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lth:::htbo -xl;hti'?o al:r'd'hl man.
t uestion § m nly.
pn!‘ln b 2 aod looked » little confused.
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SPELLED DOWN.
His pame was Ephralm Blodgett; not specially re-
luq;t”u cimnvim speller in all the country

Nupmenl sepirants were apt to fare quite
im
At avy spelling match where they encountered
Ephrain.
The 1ling book he bad by beart, and eke the
And u’li‘l::’::’l' his tongue's end, laid ite queer
ocabulary.
The d'ubknu ::l;'myllnbh Le'd tioor with perfect
And go throngh words sesquipedal like lightning
through a cheese.

You couldn't weave & spell. with any common

By ':llcn.!h::'apmxo Ephraim. or put bim In &

Aod :‘l'nul-:lmln'u frequently remarked of Ephe

Oosl“:lp.:lr.‘lhe Chins-glyphics off from a chest of
tea.

The prople ceaned to tind Iu spelling-schools, their

ted I
Whn‘::::d';uuun ugunet this crthographie
That g:;?:f:::ﬁ all before it with & rattiing fu-
lindo

or cc:uonwu sud vowels punctiljously srrayed!

calmination of Ephriam’s renown
%‘:“;ﬁu‘h;.‘: -l‘u a spelling school lu nn.uuolnlu

Full .::a:‘;.;bc sole survivors of that orthographie

Were ';t.p,hrim and a echool girl, his sole com-
peiitor. <

With equal ardor, 'twixt those two, raged the un
certaiu Bght,

Where victory might perch at last was quite in-

nite.
With ::IIAI nerve they cawe o tiwe and accurately

g Ja

“I am not s doctor,” he said. “I happe!
to bave seen persons sfilicted with epilepey;
and I have beard medical men say that it
is useless to interfere until fhe fit is over.

spoke those words seriously—sternly, 1

wight almost say. ,
“No such thought ever entered my head,”
I answered.
Helooked at me very earnestly.
“You say that on your word of honor 1"
“Un my w f honor.”
I red rieot sincerity; and I

“See,” he added, “your broth qure!
already. He will soon feel a sense of relief,
which will more than compepsate him for
what he has suffered. I will help bim to
£0 to the fort—and, once there, we can send
for a carriage to take him home.

In five ninutes more we were on our way
to the furt—the stranger supporting my
brother as sttentively and tenderly as if
be had been an old friend. When the
carringe had been obtained he insisted on
sccompanying us to our own door, on the
chance thst his services might still be of
somwe use.  He left us, asking permission to
call and inquire after Jawmes' health the
next day. A more modest, gentle and unp-
assuming person I never met with. He not
only excited my warmest gratitude; but he
interested me at my firet westing with him.

I lay some stress on the impression which
this young mau produced on me—why, you
will soon tind out,

The next day the stranger paid bis
prowised virit of inquiry. His card, which
was eent up stairs, informed ns that his
name was Roland Cameron. My father—
who is not eusily pleased—took a liking to
him at once. His visit was prolonged at
our vest. He said just enough about
himn:? to aatisfy us that we were receiving
# person who was at least of equal rank
with ourselves. Born in England, ot a
Scotch family, he had lost both parents.
Not long since he had inherited a fortune
from one of his uncles. It struck me as a
little strange that he spoke of this fortune
with & marked change of melancholy in his
voice and manner, The subject was for some
inconceivable reason, evidently distasteful
to him. Rich as be was, be acknowleges that
he led s simple and solitary life. He had
little taste for society, snd no sympathies

‘l’h.u?aulum-llhnl letter and the diphth
uusifaced.

Ju vain the weired and mystic spelis upon that girl
t,
The m Jottere dropped from her lips so
1sst.
Valo likeowise for a long time was the effort to sup-

press
Ephe's “airy tongue that syliabled” tough words
with such success.

The audience was excited. * Stick 1o him, Bia!'

some cr .
Aod "0 1t, kphe " his partisans defiantly replied,
o ey Bion Twns ke Bty of & ioud soiteg

bools, s
And, :: the whole, his prestige made him favorite
in the pools.

1 fact, though, they were laying for Ephralm.
t

The -&5’.; 1ast that dropped him aa if he had
boen sh

The word wdwisd the Welshman when mor-
tar from & trowel

Coufused his topgue st Babel. A word without &
vowel.

An sshen hue crept o'er his face when Eplraim
heard 1]
m-o-kL”

with the sverage young men of
But he had his own harmless
p and pations, and past sorrows
and suffering bhad taught him not to ex-
pect too much from life. All this was
#aid modestly, with » winning charm of
look and voice which indescribably at-
tracted me. His personal appesrance aided
the favorable impression his waoner and
converastion produced. He was of the
widdle beight, lightly and firm!y built; his
complexion pale; hig hands and feet small,
and finely sbaped; his brown hsir curling
naturally; his eyes large and dark, with an
occasionul indecision in their expression,
which was far from being an objection to
thew, to wy taste. It seemed to barmonize
with an oceasional indecision in his talk,
P ding, as I was inclined to think, from
#ome pussing confosion in his thoughts,
which®it always cost him a little etfort to
discipline and overcome. Does it surprise
you to find how closely 1 observed a man
who was only & chance acquaintance, at
wy Qr,t inu-rl\xriew with him?! Or do your

n
hén age.

:.‘I”D..l.l?-.-.. arsgged edge of "
sped Ep)
They gmd hllzgnl.h hisspelliog-book and a foel-
I — Buffalo Sunday Courijer.

FATAL FORTUNE.
BY WILKIE COLLINS,

One fine morning, more than three months
since, you were riding with your brother,
Miss Austell, in Hyde Park. It wasa hot
dey and you bad allowed your horses to
hﬁ ioto » walking pace. As you passed
the railing on the right band side near the
eastern extremity of the lake in the park,
neither you nor your brother noticed s soli-

woman loitering on the foot path to
m at the riders as they went by.

The solitary woman was my old nurse,
Nancy Coonell. And these were the words
she hesard exchanged between zou sud your

er:

brother, as you slowly passed

Your brother said, “Is it really true that
Mury Bradiog and her husbund have gone
to Americal”

You laughed (a8 if the question amused
’mb and soswered, *“Quite true.”

“How long will they be away!” your
brother next asked. ;

“As long they live,” you arswered with
another laugh.

By this time you had passed beyond
Nancy Connell's hearing. She owns to
having followed your horses a few steps to
bear what was said next. She lvoked par-
tioularly at your brother. He took your
reply seriously; he seemed to be (uite
sstonished by it.

“Leave Evngland and rettle in America !

laimed. *“Why should they do that?"

