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The Telephone

I'hie world stood stifl for o thonsand yenrs,
And erept for a thousand mora-

'his wonderful world with wings for esr#
Like the Messenger-god of yore—

And winged feet and winged wand,

Vil A wing on it aither hiand,
And thore than Mercury wore.,

It brldles and rides o furnaeces' s foal,
With tron and hammer for sire :
(}rent elonds of white from their nostrils roll
And It fends [te horses Hre !
I'hey are blooded stook, the sngines swill |
Heneath thoir heels the distancos drift
Like ehows from the Arotie pole!

They rattle acrose meridian lines,
And down the paratlels play ;
Fhey marry together the palmes and pines
A thoeusand miles in a day
e world had trained a wonderfnl wire,
A nerye of a ronte for articnlate fire
And taught the lightnings to «ay

Iwar Mary, be mine [

(ina ton of chheese

—4 Uar lond of awine
Maria dead

_?u:." It's a ‘u;..l\- . “T'm coming 1o dline ™
<pnd soap =" Rhe's married to Fred
U'he humblest of words Jike angels Hy
thonsand miles In the flash ol an ey1

Y on hear before they are sal

W hat happenad al ton you Enow al Gine
ud yon away In the West,
T™h ligtance along the Hghtalng 1ine

LA

‘ie ®un in his golden rest.
oy talk toaday in padible tons
¢ telegraph turns the telephone
And parted lovers are blest |

Think of a girl in a lonely hour,
No bheau in a forty miles,
She sit# by the tabe of talking power,
“he thinks a minate and Smiies.
11 call oy Jotin,” you ignoy hor say,
* e lives but a hundred milez away,
And banizh the weary whiles™

Boabold them at the end of Lhe line,
Thix John ana his bhlek-evad hoon @

Hig head and her's to the wire incline
And ghe gsings him Bonny Doon.

He gighs for the only Lthing amiss :

He hasa no voloe, bt then Le CAn— Kk
He might a5 wellbs to Lhe moo

Foremptior tHAND the cast wind F Lann
12 a 10 = £ K ISS feleg? :‘I..'I
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The Sphinx—A Mystery.
MUNRO

[ am by profession a barrister, and is there seems to be
a popular notion that all young barristers who write thei
experiences, or otherwise fizure in polite litérature, are
briefless, it may be right to say that I am pot altogether
a briefless barrister. having held seversl briefs, and eam-
estly expecting more.

My friend Charley Deben, from the city, came up to my
chambers one day last December, bringing me aa invita-
tion from his family to go home with him and spend Christ-
mas. [ had been a good many times with Charley to his
paternal roof-tree in Essex, and [ wever failed to greatly
enjoy myself each time. I liked the old people, and also
his brothers and sisters whom Isaw. They were true and
natural English country people, who had grown, as it were,
out of the soil, like the violets by the hazel-roots or the
May-blossoms on the hedgerows. But there was a secret
attraction for me in that home which outwejghed all the
rest a hundred-fo'd. Charley's grown-up sister Ethel had
fairly entered into possession v,? the vacant space in the
core of my affections, The very first thue I met her she
exerted her peculiar influence over me, What young man
does not kuow the tender anticipation with which he looks
forward to meeting the sister of his friend, whom he has
heard about more than once before in lovable terms from.
her brother, and who alveady has excited a zentle interest
in his breast? It is with this feeling that | first encoun-
tered Miss Ethel Deben, | had gone with Charley to lus
home, “Oak Hall,™ Essex, to spend a week in wild-fowl
shooting, and it was then 1 met her for the first time,
Her almost perfeot features, her rieh black hair, her bright
complexion, her dark blue eyes, i which truth and ten
derness seemed wmirrored, her quiet, ladylike manners and
swoec smile, had captivated my heart. Succeeding visits
had only completed my thraldom, and her dear image was
uever far from my thoughts ; it disputed my attention with
files of parchment Jdeeds, and perpetually obtruded itself
amidst dry legal clauses and veferences to precedents, and
was as much ont of place amongst them as a picture of
Arcadian life in a laboratory of physical apparatus. It
was rather a hopeless passion of mine, however, for Ethel
Deben was not only beautiful, amiable, and admirved. but
also well dowered, and 1 caleulated, with legal acumen,
but at the same time with very small satisfaction, that
such & prize as she was would soon be carvied off. My
own cloramstances were, at best, only promising, and 1
could ouly keep in the background while some more for-
tunate individual, whose bread had been butteéred for han
by & kinder fortune, played u leading part and won the
rave meed.  But although [ kept carefully in the back-
rround, 1 was only too glad to avail myself of Charley

