all mankind. As you al-
ready know, Smyrna is to be my head
quarters for the next six oreight months,
so I only went ashore for a stroll and
to lay in a supply of Turkish tobacco,
which is supposed to be the article with
which Jupiter whiles away his time,
nowadays, that he has ceased to manifest
his former absorbing interest in human
affairs.

Even the dirt of Smyrna charmed me,
to say nothing of the beggars, one of
whom, an interesting black-eyed girl,
wished me all sorts of blessings if 1
would only give her a pentara. Amongst
many other things, she hoped that I
might become the happy husband of a
lovely wife, the father of warlike sons,
and a beautiful daughter with merry
black eyes, and above all, the fortunate
owner of a beautiful black moustache.
This latter was a rather cruel remark
under the circumstances, as my need of
such a blessing was only too apparent.
But she got her pentara.

J. R. S. STERRETT.

A comMoNPLACE life, we say, and we sigh;
But why should we sigh as we say?
The commonplace sun in the commonplace sky
Makes up the commonplace day.
The moon and the stars are commonplace things,
The flower that blooms, and the bird that sings ;
But sad were the world, and dark our lot,
If the flowers failed and the sun shone not,
And God, who sees each separate soul,
Out of commonplace lives makes his beautiful whole.

—Susan Cooltdee.

WE live in deeds, not years; in thoughts, not breaths:
In feelings, not in figures on a dial.

We should count time by heart-throbs.

He most lives,

Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best.— Baily— Festus.
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A qQuaint little girl in a terra-cotta dress
made her appearance in Louisville one day
last month. Strange to say, she came out of
the post-office, and though nobody knew or
recognized her, she did not mind it a single
bit, but went tripping along, knocking first at
one door, then another. She took almost
every body entirely by surprise, and they
would stand off and look at her, criticise her
dress, ask her name, and where she lived, and
then the most enquiring mind of the family
would go regularly to work to find out all she
knew.

A few of the wise ones had had some inti-
mation of her coming, but they seemed to be
almost as much surprised as the rest. They
evidently had not expected quite such a dain-
ty, stylish, well-bred little damsel, and they
would give her the most delighted little pats,
and say so many nice things about her, that
she would give them back a perfect rainbow
of smiles. But the funniest time of all was
when she strayed into a school one day at
recess. Young people always have their eyes
open for any thing new and pretty and bright,
and she soon had a crowd around her,

“1 wonder where you came from,
And T wonder where ycu are going to.”

sang the boys and girls, their eyes fairly
dancing with delight.

¢ Don’t you want me to go home with you?”
asked a little girl; I can tell you ever so
many pretty stories and entertaining bits of
news.”

She had such a bright face, and such a
pleasant voice, of course each was eager to
carry her off, and began to lay claim to her most
vociferously, but raising a merry warning fin-
ger, she exclaimed, “ Well! Well! don’t quar-
rel; that’s against the rules, and I'll go home
with you, every one, if you want me.”

¢« But how can you?”’ questioned her little
audience.

¢ Never mind, that is my mystery,” said she.

«« And when you go will you sfay with each
one of us always?’ asked a matter-of-fact
little man.

« O, I will stay as long as you care for me,’
laughed the little stranger. ¢ When I have
told you all T know I would not be surprised
if you should lay me up on the shelf and for-
get all about me. But you had better invite

me to come and see you every month. I gen-
erally visit my friends about that often, and
always bring a fresh budget of news and new
stories.”

*¢ And will you always live in Louisville?”
questioned the children eagerly.

“If you must know,” replied the maiden
with a saucy smile, I expect to go every-
where, nearly all over the world, Harry Push
and I, and we intend to make every body glad
wherever we go. And we’ll tell you all about
it when we come to see you.

“But how caz you go every where and stay
here, too?”

‘“ Ah, that is my mystery again,” said the
little girl.

““Well, tell us who you are, at any rate,”
demanded the young folks. -

The mysterious little stranger smoothed her
bright face to its utmost dignity and answer-
ed, “Why, don’t you know me—your own
ELECTRA!"”

WE give in another column a few of the
many editorial notices we have received, all
of which are very pleasant and encouraging to
us. In fact, our labors for the past month
have been lightened and helped by the kind
reception we have met from those already in
the field. Butis it fair to give just one side
of the question? We trow not. So we will
candidly state that out of a number of papers
on our table, each containing its first notice of
the ELECTRA, we can find only three adverse
criticisms; one, from a Catholic standpoint,
differs with us as to what are facss, but very
generously adds, ¢ The general make-up of
the ELECTRA is very creditable and the con-
tents of a very fair literary grade.” Another
gives us a very sneering notice, prophesying a
brief career for the ELECTRA, evidently with-
out any penetration into the merits of the case,
as he states no premises whatever to support his
argument. We once heard of a man who
doubted that a terrapin could live four hun-
dred years, and so bought one to see. We
would advise the Philadelphia Zémes to sub—
scribe to ELECTRA just to see how long it lives. -
The third is perhaps the best of all our
friends,as he calls attention to some faulty
proof-reading, and gives us such very excel- .o
lent advice as to our work in the future. We" .
sincerely thank him for it, and will honestly -



tryto profit by it. We are relieved, however,
that his criterion for fitness for editorial work
is good proof-reading, and that he did not go
deeper in his criticism on our own compo-
sition than the accidental fitting of a word
into the wrong phrase. Had he been as apt a
hixtorian, he would have known that Matilda
Atheling lived 1085 instead 1805 as the acci-
dental transposition of figures made itappear;
or had he seen fit to use the point of his
scathing pen thus freely against the brain-
work of the ELECTRA, the brightness, which
we well know is giving but its first dim glim-
mering, might have faded forever away, be-
fore the grander luster of an /zem ¢ published
every evening !’ The verse which thus vexed
our worthy contemporary we gladly reprint.
Heregretted its sad mutilation because it was
the composition of ¢¢that fine writer, Mrs.
Margaret J. Preston.” We rather took com-
fort from the fact that the well known talent
of the writer would shield the poem and rest
the blame where it belonged, upon ourselves.
We herein re-insert the first verse of Mrs.
Preston’s beautiful poem, ¢ The Raindrop's
Fate: "

Its home was the breast of a luminous rack,
Whose f7inges of purple and dun,

Were frayed by a gust on its turbulent track,
And tangled by shafts from the sun.

To shield our own proof-reader, we will add
that the printing of this poem, as of the whole
of the first form of the paper, was unduly hur-
ried, principally by the necessary delays at-
tendant upon getting out our first number,
which was aggravated by the explosion of the
paper mill in which the contract was made for
the paper of the ELEcTRA. Thus it was
“The Raindrop’s Fate ”” to be inserted with-
out a final reading. Should we ever wish to
change our proof-reader, which we do not, we

have a bright idea. We know just where to
apply for one.

As we go to press, among the volley of
pleasant notices brought to us by each mail,
comes a flash from the Ao ning Star, of North
Carolina, which dazzles us! It first informs
us that ELECTRA **has a horrid cover.” (DPer-
haps the North Carolina editor has not yet
been introduced to all the new shades of color.
If he will come to the Louisville Exposition,
he can become acquainted with the genuine
terra-cotta of antique vases.) But when he
tells his readers that it is *¢ about on a par
with similar publications in the South,” we
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are in very truth amazed. Does he, can he
really intend to say we are on a par with him-
self? A publishing house in New York city
writes of ELECTRA: *“T am pleased with its
general typographical appearance, and much
more with its contents. The tone and charac-
ter of the matter strikes me favorably as that
which is so much needed and so generally
lacking in reading matter for the young peo-
ple. It ought to be published here.” \Were
we to accept this kind invitation we wonder if
the JMornirg Star would shine on us as brightly
as it does now.

How sHALL we spend our coming vacation ?
This is a wonderfully perplexing question to
some thoughtful minds just now. Summer
has come and with it the long, hot days, of
all seasons so much to be dreaded, because to
so many there is nothing to do. Miss Flora
McFlimsey's refrain was ‘¢ Nothing to wear,”
but an infinitely sadder one is * nothing
to do.” An old 1wotto says, ¢ Satan finds
some mischief still,” etc. Now, there is no
need for idle hands at all, and much less need
for mischief, so we will propose something
better. First, make yourself agrceable and
pleasant to all around you: begin this by re-
solving never to say,* It is aw/u/ly hot to-day.”
In truth, do not say any thing about the
weather all summer,and you have no idea what
a wonderfully refrigerating effect it will have
on you and your companions. Second, join
our Reading Club. Now is the very time
for that, while you have no regular studies.
Read thoughtfully and attentively and keep
us informed as to the boeoks read. Third,
“You haven’t the books.” Well each one of
you constitute yourself into a committee to
send us five or ten new subsecribers and get
for these from our Premium-list the hooks you
would like most to read. We have held out a
tempting bait—who will take it?

WE are enabled through the valuable aid of
Prof. T.W. Tobin, of the Polytechnic Saciety of
this city, to add another department. that of
Bits of Science. To this Professor Tobin will
himself contribute several articles each month.

ILavING had anurusual demand for the May
number of ELECIRA, we would request that all
persons having sample copies for May, which
they do not intend to use, will forward such to
the editors. The postage will be returne-l.



96 : READING CLUB. i

READING CLUB.

BOOKS FOR THE MONTH :
Through the Reign of Richard 1,
in English History.
Stricklund’s Queens of England.

Vol. 7.
Scott’'s Talisman.

As there has not been time to receive let-
ters from the Club, after reading the books, we
hope the members will not object to another
little talk from the President.

And while speaking of the letters it may be
as well to call your attention to the fact that
they will always be a month behind. Do you
wonder why? Think a moment; the books
are suggested in May, we give you the rest of
the month to read them; about the first of
June you send us your thoughts about them,
but by that time the material for the June
number is in the hands of the printers, if not
already on its way to you. We think, how-
ever, this will really provean advantage in the
end, for in recalling thus what you have read,
a month afterward, it will become more per-
manently fixed in the memory.

WE love to think of the earnest young souls
we may gather about us, thirsting for knowl-
edge and willing to be led to the waters that
are pure. May the Heavenly Father guide us,
that whatever we read or study may bring us
nearer to him.

The President, perchance, is just as eager as
any boy or girl among you—eager to know
how many are reading the books this month,
whether you enjoy them, and which you like
best? . One demure little woman in the
circle looks as if she would like to speak. Ah,
she says, she has read all except Harold, and is
going to read that. She can hardly fail to en-
joy it; and it does make the history of those
far-away times so much more vivid and real
to know something of the private home-life of
the individuals, together with the manners and
customs of the times, even if the imagination
does have to help a little in weaving these
items together.

Another lassie says, ¢“I don’t love history
one bit, but as you only tell us to read a small
portion at a time, I am going to try.”” Do so
by all means. The taste for history is one that
grows marvelously under cultivation, and we
assure you, your interest will greatly increase

if instead of reading only one history on the
given period, you read two or three—all you
can get. As you know, two people never see
or tell the same thing in exact/y the same wa'y,
though each account may be accurately true,
and so, reading several different histories on
the same period will throw light on it from
that many differnt points of view, and give
you, as it were, a stereoscopic picture, instead
of a merely photographic one.

THE proverb, ¢ Nascitur ex sociis” ¢¢ He is
known by his companions,” must be familiar,
in some of its many versions to all of you, and
is it not equally true that one may be known by
the books he reads ? We could almost venture
to predict the future man or woman from the
literary food of the youth.

¢“Choose, then, your books as you would your
friends;”” choose those it will be safe and prof
itable to associate with always. For good
books are your friends and often your best
friends.

Many friends both here and elsewhere have
expressed themselves as delighted with our
proposed ¢ Reading Club.” A letter received
this evening, says, *“I am particularly strack -
with the Reading Club. feature. Think it a
most excellent plan.” May it meet, in interes
and good results, the highest expectations.

A CIRCULATING LIBRARY.—It has occurred . 3}
to us that probalily no better time would come '
to offer suggestions for the originating of a cir-
culating library, and ‘our Reading Club may
help tostimulate the interest of those who make
the effort and tide them over the discourage-""
ments that are apt to stand in the way of every- - §
new enterprise. In almost every small town or
village there are some people who would read
if they only had the books, but the idea of a
circulating library seems an utter impossibility
—something not to be thought of. Yet it is
not only possible, but the simplest thing in the
world, and these are the very communities
where a library of this kind will be most highly
appreciated. There are not many places where
three or four girls or boys can not make or save-
a dollar between them, though they might be. -
gin on even less than this. Let them, with:i
this dollar, buy five or ten good books, in some
one of the cheap editions, and place them in*
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the care of a regularly elected officer as treas-
urer, or librarian, or both combined. Allow
any body who wishes, the reading of these
books, say for five cents, after having made
them as substantial as possible by putting
heavy paper covers on them, and sewing them
if they need it. Buy a certain number of new
books each month. As your funds accum-
ulate, you can gradually replace the books that
are wearing out, if valuable, with the same in
more substantial binding. In an incredibly
short time your library will be a tangible and
& very enjoyable affair

Another plan, and a more rapid one where
you can get a good many interested, is to have
a monthly contributien, all who contribute
heving free use of the books. Whenever any
are inclined to try either of these plans, or
any other that may suggest itself to them, we
will be glad €o hear of their success, or give
such further helps and hints as we are able.

Fiery TRIALs; or a Story of an Infidel’s
Family, by Rev. R. H. Crozzier, Sardis, Miss.,

HOME

CourTEsY has been defined as ¢ Zhe casy
habit of giving outward expression to considerate
Jedlings im manncr, in words, in writing.”’

It is not enough that the sunshine of sclf-for-

getfulness, the warmth of kindly fecling be in
the heart, let it also find outward expression.
Not only on state occasions, either, or toward
particular friends, but as a Aabit so easy and
nataral that it will dissipate all embarrassment
orill.lhumor, as the heat of the sun does the
chilling mist. When we throw open our win-
dows and admit the light and heat of the sun,
it isnot only absorbed by every object it touch-
es, but radiated and reflected from one to the
other until it pervades the room. So courtesy
at home should begin with the father and
mother, and be given and received by each
member of the family down to the smallest
child that can be taught it is more blessed to
give pleasure than to receive it.

Every wife knows, when worn out with
sleepless nights, cross children, or indifferent
servants, how it chcers and encourages her—
nearly takes the tired feeling away—to have
her husband notice her coming into the room
with some bright welcoming word, or little
delicate attention to her wants. And every

VoLr. I, No. 2—7.

is a story with a purpose, the author’s object
being to intermingle with the incidents of a
romance, which he says are not altogether fic-
titious, some strong refutations of infidel
teachings. The author has also given, in the
terrible and blighting curses which rested on
an infidel’s family, a powerful demonstration
of the curse which sin brings. The interest of
the story is intense from the very beginning,
and is well kept up throughout the book. To
many who could not be induced toread a more
solid work, we trust the book may prove bene.
ficial, as Mr. Crozzier meets and refutes in a
strong way, many of the cavils of the present
day against the Christian religion. If the work
is read with the true spirit of investigation,
we believe it will do good, and we hope it may
induce many who are thoughtless and doubt-
ing to ¢“investigate.”

WE have just received from Chas. Scribner

& Sons, Old Creole Days, by Geo. W. Cable,
which we will review in our next issue.

T. Y. CrowELL & Co. have just issued an
attractive volume, entitled ¢ Surf and Wave;
or, The Sea as Sung by the Pocts.”

SUNLIGIIT.

husband knows how the wife has power to
lighten the weight of his cares in the same
way. We will let the story of Jack and Kate
tell how enjoyable it is for brothers and sisters
to show courtesy to each other. DBut most es-
pecially, boys and girls, don't forget, and sezer
outgrow the courtesies due to your father and
mother. We could tell you of a little three-
year-old boy, the only son of his mother, and
she a widow, who could not he persvaded to
go down to his meals without her, no matter
how much she might be delayed, because, as
he said, he had to ““help her down the steps,”
and no matter how busily playing in the yard,
would always run to open the gate for her
“‘because she was a lady;” and you may be
sure in after life he never left her to go to
church alone, or stay at home for want of a
protector.

We could also tell you of a whole happy
family of boys, active, energetic, manly as any
to be found in the land, who invariably treated
their mother as if she had been a queen. From
the time they were no taller than the back of a
chair, not one of them would sit down while she
stood, and whether engaged in an absorbing
game, a lively conversation, or what not. if she
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entered the room, her four sworn knights would
spring to their feet and stand each behind his
chair until she had taken her choice of them.

What sensible girl will say she would not
rather be the chosen wife of such a boy than
of one who has no pleasant words, looks, or
attentions for the home circle.

But though courtesy, like charity, should
begin at home as its fountain head, like charity
also, it should not end there.

Nay, let it be universal, and we mean thisin
its widest sense, that is, it should regulate the
manners of every body toward every body
else. And why not? Just think how much
more agreeable this world would be if every
body we met had a pleasant smile on the face
and a kind word on the tongue. )

A lady once comingas a stranger into a small
community, remarked after a short residence,
¢« There is one old gentleman here who is
never in too much of a hurry to stop for a
cheery word and a cordial shake of the hand,
and it does one good to meet him.”