“Who can tell why!" you answered.
“Mary Brading’s husband is wmad—and
Mary Bradiog herself is not much better.”

You touched your horses with your whip,
and in & moment more you and your
brother were out of the old nurse's hearing.
She wrote and told me what 1 here tell you
by & recent mail. I have been thinking of
those last words of yours in my leisure
bours more seriously than you would sup-
pose. The end of it is that I take up m
pen on bebalf of my husband and myself
to tell you the story of our marriage and
the reason of our emigration to the United
Btates of Americe.

It matters little or nothiog, to him or me,
whether our friends in Evgland thiok us
both mad or not. Their opinions, hostile or
favorable, are of no sort of importance to
us. Bur you are an exception to the rule.
In bygone days at echool we were fust and
firm fr.iandl; and—what weighs with me
even more than this—you were heartily
loved and admired by my dear mother. She
spoke of you tenderly on her death bed.

vents have separated us of late years.
But I can not forget the old timee; and I
can not feel indith t to your opi of
me and my husband—though an ocean does
ecparate us, and though we are never likely
to look on one another again. Itis very
foolish of me, I dare say, 1o take sericusly
to beart what you said in one of your
thoughtless moments. 1 can only plead in
excuse that I have gone through a great
deal of suffering, and that 1 was always (as
you may remewber) & person ol sensitive
temperament, easily excited and easily deo-

d

ressed. .
. Enough of this! Do me the last favor I
shall ever ask of you. Read what follows,
and _}udge for yourself whether my husbund
and I are quite 80 mad ss you were disposed
to think of us when Nancy Connell heard
you talking to your brother in Hyde Park.
1.

It is now more than a year since I went

to Esatbourne, on the coast of Sussex, with
father and brother James.

brother had then, aa we hoped, recov-

from the effects of a fall in hunting

fleld. He complained, however, at times of

® pain in his head, sud the doctors advised

p glited {on. and do you say to
ourself: She has fallen in love with Mr.

lund Cameron at first sight. I may
plead in wy own defense that I was not
guite romsntic enough to go that length.
But I own I waited for his pext visit with
An impatience which was new to me in my
ex nce of my sober self. And, worse
still, when the day came I chunged m{
dress three times before my newly devel-
oped vanity was satisfied with the picture
which the looking-glass presented to me of
myself.

In a fortnight more my father and my
brother began to lovk on the companionship
of our new friend =8 one ot the settied in-
stitutions of their livea.

1u & fortnight more, Mr. Roland Cameron
and I—though we neither of us ventured to
scknowledge it—were as devotedly in love
with each other as two youn, ple eould
well be. Al, what a delightfol time it wus,
and how eruelly soon our happiness came
to an end.

During the brief interval which I have
just deacribed, I observed certain peculiari-
ties in Roland Cameron's couduet which
perplexed and troubled me, when my wind
was busy with hita in my lonely moments.

For instance, he was subject to the
strangest lapses of silence when he and 1
were talking together. At these times his
eyes assumed & weary, absent look, und his
mind seemed to wander away, fur from the
couversation and tar from me. He was
perfectly unaware of his own infirmity; he
fell into it unconsciously and came out of
it unconscioualy. If I noticed that he had
Dot been attending to me, or if I asked why
he had been silent, he was completely at i
loss to comprehend what I meant. It puz-
zled and distressed him. What he was

ovidently satistied him that I was apesking
the trath. He vook wmy hand and raised it
gratefully to bis lips. 4

“I you,” he eaid, simply. “Yon
encourage we to tel! you a very sad story.”

“Your own atory !" | asked.

“My own story. Let me begin by telling
sou why I persiat in leaving your house
ulways at the same honr. Whenever I go
out I am bonnd by a promise to the person
with whom I am living at Eastbourne to
return at s quarter past nine o'clock.”

“The person with whom you are living "
Irepeated. ‘“You are living at a boarding
house, are you not "

“I am liviog, Miss Bradiog, under the
care of a doctor, who keeps an asylum for
the insane. He has taken a house for some
of his wealtbier patients at the seaside, and
allows me my liberty in the day time, on
the condition that I faithtully perform my
promise at night. It is & quarter of an
hour’s walk from the house to the doctor’s,
and it is @ rule that the patients retire at
bulf past nine o'clock.”

Here was the mystery which had =0 sore]y
perplaxed me, revealed at lust! The dis-
closure literally struck me speechbless. Un-
cousecionsly and iostinctively 1 drew back
froms him a few steps. He fixed his sad
eyes on we with a touching look of entreaty.

“Don’t shrink away from ne? he said,
*You don’t think I sm mad.”

I was too confused and vistressed to know
what to say; snd at the sawme time, I was
too fond of him not to answer that sppeal.
I took his hand and pressed it in silence.
He turned bis head aside for a woment. 1
thought I saw & tear on his cheek, I felt
his hand elose tremblingly on wine. He
mastered himself with surprising resolu-
tion; be epoke with perfect composure when
he lookedp:t me again.

“Do you caro to knmow my story!" he
asked, “after what I have jost told you?”

“I am eager to Lear it,” L answered. “You
don’t know how I feel for yon. I aw too
distressed to be able to express myself in
worda,”

“You are the kindest and dearest of
women!" he said, with the utmost fervor,
and at the same time with the utmost re-
spect.

We sat down together in a grasay hollow
of the cliff, with our faces toward the

nd, gray sea. The daylight waa begin-
ng to fade, as I heard the story which mude
me Roland Cameron's wile.
.

“My mother died when I was an infant
in arms,” he began. “My father, from my
earliest to ‘my latest recollections, was
always hard toward me. I have been told
that I was an odd child with strange ways
of my own. My father detested anything
that was strongly marked, anything out of
the ordinsry way in tLe characters and
babits of the persons about him. He him-
self lived (as the phrase is) by live and
rule, and he determined to make his son
follow his esample. I was subjected to
severa discipline at echool, and I was care-
fully watched afterwurd at college. Look-
back on my early life, I can see no trusces
of hapgiuu. I can find no tokens of
sympathy. Sad submission to a hard des.
tny, weary wayfaring ever unnfriendly
roads—such is the story of my life from ten
years old to twenty.

“I passed one antumn vaestion at the
Cumberlaud lakes, und there J met by ac
cident a young French ludy. The result of
that meeting decided wy whole after life.

*She filled the position of nursery gov-
erness in the honse of & wealthy Engiish-
wav. I had frequent opportunities of see
ing her. We tovk an innooent pleasure in
ench other’s society. Her little experience
of life was strangely like mine; there was
a perfect sympathy of thought und feeling
becween us. We loved, or thought we
loved. I was not yet twenty-one, snd she
was not eighteen, when I asked her to be
my wite.