eben’s luvitation to spend Christmas in her socievy.
Like the moth, I was drawn invineibly to the candle, and
s0 1 went down with him to Oak Hu%l happy to see and
be near her again, but guarding mywlf cantionsly aguainst
any bl:'il'u{ill of attachment,

We arrtved at Oak Mall on Christmas Eve.  We had

grass, in LA& gear of ot
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found a trap waiting for us at (e nearest railway station,
and had driven six miles in thy dark, throngh a wooded
upland country, to the houss, éhich stood on a hill sur
ronaded by a park with some fihe old timber. It was a
wet, inflated, boisterons night and we were gratified to
soe the warm light of the windows of the old family home
appear throngh the trees at 1 (Charley urged on the
horse, and we soon drew up in fggnt of the house—a sqnare,
comfortable, old red brick maghion, with a pillared por-
tico, many plain, oblong winJdds, tall chimney tops, and
a stone coat-of arms over the dgorway. Two great cedars

stood sentinel at each end, andspread their black flakes
over the lawn,

-
Mr. Deben, a hale, hearty n%gentlemnn, was ready to
receive ns at the door, and MreSDeben met us in the lobby,
where Charley was soon engagéll with his younger brothers
and sisters in a seramble for piesents. When [ entered
the drawing-room 1 found a gogdl number of people there,
one or two of whom I had st before, and others who
were strangers to me.  Etlie]l SSBefl was the first to meet
me and shake hands,  She _afe forward with her usual
frank manner, and at once int&@ecd me o another smil-
ing beanty who followed her. S8fiss Rose Herrick, Ethel’s
friend, was a fair Saxon type oFbeauty, all roses and lillies
and dimples Her hair was gf a flaxen brown, bhut soft
18 silk, and wavy over the teigples. When shé launghed
her blooming face was the in@anation of merriment and
fun, Another of the ;,;n:.*sts't to whom | was introduaced
for the first time was a young squire called Heywood, a
fine brown-haired, broad-shopldéred young fellow, with
many fine, brown and broad seres to mateh, He looked
and was a good fellow, I am obliged to confess it but |
felt little desire to converse with him. The faét i8, hie
damped my spirits for a little while. T was foolish efnough
to feel the slightest shade of jealousy at seeing him, with-
out any reason, [ own; but 10%3 does not wait for reasons.
On calmly considering the matier, however, T forced my-
self 1o dismiss any feeling of jeslousy from my mind, be-
cause [ had no right to entg®®in it. If young Mr. Hey-
waod admired Ethel Deberd Eovhe no hnsiness of mine.
‘Let it be 50, T said to mysell; and | detérmined o be
ag cheerful under the civeumstances as if' no thought of
Fthel Deben had ever agitated my bosom. Sowhile Hey-
wood lounged very close to Ethel, I sat tln\\‘!ljllsr as close
to lose Herviek, We became friends in a moment, and
very soon we were lunghing gaily together over repartees
that seemed to flow (at least. from me,) with anusasl
coptousness and brilliancy

The more Rose laughed at
my jokes, the better | was pleased ; and T wasg not sorry
to see that Mr, Hevwood said Jittle to Ethel that eonld be
called amusing. | fear | was jealons still.