If any would ask, how can we acquire this
courtesy of manner, if it be not a natural gift?
we would answer in the words of a wise old
music teacher, who, when asked by one of his
pupils how she could learn to play with ex-
pression, replied, ¢ You must cultivate the
heart, miss, you must cultivate the heart.”
And we would add, thereis no better way of
perfecting one’s self in this desirable quality
than to practiceit at home. Thus heeding, both
at home and abroad, the apostle Peter’s injunc-
tion, ¢‘Be courteous.”

SoME OTHER FELLOW'S SISTER.-- ¢ You
seem to think a great deal of your sister,” said
onc of Jack’schumsto him the other day, as
if the fact was rather surprising.

<« Why, yes, I do,” responded Jack, heartily,
«Kitand I are great friends.”

«You always,” continued the other, “seem
to have such a good time when you are out
together.”

««Well,” laughed Jack, ‘“the fact is, that
when I have Kit 1 keep all the while forget-
ting that she isn’t some other fellow’s sister.”

I pondered somewhat over this conversation,
wishing that all the brothers and sisters in the
world were as good friends as Jack and Kate
Hazell, and wondering why they were not. It
struck me that the answer to my query was
contained in Jack’s last sentence. Boys don’t
usually treat theirsisters as they would if they

were ‘‘some other fellow’s sisters.” Jackisa
shining exception. He kneels to put on Kate's
skates as gallantly as if she were Bessie Dare,
and Bessie Dare is at present Jack's ideal of
all that is loveliest in girlhood. He keeps his
engagements with Kate punctiliously; for in-
stance, when Jack has Kate at a company. he
takes her to supper, and cares for her in all
ways as an escort should; and Kate knows
what to expect of him, and what to do her-
self, and is not in dread of desertion, or of be-
ing left to the tender mercies of any one who
notices her forlorn condition. And I don’t
wonder, when I see how nicely he treats her,
that Kate declares she would rather have
her brother Jack for an escort than almost any
one else in the world.

At home, too, Jack is a pattern. Though
there is a constant merry war between brother
and sister, and jokes and repartees fly thick
and fast, yet it is always fair cut and thrust
between them, all for sport, and naught for
malice; the wit never degenerates into rude-
ness. Then, too, if Kate does any thing for
him, her kindness is always acknowledged.
Does she take the trouble to make for him his
favorite rice griddle-cakes, and then stay in
the kitchen to bake them herself, that they
may acquire that delicate golden brown -
which is so dear to the taste of all who love-
them truly, Jack never fails to assure her thaf
her effortsare appreciated. -

Does she paint him a tea-cup and saucer, or
embroider him a hat band, he is as delighted -3
as possible. )

He doesnot take all these thingsas a matter.
of course. On Saturday nights he is apt to
remember her by a box of candy, a bunch of *
flowers, or a bottle of her favorite violet perx-=:
fume. Best of all, he talks to her. He tells
her his thouglrts, his hopes and fears, his dis-
appointments, and his plans for the future.:}
In short, they are, as he said, ¢ great friends.?”*

Some of Jack’s comrades rather envy him
his good fortune in possessing so devoted a sis-
ter as Kate, and they have been heard to say !
frankly, that they wish their sisters were as™
Kate Hazell. If those boys would pursue the+d
same course of action toward their sisters that¥
Jack does toward his, they might, perhaps, bel
rewarded with as delightful a result ; for it jad
by little acts of kindness and courtesy )
consideration, that Jack has made of his s1st
a friend whose love will never grow cold
whose devotion will never falter, and Whos
loyalty will never fail while life shall last_




SCRAP BOOK. 99

SHE ALWAYS MADE HOME HAPPY.

In an old churchyard stood a stone
Weather-marked and stained,
The hand of time crumbled it,
So only part remained.
| Upon one side I could trace,
* In memory of our mother!”
An epitaph which spoke of “ home "’
‘ Was chiselled on the other.

I’d gazed on monuments of fame
High towering to the skies;
I’d seen the sculptured marble stone
Where a great hero lies;
‘ Butby this epitaph 1 paused
And read it o'er and O'er,
For | had never seen inscribed
Such words as these before.

. SCRAP

THE Rev. Mr. —— was one of the most

bashful of inen, and was constantly getting into
difficulties through his nervous mistakes. At
one time he rose in his pulpit to give out the
hymn, « This world is all a fleeting show,”
and clearing his throat he struck a high pitch
of voice and began solemnly,—¢* This world
isall a floating shoe.” Everybody smiled but
the deacons, and the minister was covered with
confusion as he began again—¢¢ This world is
all a shouting flow.” This made matters worse
and the unhappy man cleared his throat with
tremendous force and began again,—*This
world is all a floating.”” Then hc laid the hymn
book down, and wiping his clammy brow,
said,—* Brethren, for some reason I can not
read the hymn as it should be read. We will
omit it, and the choir will sing a voluntary.”

ENVELOPES were first used in 1839.
The first steel pen was made in 1830.
The first lucifer match was made in 1798.
The first iron steamship was madc in 1830.
The first balloon ascent was made in 1798.
The first horse railroad was built in 1826-27.
The first steamboat plied the Iludson in
1807.
The entire Hebrew Bible was printed in 1488.
The first telescope was used in England in

1608.
Christianity was introduced into Japan in

1549.

The first watches were made in Nuremburg
in 1477-

The first use of locomotives in this country
was in 1829.

“ She always made home happy " What
A noble record left ;
A legacy of memory sweet
To those she left bereft ;
And what a testimony given
By those who knew her best,
Engraven on this plain, rude stone
That marked their mother's rest.

A noble life ; but written not
In any book of fame;
Among the list of noted ones
None ever saw her name;
For only her own household knew
The victories she had won—
And none but they could testify
How well her work was done.
—Laptist Weekly

BOOK.

Kerosene was first used for lighting purposes
in 1820.

The first complete sewing machine was pat-
ented by Elias Howe, jr., in 1846.

The first daily newspaper appearcd in 1702.

The first telegraph instrument was success-
fully operated by S. F. B. Morse, the inventor,
in 1833, though its utility was not demon-
strated to the world until 1842.

A BEWILDERMENT.—Did you ever think,
asks a Paris paper, how many male and female
ancestors were required to bring you into the
world ?  First, it was necessary that you should
have a father and mother—that makes two
human beings.  Each of them must have had
a father and mother—that makes four human
beings.  Each of these four must have had a
father and mother —that makes cight human
beings. So on we must go back for fifty-six
generations, which bring us only to the year
one, A.D. The calculation thus resulting shows
that 130,235.017,489,534,070, births must have
taken place in order to bring you into the
world ! you who read these lines.

[This is about as profitable as the reasoning
which traces the human race back to monkeys.]

FAREWELL is a sad word, but if we only
could contrive to say it to some of our bad
habits, we would be much happier.

1HAVE you a beautiful home?  Tf you have
keep it so: if not, make it so.
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THE CORNER.

The seatin the corner—
‘What comfort we see
In that type of affection,
Where love bends the knee,
Where the prayers of our childhood
We learned to repeat,
And the lips of a mother
Made holiness sweet.

The nameof a corner
Has something still dear,
‘That tells us of pleasures
Ne'er bought with a tear;
Of loved ones remembered,
Of faces once gay
That have fled like a dream,
Like a vision away.

Our letters, full often,
Kind sayings abound ;
But stillin the corner
The kindest is found ;
We look to the post-script,
And there written small,
We find in the corner
Words dearer than all,

"Our heart receives many
We love with good will,

But who gets the corner
Is loved the best still ;

For the heart hath its corner,
And dear is the one

Who remains its possessor,
Till life’s love is gone.

CHARLES Mackay.

IT is a mortifying sight to see women made
beasts of burden, but the sight is a common
one in European fields and city streets. A
correspondent of the Mahanoy (Pa.) Zribune
noting his observations in Belgium, Holland,
Germany, and Switzerland, says, “About the
coolest division of labor I think I witnessed
while walking from Heilbron to Grossgartach.
A woman was carrying on her head a large
tub of water through a truck-garden, while
her “lord” walked alongside and with a
dipper ladled it out among the plants. Who
could blame a wife like that if she occasion.
ally acted a little séf-necked?”

So a letter from Bavaria to the New York
Tribune describes spectacles of out-door fe-
male drudgery that the writer says made her
“sick at heart”: «“ Every where on our way
here we saw women working beside men, the
women always doing the hardest part of the
labor. Thaveseen women with great baskets
upon their backs into which men shovelled
compost, and rested upon their shovels while
the women, staggering under the terrible
load, went along way a dozen times an hour,

and herself emptied her basket. The most
remarkable sight I have seen lately was in-
Holland. A woman, bent nearly to the earth,
walked the tow-path, pulling by means of a
strap across her breast a heavy canal boat, in
which sat two men with folded arms smoking.
Women and dogs harnessed together dragging
a cart in which is a man, is no uncommon
sight, and sometimes the man lays the whip
over both woman and dog. Being a woman,
I say every hour in Germany, ¢ Thank God, I
was born in America!”’— Youths’ Companion.

“ WHAT would you do, my -daughter?”
asked a sick father of his three-year-old pet,
«“if your father should die and go to heaven,
what would you do for-a father?” With a
coquettish toss of her curls, the little beauty
replied, “I would just put on my hat and go
down street and buy me another one.” The
father recovered.

«“ THE art of the true use of garlic is the
whole secret of tasteful cookery. Rub a crust
of bread with garlic and put it in your salad,
and the whole thing at once has a savor which
nothing else would giveit. And so with men.
I know one, for example, who would be sim-
ply nothing were he not known for the pro-
fession of infidelity ; but having that, he is
supposed to have a flavor of his own, and is
considered accordingly ; whereas in reality he
has only been rubbed over with other men’s
garlic.—=Flotsam and Jetsam.

WHoO is wise? He that is teachable. Who
is mighty ? He that conquers himself. Who
is rich? He that is contented. Who is hon-
ored? MHe that honoreth others.

A HOUSE in Cairo, Ill., was recently set on
fire by an injudicious English sparrow, which
carried a lighted cigar stub to its tenement of
straw under the eaves.

““AN honest man’s the noblest work of God.’?
Nothing is said about an honest woman, be-
cause she isn’t such an astounding variety.

Tue Philadelphia Chronicle proposes to cir-
cumvent the Apache Indians by placing ba-
nana skins on the war-path,
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THE British Museum has recently acquired an
interesting collection of thirty-nine silver ob-
jects, which gives an insight into the daily life
of the Babylonians, and reminds us of the find
of the bird-dealer’s shop at Pompeii. These
objects, which were all found together on the
site of Babylon, consist of fragments of silver
dishes, the broken handle of a vase, and coins,
most of the latter being defaced and clipped.
Itis easy to see that all had been broken pur-
posely by a practiced hand with the view of
using the metal again, and we may fairly con-
clude that the collection is the remains of a
silversmith’s or coiner’s shop. Among the
coins isa Lycian one. Judging by the vase-han-
dle and dishes, the art is distinctly Babylonian
under Persian influence, and the workshop
may date from the conquest of Alexander.

ARTIFICIAL STORAGE OF HEAT.—It has be-

come an established fact that electricity, in
common with the other physical forces of -na-
ture, is capable of being stored or accumu-
Iated. This, although as yet unapplied to
any great extent, promises to become one of
the great factors in the future development of
the wonderful agency of the nineteenth cen-
tury. Every one knows that heat may be
held in bondage and practically for very
long periods. In a lecture on the ¢ Sci-
ence of Cooking,” delivered before the Poly-
technic Society last Christmas, many who wit-
nessed the experiments will remember the ap-
parently ma gical effects of conserved heat on
a chicken 1locked in a box for twenty-four
hours. We can all call to mind the old-fash-
ioned ¢¢ warming-pan’’ and ¢ hot-water bot-
tle,” which are examples of heat conservators
or ** storage batteries.”

M. A. Ancelin, a French civil engineer, has
found a substance that will hold more heat for
a given bulk than the ordinary substances
hitherto commonly employed. He describes
in **La Nature” this substance and his
method of employing it, which is substanti-
ally as follows : The material is acetate of soda,
which he has found to have about four times
the capacity for heat, of water, and the mode of
application is simply to inclose it in metal-
lic cans hermetically'sealed. The apparatus
thus constructed has to be placed in water for
balf an hour and then is ready for use.

The instrument can be carried in a lady’s
mufl. It is of course hollow, and enough
acetate of soda placed inside to fill it; the
aperture where the material had been insert
ed is then securely sealed after heating. The
material does not require renewal except at
very long intervals.

It is said that last winter three thousand
¢¢storage "’ pans were in use by the London &
Northwestern Railway Company on their line
in England, and double that number are be-
ing employed the present year. Tt would
prove an invaluable adjunct to the sleigh or
buggy of the American, as it has done to the
cold, comfortless compartment of FEurepean
railway carriages. Such an apparatus as the
one sketched in this article would hold enough
heat, if confined in a non-conducting muff, to
remain twenty-four hours, or it might be used
for a warming pan in a cold bed and anumber

of other purposes too numerous o mention.
T. W. Tonixs.

By special arrangement the sermons of the
great English divine, Rev. Charles 11 Spur-
geon, now appear in the Weckly Courier-Jour-
nal the day after their delivery in London by
Mr. Spurgeon. The sermon is sent to the
Courier-Journal by cable from Europe to New
York and from New York to Louisville over
the Courier Journal’s special wires from New
York city. This is but one of the many won-
derful feats accomplished by science in this
age. The possibility of conversing with the
Martians and Venerians (the inhabitants of
Mars and Venus) seems hardly more strange to
us now than it would have seemed to our an-
cestors one hundred years ago, had they been
told that a century hence, a sermon preached
in Londoun on Sabbath morning, could be
flashed by electric wires over the land and
under the mighty deep, written word for word,
and in twenty-four hours Le published, 6,c00
miles from where it was preached, and read by
thousands of people, hundreds of miles from
where it was printed! In our next number
we will give an article from Professor Tobin
on the possibilities of interplanetary signaling.
Who knows but that in another century, we
may publish in our morning papers the doings
and sayings of the inhabitants of Mars and
Venus from the night before.
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THURSDAY, May 24, witnessed the greatest
commercial and scientific achievement of the
age, in the opening of the great suspension
bridge between Brooklyn and New York. This
bridge was begun in 1867, and was sixteen
years in construction, at the cost of $15,c00,
o0oo. The whole length of the bridge is 5,989
feet (more than a mile), and the width eighty-
five fect. The length of the river spanis
1,595 feet and six inches, and the total height of
the towers at either end, above high water, is
278 feet.  Itis estimated that the promenade
for pedestrians can accommodate fifty thousand
persons an hour, and the drive-way ncarly
five hundred vehicles. Cars are to be run by
an endless chain, and it is calculated that
eighty cars, such as are used on the elevated
roads, can be kept in operation atonce, twenty
of which will be on the bridge at one time,
and each holding one hundred passengers.
The projectors of this wonderful enterprise
are Wm. C. Kingsley, Henry C. Murphy, and
the Roeblings, father and son.

In 1866, Julius Adams, oneof the engineers
of the city of Brooklyn, suggested the bridge
in a newspaper communication which at-
tracted the attention of Kingsley, who imme-
diately saw Adams and with him paid a visit
to the elder Roebling. A corporation was
formed of which the late Henry C. Murphy
was made president, because he was regarded
as an able and incorruptible man.  The confi-
dence felt in Murphy secured the necessary
legislation from year to year at Albany. John
A. Roebling, the father, lost his life from hav-
ing his foot crushed while laying out the
bridge, and his son Washington, has been con-
fined to his room for years by the caisson dis-
ease contracted in sinking thetowers He has
watched it through his telescope and been as-
sisted by his wife in perfecting the plans and
carrying them to a successful conclusion. 1lis
science and her devotion have triumphed, and
the grand display entered into so enthusias.
tically by the sister cities was viewed by this
invalid from his home on Columbia Heights,
President Arthur took partin the ceremonies
of the occasion.

A fearful and unaccountable catastrophe
took place on this bridge on the afternoon of
May 30. A long line of people going from
and coming to New York on the center walk
of the structure¢ was stopped at the foot of
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the short flight of stairs leading from the con-
crete doorway to the bridge proper. From
some inexplicable cause, this stoppage contin-
ned for nearly an hour. The crowd became
denser and denser, and finally a panic ensued,
and from the Brooklyn side they still pressed
onward, until one after another were forced
headlong down the stairs to be buried under
a living mass of people. About fifty persons
were thus killed or wounded before the evil
could be averted.

A WELL-DESERVED tribute to the dead will be
paid to John Howard Payne by his re-inter-
ment, with imposing ceremonies, at Washing-
ton, D. C,, on the anniversary of his birth. He
was born in New York, June 9, 1792, and died
while American Consul at Tunis, April 10,
1852. The dust of Payne was brought to this
country at the expense of W. W, Corcoran,
the well-known philanthropist, of Washington.
After the interment, Mr. Corcoran will erect a
monumentover the grave. Thus, the author of
‘“Home, Sweet Home,” will receive a fitting
memorial from his countrymen, and his re-
mains, at least, will rest ‘¢ at home.”