“1 can understand my folly now, and can
laugh at or Jament overitas the humor
moves me. And vet 1 can't help pitying
wyenlt when I look back ut myself at (hat
time—I was 8o yonng, so hungry for a lirtle
sywpathy, 80 weary of empty, friendless
lite. Well, everything is comparative in
this world. T was soon to regret, bitterly
regret, that friendiess lite, wretched as it
Was.

“The poor girl'a am‘:lnyq-r discovered our
sttuchment, through his wife. He at once
communicated with wy father.

“My father had but one word to say—he
insistod on my going abroad and leaving it

thinking of in these p of wil it was
imposesible to guess. His face, at other
times siogularly mobile and expressive,
became almost a perfeet blank. Had he
suffered rome terrible shock at some past
period of his life, and had his mind never
recovered from it! Ilonged to ask bim the

uestion, and yet I shrank from doing it.

was 80 sadly afraid of distressing bim,
or, to put it in plainer words, I was so truly
and tenderly fond of him.

Then, ng:ln, though be was ordinarily, I
sincerely believe, the most gentle and most
lovable of men, there were occasions when
Le would surprise me by violent outbursts
of per, ited by the trifles, A
dog barking mddenlg:t his heels, or a boy
throwing stones in the road, or an iniporta-
nate shopkeeper trying to make him pur-
chaes something that he did not waat,
would throw him into a frenzy of rage
which was, without exaggeration, reully
frightful to see. He always apologized for
these outbreaks, in terms which showed
that ho was sincerely ashamed of his own
violence. But be cculd pever succeed in
controlling himself. The lapses into passivn
like the lapses into silence, took hiw into
their own possession, and did with hiw, fur
the time beiog, just as they plessed.

One more example of Roland’s peenlinri-
ties, and I have done. The strangencss ot
his conduct, in this case, was noticed by my
father and my brother, as well as by we.

When Rolsnd was with us in the evening,
whether he came to dinner or tu tea, he
invariably left usexactly at nine o'clock.
Try a8 we might to persuade him to stay
longer, he vlwnaﬂr-limly but positively
refused. Even I had no ivfluence over him
in the matter. When I pressed him to re-
main—though it cost him an effort—he stiil
retired exactly as the clock struck nine,
He gave no reason for this strange proceed-
ing; he only said that it was a habit of bis,
and begged us to indulge him in it without
asking tor an explanstion. My father and
my brother (being men) succeeded in con
trolling their curiosity. For my part (being
& woman) every day that passed only made
me more and more eager to penetrate the
nystery. I privately resolved to choose
mwy time, when Roland was in a particularly

ible humor, and then to uppeal to hin

us to try the sea air. We re d to East-
bourne without & suspicion of the serions
nature of the lnlur{ that be had received,
For a few days all went well. Wae liked
the place; the air agreed with us; and we
determined to prolong our residence for
some weeks to come.

for the explanation which he had hitherto
refused, a8 a apecial favor 10 myself.

In two days more I found my oppor
tunity.

Some friende of ours, who had joined us
at Eastbourne, proposed a picaic party to
the fi peighboring cliff called Beachey

Qur sixth day at the ide—a -
ble day to me, for reasons which you have
still to hear—my brother comvplained aguin
of the old pain in his head. He and I went
out together to try what exercise would do
toward relieving him. We walked through
the town to the fort and one end of it, :nd
then followed a footpath running by the
side of the sea, over a dreary wauste of
shingle, bounded at its iniand extremity by
the road to Hastings, and by the marshy
country beyond. < :

We had left the fort at some little dis
tance behind us. 1 was walking in front,
and James waa following me. He was
talking as quietly as ususl, when he sud-
denly stopped in the middle of & sentence.
I turned round in surprise, and discovered
my brother prostrate on the path, in con-
vulsions terrible to see.

It was the first epilectic fit I had ever
witn . My presence of mind entirel
deserted me. I conld only wring my hani
in horror and scream for help. No one
sppeared either from the direction of the
fort or the high road. I was too faroft, 1
suppose, to make myeelf heard. lm:i:!
of me, along the path, I discov: b
f, the figure of & man

toward me. As he came nearer,
;‘l:.'-& he was, upmistakably, a gentle-
man—young, and eager to be ol service to
“Pray compoee yourseli!” he said, after a

o dreadful
look st my brother. “It ia vﬂw““:.

Head. We accepted the invitation. The
day was lovely, and the gipsy dinner was,
a8 usual, infinitely pref«-mble (for once in a
way) to a formal dinner indoors. Towards
evening our little purty s-parated in twos
and threes to explore the wneighborhood.
Roland and I found ourselves together, as
o matter of course. We were happy, and
we were alone. Was it the right or the
wreng time to ask the fatal questiont! |
am uot able to decide; I only know that 1
asked it.
1L -

“Mr. Cameron,” 1 said, “will you make
allowsncs for s weak woman!—and will
you tell me something that I am dying to
know about?”

He walked straight intdthe trap, with
that entire absence of ready wit or smali
suspicion (I leave you to choose the right
phrase) which is 80 wuch like men and so
ittle like women.

“Of course 1 will,” ke answered.

“Then tell me,” 1 asked, “why vou al-
ways insist on leaving me at nine v'clwok 17

o started and looked at me, so sadly, so
reproachfully, that 1 would have given
"'r? thing I to recall the rush
words that had just wy lipa,

“If I consent to te ’on'l:bb:i"nli;d .nﬁlr
a mowmentary struggle wi weelf, “w
you lctmm}nqmﬂﬂ to you first ! and
will you pro to answer it 1"
l:’.v:cu:“-ypm-in. ux:'-lhd
eage: r what was coming ne:
"lh’-Bndlu"heuid.r"‘ulluhuut

Iy, d think
’ltov’:hpod:l.ohwnh!-:h

to bim to release me frow my absurd engage
ment in my absence. I answered bim that
! shounid be of age in & fow wonths, and
that I was determined to marry the girl.
He gave me three duys to reconsider that
resolution. I beld to my resolution. Inws
week afterwards I was declared insane by
two medical men, sod 1 placed by my
father in a lunatic asylum.

“Wana it an act of insanity for the son of
& gentleman, with great expectations betore
him, to proposs warriage to & nursery gov-
erness | 1 declare, ua heaven is my witness,
I know of no other act of mine which could
justify my father, and jostity the doctors,
in placing me under restraint.