“Oh, by-the-by, Mr. Temple,”” said Rose to me
ought to tell you—your bedroom is the haunted room.
Do yor know there is a haunted room in this old house,
with a wonderful ghost in it, or voice, or something ?
Ethel will teil you the story. .On former occasions the
ghost has made its appearance, or the voice has been heard
about Christmas time ; so don’t be surprised if you hear
a queer voice talking to yon to-night—a weird eliin voice,
complaining of its sad fate, and wamming you of future
ills."”’ '

[ should like to talk with aspirit,” [ said. ** I should
like to know my future lov—at least, one or two things
about it. | wish some kind angel would deign to en-
lighten me about them.  But the days of genii, and wiz-
ards, and magic zlasses are past, and angels’ visits ave
very, very few and far between.'

“Oh, no, they are not.”" said Rose, “if we only had
eyes tosee them ; you will believe me yet. But how about
the antomaton ‘Zoe?' | have never seen her yet. What
is she like? They say the old automaton ‘ Psycho’ has
fallen in love with her, and is quite off his head.”’

I1.

[ thought very little about ghosts, or indeed any thing
alse, when | {rl to my chamber that night, I was too
tired for thinking, and very soon went to bed. Next
morning was Christmas Day, and, according to ull. imme-
morial legends and tales, the country ought to have been
lying umiar & close white coverlet of snow ; the holly-trees,
with their red berries, should have been stuffed with the
powdery crystals, and the lanes should have looked like
the galleries of some ivory palace under the intricate fret-
work of snow-laced boughs. But our Christmas Day was
mild and almost balmy—a green yule. A light gruy fog
lay in the hollows, a mellow sunshine enlivened the moist
air and gilded the bare twigs of the trees against the blue
sky. It was a quiet, still, genial day after the boisterous
night before, and there was.a sabbath calm about it in
keeping with the time,

In the foremoon we all went to service in the village
church. T walked there beside Miss Fthel, and retwrued
along with Miss Rose, exchavging places with Mr. Hey-
w\'nu?. [t was only a short walk across the park te church,
s0 we did not have much conversation ; but it wis o happy
time for me. Ethel seemed 8o kind, charming, and withal
sensible. that 1 wished the time would never change, the
walk vever come to an end.  Rose was in capilal humor,
and asked me if 1 had not had any communications from
the spirits duriug the night. 1 said they might have boon
in legions round my night-cap, playing st bospeop i iy
ears, and pirouetting on my nose, for all I knew or cared,
[ was so tived out last night and had slept so soundly.

1 see you wre a skeplio,”’ she said; ' you arve spirn.—
proof. FKven * Allie Slade' would not convince you.'

“Tam alawyer' I replied, “and like to sce black on
white,"
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“Puat 1 suppose you would be satizsfied with white on
black, and that is what * Allie ' would give yon with her
slate,”’ ;

- ’i. think we lawyers rither exposed * Alice's slate-writ-
ing. .

Fhnt is matter of opinion, You had popular preju-
(lj":t" on yonr side, and played apon it to great purpose.
Yon conldn’t explain the raps, and lights, and the ring-
ing of bells. Ah! there are more things in heaven and
earth, Horatio, than are comprehendad in Coke and Black-
stone.’

In theafternoon Charley Daben and his brother Frank,

- who had just came home from abroad, Mr. Heywood, and

I took a long walk, and retarned teo the Hall in time to
dress for dinner, which was served earlier than usual.

At dinner, I found myself between IRose Herrick and
Fthel Deben. The meal was a substantial specimen of
old English Christmas Cheer, refined by modern taste and
science.  We were a merry party.  Charley Deben and his
brother Frank were especially entertaining. The host
and hostess looked the picture of good-humored happi-
ness ; and the old viear of the parish, with his ruddy but
refined featares, and thin gray locks, smiled again and
again at the ready sallites of youth, and toasted Ethel with
a grave but fatherly courtesy that was almost a benedie-
tion.