IN Europe it is evident that the masses de-
mand a more democratic form of govern-
ment, as is demonstrated by the recent de-
velopments of the progress of the ‘*invinci-
bles” in Ireland, the socialists in Germany
and France, the Nihilists in Russia, and the
¢¢Black Hand” in Spain. Such organizations
can not flourish in any country where the in-
dividual rights of man are recognized, as is
shown from the fact that in countries where
this is least observed, they spring up and grow
most rapidly. In our own land, as yet the
freest on earth, we have socialists, but they
exert little or no power. Herr Most’s wild
ravings have not a feather’s weight in influ-
encing the minds of the better classes of our
people.

THE powerful hand of English law has
brought to speedy justice the murderers of
Cavendish and Burke, and one after another
has paid the penalty of the atrocious act with
their life’s blood. This will doubtless prove a
salutary lesson to cold-blooded murderers in
future.




Nor has the dynamite conspiracy stricken
such terror in every English heart as was at
fist reported. A writer from London to an
exchange says, ¢¢ The difficulty is to find the
teror.  There is no interruption to the rush of
business; places of amusement are thronged
nightly ; the course of legislation still drags
slong at Westminster; the average Briton
shows his usual quiet relish for beef and beer;
royalty makes itself daily visible to common
eyes on the thoroughfares; and in fact every
thing appears to be lovely except the weather.”

The Pope has sent a circular to the Irish
bishops expressing his displeasure at the par-
ticipation of the Irish clergy in political af-
fairs, and declaring that no Catholic clergy-
man in Ireland should recommend subscrip-
tions which may be employed as a means of
exciting rebellion against existing laws.

QUEEN VICTORIA is said to be still suffering
from the effects, direct and indirect, of her
fall, and the greatest interest and anxicty are
manifested in consequence. She is now at her
summer house at Balmoral, and it is hoped
with rest and care she may recover her usual
health. The 24th of May was her sixty-fourth
birthday, and the 21st of this month, June,
she will have reigned forty-six years over the
English people. Perhaps during no other
reign has a greater measure of political con-
tentment been enjoyed, and when we add to
this the beautiful example set by Her Majesty
and the Prince Consort in the practice of
every domestic virtue, we feel sure we are but
echoing the wish of her own and other coun-
tries when we hope her life may be spared in
peace and happiness for many years to come.

IN France, during the past month, the “ Ton-
quin Question "’ has assumed more formidable
proportions. The French troops already sent
out have not proved sufficient, and two addi-
tional iron clads and a cruiser have been or-
dered to prepare for the East immediately.
The intention of the French to hold and exer-
cise a protectorate over Tonquin is openly pro-
claimed, and the French arc prepared to resort
to extremities, if further opposition is offered
to occupation. The fecling throughout China
is intensely hostile to the French, and serious
fighting may occur there during the summer.

The warlike attitude of the two African ex-
plorers, M. de Biarra and H. M. Stanley, still
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continues, and a conflict is believed to be im-
minent.

QUEEN VicToRIA, who is a good match-
maker and mother, is said to be interesting
herself justnow in the futurc domestic establish-
ment of her grandson, the Prince of Wales’s
eldest boy, who is now nineteen. The girl se-
lected to be the future Quecen of England is
Princess Clementine of Saxe-Coburg, daugh-
ter of the King of the Belgians, and niece of
the unfortunate Charlotte, widow of Maxi-
millian of Mexico.  But the wedding, if fixed
upon, can not come ofl for two or three years
at least, Clementine being but thirteen years
old.

CoNTARY to all expectation, the reception of
their imperial majesties, the Czar and Czarina,
into the ancient capital of their dominions was
warm and hearty. During the magnificent
pageant of the 22d, the deafening shouts of
the multitude were received and responded to
by them with ready smiles and salutations.
After this they retired to the Kremlin, where
the next three days were spent in fastings and
retirement, while the churches were all opened
for special prayer for the safety of their majes-
ties.

The Czar being head of the Russian-Greek
Church, the ceremonies were of asolemn and
religious nature, and took place on the Sab-
bath. The day was ushered in with ringing
of Dbells and thundering of cannon. The
dignitaries who were to take part in the cere-
monies assembled at the cathedral, within the
walls of the Kremlin, all being required to
present tickets, which were subjected to the
strictest scrutiny.  As the royal pair appeared
at the doors of the palace, the immense multi-
tude uncovered their heads and burst into
loud acclamations. Even the women were
bonnet bare, and the enthusiasm was as unaf-
fected asit was spontancous and hearty. After
their majestics had been seated, the Metro-
politan of Novogorod asked the Emperor,
*“Are you a true belicver?” The Emperor,
falling on his knees, read in reply the Lord's
prayer and the Apostles’ Creed of the Greek
Church. The Metropolitan responding, ** May
the Grace of the Ifoly Ghost remain with
thee,”” then descended from the dais.

The following customary summons was then
three times repeated by the Bishop:

< If there be any of you here present know-
ing any impediment for which Alexander, son
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of Alexander, should not be crowned, by the
grace of God, Emperor,” etc., ¢ let him come
forward now in the name of the Holy Trinity
and show what the impediment is, or let him
remain dumb forever.”

After reading selections from the Gospel,
the Metropolitans of Novogorod and Kieff
again ascended the dais and invested the Em-
peror with the imperial mantle of ermine, the
Metropolitan of Moscow saying at the same
time, ¢ Cover and protect thy people as this
robe protects and covers thee.”

The Emperor responded, «I will, I will, I
will, God helping.”

The Metropolitan of Novogorod, crossing
his hands upon the head of the Emperor, then
invoked the benediction of Almighty God
upon him and his reign, and delivered to
Alexander III the crown of Russia, who
placed it upon his own head, and then crown-
ed the Czarina.

The Journal, published at St. Petersburg,
in reviewing the comments of the foreign
press in a recent issue, says the spontaneous
display of devotion of the people on the day
of the Czar’s entry into Moscow was a revela-
tion to the foreign journalists, who had long
believed in the truth of the fable, that differ-
ences existed between the Czars and their peo-
ple. It expressesa hope that foreign journals
will keep in recollection the fact which is now
manifest to all the world, that complete unity
exists between the Russian people. We trust
it may be so.

The imperial coronation manifests will an-
nounce the Czar’s resolution to introduce at
once reforms which will, he hopes, incrcase
the welfare of his people, and bring about
harmony and prosperity.

IN this age of vast railways, and their tele-
graphic and telephonic communications with
all parts of the globe, it scems rather incon-
gruous that canals seem to be looming forward
with great prominence. The canal across the
Isthmus of Panama, which has been talked of
for almost a century, was begun last year by
De Lesseps’s Company. Six thousand men
are now engaged there, and it is expected
that the work will be completed in aboutseven
years. The canal is to be forty-six miles long,
the cutting of the canal to be one hundred feet
at the bottom, and one hundred and eighty-
five feet at the top, and twenty-seven and a half

feet deep. The work, it is estimated, will cost
$109,000,000.

The project of a second Suez canal is now
meeting with considerable faver in commercial
circles in England. Several routes are under
consideration— one leading from EIl Arish on
the Mediterranean to Abakah, at the head of
the Gulf of Abakah. The second is a fresh-
water route from Alexandria to Cairo by way
of Lake Mareotis and the Nile, and from
thence by Tel-el-Kebir to Suez. This would
give a waterway two hundred and forty miles
long through the very heart of Egypt, and ex-
clusively controlled by the English. The prin-
cipal obstacle in the way seems to be a con-
flicting French claim as to the concession
granted M. de Lesseps in 1854 by the Egyp-
tian government, which gave him alone the
power to form a company to cut the isthmus
and work a canal between the two seas.

Then a third project 1s to flood the Sahara
Desert from the Mediterranean Sea. The plan
is to connect by canals the marshes, once the
old sea-bed between Gabis and Biskra. " The
construction of canals will, it is expected, con-
vert these marshes into an interior sea, isolating
Tunis and Algeria from the desert, and facili-
tating communication between the most impor-
tant commercial centers of the two countries.
The original plan for this was devised by M.
Rondaire, a French officer, but the scheme has
been agitated by De Lesseps, who will, if it is
developed, carry it forward. This projected
inland sea in North Africa, he thinks, will
cover a basjn fifteen times as large as the Lake
of Geneva; the moisture engendered by its
presence will bring vast ‘tracts of desert land
into cultivation, and an approach to valuable
forests, now wholly inaccessible, will be facili-
tated.

And our own land, never ready to lag be-
hind the rest of the world in anygreat com-
mercial scheme, has also a projected canal simi-
lar to the one in Northern Africa. General
Fremont proposes the redemption of the bar-
ren lands of Arizona, by cutting a canal
through from the Gulf of California, or divert-
ing the waters of the Colorado River upon
the plains, It is said to be practicable, but the
enormous expense of the undertaking will prob-
ably not be incurred while there is no need
or the land.

A TREATY of peace has been signed between
Chili and Peru.
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SIR EDWIN LANDSEER.

FROM

When he was a very little boy Edwin
Landseer used to ask his mother to set
him a copy to draw from, and then—so
his sisters have told me—complain that
she always drew one of two things, either
a shoe or a currant-pudding, of both of
which he was quite tired. When he was
a little older he went to his father and
asked him for teaching. The father was
2 wise man and told his son that he
could not himself teach him to be a
painter. Nature was the only school, ob-
servation the true and only teacher. He
told little Edwin to use his own powers;
to think about all the things he saw; to
copy every thing; and then he turned the
boy out with his brothers to draw the
world as it then existed upon Hampstead
Heath. ‘Their elder sister used to go
with them, a young mentor, and one can
imagine the little party buoyant, active,
in the full delightful spring of early youth.
When I last saw Sir Edwin Landseer
something of this indescribable youthful
brightness still seemed to be with him.
Little Edwin painted a picture in these
very early days, which was afterward sold.
It was called the ‘¢ Mischief-makers”; a
mischievous boy had tied a log of wood
to the tail of a mischievous donkey.
Vot. I, No. 3—38.

MISS THACKERAY’S SKETCH.

When he was thirteen he exhibited the
portrait of a pointer and puppy, and also
the portrait of Mr. Simpson’s mule, ¢ by
Master E. Landseer,” as mentioned in the
catalogue. His first real success was a
picture called ‘‘Fighting Dogs getting
Wind,” in 1817.

When Sir Edwin gave up etching it
was Thomas Landseer. his brother, who
engraved his pictures and did them such
full justice.

There is a pretty little paragraph in
Leslie’s autobiography about Landseer
after he became a student at the Royal
Academy. ‘*Edwin Landseer,” he says,
¢ who entered the Academy very early,
was a pretty little curly-headed boy, and
he attracted Fuseli's attention by his tal-
ents and gentle manners. Fuseli would
look around for him and say, Where is
my ‘little dog-boy.””" The little dog-boy was
then about nineteen years old. When
he was ready to set up in life for himself
he hired a tiny little cottage with a
studio, in St. John’s Wood, and had his
sister, Mrs. Mackenzie, for his house-
keeper. In those days it must have
been almost a country place. There, be-
fore the great eddying wave of life and
popularity had reached the quiet place,

4«"
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the young man worked and toiled at his
art, and faced the early difficulties and
anxieties that even his fairy gift could
not altogether avert.

When Landseer had gained Mr. Jacob
Bell for a friend, through his advice and
good management the painter’s affairs
flourished, the little old cottage was
added to and enlarged, the great studio
built, and the park inclosed. Mean-
while the pictures and prints multiplied
and spread, and the painter’s popularity
grew.,

His method of composition was re-
markably like Scott’s, and his conception,
once complete, nothing could exceed the
rapidity of his execution. There are
two little King Charles in South Ken-
sington Museum, wonders of complete-
ness and masterly painting, whose skins
are silk, whose eyes gleam with light.
They were said to have been painted
in two days. A rabbit picture is also
mentioned in the British Gallery under
which Sir Edwin wrote, *¢ Painted in
three quarters of an hour.™

The rapdity of his execution was
owing to the thorough claboration of his
subject in his mind before he committed
it to the management of his masterly
hand.

I remember once being wonderfully
struck with the mesmeric attraction he
possessed with dogs. A large party of
his friends were with him at his house in
St. John’s Wood; his servant opened the
door, three or four dogs rushed in, one
a very fierce-looking mastiff.  We ladies
recoiled, but there was no fear ; the crea-
ture bounded up to Landscer, treating
him like an old friend, with most expan-
sive demonstrations of delight.  Some
one remarking, ‘How fond the dog
scemed of him,” he said, ** I never saw
it before in my life.”

There were few studio’s more charm-
ing to visit than Landseer’s. Besides
the genial artist and his beautiful pict-

SIR EDWIN LANDSEER.

ures, the habitués of his workshop (as
he called it) belonged to the é/ie of Lon-
don society, none more often there than
1’Orsay with his good-humored face, his
ready wit, and delicate flattery. ¢¢ Land-
seer,” he would call out at his entrance,
‘¢ keep the dogs off me (the painted ones).
I want to come in, and some of them
will bite me.” Another day he seriously
asked me for a pin, ‘‘to take the thorn
out of that dog’s foot;” then there was
Mulready still looking upon Landseer as
the young student and fearing that all
this incense would spoil him for future
work; and Fonblanque who, when at the
exhibition of some of Landseer’s later
works heard it said ¢“ they were not equal
to his former ones,” exclaimed in his own
happy manner, ‘“It is hard upon Land-
seer to flog him with his own laurels.”

The first time I was everin Sir Edwin’s
studio was when we drove there one sum-
mer day with my father to see a picture
of the *“ Highland Flood,” just then com-
pleted. We came away talking of the
picture, touched by the charm and kind-
ness of the master of the house, and
laden with the violets from the garden,
which he had given us. Another time
the master was no longer there, but his
house still opened hospit"lblv with a kind
greeting for old days’ sake.

We crossed the garden where the dead
leaves were still heaped, and mist was
hanging among the bare branches of the
trees, and so by an entrance lined with
pictures into the great studio once more.

As we look round we see pictures and
sketches of every description.  There is
a little princess in green velvet, feeding
a great Newfoundland dog: there is the
picture of the young man dying in some
calm distant place, with a little quiver-
ing living dog upon his knee looking up
into his face: near to this stands a lovely
little sketch about which Miss Tandseer
told us a little story.  One day the paint-
er was at work, when they came hurriedly
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to tell him that the Queen was riding up
to his garden-gate, and wished him to
come out to her. He was to see her
mounted upon her horse for a picture he
was to paint. It seemed to me like some
fanciful little story out of a fairy tale, or
some old-world legend. The young
painter at his art; the young queen can-
tering up, followed by her court, and
passing on, the sketch remaining to tell
the story. ,

The sad concluding scene comes at
last—the long illness and the anxious
watch. Was ever any one more tender-
ly nursed and cared for? He used to
lie in his studio painting a little at a time
nearly to the very end.

When he was almost at his worst—so
some one told me, they gave him his easel
and his canvas and left him alone in the
studio, in the hope that he might take

up his work and forget his suffering.
When they came back they found he had
painted the picture of a little lamb lying

beside a lion. This was one of the last

pictures ever painted by that faithful
hand. He wished to die in his dear
studio, but it was in his own room he

Passed away, and his brother was with

him. He died October 1, 1873.

Ruskin writes of what he calls, ““one
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of the most perfect poems or pictures
which modern times have seen—the
¢Old Shepherd’s Chief Mourner.’

‘¢ The exquisite execution of the glossy,
crisp hair of the dog, the bright sharp
touching of the green bough beside it,
the clear painting of the wood of the
coffin, and the folds of the blanket, are
language—language clear and expressive
in the highest degree. But the close
pressure of the dog’s breast against the
wood, the convulsive elinging of the
paws, which has dragged the blanket
off the trestle, the total powerlessness
of the head laid, close and motion-
less, upon its folds, the fixed and tearful
fall of the eye in its utter hopclessness,
the rigidity of repose which marks that
there has been no motion nor change in
the trance of agony since the last blow
was struck on the coffin-lid, the quictness
and gloom of the chamber, the spectacles
marking the place where the Bible was
last closed, indicating how lonely has
been the life—how unwatched the depar-
ture of him whois now laid solitary in his
sleep; these are all thoughts, thoughts
by which the picture ranks as a work of
high art, and stamps its author, not as
the neat imitator of the texture of a
skin, or the fold of a drapery, but as the
man of mind.”

CALLING THE

CO WS,

Ry MAY M. ANDERSON.

‘¢ Blossom, Bess, and Star-Eye,
Dews will soon be falling;
Leave your tender meadow grasses,
Shady pools, and cool, green passes;
Follow at my calling!”

Clearly through the fragrant meadows,
Far too sweet for telling,

Rings the maiden’s happy measure,
Upward richly swelling.

-
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Slowly onward pass her footsteps,
While her eyes are glancing

Shyly down the path, where shadows
Softly are advancing.