'l was three years i that asylum. It was

flicially rc¥or(ed that the air did not agree
with we, Wwas removed, for two years
more, to another asylum, in & remote part
of Eogland. For the five best years of my
life I have been berded with madwen—and
my resson has eurvived it. The impression
I produce on {nu. on your father, on yonr
brother, and all our firiends at the pienic. is
that I am as reasonable as the rest of my
fellow ereatures.  Am I ru-hing to @ hasty
conclusion when T ussert miyself to bo now,
and always have been, « sans man?

At the end of my five years oi wrhitrary
imprisonment in 4 free conatry, happily for
me—I am ashawed to say it, but [ oost
apeak the trath—happily for me, my merci-
leas fstber died. llis trustees, to whom I
was consigned, felt some pity for me. They
eonld vot take the responsibility of grant
ing me wy freedow, Bat they placed me
under the eurc ot » rurgron, who received
me into his privete resideces, and who
allowed me free cxervise in the open air.

“A vear's trind of this new wode of life
satisficd the sargeon, wud satisfi-d every
one else who took 1he smunllest interest in
we, that T wak perfeetly fit to enjoy my
liverty. 1 was treed frow ull restraint aud
was permiited 1o reside with & pesr relutive
of mine inthat very leke country which
Lud been the scene of wy fatal weeting
with the French gul six years befors,

V.

“1 lived happily in the house of my rela-
tive, satisfied with the ordinary pursuits of
a conatry gentlemun. Time had long since
ocured me of may boytsh infatuation for the
nursery goveintas 1 conld revisit with
perfect compocure the patba along which
wo hud walked and the lake on which we
hud sailed together, H. aring by chunce
thut she waa warried 1 ber own eountry, I
could wish her a!l possible happiness, with
the sober Sindness of uedisinterested friend.
What s strange thread of iruny rurs throuzh
the texiuie of the=imp'est human life, Tue
early love for which | had sacrificed and
suffered 80 much, was now revesled to me,
in 1ts true colors, us u buy's passing faney —
nothing wore !

“Three yeurs of peaceful freedom passed;
freedom which, on the u*w»nm:iuml teati-

mony of respectabie HERSEn,
retused,  Well, tiat 1oMPunt huppy mter
val,iike all utervais, come to its end—and
then the great mistortuve of my life fell
upon we. One of wy ancles died snd jeft
we the inberitor of bis wirole fortupe |
alone, to the exclusin of the other leirs,
pow received, not only the lorge incume
degived from the estates, but £7000 1n ready
wfey whbwell.

“The vile calmuny which had asserted
we o be wad wak now revived by the
wretches who were nrerestea in 8leppiog
betwern me and wy ivheritance. A year
ago ] was sent back uzain to the ssylum in
whichl bhad been mpriconed.  The pretesse
for coufiving me, was oond I wb ‘set of
violenee' (us 1t was esl'vo) which 1 bad
committed u & mom ntary outbreak of
soger, uod which a= was ccknowledged bad
Ied to no senoun resultn Having got e
1ofo an aeylum, the conspirators proceeded
o complete their wrk. A ovwmisdion in
lunecy was entered sgains: we, It was
held by one commussioner, without a jury,
und withoat a lswyer to nssevt my interests,
By oue muu's decision | was deciared to be
of unsound mind.

“The custody vf my person, as well as the

management of my estate, was ool w
men chosen unon’g the mphmho
bad declared me mad, and I aw here through
the favor of the proprietor of the asylum,
who hus given me my holiday at the sea-
eide, and who humaoely trusts me with my
iberty, as you see. At barely thirty years
old I am refused the free use of my money
nod the free rl of my affairs. At
barely thirty yearsold 1 am oflicially de-
clared to be a lunatie for life.”
V1.

He paused; his head sauk to his breast;
his story was told.

I'have repeated his words as near ae I can
remember them; but I ean give no idea of
the and touching resi ion with
which Le spoke. To say that I pitied him
with my whole heart is to eay nothing. 1
loved him with my whole heart, and I may
acknowledge it now.

*Ob, Mr. Cameron,” I said, as soon as I
could trost myself to speak, “‘can nothing
be done to help you ! Ia there no hope 1"

“There is always hope,” he answered,
without raising his head. “I bave to thank
you, Miss Brading, for teaching me that.”

“1 am glad to hear it,” I said; “‘how have
I tanght you to hope " <

“You have brightened my dreary life.
When I am with you all my bitter remem-
brances leave we. I aw & happy man agsin,
and a bappy man can always hope. I dream
now of tinding what I never yet had—a
dear and devoted friend, who will rouse the
energy that has sunk in me under the mar-
tyrdom that I bave endured. Why do I
eubmit to the loss of my rights and liberty
without an effort to recover them ! I was
alone in the world until I met with you. I
had no kind hand to raiss me; no kind voice
to encourage me. Shall I ever find the
hand ! Shall I ever hear the voice? When
I um with you the hope that you have
taught me answers, ‘Yes.,! When Iam by
myrelf the old despair comes back and
says, ‘No.""

He lifted his hat for the first time. If }
had not understood what his words meant,
bis look would have enlightened me. The
tears cawe into my eves; my heart buyed
and fluttered wilu]yy: my hunds mechanical-
ly tore up and scattered the grass round
mwe. The silence became unendurable. I
spuke bardly knowing what | was saying;
tearing faster and faster at the poor, hurw-
less graes, as if my whole business in life
was to pull up the greatest qusatity in tho
shortest poesible space of time !

“We have only known each other a little
while,” 1 said, “and a wowan is but & weak
ally in such & terrible position as yeurs.
But, weak as Imuy be, count on me now
and alwaye ss your friend—"

He moved close to me before I could say
more, and took my band. He murmured in
wy ear:

“May I count on you one day,as the
nearest and desarest friend of all ? ill you
forgive me, Mary, if I own that I love you !
You have taught we to love, as you have
taught me to hope. It is in your power to
lighten wy hard lot. You csn recompense
me tfor all that I have suftered; you csn
rouse me to struggle for- my fi om and
my rights. Be the good angel of my life.
Forgive me, love, rescne me—be my wife !

I don't know how it happened. I found
myeelf in his arms—and 1 apawered him in
a kies, Taking all the circumstances into
consideration, I dure say I was guilty, in
accepting him, of the rashest act that ever
a womsn committed. Very good. I didn't
care then—I don't care now. I waa then,
and am now, the happiest woman living !

Vi

It wss necessary that either he or |
should tell wy tather of what had passed
between ns.  On retlection I thought it besc
that I sbould make the disclosure. The
duy after the picnic I repeated to my father
Roland’s melancholy uarrative, as a neces-
sary preface li the announcement that I
bad promised to be Roland's wife.