After dinner we hi! music and games, dancing and aet-
ing charades.  Often during the dance my eyes furtively
somsrht out Ethel, and stole a gaze at her radiant beauty.
If her eyes chanced to tnrn in my direction, I was quick
to lower mine or avert them. [ danced several times with
her, and found her ever the same : charming, gentle, na-
tural, and true, with apparently no vestige of affectation
in her whole demeanor. Heywood led her to the floor a
greal many times, and seemed very attentive to her. Her
manner wis at least as gracious to him as to me. If any

i jealons feeling crossed me, 1 sought ont Rose Herrick as

soon as [ could, in order to regain a proper tone,

Supper was another meal almost as substantial as din-
ner, By thiz time the old viear and one or two more had
taken thedy depsiiwe,; sa thot the party was smuslisd, hut
even more convivial. [t was not very lale wiien We drake
up for the night—at least, I do not think it was. When|
ot to the sitting room, from which my bedroom opened,
Grow

Was 1

an easy-chair before the five and sank mmto it. 1
that delicious frame of mind induced by zood cheer
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well seasoned with good wine, good company but above,
all with Jove. [ was deeply in love with Ethel Deben.
ere was no guestioning it. My chamber wag a cosey,
[ace, with high wainseoting of carved oak,
ackened by time.

i"'_il-‘_l.lh!.!:l.'l'.l'l.{
Tyl

There was a quaint look about the
ancient place. and seemed to me the very acme ol com-
fort on a winter night. A fagot five blazed and cracked
ohteerily in the grate, and cast flickering lights on the
furmtnre and damask cortain hangings of the window ;
for I had tumed the lamp low in order to recede within
my own thoughts. The wind, which had been laid all
day, now began to bestir itself and hurry round the chim-
ney-tops. [ felt inspired with a poem—a poem expressing
my present happiness and my love. My heart struggled
for utterance, and a feeling of inspiration grew upon me.
I was possessed Dy the muse. A little writing table stood
near, with writing materials all handy, and kindly pro-
vided for my use by a thoughtful hostess, or perhaps by
Ethel herself. [ drew it close to my elbow and prepared
myself to write. The thoughts came glowing, but dis-
jointed and incoherent, from my heart. [ wrote them
down as they came, intending to put them into verse form
afterwards. [ wished now only to express my confused
happiness and passion. [ covered sheet after sheetin a
few moments with the rapidity of a short-hand writer, and
then I stopped, having worked off’ the superabundant feel-
ing. [ began to declaim to myself what [ Lad written
and to polish it into form.

*Vision of Beauty, gliding through my life,”
[ commenced, in a fine and elevated voice :

“ Ethereal goddess haunting dismal groves,
And bringiog to men lost, in the earthly haze,

A glimpse of ssure fields and ) IVOry gales
{ gulilen rivers,

In the ideal regions, too much 0rgoel,
Divine Ethel!"

I stopped to corvect this into ** Ktbel divine,”” aud alnost
fancicd that 1 heard a sound of mocking laughter quite
olose to my face. | listened, and could haxdly believe my
senses, but | seemed still to cateh a light laugh-—a faint,
tiny, muftied kind of laugh, but yet perfectly distinet. [t
seemed 1o be in the air and to hover over the table. There
was nothing on the table but my wnting-paper and blot-
ting-bouk, the mk-bottle, a pen-holder, and a peun-wiper.
The holder was a representation of Cleopatra's Needle,
open &l the top to insert thé handies of pens; aund the
wiper was made up in the form of an Egyptan sphyunx,
and was sl the sae time a pinenshion, [t was a nest lit-
tle sphinx in dark red cloth, with a woman's pead, The
bady served for the pineasbion, and the pedestal fur the
wiper. That was all the table contained. 1 fancied |
must have been dreaming, or perhaps 1 had taken toe much
wine. | was a sleepy foul, and ought to get off to bed as
{8t as possible ; but the mysterions voice again seemed
to break silenoe. This time it spoke, awl seemed to 15

sue from the sphinx, whose impassive face regarded we
with a calm awml rigid solemuicy.

o Child of mortals,”' said the sphing, ** know that the
immortals  brook no comparison with things of clay.
Cease the futile ravings, thy incomprehensible cries of a
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