<« Blossom, Bess, and Star-Eye,
Hasten through the hollow!
Night is coming, and the shadows
Deeper fall across the meadows;
Haste, my voice to follow!”
¢« Bess and Blossom lag and loiter;
Star-Eye, too, is straying;
Only Donald heeds your calling,
For your glances staying'”
And a manly face, with laughter
From his dark eyes beaming,
Stands beside her. Is she frowning?
Is her anger seeming ?

In the tender gloaming

Silent is the calling;
Who can see the shy, sweet glances,
Or the lover’s fond advances,

While the dews are falling?

Vows are pledged, and rippling waters
Lightly flow, and laugh. and listen,
While her trembling ¢ yes ™ is spoken,
And her brown eyes softly glisten.
Ah, how long that night will linger
In her heart, her pulses thrilling,
While through dusky wood and meadow
Sounds her call, the silence filling.

¢ Blossom, Bess, and Star-Lye,
Nip your tender clover:
I will wait for you to follow
Through the glen and up the hollow,
Sate beside my lover ! ™

Ix the deepest night of trouble and sorrow, God gives us so much to be thank-
ful for that we need never cease our singing. With all our wisdom and foresight
we can take a lesson in gladness and gratitude from the happy bird that sings all
night as if the day were not long enough to tell its joy.

Wito does the best his circumstances allows,
Does well. acts nobly, angels could do no more.
— Young (Night Thoughts).
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‘¢ Every spring we returned to our
sgme old nests, for we both had cosy
homes under the eaves of the two houses,
and we lived there at peace with one
another. Our homes were fitted up in
the same style, our spouses flew out in
each other’s company to seek for food,
and our children played together as soon
as ever their wing-feathers had grown
out. No wicked persons ever drove us
away. Whenever we returned to our
old quarters the occupants of the two
houses would welcome us with pleased
and friendly looks, and they would call
out to each other, ¢ Now, the spring is
coming.’ They would put things to
rights in the gardens; they would plant
and sow and get out thinner garments.

“One day Beatrice and her father

returned and lived on quietly in their
peaceful home. Elsbeth would some-
times come over and bring letters from
Ttaly and then poor, pale Beatrice would
smile.”

“They led a much gayer life under
the roof where I dwelt,” twittered the
second swallow. ¢ One day there was
great rejoicing, and we had a fine wed-
ding. Our friend, the gallant officer,
led slender, rosy Elsbeth to the altar,
and though tears stood in her blue eves,
she was very happy.”

*“l.too, saw a bride,” exclaimed an
owl. *‘Alarge and brilliant crowd had
assembled in the little village church
which was all decked with flowers and
lighted with many a waxen taper. I had
seen the bright light from afar and had
been attracted by it in the dark night;
it gleamed so mysteriously through the
church windows. The bride at the altar
was as white as the orange blossoms
which lay in her curls, and the rich lace
veil seemed to hang on a figure of mar-

ble. She had dark eyes, which she raised
but once with a look of sorrow to the
night sky as the bridal party left the
church. 1 think the sky must have
been her confidant. Is this the Beatrice
you have all spoken of ?”

“No, no,” rustled a fir tree, and it
shook its slender crown, ¢‘it can not
be she. Our Beatrice would not have
looked sorrowful had she stood at Leo’s
side. I can not believeit, itcan nothave
been she.”

“Well, tell us what her escort was
like,” rejoined the oak, ¢‘then we shall
know at once.”

‘¢« Her escort ?” cried the owl; * wait a
minute ! ” and she closed her big spec-
tacled eyes in deep thought, and then
continued, in measured tones, ‘“he in
whose hand she laid her own trembling
one, had gray hair, a grave look, and his
walk and carriage were most precise.”

““That was not Leo, most certainly
not,” said the barn-owl, decidedly. “Leo
is an artist, and artists are a gay, lively
set.”

“And yet it was Beatrice,” said the
first swallow, sadly.

< 0," gently sighed the forget-me-not,
‘“think of the ring, do not forget him
who trusts in you. Iorget him not, for-
get him not.”

¢+ She was faithless! Sheisa woman!”
said the wanton cuckoo, and he hopped
up on a higher branch.

**She was not faithless, did not mean
to be,” said the swallow, hastening to
defend her. **What does a cuckoo
like that know about it? One day the
grave, earnest father came home, bring-
ing with him an honored guest, who
looked at the beautiful maiden as one in
a trance. The day was hot and sultry.
I felt a storm in the air: my wings re-
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fused to carry me with their wonted ease,
they almost swept the ground. There
were low mutterings in the distance;
somber, yellowish clouds massed them-
selves in the sky ; it grew still more close
and oppressive. There was nota breath
of air, not a leaf stirred, the flowers all
hung their heads. Then there came a
sweeping, howling gust of wind and
heavy drops of rain. I fled to the porch
on the terrace. The doors of the sum-
mer-house were open; Beatrice was
there. She sat on a low seat and
watchgd her father who walked up and
down before her with heavy steps. She
was pale, but that may have been from
the effects of the storm. Many persons
fear it as much as we timid birds, and
yet they need not flee for shelter; they
have good, thick dwellings.”

‘¢ But theyare not always protection,”
said a willow, down by the brook, and
whose face was like that of an old wiz-
ened man. ‘‘Lightning strikes the
dwellings of man as well as man himself.
Lo, it struck me here where my bark isall
peeled off. The rain put out the flames
and thus saved me from a fiery death,
buta wanderer had soughtshelter beneath
my branches. Alas, I was powerless to
protect him, for I myself was in danger.
Some hunters found the unfortunate next
morning. He was quite dead, and they
carried him off on a bier made of fir
branches.”

““Hu,” shuddered the grasses and the
mosses who stood on the spot where, ac-
cording to the willow’s tale, the wanderer
had come by his death. And theystretch-
ed out their green hands toward each
other in order to comfort and sustain one
another ; but a wild dove laughed:

“I am not wicked ; not at all wicked ;
but I hate human beings, and especially
hunters. They are the wicked ones who
imprison the lightning in a long stick
and kill us with it. They set traps with
little red enticing berries and catch the
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lovely birds of passage in the autumn.
Men are very bad, are very wicked.”

The swallow had patiently suffered
herself to be interrupted, for every one
had the right to speak, and she now con-
tinued: .

“¢<My child,” said the father, as he
paused before Beatrice,and I thought I
had never heard him speak so gently,
‘it has been a long time since your dear
mother left us; I am becoming old and
weak, and may not perchance be spared
much longer toshield you from the world
of which you know so little. But I have
thought of giving you a protector; you
will recognize my love and care for you
in this. Count d’Ormont, our guest, has
sued for your hand. He is a man of
honor, is rich, and much respected at
court. He is worthy of my child, from
whom I shall find it hard to separate
myself. He has just received my con-
sent to his suit. Come, let me embrace
you, little one, and present my good
wishes to the bride elect.’”

“‘The ancients often represented For-
tune as a rolling ball,” murmured the
barn-owl, with the air of a sage.

‘‘Beatrice uttered a half-stifled cry,
and pressed both her hands to her breast;
she shook like the storm-tossed branches
of the slender silver ash outside. And
then? Why then her slender form seem-
ed to grow; she spoke rapidly and her
cheeks flushed, but the storm,.the thun-
der, and the howling wind drowned her
words. And O, but what a change came
over the old man’s face! He raised both
arms, pointed to the house next door,
shook his head and lifted up his hand as
if taking an oath; the lightning lighting
up his rigid features. I caught a few
words only once; it was during a lull
as the wind paused to take breath; they
fell from the old man’s lips and sounded
like gentle sobbing after the howling of
the tempest; how could his only child,
the apple of his eye, treat him so; how




could she forsake her old father and leave
him childless in his old age? And he
prayed and plead with her, and pointed
to his white hair. She trembled, threw
her arms round his knees, and folded her
white hands imploringly. Butallin vain.
He threw her off; and the thunder
rolled, the lightning flashed, and the
house shook. And finally? Beatrice
dried her tears, placed her hand on her
father’s arm, and walked away utterly
exhausted.

“She was not faithless, but simply
obedient. When the priest exchanged
the rings, I am sure she thought of the
hand which wore her ring, and which
must now be to her as that of a stran-
ger.”

“0Q dear, O dear,” mourned all the
others. The eagle closed his eyes as if
deeply touched, and there was unbroken
silence.

The raven, who had been the last one
to arrive, at last broke it:

*I can go on relating. I too, know a
story, or rather the end of one,” croaked
he. *“Would you all like to hear it? I
shall not take long to tell it.”

‘*Begin, then,” cried the eagle.

“] was in a distant spot, it was very
celebrated, but for what I can not say.
People came there from all countries,
spoke all tongues, walked up and down
the promenades, and drank out of small
glasses water which they drew from run-
ning springs. 1t was a gay life; there
was plenty of music, and numbers of
finely-dressed people. At night count-
less brilliant lights illuminated the open-
air promenades, and the magnificent
rooms, the walls of which were splendid
mirrors. I also saw shining gold glide
over the green tables. At a first story
window of one of the handsomest houses,
I noticed a fine cage in amongst the tall
exotics ; in it was a canary. He did not
sing, and his eyes were dim; I felt sorry
for the poor prisoner, and flew up there
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once to have alittle chat with him. Even
if I had pitied him it would all have been
in vain; he stood in no need of pity-
He led a very pleasant life with his beau-
tiful mistress, and his eyes were not dim
from longing for freedom, but from old
age, so he told me himself. Yes, yes, he
led the life of a prince in his gold cage
compared to us who have to seek our
living on the highways like so many
tramps. He was, in truth, a learned and
elegant bird. A lad had once given him
to his mistress when she herself was but
a child. Now she was a Dbeautiful and
titled lady, feasted and admired. Every
day there were entertainments to which
she had to go; she did not love to be
alone. I myself saw her once through
the window; it was toward evening and
I had hidden myself amongst the green
plants.  She herself took in the bird,
gave him sugar, and he pecked confid-
ingly at her white fingers. Yes, he was
right; she was beautiful. She was en-
veloped in soft, rosy clouds, and some-
thing glistened and sparkled on her neck,
her arms, and in the roses which lay in
her hair. The maid threw a lace shawl
round her mistress's shoulders, and laid
a sweet-smelling bouquet and a fan in
her hands. Then an clderly gentleman
entered. He offered her his arm. The
doors flew open before them; at the door
waited a carriage which bore them both
off.” He paused.

““Ah,”" said a forget-me-not, looking
up out of its gentle blue eyes, ¢“is that
all?  say, raven, did you see her no
more? it is just getting interesting!”

‘¢ How was her dress made?” cried the
fashionable buttercup, ‘““was it @ /e Il at-
teau?”

‘Do you expect me to give you an
account of the fashions? Indeed, my
vellow dame, you must look out for some
one else.” And then he turned, well
pleased, to the forget-me-not. I saw
her for a moment next morning as I flew
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toward the ruins which my traveling
companions had appointed as a rendez-
vous. They lay on a gentle slope; one
could live very comfortably in those old
walls, and the hundred-year-old oaks had
many a strange tale to tell of the by-gone
glory of the old castle. Now strange
sounds like mournful sighs are often to
be heard in the gloaming proceeding
from the old ruins.

¢ The gallop of horses and the merry
talk of human beings resounded in the
valley; there appeared a party of ladies
and gentlemen on horseback. Ahead
of them all flew the beautiful lady with
the dark eyes; she wore a long, green
habit and jaunty hat from which waved
a heron’s plume.” .

¢“Green! What an ugly color,” said
tke buttercups to one another; but the
heron plumed his feathers with a look of
proud satisfaction.

¢¢She joked with them all, exciting the
horsemen to acts of daring; then they
left their horses in the valley and climb-
ed up to the ruins, but I flew off.”

““What a pity, what a pity,” remarked
the sparrow.

¢“ Now I know of nothing more except
what happened this morning, and I still
have that in black and white.” With
that he put his beak to one side and
pulled a paper out of a hole in the branch
of the oak. I foundit; Ilove all that
rustles and crackles, so I flew off with it.”

Upon this he cleared his voice, for it
sounded harsher than ever after speak-
ing so long, and continued, ‘¢ I discover-
ed a pleasant garden in a town lying a
little to the north of this place. In it
stood a table all set for breakfast—such
things do not easily escape us. I had
not found much food in the last village
in which I had halted. Dogs are our
enemies ; if we but alight in a yard they
immediately drive us off with great
noise; I had not ventured far into the
city. It is a sorrowful existence to be

constantly on the move, to have nohome.
We are the gipsies among the birds, but
we love our freedom. ¢Perhaps a few
crumbs may fall from the table,’ thought
I, so I remained near by. A slender
young woman and a gentlemen in a
bright uniform sat at the table. He car-
ried his arm in a sling; was a soldier.
She wore mourning robes as black as
my feathers. Human beings call the
raven a bird of ill omen on account of
his dark color. I know it; Ihave seen
many a one start as I flew close by them
uttering my ‘caw, caw.” I sometimes
scare them on purpose; they have not
too good an opinion of us as itis. The
youthful pair in the garden spoke in sad,
earnest tones of a departed brother, of
a duel in which he had fallen, of the
fame he had already earned. The rich
viands before them remained untouched;
the gentleman fed an impudent sparrow;
I had not ventured so near. A maid at
last scared him off; she brought a letter;
here it is.”

““From St. Petersburg, and in her
hand-writing !’ cried the young wife in
a tone of painful surprise.  She opened
it, but a mist swam before her eyes, and
she handed it with a pleading look to her
husband. He understood her—human
beings often understand each other just
by a look. He read it aloud. I heard
every word, but my grumbling stomach
was thinking of the food before me, soI
have not remembered it.”

““What a pity, O what a pity!” re-
sounded in the circle.

¢¢But here it is, look here,” cried the:
raven exultingly; and the eagle with a
comman-ing look, said :

‘‘Read it, one of you!”

¢¢I am no scribe,” confessed our black
friend, ‘‘but here, Dr. Owl.”

¢“With pleasure,” answered he, and
adjusting his spectacles he held the sheet
in his claw and began;

‘¢Since that. terrible hour, Elsbeth,



when I was forced to bid adieu to my
past life—"
‘¢« Elsbeth?” queried the grasses, “O
just think of it!”
. ““Hush!” commanded the eagle, and
the reading was résumed.
¢¢I could not, would not send you any

news of myself; I tried to banish all
remembrances; I wished to forget. Alas,
it was in vain; there was onme voice
which I could never silence. Perchance
you have heard how I threw myselfinto
an unbroken round of pleasures and
amusements, trifles and frivolities. I
speat my life seeking other and newer
pastimes. I was not a loving, I was not
even an attentive, wife. It was nothing
to me if my husband’s face was bright
or clouded—Count d’Ormont counted
but as the husband of a much-admired
woman. Our entertainments were nu-
merously attended, invitations to our din-
ners were much sought after, and in the
selection of my toilets I set the fashion
to whole circles. It seems like a mira-
cle to me to-day, that on the path which
I trod, my conscience should have re-
mained unburdened by remorse and my
heart unsullied. One remembrance lived
on in it, and that was my talisman. And
it was that which finally saved me! Now
I know the way in which I should walk.
I heard of Leo's fame as an artist; Isaw
his works. 1In each one I sought for
some sign of sympathy with the past,
and each time I gave myself up more
and more to excitement and pleasure.
Three weeks ago—jyou shall know all—
I went with a large party to visit the ex-
position of fine arts. Leo’s name was
mentioned ; the emperor had just bought
a new picture from him. I soon stood

before it. He had called it ¢* The Last
Judgment.” I thought my senses would
forsake me. There, in a group of unre-

pented sinners, I recognized my own
face, drawn by pain but still wonderfully
like. Did the others see it? I did not
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give them a moment’s thought. Isaw
his intentions. What torments were ex-
pressed in the woman’s shrinking form!
Had death overtaken her in the midst
of pleasures? The cold, sparkling dia-
monds on the brow damp with the sweat
of death could not quench the fire which
consumed her; the heart throbbed wildly
under the gold-embroidered robe! It
was a note of warning to me. I felt it.
He had heard of me; he knew of the
reckless life Iled. I seemed to hear his
“mene, tekel”

¢“Around me sounded exclamations of
surprise and the praises of the artist. I
gathered up all my erergy, so there
should be no scene, when in rushes the
director, Count \V., all excitement, with
a paper in his hand. I still think I hear
his words: ¢The artist whose masterly
work you have just admired, ladies and
gentlemen, is no more. He fell in a
duel, the cause of which is a deep secret.’

¢With a piercing cry I sank to the
ground. What he, he dead! Tor days
I lay in a stupor. The first look of
awakening consciousness was for my
husband; my first words a prayer for for-
giveness. It was granted me. Leo's last
warning was not given in vain; now
that I again dare to think of him, I have
a moral support. I am entering on a new
path. guided by my husband’s hand—
we shall meet again some day.”

The owl had finished.

“ But that is no end,” cried the wil-
low, and he looked more doleful than
ever.

““What did they say in the garden
after they had read it?” asked a tender
dove.

«¢(),” croaked the raven, as he hop-
ped from one leg to the other.