My father saw the obvions objection to
the marriage. He warned me of the impru-
dence which Icontemplated in the strougest
terms. Our prospeet of happiness, if we
were married, would depend entirelv on
our capacity to supercede the proceedings
of the lunacy commission. Success in this
arduous undertaking was, to say the least
of it, uncertain. Tne commonest prudence
pointed to the propriety of our delaying the
warrisge until the doubtfal experiment has
been put to the proof.

The reasoning was unanswerable, It wae,
nevertheless, completely thrown away upon

we.

When did a woman in love ever listen to
reason ! I belivve there is no instance of it
on record. My father's wise words of can-
tion bad no chance against Rolond's fervid
entreaties. The days of bie residence at
Eusthourne were drawing to a close. If |
let bim return to the asylum an unmarried
man, months, years perhaps, might pasa
before our union could take place. Could I
expect him, could I expect any man, to
endure that erne! geparation, that unre-
lieved suspense? His wind bad been sorely
tried already; his mind might give way
under it. These were arguments that carried
weight with them in my judgment. | was
of uge and free to ect as I pleased. You
are welcome, if you like, to consider me
the wost foolish and the most obstinate of
women. At sixteen days from the date of
the picnic Roland and 1 were privately
warried at Eastbourne,

My father—more grived than angry, poor
muan—declined to be present at the cere-
wony, in justice to bimself. My brother
gave me away at the altar.

Rolsnd and T epent the afternoon of the
weddiog day and the early part of the
evening together. At nine o'clock he
returned to the doctor's honse, exactly as
ususl; having previously explained to me
that he was in the power of the court of
chancery, and until we succeeded in setting
agitde the proceedings of the lunacy commis-
sion there was a serious necessity for keep-
ing the warriage strictly secret. My hus-
band kissed, and said good-by till to-
morrow, 88 the clock struck the hour. |
little thought, while Ilocked at him from
the street door, that months on months
were to pass hefore I saw Rolund again,

A hurried note from my husband reached
me the next morning. Our marriage had
been discovered (we never could tell by
whom), avd we had been betrayed to the
doctor. Roland was on his way back to
the asylum. He had been warned that
force wonld be used in case he resisted.
Knowing that resistance would be inter-
preted. in his case, as n new outhreak of
madness, he had wisely submitted. “]
bave wade the sacrifice,” the letter con-
cluded, “it is now for you to help me. At-
tack the commission in lunacy—and be
quick about it.”

We lost no time in preparing for the
attack. Oo the day when [ received the
newn of our mistortune we left Eastbourne
for London, aud at onee took measures to
obtain the best legal advice.

My dear father—though I was far from
deserving his kindness—entered into the
watter heart and sonl. In due course of
time we presented a petition to the Lord
Chancellor, praying that the decision ot the
lunatic commission might be set asiae,

We supported our position by quoting the
evidence of Roland’s triends and neighbors,
doring bis three vears' residence in the
Lake country as a free man, Thess worthy
people (being summoned before the lunacy
commission) bud one and all agreed that
he was, as to their judgment and experionce,
perfectly quiet, hurmless and sane, Many
of them bad gone out shooting with him,
Others had often accompanied him in sail-
ing excursions on the lnfe. Do people trust
# wadman with & gun, and with the man-
agement of a boat! As to the “act of
vivlence,” which the heirs at law and the
uext of kin had made the means of impris-
aning Roland in the mudbonse, it had
wnmounted to this: He had lost his temper,
and had knocked a mdn down, who had
offended him. Very wrong, no doubt. but
it that is a proof of madness, what thou-
sands of lunatics are still at large.

Another instance produced to prove his
inpanity waa still more absurd. It was
solemnly declared that hehad put an image
of the Virgin Mary in his bost when he
went out on his sailing excursions'! I have
scen the image; it was a very beautiful
work of art. Was Roland mad to
wndmire it and take it with him! His re-
ligious convictions leaned toward Catholi-
ciem. If be betrayed insanity in adorning
his boat with the image of the Virgin Mary,
what is the mental condition of most of the
ladies in Christendom, who wear the cross
#8 Ao ornament about their necks!

We ad d these arg in our
petition after quoting the evidence of the
witnesses. And, more than this, we even
weat the length of admitting, as an aot of
respect to the court, that my 'poor husband
might be eccentric in some of his opinions

snd habits. But we put it to the suthorities
whether better results might not be ex-

Mlmmyheln": him under the care of
ﬁf-m. who lv bim, to shutting him up
in an asylum among incurable mad men as
his companions for life,

Buch was oar position as far us 1 am able
to describe it.

The decision rested with the Lord Jus-
tices, They decided against us.

Turning a deaf ear to our witnesses and
our arguinents, these merciless lawyers de-
clared rhat the dootor's individoal assertion
of my husband's insanity was enough for
them. They considered Roland’s comfort
to be sufficiently provided for in the asylum,
with an allowance of £750 a year, and to
the asylum they consigned him for the rest
of kis days. 2

So far as I was concerned, the result of
this infamons judgwent was to deprive me
of the position of Roland's wife; no lunatic
being capsble of contracting marriage in
law. So far as my huaband was concerned,
the result may be best stated in the lan-
guage of u popular newspsper which pub-
lished an article on the case:

“Ir. is possible,” said the article—] wish I
could personslly thank the man who wrote
it—*for the Court of Chancery to take a
mwan who has a large fortune, and is in the

rime of lite, but is & little touched in the
Kead, sud make 8 monk of him, and then
report to iteelf that the comfort and happi-
ness of the lunatic have been effectually
provided tor at the expense of £750 a year.”

Roland wass, however, determined that
they should not make a monk of hiw, and,
you may rely upon it, 5o was |.

But one aiternative was left to us. The
suthority of the Court of Chancery (within
ite jurisdiction) is the most despotic au-
thority on the face of the earth. Oar one
hope wus in taking to flight.

The price of our liberty as citizens of
Eugland was exile from our native country,
and the entire abandonment of Roland’s
fortune. We accepted those hard condi-
tions. Hospitable America otfered us s
refuge, beyond the reach of mad dootors
and Lord Justices. To hospitable America
our hearts turned as to our second country.
The serious question was how were we to
get theret 2

We had sttempted to correspond and had
failed. Our letters bad been discovered
and seized by the proprietor of the u,vlumi_

0
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A ﬂll(“l. ALI OF THE TRUPICS.

Jean Jacque Knyfe was a --lli tar

Aboard Jm- tm-oh, Ip Jno Star "
That belongs to the line of what d'ye call,
And sailstrom New York to Aspinwall

Kitty Bo Peep was & draky maid,
Whose father was iin.t:‘..hum trade;
Oranges, 100, were wAY;

And &B»Mp Hved ot Pauams Bay.

One day Jean Jacque Koyfe left bis ship,
And ucioss the Isthmus he took & trip;
And in his wandetings who should he see
But Kitty, asleep, 'weath & mavgo tree!

Under a mango tree, fast asleen,

With her head on her arm, Iay sweet Bo Peep;
rhe looked like an angel—minus wings—

In her suow white musiin and other things.

And Jesn he teok and shivered his oyes,
And swore au oath of tremendous size
That sny party might take his bat,

It be'd ever seen & aight lke that.

Kitty Do Peep started vp in alarm;

Apd Jucque Kuyfe offered 10 Lier Lis arm;
You'd thuught lie'd known her a year or two
If you'd only seen the kisses he threw.

"T'was love at first aight, T am sure, with be;
And ditto it wae, I kKuow, wiili she;

She promised 10 weet himw and tell ber love
That night, at nine, in the pine-app's grove.

And there, st that witching hour in Jape, X
They whispered their love ‘veath the round, fuil

Woon;
He beld her fast in his manly arms, .
Aud fessted bis eyve on her dusky charms.

The ring-tailed monkevs sported sround,
And the speckled suskes squirmed over the

ground;
The crocodile paused in his wild career,
When be heard their low-toned voices near.

Ominous hour! sad to relate,

A cocosnut dropped on Jean Jacque Knyxfe's pate;
It doubled him v p—she gave & yell—

Anddown & cold corpus Jean Jucy e fell,

Bo Peep she shrieked for s glass of rum,

And an ouvee of a kind of native gum

Whieh the generous neighbors, quick us tash,
Kindiy supplied ber witu—for casli.

She mixed them together, and every speck
Mie—drunk, and fell on her Jean sucque's neck
Then smoothied hor Liair, and Jald by his side,
Aud, bidding farewell 10 Bo-Poep, died.

They buried them under the Ginkgo-iree—
Jean Jacque Kuyfs and Kitty B, P.;

And wround the oot of the Ginkgo's trouk
‘the mourners, I'm sorry to say. got drunk.

And over Jean Jacque's and Bo Peep's grave
The winds and the dald-faced monkeys rave;
;r_{;h for & trysting-place they choose—

AR

Fortunately we bad taken the p
writing in a cypher of Roland’s invention,
which he had taught me before our mar-
risge. Though eur letters were illegible,
our purpose wase suspected as s matter of
cvurse, and & watch was kept on wy hus-
band night and day.

Foiled in our firat attempt at making ar-
rangements geeretly for our flight, we con-
tinued our correspondence (etill in cypher)
by mesns of advertisement in the DewWspa-
pers. This second attempt was discovered
in its tarn. Roland was refused permission
to subseribe to the newspapers, and was
forbidden to enter the reading room of the
asylnm.

Thesa tyranical prohibitions came too
Iate. Ouar plans had already been commu-
nicuted, we understood each other, and we
we bad now only to bide our time. We
had arranged that my brother had a friend
of bis, on whose discretion we could
thorougily rely, should take it in turns to
watch every eveniog for a given time to an
appointed meetiog place, three miles dis-
tant from the asylum. The spot bad been
carefully chosen. It was on the bank of a
louely stream, und close to the outskirts of
s thick wood. A waterproof knapaack,
containing & change of clothes, a false
beard and wig, and some biscuits and pre-
served meate, were hidden in hollow tree.
M{ brother und friend wlways took their
fishing rods with them and presented them-
selves engaged in the innocent occupa-
tion of angling to any chance stranger who
might pass within sight of them. (a ons
occasion the proprietor of the asylum him-
eelf rode by my brother ¢n the oipponite
bank of the stream and asked politely if he
had had good sport!

For a fortnight these staunch allies of
ours relieved esch other reynlarly on their
watch, and no signs of the fugitive appear-
ed. On the fifteenth evening, just us the
twilight was changing into night, and just
as wy brother (whose turn it was) had de-
cided on leaving the place, Rolund sud
denly joined him on the bank of the stream.

Witnout wasting a moment in words the
two ut onco entered the wood, and took the
koapsack from it place of shelter in the
hollow tree. In ten minutes more my hus-
band was dressed in a suit of workman's
clothes, and was further disguised in the
wig and beard. The two men set forth
down the course of the stream, keeping in
the shadow of the wood until the night had
fallen and the darkress hid thew. The
night was cloudy; thers was no moon.
Atter walking two miles, or = little more,
they altered their course, and made boldly
for the high road to Manchester, entering
on it at a point thirty miles distant from
the city.

On the way from the wood Roland de-
scribed the wanner in which he had effected
his escape.

The story was simple enough. He had
assumed to be suffering from nervous ill-
ness, and bad requested to have his meals
in his own room. For the first fortnight
the two wen appointed to wait upon him
in succession, week by week, were both
more than his match in strength. The
the third man emgloyeu. at the beginning
of the third week, wus physically a less
formidable person Elhln. is predecessors.

moukeys and ksngaroos.

Stranger ! if aver you pass that way,

Eemember the lovers of Panama Bay;

Find the Giukgo tree under whish they eleep,

Where the gay gorillas their vigils keep.
—Broog!yn Sun,

A Daughter Gone Astray.

An old lady came up to the office Wednes-
day. She was worn and tired from cliwb-
iog the winding stairs, and she savk almost
breathless into the waste busket, putting
the poems and stories it contsined to the
only press they will ever know. There was
& troubled, anxious look on her fuce, a pair
ot n epectacles on her nose, and a gen-
eni air of sorrow and exhaustion about her
that apnealed at once to our tenderest feel-
ings. The feelings answered the appeal,
and stepped respectfully forward. After
the aged female recovered her breath, she
asked:

*'Is there a loryer's oftice in this buildin’ "

We answered in the affirmative, but were
sorry to say thut the legal gentleman was
out of town.

“Out of town, eh ! Waell, I spose 1'll have
to find some other loryer. I kem in town &
purpose to huve this thing fixed up, an’ 1
8in't & goin’ back ontil I know whether
there is any law an’ ekity in this country.”

We veutured to remind the dame that
lawing was & losing business in the end,
and should be resorted to only in the most
aggravated cases.

‘*Aggregated cases!" she rereeched, and
the manuscript in the basket rattled
violently. “Young man, it is the most
aggregated case you ever Leerd on. You
ken never know the anguish of » mother’s
heart when her only dorter goes astray
an’ follers arter false idols.”

“Your daughter has had trouble, then.”

“No, it's me what's havin' the trouble;
but she’s & causin' it—she an’ that tarnal
sheep-faced preacher.”

“Ab! & winister in the case! [ think I
understand. Such things are becoming too
common, nlas! too frequent. The cloth is
being brought into disrepute by scoundrels
who ‘steal the livery of heaven to serve the
devil in.” Poor girl !