* The blonde lady wiped away a tear
and clasped her husband’s hand: * She
must never know that Leo wiped away
with his heart’s blood the slur which a
wretch attempted to cast on her good
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name. These two who were intended
for each other have, indeed, suffered
much. May her heart now be at peace
forevermore!’

“ And this is the end, for now they
walked up and down in the garden and
gave me a chance to satisfy my hunger.
But the maid begrudged me a piece of
meat. She attempted to strike me, and
the letter fell to the ground. She would
have found it; was no doubt curious to
learn what bad news had made the
young couple leave their breakfast un-
touched, so I took it.”

And he waved it like a flag triumph-
antly in the air; but ashe gaily uttered
his ¢ caw, caw,” it slipped from his hook-
ed bill and fell into the crystal, out-
stretched hands of the waves, who, after
rocking it to and fro a short while let it
sink to the bottom. A general silence

ensued; some great, but scarcely-to-be-
defined grief, seemed to have fallen on
them all. All at once the nightingale
once more raised her pleading voice.
Was it a lament on the old, old story
of ‘“‘unrequited love and mistaken hap-
piness” that poured from her breast?
And yet a breath as of peace and for-
giveness passed over the quiet wood.

A single, dull stroke echoed through
the night. The charmed hour in which
it is given to mortals to understand the
voices of nature was over—the spell was
broken. The murmuring ofthe waves,the
rustling of the forest ceased. Birds of
darkness started up, the cry of the horn-
ed owl sounded fainter and fainter in the
distance. But it was not till in the imme-
diate neighborhood of human dwellings
that the charm and enchantment of the
first night in May passed completely away.

THE EARLY FEMALE SCULPTORS.

By STEREO.

The ancient Greeks embodied both
painting and sculpture under the female
form, yet comparatively few women
handled either the pencil or the chisel.
For many reasons the profession of the
painter would seem peculiarly suited to
a woman’s talent, tastes, habits of life,
and health.

But in the earlier ages so rigid were
the restraints thrown round the cultiva-
tion of woman, that such talent was per-
mitted to lie undeveloped, yet in spite of
this impediment genius has worked its
way to the light, and as early as 1405 we
find in Germany a female sculptor who
rose to considerable eminence. Thisis
Sabina von Steinbach, daughter of Er-
win von Steinbach, who has left, in the
great cathedral of Strasburg, a glorious
and enduring monument of his genius
and labor.

At an early age Sabina began to as-
sist her father in the ornamental part of
his work, and at the age of twenty she
had completed the beautiful groups on
the portal of the southern aisle of the
cathedral, with an allegorical representa-
tion of the Jewish and Christian churches,
of which a celebrated author says, ‘‘ In
this work all that is beautiful and super-
human in sculpture of the middle ages
may be said to be embodied.”

There is an oil painting in Strasburg
representing Sabina kneeling at the feet
of the archbishop, receiving his bless-
ings, while he places a garland of laurel
upon her brow, which, according to a
tradition generally believed, was done
before an immense concourse of people
in honor of her genius and her success
in art.

In more modern times the Princess
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Marie, of Wurtemburg, achieved a tri-
umph over difficulties that was truly
extraordinary, and which entitled her to
be ranked among the artists of genius.
She was brought up under the super-
vision of the queen and Madame de Ma-
let, both women of very contracted ideas
and strong prejudices. The artist, Ary
Scheffer, was instructor of the royal
children in painting, and gave the prin-
cess her first, and, indeed, her only les-
sons and assistance in sculpture, al-
though an art in which she was equally
unpracticed with herself. She had only
executed two or three pieces when the
king ordered of Pradin, the most re-
nowned artist in statuary of that day, a
monumental figure of Joan of Arc, for
the museum of Versailles. Pradin failed
toproduce a statue that satisfied either
the king or himself. The king then re-
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quested his daughter to undertake the
commission, and she immediately set to
work and modeled her figure in wax.
In a wonderfully short time, considering
the difficulties in the way of her accom-
plishing her work, the celebrated figure
of ‘“ Joan of Arc watching by her armor,”
came from her hands, a gloricus success,
and was pronounced the finest modern
statue in Versailles. It wasreceived with
the wildest applause by the soldiers,
After so flattering and encouraging a suc-
cess she gave herself up so entirely to
her work that her health soon failed,
and she only lived to complete six or
eight statues, the most celebrated of
which are, ‘“ The Peri bearing the tears
of the repentant sinner to the foot of
the throne of grace,” ‘‘ The angel at the
gates of heaven,” and the ¢ Pilgrim,”
from Schiller.

GREENWAY COURT.

AN OLD DOMINION BALLAD—A.D. 174S.

BY MARGARET ]J.

PRESTON.

Lord Fairfax sat before the fire
Within his forest hall,

Where antlers wide

on every side

Hung branching from the wall.

Around the casements howled the wind.

The snow was falling deep.

And at his feet, couched in the heat,
His stag-hounds lay asleep.

They heard a horse’
Above the wintry

s hoofs without,

roar,

And with a bay they sprang away
To guard the opening door.

And if their master had not chid
With instant word and frown,

They quick had met, with fierce onset,
The guest, and had him down.
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¢“Shame! Shame! Prince Charles!” Lord Fairfax cried:
<« Off, Berkeley !—With such sport
No friend, I trow, we welcome so
Who comes to Greenway Court.”

He eyed the stripling, straight and tall;
He marked his stalwart frame;

And with a rare and knightly air,
He questioned of his name.

¢ Why, you are but a lad,” he said;
‘¢ And wherefore should you roam
So far away, this wintry day,
From all the sweets of home?

‘¢ At Greenway Court I dwell alone,
A soured and weary man;
With leave to find, far from my kind,
Such pleasures as I can.

¢ But you, why break away so soon
From all home-bringing joy,
To do the work a man might shirk,
While you are such a boy?

‘“Yes, I have acres without count,
That needs but be surveyed;
But what can you, a stripling, do,
With none beside to aid ?”

The boy’s blue eyes shot steel-like clear,
And from his forehead fair,

Fresh with the sheen of scarce sixteen,
He shook the Saxon hair.

¢ I'm a widow’s son,” he said,
(Proud was his look and tone );

¢¢ The staff and stay, you’ll let me say,
My mother loves to own.

¢ With rod and chain I mean to walk
The wilds without a dread;
God’s care, I'm sure, will keep secure
The boy who wins his bread.”

““Aye, will He so!” Lord Fairfax cried;
‘“And ere my days are done,
God wot, I'll hear some word of cheer
About this widow’s son.
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¢« But now forget your rod and chain,
For on the morrow morn
. We'll be away by dawn of day
With huntsman, hound, and horn.

¢« What! ‘Know no woodcraft! Never brought
A pair of antlers down?’
Is that the way they rear to-day
The lads within the town?

¢¢ As sure as Shenandoah flows
In front of Greenway Court,
I promise you a buck or two
Shall grace your maiden sport.”

The Christmas hunt was o’er. The hearth
Blazed bright with knots of pine,

And host and guest, with whetted zest,
Before it supped their wine.

¢ Right merry sport we’ve had to-day ;
And now if any bid
Tell who (he laughed) taught you woodcralft,
Why, say ¢ Lord Fairfax did.””

He called a huntsman: ‘¢ Saddle Duke
Without a moment’s loss,

And lift and lay, as best you may,
That biggest buck across;

¢« And straight to Alexandria ride,
And say, that George, her son,
Sends his day's sport from Greenway Court
7o Mistress ashington ! %

*Thomas, Lord Fairfax, after a love disappointment that embittered his life, retired to his
boundless acres on the Shenandoah, and there built ¢“ Greenway Court,” where he lived in rude

Paronill style for many years. He was always proud to say that he had taught George Wash-
Ington, when a lad, to hunt.

THERE is a jewel which no Indian mine can buy,
No chemic art can counterfeit ;

It makes men rich in greatest poverty,

Makes water wine, turns wooden cups to gold,
The homely whistle to sweet music’s strain;
Seldom it comes—to few from heaven sent—
That much in little—all in naught—content.

— IVilbye (Madrigal).
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DUST FALLS.

By Rev. T. D. WITHERSPOON, D.D.

Near the famous summer resort of In-
terlachen, in Switzerland, there is a beau-
tiful mountain valley lying almost under
the shadow of the Jungfrau, with its
crown of eternal snow. The verdure of
the little valley is indescribably rich.
Flowery meadows, with silvery streams
dancing through them, shadowy forests
of dark-green pine, roaring torrents, and
stupendous masses of overhanging moun-
tain, make a landscape of inexpress-
ible picturesqueness and beauty. The
name of the valley is a singular but
somewhat musical one, Lauterbrunnen.
It is derived from that which makes the
peculiar charm of the valley, for Zauter-
brunnen means nothing but fountains, and
the valley is so called because of the
multitude of cataracts that leap like
fountains over the rim of the tall per-
pendicular cliffs into the valley below.

Most of these fountain-cascades are
small, and though exquisitely beautiful
have nothing beyond their beauty to
commend them to regard. But there
is one of such gigantic proportions that
it has almost monopolized the name that
originally belonged to them all. It is
known as the Staubbach, or Dust- Fall,
and is so remarkable as to constitute one
of the wonders of Switzerland.

As you approach other cataracts of
celebrity, your ear is saluted in the dis-
tance by the roar of the descending tor-
rent, and as you draw nearer you feel
the vibration of the earth beneath you,
under the shock of the impinging wa-
ters.

But as you approach the Staubbach,
there is no deafening roar, and no quiv-
ering rock. You reach the base of the
great ledge of stone, nearly a thousand
feet in height; you look up to its lofty
crest, and there leaping over the rim of
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the precipice, as if out of the very bosom
of the sky, is a little stream that glistens
in the sunlight like molten silver. Down,
down into the deep gorge about you, it
plunges, but not as in other cataracts,
with maddening rush and roar. Far above
the spot where it first meets your gaze, it
has been partially broken into spray by
the opposition it has encountered, and so
with its specific gravity already dimin-
ished ere it takes its plunge, and with
the resistance which it encounters from
the denser atmosphere of the valley, and
the conformation of the mountain’s face
along which it falls, it comes down with
steadily expanding volume and steadily
diminishing force, until it reaches the
level of the valley in showers of pearly
mist that ‘“seem to float, rather than
fall,” and ¢ alight as softly as a white-
winged albatross on the bosom of the
ocean.” .

So light and ethereal are these falling
mists that the mountain breezes cause
the column to sway hither and thither
like some bridal veil of lightest texture
and of purest white waving in the wind.

As Lord Byron, in his ¢ Manfred,” has
so eloquently described it,

¢¢ The sunbow’s rays still arch
The torrent with the many hues of heaven,
And roll the sheeted silver’s waving column
O’er the crag’s headlong perpendicular;
And fling its lines of foaming light along,
And to and fro, like the pale courser’s tail,
The giant steed to be bestrode by Death,
As told in the Apocalypse.”’

If seen on some rough wintry day, the
impression might be drear enough to
suggest, as in Byron’s case, some image
‘connected with death. It could not be so
with me, viewing it as I did on a clear
and cloudless day in the month of Au-
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gust.  Then the imagery suggested was
only that of life in its purest and most
beneficent forms. Forthe gentle summer
breezes, as they caughton their wings the
lightly descending spray, bore it hither
and thither over the face of the beauti-
ful prairie that lies at the cataract’s base,
watering, as from an exhaustless foun-
tain, its carpeting of grasses and wild
flowers.

And so it was, that in the midst of the
August heat, when other portions of the
valley lay parched and wilted by the sum-
mer sun, the verdure of this little prairie
was as fresh, its flowers as fragrant, and
the song of its birds as blithe and
cheerful as in the early spring. The
‘“‘dust stream,” descending with dove-
like wing, watered it as from, the foun-
tains of heaven, and made it ‘¢ blossom
even as the garden of the Lord.”

Nothing in all my tour of Switzerland
impressed me more than this gentle,
kindly ¢¢ dust fall,” in the valley of Lau-
terbrunnen.

It isto me in its contrast with other cat-
aracts the perpetual illustration of what
every true life should aim to be. There
are many lives that can only be com-
pared to the noisy, rushing, roaring tor-

rents that you encounter so constantly
in that land of mountain and glacier.
They seem to be projected upon the prin-
ciple of antagonism. Their mission
seems to be to dash themselves in cease-
less and impotent opposition and discon-
tent against the Darriers that Providence
has placed in their way, and then anger-

ed by the opposition which they them-
selves have invited, to go chafing and
fretting on their way, murmuring against
Providence and repining at the imagined
grievances and wrongs that they have
suffered at the hands of their fellowmen.

There are others whose lives are so
quiet in their beneficence, and so benefi-
cent in their quietness, that we can only
compare them to one of these *“ dust falls,”
of which the Staubbach is the most cel-
ebrated representative. Realizing that
they are not earthly, but heaven-born in
their origin, that their mission is ‘“ not
to be ministered unto, but to minister,”
that there are flowers to be cultivated
and grasses to be watered, waste places
to be made to ‘‘blossom as the garden
of the Lord,” sad hearts to he cheered,
and drooping spirits to be revived: they
pass throughlife so quietly that the great
busy world is scarcely aware of their
existence, and yet their gentle, quiet min-
istrations come down like pearly mists on
the drooping flowers; their silent, potent
influences go down with beneficent pres-
ence to the roots of all that is pure and
lovely and ennobling in society. These
are the noble lives.  These are the suc-
cessful lives. These are the lives that
are deserving of all honor—not those
that fill the world with the clamor of
their sclf-assertion; but those that,
having a heaven-appointed mission to
perform, quietly and unostentatiously
fulfill it, leaving their memorial behind
them in the hearts they have **made to
sing for joy.”

BATTLE IN THE LABORATORY.

Between classes one day in the chem-
ical laboratory, fire and water had quite
a prolonged dispute as to which one of
them belonged the palm of superiority.
Water, with its accustomed fluency,
poured forth in this exuberant strain:

Water—1 am obliged to undergo a
great many inconveniences for the sake
of science, but I do it without a grumble.
At times, though, it really becomes too
much for me to bear, and I actually
borl with rage. In the first place, these
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chemists deprive me of all my good
qualities by taking me through a process
called distillation, and when I come
forth again, though I must say I am as
beautiful and as clear as crystal, there is
no taste to me, and I am fit for nothing
but the chemical laboratory. Though
you would little think it, once in a great
while I enjoy a revenge. One day, I
remember it well, although it happened
some months ago, I was subjected to
some very severe treatment. A current
of electricity was passed through me,
from which I received such a shock,
that, though I used all the force of which
I was capable, I could not withstand it.
It actually separated me into two parts!
This process, the teacher explained, was
called electrolysis. I shudder every
time I hear the word. There were
about thirteen or fourteen of the bright
young chemists in the laboratory. Their
teacher, luckily for me, said she wished
her pupils to perform the experiment
themselves, of testing the greater part
of my volume, which in chemical lan-
guage is called Hydrogen. So she left
the laboratory, and the most ambitious
of the class proceeded to test this part
of me, and when she applied the burning
taper, I was so much amused at her in-
nocence about it, that I actually explod-
ed with laughter. When she recovered
from her fright she found that she was
minus her two little false curls which
she wore at the back of her neck. So
you see, my friend, I am not always
crushed and meek.”

Fire — ‘“But do you not see, Mr.
Water, how, with all your power, I am
yet able to destroy all the forces at work
within you, and cause you to assume
another form.”

Water — ¢* Sir, this is a statement
which I can not receive calmly. . . .
Are you quite dead? No, I see you
are not. I thought perhaps that bubble
of mine would have put out the last
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spark of life. This I could have done,
had I not restrained my boiling rage.”

Fire—«“Indeed, what do you say to
the effect you produced on the Milwau-
kee fire. With what prepondicity and
magnificence I blazed up, causing those
wonderful pieces of workmanship called
humans, to recognize their insignifican-
ticity, and the utter worthlessness of
the combination Oxygen and Hydrogen
against Oxygen and Carbon.”

Water—¢*Stay, my friend. Had I
been called in time you would have been
humbled at sight of me, but not having
been aroused immediately, you gained
confidence at my non-appearance, and
thus gained your point. To how much
fright and distress have I put whole
townships, within the past two weeks.
Nothing can stay my furious course, and
not until I have made the Nation ac-
knowledge my superiority, will I retrace
my course. I have stopped the greatest
motive powers in the world in my mad
plunge over the country.

Fire—“We will not accept your supe-
riority with conditions, as regards the Mil-
waukee fire, and without those you have
noground. Asrespects the flood, I hope
never to be so cruel as to make thou-
sands suffer from my multifarious and
barbarous hands. I visit people in mi-
nute quantities, affording them my friend-
ly light and heat, and they shower bless-
ings on me for my munificence and
beneficentism. (Aside: I hope I use
the celebrious English language aright.
It does not seem to work very well,
though ; suppose I try smaller words!)
Be so kind as to remember that it was I
and only I, manifested through the sun’s
heat, that vaporized you at the equator
so that you were enabled to pursue your
path North, there to fall as rain and
so overflow rivers.”

Water—*¢¢ 1 mean not to boast, but am
I always cruel? Am I not the means of

_supporting the life of the whole human
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race? Without me they could not live.
Do you not know that vegetables owe
their life to my consideration and care ?
When you are aroused you are cruel
enough to consume whole forests and all
crops, leaving neither food nor homes
for thousands.”

Fire—*¢ Referring to vegetables, how
would human beings have the benefit of
most of them if I were not present in
the kitchen-stove to perform chemical
changes, in my own way, to furnish nu-
triment for the body, and internal fire to
keep it warm! Let us look at the great
steam-engine which, we may say, moves
the world. Am I not the first to be
thought of before your services are
needed? Say!”

Water—«< Yes, but you would be of
no use were I not there for you to act
upon; you are the power which first
prepares me for use in the engine, but
after that I have done with you and pro-
pel this monstrous engine myself. But,
soft! Here comes the troop of young
chemists whom we were talking about
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some time ago. Silence! . . . O,
my! I knew that would be the way,
Take care, my friend. One of these
girls just now banged the door and up-
set me and I am slowly creeping toward
the edge of the table. I want to get
out of this horrible place. Please con-
vert me into steam. Remember I have
always respected you.”

Fire—‘“Yes, I will aid you this time.
Be careful to fly straight to that broken
window-pane, give a little jump, and
you will be safe in the open air or on
the ground. I can not from my knowl-
edge of chemistry, tell which. I expect
I shall die in the attempt. I feel my
breath coming shorter and shorter, but
to serve a friend in his dying hour is the
height of my ambition.”

Then followed the escape of the steam
and the expiration of the fire, leaving
nothing but a handful of ashes. ILet us
give thanks unto the young girl who
turned over the water, thus accidentally
ending a dispute which might have lasted
for ever.—Hamptonian.
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CHAPTER 1V,

Miss Nancy’s mind was much exer-
cised and troubled about that mysterious
letter for several days, and for several
days she did her best to try to find out
something with regard to it. She em-
ployed every possible means with her
brother; she was persuasive, she was
snappish, she was artful, she was sullen,
but all in vain, the old gentleman would
not let a ray of light on the subject reach
her. Sometimes he would take the line
of not seeming to understand what she
was wishing to know, and sometimes he
would stop her mouth with a brief, stern
word. At last Miss Nancy grew tired
of the matter, and made up her mind it
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would be more for her dignity to appear
to forget it; so Matthew Lindhurst was
molested no further by her on the point.

As for Ruby, the only other person
who had noticed the old man’s manner
that morning at the breakfast-table, she,
girl-like, naturally enough never gave
the subject another serious thought; she
did not hear that any misfortune had
happened to Mr. Lindhurst of which that
letter could have brought him the news,
and so she concluded that, after all, it
must have been only some slight passing
annoyance. Ruby, however, did at this
time observe one thing in the old gentle-
man, and this was a certain increase of
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gentleness and softness in his manner to
herself; it seemed as if a cord of music
had been wakened somewhere in his soul
to vibrate for the girl alone, for toward
others he was much what he had been
before.

One morning, later on in the winter,
Ruby rose at early dawn, as was often
her custom, first to take a little walk in
the brisk air, and then to get a space of
free time for reading before the rest of
the family came down; whenever in the
middle of the day she took up a book
there seemed always to be a conspiracy,
formed by the restless brains of Miss
Nancy or the chronic indolence of Miss
Ringwood, for compelling her to put it
down before she had well got into the
meaning of the page beneath her. Be-
sides, Ruby had taken lately to visiting
some of the poor cottages in the neigh-
borhood, and she wanted to give all the
spare moments she could in the day to
cheering a sick girl of her own age who
was living near. The work was very
congenial to her sweet, sympathetic na-
“ture, and often soothed her after the
many little irritating worries of her daily
life; it seemed to her, too, a high and a
precious privilege to be allowed to do
any thing for Christ’s poor.

The girl’s heart was very full of mel-
ody in spite of all her many small trou-
bles, as she passed with quick, light steps
down the shrubbery walk, and her soul
went up in a strong, sweet prayer, as
she gazed on all the radiant beauty of
God’s world around her. She asked for
power and opportunity to do more for
her Master; then the thought of that
beautiful dream of hers came back
to her with renewed distinctness, and
seemed to make the morning yet more
bright, and a clear, low voice, which she
knew to be her mother’s, appeared to
whisper in her ear—

<1 told them to call you Ruby, be-
cause I would have you so shine before
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men that one day you may be a jewel
fit for the crown of the dear Lord in
heaven.”

Yes, her name had in truth a deep,
holy meaning in it; if only she could
live up to it; but how was she, poor lit-
tle Ruby, to do that? Had she not
lately often dimmed the gem of her
Christian courage by many a repining
thought and weak yielding to small
temptations? How could she dare to
fancy, when she had served her King so
imperfectly in little trials, that she should
be brave and true, if any great field of
work for God, such as she loved to
fancy as coming in her path, were to
open before her. The child’s tears fell
as she asked herself these questions, but
she prayed with redoubled earnestness,
until her young face grew bright and
calm once more, and her heart became
light again, and as full of sunshine as
the eastern sky, while many a precious
Bible-text came floating round her to
comfort her.

She turned down a side walk, and
child-like, for still she was often little
more than a child, found real hearty
pleasure in feeding a whole assembly of
birds with a piece of bread which she
took from her pocket. From her earli-
est years she had been thoughtful for
and careful of God’s dumb creatures,
and they all seemed to know it, and to
love her and trust her. What a pretty
picture she made standing there with
the ruddy morning sunlight wrapping
her in a crimson halo, the frost-touched
branches of the trees flashing on every
side of her, and her fair, earnest eyes
fixed on the little feathered group at her
feet. Her slight, graceful figure was
bent a little forward in her childish
eagerness, and her red lips parted in
almost breathless interest, as she watch-
ed how a bold, saucy robin successfully
bore away the very largest fragment
from his rival, an orange-beaked black-
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bird, and how a sly, tiny tomtit stole
into the midst of the struggling throng,
and carried off the next best prize.
Ruby was still standing fully occupied
with her birds, when suddenly she was
startled by the sound of voices near at
hand. Who could it be? She knew
that none of the family, not even any of
the servants, who were rather late risers
in the winter, ever came out so early as
this. Could it be the old gardener talk-
ing with some friend he had brought
with him ? She listened more attentively
‘and soon became certain that the voices
were those of a man and a woman, and
that they came from the direction of a
little wicket gate, which led from the
shrubbery into the meadow beyond.
Now, Mr. Lindhurst always kept the key
of that gate. He had an idea that in-
truders from the neighboring village
might enter there and harm his trees and
plants. Ruby had hardly become sure
of the different sexes of the two speak-
ers when another noise met her ear, a
noise which was like the sharp ring of
the latch of the gate when closed by a
hasty hand. How very strange, thought
Ruby; who can be passing that way
when Mr. Lindhurst never lets the key
go out of his possession? She had
scarcely had time, however, to shape
this question in her mind when she
heard a heavy step, beneath which the
hoar-frost crackled, coming up a walk
near at hand, and an instant after, who
should appear in view but Mr. Lindhurst
himself'!

Mr. Lindhurst out at this hour! Ruby’s
astonishment grew more and more keen.
She knew that there was nothing further
from the old gentleman’s general habits
than early rising and a walk before break.
fast, on a frosty morning like this; it was
the sort of thing which usually he would
have thought utterly destructive of his
ease and comfort, and quite ruinous to
his health. But Ruby’s astonishment at

such an unusual circumstance was swal-
lowed up in wonder about Matthew Lind-
hurst himself, when he was near enough
to her for her to see his face distinctly.
There had come a great change over
that face, such as might come over some
frozen northern lake if suddenly a stream
of spring sunshine should pour down
upon it, All the hard lines in the old
man’s face were softened, his eyes were
filled with tears, his lips were quiver-
ing; and yet, though such things as
tears and trembling lips are in most
faces signs of sorrow and suflering, they
were not in his. Ruby fancied that he
looked years younger than he did when
she last saw him, and that, had she come
to him at this moment to ask him to do
some great, or generous, or noble, self-
denying act, he would have granted her
request; as, by a quick, enlightening
instinct, the child seemed all at once to
be certain that there was more in Mat-
thew Lindhurst’s nature to love and to
honor than she had ever dreamed of
before.

Ruby was standing so entirely hidden
by the trees that Mr. Lindhurst, who
was coming along a different walk
through the shrubbery from the one in
which she was, could pass by without
knowing that she was there; and, taught
by some rapid inward intuition, she drew
back, and resolved that he should not
know she had seen him at this time—
something told her he would not wish
any eye exceptthe eye of God tobe on
him. As he passed the spot where she
stood she heard him murmur—

0, Lord, my God, I have sinned
against Thee, in that I have let my heart
lie dead within me for these many, many
years.”

After that a turnin the walk concealed
him from her sight.

For some time Ruby stood wrapped
in wondering thought. Who could Mr,
Lindhurst have gone out so early to meet?
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For she was certain that he had met
some one, and that he had been talking
to the person, whoever it might be, at
the little wicket-gate, and had let the
mysterious stranger out at it. What had
brought about that wondrous change in
his face ?

Why, if there was indeed much that
was noble and beautiful in his nature,
was it hidden by such a thick outside
crust of selfishness and indolent self-
indulgence, and harsh, bitter judgment
of his fellow-men? All these questions
crowded in perplexing confusion on the
child’s mind, as she went slowly back
towards the house. On one point she
made up her mind, and that was that she
would breathe no word to any one of
what she had seen that morning. She
was somehow certain that the old man
would rather have it so; and open and
fearless as her nature was, Ruby could
keep a secret.

CHAPTER V.,

““Ruby, come with me; I want to
speak to you,” said Mr. Lindhurst to
the girl, on the afternoon of that same
day in the morning of which she had
seen him in the garden.

She was crossing the hall when he
spoke to her, on her way out to visit
some of her neighbors. It was an un-
usual thing for him to call her apart in
this way, and somehow she could not
help, by a quick, sudden instinct, con-
necting his doing so with what had hap-
pened this morning, and as the thought
shot across her, her cheek flushed and
her heart beat with rapid pulses.

The old man, however, did not seem
to notice that she was especially dis-
turbed. He was evidently too much
occupied with what was going on in his
own mind; all the day Ruby, who had
silently watched him, had observed that
his manner was more absent than usual,
and she fancied, too, more gentle. Miss
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Nancy, also, would very likely have per-
ceived this, for her keen eyes were
always prying into the looks and ways
of others, if it had not been that to-day
her every faculty had been busy in trying
to spy out faults and shortcomings in a
new housemaid who had just entered
her service. Miss Nancy was always
extremely distrustful and suspicious with
her servants, and very often, if truth
must be told, though she herself would
have been very indignant at such an
idea, sowed the very seeds of wrong-
doing in her dependents by the frequent
and open way in which she doubted the
possibility of good in them.

‘‘Ruby,” said Mr. Lindhurst, when
they were alone together in his study,
‘‘you often go about among the poor
near us, do you not?”

““Yes,” she answered simply, looking
up at him with her clear brave eyes, and
not quite knowing whether she was go-
ing to receive a reprimand or encourage-
ment. It was such a new thing for Mr.
Lindhurst to speak to her on such a sub-
ject; then,made bolder by a ray of mild-
ness which she thought she saw in his
face,she added, ¢“It is what I should like
to be able to do a great deal more, and a
great deal oftener, but Miss Lindhurst
and Ella_are so constantly wanting my
time for small things in the house, and
my time is almost the only thing I have
to give.”

And she spoke with half a sigh, halfa
smile.

““ My child,” he said, and now there
was something of diffidence, almost of
shyness, in his manner, which, taken in
connection with his gray head, had
something touching in it for the girl;
‘my child, would you mind taking help
from me to some of those around us
who most want it? I have never,
hitherto, in my life been what I ought
to them, but I should like to begin
now.”



0! I should be so delighted to
have a little money to take them,” cried
Ruby, her face all one sparkle at such
an unexpected proposal.

“Will you?” he said, smiling at her
pleasure, a sweeter smile than she had
ever thought could dawn on his stern,
withered face; ‘¢ then take this, Ruby,
and divide it among those who are worst
tlothed and most hungry, and when you
want more for the same good purpose
come to me again.”

And he laid some money beside her
on the table.

‘“ All that to give away!” she exclaim-
ed, clapping her little hands in the
excess of her naive, joyous surprise.
“Dear Mr. Lindhurst, what can I say
to thank you ?”’

““Nothing, child,nothing,” he answer-
edina low and rather tremulous tone.
*God knows it is late enough in the
day to begin well-doing.”

““But what will Miss Nancy say?”
s2id Ruby, a sudden cloud coming over
both her face and her mind, as a vision
of Miss Nancy’s cap, with a very wrath-
ful countenance beneath it, rose up be-

fore the eyes of her fancy.

" “Let Nancy say what she likes, it
will make no difference to me,” said
Mr. Lindhurst, with some return of his
usual sternness. Then he added more
gently, ¢“ Nancy and I have made alto-
gether, of our whole lives, a great mis-
take; O, little Ruby !” and now he laid
his hand softly on her shoulder, ‘“and
this light, this wakening up, would nev-
er have come if you had not entered
under our roof ; bless you for it, child!”

“But why should my coming here
have made such a difference to you?”
asked the girl, wonderingly.

**Child, you must not ask too much,”
he answered shortly; ¢¢ perhaps some
day you will understand it all.” Then
he added with a renewed softening of
tone, ‘‘Ruby, long, long ago, when I
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was very young, I was full of high and
generous feelings, and I meant to spend
a life of active service toward my Lord
above and men below; but there came
upon me a sudden, great crushing sor-
row, and instead of taking it as a chas-
tening from a Father’s hand, I let my-
self grow hard under it, and wrapped
myself round more and more in mere
low selfishness. Now, through your be-
ing here, I have ” but here he broke
off quickly, as if he felt he was saying
too much, and only murmured in con-
clusion, turning away his face from her
earnest young eyes, which were fixed
upon him with a half-surprised, half-
pitying look, ‘“Ruby, I can tell you no
more ; don’t ask it.”

““No, I will not,” she answered, in her
straightforward, girlishway, ““and I will
never tell Ella or any one a word of
what you have now been saying to me;
won’t that be right?” and she drew
closer to him, and her frank eyes looked
into his.

““Yes, that is quite right, just what I
wish,”” he answered, in a low tone.

Then he turned away from her again,
and went to the window, and fixed his
eyes on the far distant hills, as if he
were reading there the story of a yet
more distant past.

If truth must be told, Ruby’s curios-
ity was a good deal aroused by what he
had said. How could her coming to
Larcombe Priory possibly have so much
affected Mr. Lindhurst, that through it
his state of mind and feeling had heen
changed? What could she have to do
with the old man’s pastlife? Like the
sensible girl that she was, however, she
silenced these questions within her, and
picking up the money which still lay on
the table, gave her whole thoughts to the
delightful employment of settling which
of her poor people she should first glad-
den with a present: it was such a new,
sweet luxury to her, the luxury of giving.
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“May I go now?” she asked, ap-
proaching Matthew a little timidly, for
she saw that he was sunk in deep
thought, yet with her feet almost danc-
ing to De off on their joyous missions
of love and mercy.

The old man started at her voice as
though she had called him back from
some far-off time and place. Then he
said gently—

¢“What was it you said, Ruby?”

I asked if T might go,” she an-
swered ; ‘‘ the afternoon is going off so
fast, and I must be back to make five
o'clock tea for Miss Lindhurst and
Ella.” :

“ Ruby,” said Mr. Lindhurst, his fin-
gers playing uneasily with a pen in the
inkstand, as though he were going to say
something which he hardly knew how to
shape in words, ¢ Would you mind tak-
ing a walk with me to-day.”

“With you?” she repeated, extreme-
ly surprised at the unusual proposal.

Since she had been at Larcombe Pri-
ory she had never known Mr. Lindhurst
ask either Miss Nancy or Ella or her-
self to take a walk with him, so no won-
der she was astonished.

¢“Will you dislike me for a companion,
Ruby?” he said, with a half smile.

¢¢Q, no,” she answered, simply and
heartily, ‘‘only you know you never have
walked with any of us before.”

¢ Then come along, child, for as you
say it is getting late.”

And without more words the pair left
the house together.

o Will you cowne with me to give away
some of your own money ?” asked Ruby ;
¢¢the people would be so pleased to see
you and thank you themselves.”

¢‘No, child, no,” he answered, hastily,
‘“‘not to-day—come this way, this is the
walk I want to take.”

He led her down the side shrubbery
walk and out by that very little wicket
gate which she had heard him close this
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morning. It opened into a pretty path
across the fields, and this they followed.

It was always a favorite walk with
Ruby. The brook hard by made such
winsome melody, the air came bounding
with such happy freedom over the mead-
ows, the spire of the cathedral, which
was visible from here in the far distance,
stood out so grandly and calmly against
the blue, frosty sky. To-day the beauty
was increased by every tiny blade of
grass being traced out in glistening sil-
ver—by every hedgerow being clothed
in dazzling white. The old man and
the girl went on side by side, Ruby,
child-like, too much enjoying the love-
liness round her to care about talking of
any thing else, Matthew Lindhurst an-
swering her words of keen, simple en-
joyment gently, but briefly. He was
evidently still thinking of other things.