“Poor nothin'! She's a brazen huzzy to

0 back on ber mother's teachin’. Lord

nows I've allus tried to raise her right.”

“But you must consider, my good woman,
that your daughter had uiiar tempta-
tions. You must make allowance for the
fact that the tempter came to her in holy
garb, imposing on her fi in the
assumed character of a spiritual adviser,
silencing the voice of her conecience with
cunningly chosen seriptural quotations.
You must not be severe on her."

*“Well, Hanner was a ‘bedient girl till he
kem foolin' around. He kem to the house
purty offen, but I didn't s'pose nothin’ was
wrong till a week ago, when Hanoner tole
me. Then I guv him a mighty big piece of
my mind.”

“He denied it. of course I

*“No, he dido’t. He eaid he bad did his
dooty aa a Christian. An’ his congregation
are all tickled over it, un' that's what makes
me bile.”

“Why, that is an aggravated case. That
he should be guilty of such a thing, is bad
enough; that he sbould call it the perfor-
of a duty is worse, and that his con-

Seeing this, Roland 1l when e I's
cume on cowmitting another “‘wot of vio-
lence.” In plain words, ke sprang upon the
keeper waiting on him in his room and
agged aud bound the man. This done, he
uid the unlucky keeper (face to the wall)
on his own bed, covered with his own cloak,
ko that auyoune entering the room might
suppose that he was lying down to rest. He
had previously taken the precaution to re-
wove the sheets from the bed, and he had
now ouly to tie them together to escape by
the window of his room, situated on the
upper foor of his house. The sun wus set-
ting, and the inmates of the asylum were
at tea. After narrowly missing discovery
by one of the laborers e¢mployed in the
grounds, he had elimbed the garden ezelos-
ure, and hud dropped on the other side—a
free man !

Arrived on the high road to Manchester,
my hosband and my brother parted.

oland, who was an excellent walker, set
forth on his way to Manchester on foot.

By the firat train the next morning 1
traveled to Mavchester and took a lodging
in the suburb of the city known to my
husband. A grim. smoky little equare was
situated in the immedinte neighborhood,
and we bad arranged that whichever of us
tirst arrived in Manchester should walk
around that square between twelve and one
in the afternoon, and between six and seven
in tho evening. In the evening I kept my
appointment. A dusty, footsore wan, in
enubby clothes, with a hideous beard, and
a knapsack on his back, met me on my first
walk round. He smiled 88 I looked at him.
Ab! I knew that emile through ail disgnises.
1 was in wy husband’s arms once more!

My story is told. I am writing these
lines from a farm in the west of the United
States. Our neighbors may be homely
enough, but the roughest of them is kinder
than a mad doctor or a lord justice,

tolund 18 happy in those agricultural pur-
suits, which have always been favorite
pursuits with bim; and T am happy with
Roland. Our sole resources consist of my
humble little fortune, inherited from m
dear mother. After deducting our travel-
ing expensas, the total sum amounts to be-
tween £700 and £300,

We expect my father and my brother to
pay us & visit next sumwmer; and I think it
Just possible that they may find our family
circle increased by the presence of & new
member in long clothes.

In the meantime, the moral of our story
seema to be worth serious cousideration.
A certain Englishman legally inherits a
large fortune. At the time of his inberit-
ance he has been living as & free man for
three years—without ¢nce abusing his free-
dom, and with the express sanction of the
medical superintendent who has had ex
rience and charge of bim. His next of kin
and heirs at law (who are left out of the
fortune) look with covetous eyes at the
money, snd determine to get the manage-
ment «nd the wultimate possession of it.
Assisted by s d » whose h y and
capacity must be taken on trust, these inter-
ested persons in this nineteenth century of
progress, can lawfully imprison their rela-
tive for life in a country which calls itself
free, and which decl that its justios is
?uui:d-mm to all alike.—AlU The

car Round,

gregation should uphold him in such vile
practices, is beyund belief."

“Well, it’s 60, an’ I want to get a loryer
to iss0o a covjunction or injectment or
somethin’ to stop it."”

I fear there is no legal redress, unless it
is & watter of very recent ocenrrence. A
bill has paseed the Legislature :nverning
such cases, but it won't work buckwards.”

“What is in that bill?” asked the old lady,
her face lighting ur with & new hope.

*It makes it obligatory upon the man to
e;ll‘hur" marry the woman or sepport the
chi—.

“What,"” sbrieked the woman, apringing
up with u suddenness that sent the basket
of unacknowledged genius half Way across
the room. “You barrel headed idiyot ! My
girl uin’t no such fool as that! You editors
think you're wighty smart, and you're allus
s'posin things wusser'n they're. I've been
a life long Methodist and I've tried to raise
my dorter in the same faith, but that tarnal
‘FPiscopalyun preacher bas got her to 'gree
to jine his church. I'm her nateral gargeen,
an I ain't agoin’ to low her to do it. Ef
she can't got along with the same religion
her mother's got, she shan't have any.
That's the whole case, an’ there sin't no
marryin', nur #'portin’, nur Beecherin' in
it.”

From the way the old lady bumped along
down the staire, we fear she was unduly
agitated.

We shall never jump at another concla-
sion—no, not if 1t should lie within &n inch
of our nose, and pointed proofs were preas-
ing against us on each side and behind.—
Brunswieker, -

et .
What Cathelice Menn.

Father Walker, of New York, declared a
few days since that he would not administer
the sacrsments to Catholics whosa children
were in the public schools. Father Sassil,
of Des Moines, writes to & paper there:
“Say, therefore, the greatest shame, instead
of gem, in ths crown of America is the
public achools.” The vicar general now
formally demands that the parochial sehools
of New York shall ba supported by the
State on the seme terms and in the same
way aa the public schnols, and this proposi-
tion even the New York Worid, thongh a
Democratic organ, finds itself compelled to
vigorvusly oppose.