The field-path ended in a deep, warm
Devonshire lane, where the very breath
of the frost was shut out, and where
green mosses still draped the hedges,
telling already a message of the spring.
A Dlackbird had caught the spirit of the
place, and was singing lustily above
about the mate that he would choose
next April. The lane in its turn ended
in a road, which went two ways—one
turned back toward Larcombe Priory,
the other went in the direction of the
town. Ruby thought they should, of
course, take the homeward way; but,
instead of that, the old man followed
the contrary road.

¢¢ We shall not have time to go far this
way, shall we?” she said, surprised.

¢“ Just a little distance,” he answered,
walking more quickly than he had yet
done.

Ruby looked at him as he spoke, and
she fancied that he was paler than usual,
and that there was a bright, restless
light in his eyes. The sun had set, the
winter twilight was coming on apace;
the girl wondered silently at his liking
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to be out so late—he who in general
dreaded a breath of chill evening air.

They had now reached a row of de-
tached villas which extended along one
side of the road, and which had been
lately run up by some enterprising spec-
ulator. Mr. and Miss Lindhurst never
visited at these houses, because every
thing new and showy was utterly dis-
tasteful to them ; and the villas, and, in
general, their inhabitants, too, were de-
cidedly of this latter order.

When they came in front of the first
house Mr. Lindhurst paused, looked up
at the sky, and began to make some
commonplace remarks about the beauty
of the evening. While he spoke Ruby
glanced at the villa before which they
stood, and from which they were only
separated by a narrow strip of garden.
She noticed one of the lower windows
was half open, the blind was drawn down.
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She had hardly observed this, and was
just turning to Mr. Lindhurst to answer
some unimportant question he had put
her, when through that open window
there suddenly rang out a shrill scream,
which was immediately followed by a
sound which was like the noise made by
the fall of some heavy object.

“What can that be?” cried Ruby,
startled. ¢ What can be the matter in
that house ?”

The old man’s face grew as white as
the frosty ground, and a sudden trem-
bling seemed to thrill his whole frame.

““ Ruby, wait here till I come back to
you,” he said, in strangely faltering
tones.

Then, before she could answer, and
almost before she knew what he was
doing, he had left her side, knocked at
the door of the villa, and disappeared
through it.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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On the gth of June, 1883, the Amer-
ican people, through one of their no-
blest and most public-spirited men, uni-
ted in giving a fitting tribute to the
memory of John Howard Payne. At
4 P.a., on that day, his remains, which
for thirty years had lain in their silent
repose in a foreign land, were interred in
Washington city. The ceremonies on
that occasion were but in keeping with
the appreciation with which the poet is

“held in the hearts and the homes of
Americans. One of the most touching
parts of the ceremony was the rendition
of *“ Home, Sweet Home,” by the Or-
chestra Club, with a full chorus of one
hundred voices. The plaintive, thrilling
strains of this music, it is said, will ever
live in the memory of those present.

The monument, which was unveiled,

is a shaft of white marble, surmounted
by a bust one half larger than life-size,
and is supported by a base of solid gray
granite six feet square. The height of
the monument is fourteen feet, and its
general design Roman, of a pure class-
ical type. The inscriptions on the shaft
are simple. On the front is the follow-
ing brief but sufficient inscription :

JOHN HOWARD PAVYNE,

AUTHOR OF *‘HOME SWEET HOME.”’

BorN JaN. o, 17027 Di1ED Arrin 1o, 1852,

On the back is the inscription which
was on the tombstone that marked his
grave in Tunis. It is as follows:

¢ Sure, when thy gentle spirit fled
To realms above the azure dome,
With arms outstretched God’s angels said,

¢ Welcome to heaven'’s home, sweet home.'”
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The first line of the following is the
sad refrain of an unwritten poem recited
to a friend by John Howard Payne, just
before his death in Tunis:

¢] have sinned and I have suffered ”’—
Yet the world will never know

How I tried to do my duty
In the long, the long ago.

¢ 1 have sinned and I have suffered ”’—
Human nature is so weak ;

Yet my tongue can not be tempted
To disclose, betray, or speak.

¢I have sinned and I have suffered ”—
Who has not through bone and blood ?
If there be a mortal living,
Let him bravely cast the stone.

«] havesinned and I have suffered ” —
Just the same as other men;

But my heart can not be conquered,
Nor the soul that burns within.

<¢T have sinned and I have suffered ”’
Mournful memories come to me ;

Yet beyond the clouds of sorrow
Rifts of sunshine I can see.

¢¢T have sinned and I have suffered ’—
He can sink and He can save

All the human hearts that wander
To the clouds and silent grave.

About the year 1625 there were three
brothers of excellent English stock emi-
grated hither from the southern counties
of Old England. Their name was Payne.
The elder of the trio took up his residence
in Virginia, and became the ancestor of
Miss Dolly Payne, whom President James
Madison married. The other two broth-
ers made theirhomes in the Middle States,
one of them settling at East Hampton,
Long Island. This gentleman was the
father of William Payne. He married
twice—his first wife being a Miss Lucy
Taylor, who died soon after marriage.
In 1780 Mr. Payne led to the altar Miss
Sarah Isaacs, the daughter of a converted
Jew—an emigrant hither, anterior to the
revolution, from Hamburg, Germany.
This lady could trace her descent on the
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maternal side from the Scottish Earl of
the Dysart. They removed at once to
East Hampton, where they resided off
and on for sixteen years, Mr. Payne hold-
ing for quite a period the position of
Principal of the local Clinton Academy,
an institution founded by Governor De
Witt Clinton. In 1796 he accepted a
Master’s chair in the Berry Street Acad-
emy, New York, and brought thither his
family, going thence to Boston, where
Mrs. Payne died June 18, 1807.
The death of an elder son soon fol-
lowed. Mr. Payne, grief-stricken and sick
at heart, returned with his diminished
household to New York. His affairs
had long been far from prosperous, and
sorrowing neglect only precipitated the
end. He failed, and his creditors greed-
ily availed themselves of every scrap to
effect their recoupment.
Five years after, on March 4, 1812, he
died, having meanwhile restored to some
extent his fallen fortunes.
There were nine children born of this
union, and of these the only one to feel
the fickle caresses of the world of fashion
was John Howard Payne. Itisthe much
ridiculed Tupper who asks and answers:
There were nine Homers, all goodly men of
song;
But where is any record of the eight?

One grew to fame, an Aaron’s rod,
And swallowed up his brethren.

John Howard Payne was born in New
York,Juneg, 1791. Coincidently enough
he spent his childhood at East Hampton,
his grandparents’ home, and his youth at
Boston, just as his father had done before
him. He was taught by that gentleman,
and in turn helped his paternal parent to
impress upon the minds of the younger
Bostonese the elements of knowledge.
The dramatic impulse within him was
first awakened by his participation in the
declamations which formed a large pic-
ture in the class exercises—elocution
being an important course in the curric-



ulum. Stage presentals were the natural
-outcome of this study, and in these
Howard (as he was called) usually ex-
«celled his fellows.

Collegiate authority was not wanting
in trying urgently to check his evidently
growing passion for the stage, but these
measures proved as futile as did his fa-
ther’s efforts.

The financial disaster which overtook
his father seemed to suggest to the young
man, now in his eighteenth year, the pos-
sible money value attaching to his pen-
<hant for theatrical life. On February
24, 1809, he made his debut at the old
Park Theater in New York city, and for
a time followed the uncertain and fickle
life of an actor, residing for a number of
years abroad.

Endowed with a high order of talent,
capable of continuous and conscientious
work, Howard Payne yet lacked com-
mon business capacity—the requisite,
the sine gua non of intelligent manhood
—without which genius is too often the
prey of selfish greed. Confiding too
readily in the honor of those who were
everready to profit by his versatile pen,
his life for twenty years pending his resi-
dence abroad was saddened by the con-
stant breaking of faith with him by man-
agers and publishers, whom his labor
had benefited, even to the rescuing from
ruin. Neglect was his portion, often
times absolute want, and once a dreary
imprisonment for a paltry debt. His
masterpiece, written for Edmund Kean,

and first played at the Drury Lane Thea-
ter, in December, 1818, only brought
him £183 6s., while the total of his
dramatic writing (comprising eight trage-
dies, six comedies, twenty-one dramas,
five operas, and nine farces), netted him
an amount even less proportionate in
the aggregate—many of these forty-nine
manuscripts not being paid for at all.
Payne returned home in July, 1832,
and for ten years traversed the coun-
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try, writing for the press. An article
on ‘ Our Neglected Poets” was prob-
ably evolved from a bitter personal ex-
perience. It is an excellent specimen
of the man’s graceful style of writing.
In 1842 President Tyler appointed him
Consul to Tunis. The thoroughness
which marked his ill-requited literary
labors did not fail him in an official ca-
pacity, and for three years Payne proved
an exemplary public servant. Being then
recalled, he spent a year or so wander-
ing up and down Europe—the whilom
theater of his brilliant genius—reaching
New York in July, 1847, fifteen years
after his initial return from foreign shores.
Under a reappointment he went back to
his post at Tunisin’51, but with shatter-
ed health. Illness of a rheumatic nature
ensued, and before a year had sped
John Howard Payne was awaiting the last
summons in a strange land, but with the
calmness of a brave soul. He died
April 10, 1852, aged sixty years.

The song which the wide world loves
and for which alone America remembers
him—though it brought no other com-
pensation to John Howard Payne—was
written for an opera entitled ¢ Clari, or
Maid of Milan ’—composed for Kem-
ble and first presented at the Covent
Garden Theater, London, May 8, 1823.
Its author dreamed not that the fragment
of two verses was to make his name
famous above all other of his efforts.
The air is a pure Sicilian one just heard
by Payne in Italy from the lips of a peas-
ant girl. .\t his subsequent request she
repeated it and he dotted down the notes
in rough form. It suggested to him the
words and he sent both to Sir Henry
Bishop, musical director at Covent Gar-
den, who only made a few technical
changes in the score, though in the orig-
inal edition of the song (which was at
once printed separately and rapturously
received) Sir Henry's name was given
as the virtual author. Inrendering such
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perfect homage to the beauty of ¢ Home,
Sweet Home,” the world, it has been
said, has unconsciously paid tribute less
to the words than to the air. The for-
mer might well have missed their im-
mortality had they not been wedded to
music all but divine. This opinion is
confirmed by the facts in the case as
narrated—Payne himself having his fan-
cy arrested by the sweet plaintiveness
of the air sung on its native heath and
composing the words while yet under
the influence of this lyric force.

The following are the words as written
in the original manuscript:

“HOME, SWEET HOME.”

’Mid pleasures and palaces though we may
roam,

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like
home

HOME, SWEET HOME.

"Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,
Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home.
A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there,
Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met with elsewhere.
Home! home! sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home!
There’s no place like home!

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain,
Oh! give me my lowly, thatched cottage again!
The birds singing gayly, that come at my call,
Give me them, with the peace of mind, dearer than all.
Home! home! sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home!
There’s no place like home!

How sweet ’tis to sit 'neath a fond father’s smile,
And the cares of a mother to soothe and beguile,
Let others delight ’'mid new pleasures to roam,
But give, oh! give me the pleasures of home.
Home! home! sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home!
There’s no place like home!

HOME, SWEET HOME.

A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there,
(Like the love of a mother,
Surpassing all other),

Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met

with elsewhere.
There’s a spellin the shade
‘Where ourinfancy played,

Even stronger than time, and more deep than

despair!

An exile from home, splendor dazzlesin vain!
Oh! give me my lowly thatched cottage again,!
The birds and the lambkins that came at my
call,—
Those who named me with pride,
Those who played by my side—
Give me them with their innocence dearer
than all!
The joys of the palaces through which I roam
Only swell my heart’s anguish—there’s no
place like home.
Home, home, sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home!
There’s no place like home !
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To thee I’ll return, overburdened with care;

The heart’s dearest solace will smile on me there.
No more from that cottage again will I roam,
Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home.
Home! home! sweet, sweet home !
There’s no place like home!
There’s no place like home.

To us, in spite of the absence of years,
How sweet the remembrance of home still appears!
From allurements abroad, which but flatter the eye,
The unsatisfied heart turns, and says, with a sigh,
Home! home! sweet, sweet home,
There’s no place like home!
There’s no place like home.

Your exile is blest with all fate can bestow,
But mine has been checkered with many a woe;
Yet, though different our fortunes, our thoughts are the same,
And both, as we think of Columbia, exclaim,
Home! home! sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home'!
There’s no place like home.

The two last verses were added by Mr. Payne for his relative, Mrs. Bates.

ARTHUR OF BRITTANY.

The son of Geoffrey Plantagenet and
Constance, Duchess of Brittany,was born
at Nantes on Easterday, 1187. He was
the first grandson of Henry II., for the
young King Henry had died childless,
Richard was still unmarried, and the
elder child of Geoffrey was a daughter
named Eleanor. His birth was, there-
fore, the subject of universal joy. There
was a prophecy of Merlin, that King
Arthur should reappear from the realm
of the fairy Morgana, who had borne him
away in his death-like trance after the
battle of Camelford, and, returning in
the form of a child, should conquer Eng-
land from the Saxon race, and restore
the splendors of the British Pendragons.
_ The Bretons, resolved to seein their
ll}fant duke this champion of their glo-
nes, overlooked the hated Angevin and

Norman blood that flowed in his veins,
and insisted on his receiving their be-
loved name of Arthur. Thanksgivings
were poured forth in all the churches in
Brittany, and the altars and shrines at
the sacred fountains were adorned with
wreaths of flowers.

At the same time a Welsh bard direct-
ed King Henry to cause search to be
made at Glastonbury, the true Avallon,
for the ancient hero's corpse, which, as
old traditions declared, had been buried
between two pyramids within the abbey.
There, in fact, at some distance beneath
the surface, was found a leaden cross,
inscribed with the words, “Hic jacet
sepultus inclytus Rex Arthurus in insula
Avallonia” (here lies buried the uncon-
quered King Arthur in the Isle of Aval-
lon). A little deeper was a coffin, hol-

»
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lowed out of an oak tree, and within lay
the bones of the renowned Arthur and
his fair Queen Guenever. His form was
of gigantic size; there were the marks of
ten wounds upon his skull, and by his
side was a sword, the mighty Caliburn,
or Excalibar, so often celebrated in ro-
mances. Guenever’s hair was still per-
fect to all appearance, and of a beautiful
golden color, but it crumbled into dust
on exposure to the air. The Bretons
greatly resented this discovery, which
they chose to term an imposture of
Henry’s in order to cast discredit on
Merlin’s prediction.

They were, however, in no condition
to oppose the grasping monarch; Henry
entered Brittany, assembled the States at
Nantes, and claimed the guardianship of
his grandson’s person and domains.

They were at first intimidated by his
threats, but Constance showed so much
spirit that she obtained the keeping of
her son, and the immediate government,
though she was not to act without the
advice and consent of the king of Eng-
land, who received the oaths of the bar-
ons present.

The widowed heiress suffered much
persecution from the different suitors
for her hand, among whom figured her
brother-in-law, John Lackland; and
Henry, fearing her marriage with some
powerful prince, so tormented her by
threats of removing her son from her
charge that he forced her into a marriage
with Ranulf de Blondeville, Count of
Chester, a man of violent and ambitious
temper, and of mean and ungraceful ap-
pearance.

He made himself extremely hated in
Brittany by his cruelty and injustice;
and no sooner had the news arrived of
the death of Henry II. than the people
rose with one consent, drove him away,
and restored the power to Constance.

Richard I. did not interfere in his
behalf, and appeared favorable to his

e
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nephew Arthur, acknowledging him as
heir-presumptive of England, and, when
at Messina, betrothing him to the daugh-
ter of Tancred, king of Sicily.

When Arthur was nine years old, in
1196, he was introduced by his mother
to the Assembly of the States of Brittany,
and associated with her in the duchy.
His uncle at the same time claimed the
charge of him as his heir, and invited
Constance to a conference at Pontorson.
On her way—it is much to be feared with
his connivance—she was seized by a
body of troops under her husband, the
Earl of Chester, and carried a prisoner
to the Castle of St. James de Beuvron.

Her nobles met at St. Malo and de-
puted the seneschal of Rennes to inquire
of her how they should act, and to assure
her of their fidelity. She thanked them
earnestly, but her whole entreaty was that
they would guard her son, watch him like
friends, servants, and parents, and save
him from the English. ¢¢As for me,”
wrote she, ‘‘that will be as God wills;
but whatever may befall me, do your best
for Arthur, my son. I shall always be
well, provided he is well, and in the care
of good subjects.”

The vassals wept at this letter, full
of maternal love; they swore to devote
themselves to their young lord, even to
the death, and obtained from him a
promise never to treat with the English
without their consent. They placed him
under the charge of the Sieur de Vitré,
who conducted him from castle to castle
with so much secrecy that Richard con-
tinually failed in his attempt to seize on
him. Treaties were attempted, but failed
with mutual accusations of perfidy, and
while Constance continued a prisoner, a
most desolating war raged in the unfor-
tunate duchy. The dislike and distrust
that existed between Constance and her
mother-in-law, Queen Eleanor, seem to
have been the root of many of these
troubles; Eleanor was all-powerful with



her son, and contrived to inspire him
with distrust of Constance—a suspicion
naturally augmented by her refusal to
allow him the care of her son, his own
heir. Vitré succeeded in lodging young
Arthur, his charge, in the hands of the
king of France, who espoused his cause
as an excuse for attacking Richard. Sev-
eral battles took place, and at length an-
other treaty of peace was made, by which
Constance was liberated, after eighteen
months’ captivity. Doubtless this would
soon have proved as hollow as every oth-
er agreement between the French king
and the Plantagenet; but it was Cceur de
Lion’s last.

The Vicomte de Limoges, in Poitou,
sent him two mule-burdens of silver, part
of a treasure found in his hands. Rich-
ard claimed the whole, and when the
vicomte refused, marched in anger to
Poitou and besieged the Castle of Chaluz,
where he believed the rest of the riches
to be concealed. In the course of the
assault his shoulder was pierced by an
arrow shot from the walls by an archer,
and though the wound at first appeared
slight, the surgeons, in attempting to ex-
tract the head of the arrow, so mangled
the shoulder that he died from the effects
of it.

His sister Joan, queen of Sicily, who
had traveled to her brother’s camp to ask
hisaid, died a few hours after, and they
were buried together at their father’s feet
at Fontevraud.

Queen Eleanor’s influence and Rich-
ard’s own displeasure at the duchess of
Brittany so prevailed that Arthur wasnot
even named by the dying Cceeurde Lion;
but he directed his barons to swear fealty
to his brother John, and the wish was uni-
versally complied with.

Philippe Auguste’s voice was the only
one uplifted in favor of Arthur, butit was
merely as a means of obtaining a bribe,
which John administered in the shape of
the county of Evreux, as a marriage-por-
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tion for his niece, Blanch, the eldest
daughter of Eleanor Plantagenet, Queen
of Castile.

Philippe Auguste brought young Ar-
thur to this betrothal, and caused him to
swear fealty to his uncle for Brittany as
a fief of Normandy. Arthur was now
thirteen, and had newly received the
order of knighthood, adopting as his de-
vice the lion, unicorn, and griffin, which
tradition declared to have been borne
by his namesake, and this homage must
have been sorely against his will.

He was betrothed to Marie, one of the
French king’s daughters, and continued
to reside at his court, never venturing
into the power of his uncle.

His mother, Constance, had taken ad-
vantage of this tranquility to obtain a
divorce from the hated earl of Chester,
and to give her hand to the Vicomte
Guy de Thouars; but the Bretons ap-
pear to have disapproved of the step, as
they never allowed him to bear the title
of duke. She survived her marriage
little more than two years, and died in
the end of 1201.

Arthur set off to take possession of his
dukedom, and was soon delighted to
hear of a fresh disturbance between his
uncle and the king of France, hoping
that he might thus come to his rights.

John had long ago fallen in love with
Avice, grand-daughter of Earl Robert of
Gloucester, and had been espoused to
her at his brother's coronation; but the
church had interposed and refused to
permit their union, as they were second
cousins. He was now in the south of
France, where he beheld the beautiful
Isabelle, daughter of the count of An-
gouléme, only waiting till her age was
sufficient for her to fulfill the engage-
ment made in her infancy, and become
the wife of Hugh de Lusignan, called
le brun, Count de la March. Regardless
of their former ties, John at once obtained
the damsel from her faithless parents, and
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made her his queen, while her lover, who
was ardently attached to her, called upon
the king of France, as suzerain, to do
him justice.

Philippe was glad to establish the
supremacy of his court, and summoned
John to appear. John promised com-
pensation, and offered as a pledge two
of his castles; then broke his word and
refused; whereupon Philippe took up
arms, besieged the castles, and had just
destroyed them both, when Arthur ar-
rived, with all the Breton knights he
could collect, and burning with the eager-
ness of his sixteen years.

At once Philippe offered to receive
his homage for the county of Anjou, and
to send him to conquer it with any knights
who would volunteer to follow him. Hugh
de Lusignan was the first to bring him fif-
teen, and other Poitevin barons joined
him; but, in all, he could muster but one
hundred knights and four or five hundred
other troops, and the wiser heads advised
him to wait for reinforcements from Brit-
tany. The fiery young men, however,
asked, ¢ When was it our fashion to count
our foes?” and their rashness prevailed.
Arthur marched to besiege the town of
Mirabeau, where there resided one whom
he should never have attacked—his aged
grandmother; but Constance had taught
him no sentiment toward her but hatred,
and with this ill-omened beginning to his
chivalry he commenced his expedition.
The town was soon taken ; but Eleanor’s
high spirit had not deserted he:; she
shut herself up in the castle, and con-
trived to send intelligence to her son.
John was for once roused, and marched
to Mirabeau with such speed that Ar-
thur soon found himself surrounded in
his turn. The queen was in the citadel,
the prince in the town besieging her,
and himself besieged by the king on the
outside; but the town wall was strong
and John could not easily injure his
nephew, nor send succor to his mother.
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He recollected a knight named Guil-
laume des Roches, who had once been
attached to Arthur’s service, but was
now in his camp. Sending for him, the
wily king thus addressed him: *¢It is
hard that persons who should be friendly
kindred should so disturb each other for
want of meeting and coming to an un-
derstanding. Can you remember no
friend of my fair nephew who could
help you to restore peace, and obtain a
guerdon from me?”

““The only guerdon I desire,” replied
Des Roches, ‘“is the honor of serving
my lord; but one gift I entreat.”

¢¢I grant it, by the soul of my father,”
said John.

‘¢ To-morrow, then,” said Des Roches,
‘*‘the young duke and all his young lords
shall be at your disposal; but I claim
the gift you granted me. Itis that none
of the besieged shall be imprisoned or
put to death, and that Duke Arthur be
treated by you as your good and honor-
able nephew, and that you leave him
such of his lands as rightfully pertain to
him.”

John promised, and even swore that
if he violated his word he released his
subjects from their oaths. Arthur’s step-
father, Guy de Thouars, witnessed the
agreement, and, at midnight, Arthur and
his followers were seized in their sleep.
But for John's promise, he regarded it
no more than the wind; he sent twenty-
two knights at once to Corfe Castle
chained two and two together in carts
drawn by oxen, where all but Hugh de
Lusignan were starved to death by his
orders. He threw the rest into different
prisons, and closely confined his nephew
at Falaise. Des Roches remonstrated,
upon which John attempted to arrest
both him and De Thouars, but they es-
caped from his dominions; and Des Ro-
ches was so grieved at the fatal conse-
quence of his treachery that he became
a hermit.
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The old queen, whose disposition had
softened with her years, charged John
on pain of her curse not to hurt his
nephew, and exerted herself to save the
victims from barbarity. She prevailed
so far as to obtain the life of Lusignan,
but he was shut up at Bristol Castle,
where John likewise imprisoned the sis-
ter of Arthur, Eleanor. a girl of eighteen,
of such peerless beauty that she was
called the Pearl of Brittany.

John held a parley with his nephew
at Falaise, when the following dialogue
took place : ¥

“Give up vour false pretentions,” said
Jobn, ‘“to crowns you will never wear.
Am [ not your uncle? I will give you
a share of my inheritance as your lord,
and grant you my friendship.”

‘‘Better the hatred of the king of
France!” exclaimed the high-spirited
boy; *“hc has not broken his faith, and
with a noble knight there is always a re-
source in generosity.”

“Folly to trust him!” sneered John.
“French kings are the born enemies of
Plantagenets.”

‘*“Philippe has placed the crown on my
brow—he was my godfather in chivalry,
he has granted me his daughter,” said
Arthur.

““And you will never marry her, fair
nephew. My towers are strong; none
here resist my will.”

The boy burst out proudly, ‘¢ Neither
towers nor swords shall make me cow-
ardly enough to deny the right I hold
from my father and from God. He was
your elder brother, now before the Sav-
iour of men. England, Touraine, An-
jou, Guienne, are mine in his right, and
Brittany through my mother. Never
will I renounce them, but by death.”

‘“So be it, fair nephew,” were John’s
words, and with them he left his captive
alone, to dwell on the horrors thus im-
plied.

*These particulars are taken from old chronicles of
slight authority,

Soon after, John secretly sent a party
of men into Arthur’s dungeon, with
orders to put out his eyes. The youth
caught up a wooden bench, and defen-
ded himself with it, calling so loudly for
help as to bring to the spot the excellent
governor of the castle, Hubert de Burgh,
who had been in ignorance of their hor-
rible design. He sent away the assas-
sins, and, as the only means of saving
the poor prince, he caused the chapel
bell to be tolled, and let it be supposed
that he had perished under their hands.
All the world believed it, and Brittany
and Normandy began to rise and call the
murderer to account. Hubert thought
he was doing a service in divulging the
safety of the prisoner, but the effect was,
that John transferred the poor boy to
Rouen, and to the keeping of William
Bruce.

He was an old man, and dreaded the
iniquity that he saw would soon be prac-
ticed, and coming to the king, gave up
his charge in these words: ““I know not
what fate intends for your nephew, whom
I have hitherto faithfully kept. I give
him up to you, in full health, and sound
inlimb; butI will guard him no longer;
I must return to my own affairs.”

John’s eyes flashed fury; but the baron
retired to his own fiefs, which he put in
a state of defense. A few days after,
John and his wicked squire, Pierre de
Maulac, left the court, giving notice that
they were going to Cherbourg, and after
wandering for three days in the woods
of Moulineau, came late at night in a
little boat to the foot of the tower where
Arthur was confined. Horses were ready
there, and he sent Maulac to bring him
his nephew.

¢ Fair nephew,” said he, “*come and
see the day you have so long desired. I
will make you free as air; voushall even
have a kingdom to govern.”

Arthur began to ask explanations, but
John cut him short, telling him there
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would be time-for questions and thanks:
and Maulac helped him to his horse, for
he was so much weakened by his im-
prisonment that he could hardly mount.
They rode on, Arthur in front, till they
came to a spot where the river flowed
beneath a precipitous bank. It was
John’s chosen spot; and he spurred his
horse against his nephew’s striking him
down with his sword. The poor boy
cried aloud for mercy, promising to yield
all he required.

<« All is mine henceforth,” said John,
and here is the kingdom I promised
you.”

Then striking him again, by the help
of Maulac he dragged him to the edge
of the rock, and threw him headlong
into the Seine, whose waters closed over
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the brave young Plantagenet, in his eight-
eenth year, ending all the hopes of the
Bretons. The deed of darkness was
guessed at, though it was long before its
manner became known; and John him-
self marked out its consummation by
causing himself to be publicly crowned
over again, and by rewarding his partner
in the crime with the hand of the heiress
of Mulgrave. His mother, Queen Elea-
nor, is said to have died of grief at the
horror he had perpetrated. She had re-
tired, after the siege of Mirabeau, to the
convent of Fontevraud, where she as-
sumed the veil, and now shared the same
fate as her husband, King Henry—like
him, dying broken-hearted for the crimes
of their son. She was buried beside him
and her beloved Cceur de Lion.

HARRY PUSH ON HIS WAY AROUND THE WORLD.

Morning came at last, calm and clear
and beautiful. Harry was awakened
by the rays of the sun shining brightly
across his berth. His first thought was
that he had not been asleep at all, and
he began to ponder on the fearful reali-
ties of the previous night. But suddenly
he remembered that he had carefully
counted the striking of the ship’s bells
until midnight, then—well he mus¢ have
slept. Looking at his watch, he saw to
his utter astonishment that it was half
past eight o’clock ; and now his bewilder-
ment was greater than ever, for he be-
gan to wonder if his terrors of the dark
hours were all mere dreams.

There was, however, a sudden inter-
ruption to his solving this problem, in
the sounding of the last gong for break-
fast. A hurried toilet was soon com-
pleted, and he walked out into the din-
ing-saloon still rather bewildered as to
his experiences of the previous night.
Fannie was the only one of the Lynn’s

ready to appear at breakfast, and she
greeted Harry with the exclamation:
‘“Harry Push, have you heard the
good news?” and without waiting for-
him to reply, told the whole story of the-
sailor who had been swept overboard,.
but in falling had caught by a short loop.
of a chain which projected from the
ship’s side. There he had clung in mo-.
mentary terror of falling in the waters,
his voice entirely drowned by the roar-
and rattle of the storm, until it had
abated, when a comrade heard his feeble-
cries and he was immediately hoisted on,
deck alive, but bruised and battered and:
faint and weary. Fannie had been on
deck, and in company with the captain.
had paid the rescued man a visit, and!
she informed Harry that his hands were:
so cut and bruised that it would perhaps.
be weeks before he could work again,.
and that she had inquired about his fam-
ily in Germany, and found that he had a.
wife and five small children. So Harry




proposed that they should immediately
getup a little sum of money for his fam-
ily, which they did, and the two received
great pleasure from the poor man’shearty
.appreciation of their thoughtfulness.

But now the last days at sea had come.
“The daily record of the ship’s progress
showed that they had gotten well into
the last thousand miles of the voyage.
Ever and anon little white specks would
pop up in the distant horizon, until they
«could count at times a dozen crafts of
the sea in sight at once. One wise old
gentleman, who was making his first
voyage, remarked that the land breezes
were beginning to be felt, and there
would be no more sea-sickness. But as
he had not missed a single hearty meal
in the ten days, he was not supposed
toknow much about it.

Alice, Fannie, and Harry suddenly
became intensely interested in the old
bachelor and the little governess. He
had proved to be a man of very consid-
-erable intelligence, an Englishman, who
had traveled a great deal and had resid-
-ed for 2 number of years in America.
Heseemed to have been interested first
in Miss Martin, from his pity in her
laborious exertions to control her way-
ward charge, then to have become really
-attached to her by her genuine traits of
true womanly character which she had
unconsciously displayed every day in
the conscientious discharge of her du-
ties. In fact, Mrs. Lynn was so charmed
with her, and found her so really culti-
vated, that she felt more than half in-
clined to propose to pay her traveling
expenses, if she would leave her onerous
duties and join them in their tour as
a special companion for her daughters.
The young people thought as the voyage
drew to its close that Mr. Allen grew
more and more tender and attentive, and
Miss Martin more reserved and shy.
But, be that as it may, Fannie at last
knew the whole secret, and calling Alice
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and Harry with her to the extreme front of
the deck where no one could hear abreath
of what she had to tell them, she relat-
ed to her interested hearers, an incident
which she had unintentionally stumbled
into. She told them that just at sunset
she had taken her journal, which she
wanted to complete to send to her father
from Southampton, and going back of
the pilot-house, had not seated her-
self on the seat, but unlike any other
girl had crawled under it, and there
lying almost prostrate she was telling her
own dear papa all about the voyage,
how much she loved him and how she
did long to put her arms once more
around his neck, or pat his old bald
head, when suddenly she heard voices
overhead, and in an instant realized
that Mr. Allen and Miss Martin had
taken their seats just above her. She lis-
tened for a moment, not knowing what
to do, and heard Mr. Allen say, ¢ Miss
Martin, no other woman on earth can
ever make me happy.”

¢ Her first impulse was to crawl out
from her hiding-place and make a con-
fession, but feeling it would be dreadful
to let them know she had heard even
this much, and still more dreadful to lay
there like a culprit and listen to any
more of it, she compromised with her-
self by resting on her elbows, with her
hands tightly stopping her ears, so that
she could not hear a single sound.  Un-
der this self-imposed penance she was
kept for fully an hour, until she began
to think her own condition as pitiable if
not as critical as the ““ man overboard.”

jut an end must come to all terrestrial
enjoyments and occupations, and Fan-
nie was at last released by secing them
slowly walking away, so she gladly un-
stopped her ears. but alas, just a little
too soon, for she heard Miss Martin say,
in a firm, decided tone, *¢ No, Mr. Allen,
I can not change my mind.” Poor Fan-
nie: to do a dishonorable thing was in-
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consistent with her whole nature and
training, yet to keep this a profound se-
cret, would so have burdened her young
heart as to destroy, to a great degree,
the pleasure of their whole trip.

In much perplexity she had at last
decided to take Alice and Harry into
her confidence, and it was then and there
the unanimous vote of the three to tell
Mrs. Lynn all about it too. They but
little knew that she had already, by her
good judgment and sympathetic nature,
not sought, but won the confidence of
both Mr. Allen and Miss Martin; nor
did she tell the young people when they
were wondering and wondering, ¢ Why
Miss Martin didn’t leave that disagree-
able woman with her six bad children,
to let herself be taken care of and
cared for by a noble, honorable man,”
that away off in Southern New York
lived a widowed mother and four young-
er children, whose education, if not
food, depended on Miss Martin’s faith-
ful performance of her self-imposed duties
of governess. Whether she whispered
something of this 