It no longer will anawer to ignore the
fact that a determined, and apparently an
organized and deliberately pl‘:mnnd. effort
is being made to break down the system of
public schools. For some time after the
Papal declaration of hostility te that syatem
prominent Catholics were continually giv-
Ing assurances that no attempt wmlklK be
made i1n this country to enforce the doe-
trines of that declaration. They said, lfﬁ'n
and again, that the ular desire for free,
non-sectarian schools in this country wounld
be respected; that the few who, like Father
Phelan here, openly assail them were unau.
thorized and pported by the Catholica
generally, and that any attempt to Array
the Catholics, 88 & body, in boetility to the

school system would be met by them with |

very gemeral resistance. This seemed the

ng ita vi':.l necessity as g.

basin of free gnvernmen

It is impossible to indulge these cheerfal
beliefs any longer. A change of opinion
opu‘ o ad e hl;gl“-m ':::

ly and unoomprom ly.

noboo{ stem has greatly increased. They
oan not be acting thus without encourage
meot or direction from me. Those
Catbolics who ueed to defeod and uphold
the system have grown mysterioualy lent.
Plainly, the influence of the chureh is being
silently and steadily exerted to array all its
adberents in opposition to the systew. I3
would be worse than folly to suppose that
no bostility is intended, when such proposi-
tions are bluntly made as that of the vicar
general respecting the schools of New York,
or when such nominations are made, und
by such means as thoss which the penple
of this ei{f- now have before them. A fight
is evidently at hand, a fight to the death,
in which either the aysrem of free schoois
or the influence of the Carholic Church in
Awerican politics must be finally destroyed.
With the beliefs of men we countenance no
interference. This country should offer, a8
it bas done bitherto, free asylum and equal
hrolmion to men of every religious fuith.

ut when an attempt is mude to undermine
our free institutions by those of any faith
or of no faith at all, it is time to defend
those institutions, snd, if it be necessary, to
drive that hostile influence completely ous
of our public atfuira. :

he Awerican people regard the publio

schools as the very fonndation of their
freedom. They know what sort of public
opinion exists in lands where parochial or
sectarian schools bave controlled the train-
ing of the young. In every such country,
without a single exception, free govern-
went has been found impossible. It estab-
lished, a8 in some such lands it has been,
it has ecither been undermined or over-
thrown, or transformed into a mastery of
brute torce—a virtaul despotism. As there
is but one church which claims temporal
supremacy, and asserts the infallibility of
its winisters, so that ehvrch only refuses to
tolerate non-sectarian education of the
young, and thus places itsell io hostility
to free institutions. And, as Mr. Gladstone
asks whether s sincers Catholic can
¢ibly be a loyal subject of Great Britain,
we in this country, with free institu-
tions and popular suffrage, will soon be
forced to msk, with even grester reason,
whetber a sincere Catholic can possibly be
a friend of the republic. If he disbeheves
or refuses to carry out the dootrines of his
church, he is a Catholic only in name. If
he belicves and seeks to urrir out those
doctrines, he is_an enemy of free govern-
went. We are by no means advocates of
8 proscriptive spirit or policy. As long as
DO assauit is mude upon the system of free
schools, we wish to see this land ofier to
men of all oreeds equal weloowe, protec-
tion and opportunity. But if that sssault is
to be made in the name .and by the infiu-
ence of the Catholic Chureh, it will be in
order to ider whether a itational

end bould not be adopted, disqual-
ifying any adberentof thut church irom '
holding any office, legislative or other, in
which power can be used to the injury of
the sohool system.—5St. Louis Democrat,

Spanish Politics.

The Madrid correspondent of the Pall
Mall Guzelte writes to that journal: “Not
for mavy years has pohitical intrigue in
Spain been so active as it is at preaent,
All parties are involved, exeept the Re-
publicans and the Carlists. These indig-
nantly watch, the course of events, the
former cowed but bent upon revenge, the
lstter mavage and expectant, and bot) per-
enaded in their fanaticism that Alfonso X1
bas come to prepare the way for them.
The alruglg)o for power going on just now is
between the R ionista and C. vative
Liberals, or rather a fraction of the Iatter,
for Serrano heads another. The end of it
will most propably be the usual compromwise
between absolutismu and wock liberalism,
sach as characterized the reign of Isabe) 11,
when the government relied upon the
army instead of itself. Then there was
no civil” war. Now the government
has to provide two armies; one to
take care of it, the other to fight the Car-
lists. The high Catholic notiens with which
King Alfonso has been imbued by his unfor-
tunate mother render him particularly lia-
ble to reactivnary sud priestly influences.
Were it not for his political guardian,
Caunovas, and one or two wministers who
know the times they live in, it would not
take much urging to make the young mon-
arch insugurate s paternal despotism and
become the woat obedient son of the Church
who ever wore s crown. So things are in

P Marshal 8. and his fracti
are not idle awid the general bustle. He
bids high tor the porc of the Pr
plenipotentiaries here, us King Alfonso
does for that of the clergy. It is supposed
that theee diplomatists huve been instructed
by their respective governments to watch
the course of events, to report frequently,
encourage the government in & liberal

licy, sad firmly oppose any attempt to
ntertere with or &uz down religious
liberty. This sounds well, only it may
tend to age the dipl ists in
question to lupgort secretly publio men

fuvorable to their viows and intri
fa80 SHelr hotaniot gue

g Public
in Spain has -hu‘ya been very strong
againdl foreigners mixing themselves up in
ber political affairs, although by one of
those paradoxes 8o common in this land of
unexpected events they have done so for
the last hundred years. It remains to be
seen whether the bestowal of the order of
the Golden Fleece ngon Prince Bismarck—
a complinent which has thorouzhly dis-
gusted the President of the Freneh re-
public—will mollify him toward the ROV-
eroment of Allonso XIL, but as long as his
majesty favors the clergy he may Aure
to have the German Chancellor for an
enemy, while the Republicansand Radicals
will obtain his seeret support. As for us,
Britieh statesoraft has bought its Spanish
experience dear enough during the lust
hulf century, and learned, it is to be
hoped, to eschew meddling in Spanisk J
atfairs, or offering unnsked
Spanish governmenta.
Alfonso XIL, who does not want courage,
has more thun once expressed a resolution
to put himself again at the head of the
army of the north as soon as the operations
in spring commence. But well informed
persons bere are confident that the war
will come to a ful conclusion before
iben; while others equully wequainted with
the negotiations government is carrying on I fi
with General Cabrera, «re of a contrary |
opinion. It was fully expeeted that as soon 4
as Prince Alfonso became King part of the
Carlist forces would go over to him and thefy’
remainder disband. And now, perbaps, thod
defection of Cabrera will only render "
contest more obstinate. At any rate, th Ji
government is very anxious about g
safoty of the army of the north, and f §eiP°
queut are the messagessent by the mini
of war to the commander in chief to g
against surprise.”

for advice to

A Helpless Yankee In Paris.

After dreseing I looked ontside
shoes, but they wers not there.
rung for thew. Pretty soon a yor

appeared,  She curtsied and el
“That's all right, and proper enfiie replied,
but I wish to direct your attenfiifusb, oo,
fuct that my shoes hure not wrrilg s © ':"
curteied again, and stood thers IR "d', Ee:i’
a4t me in s pleasant, ofth aad oo
**Shoosee,” said I, happening o d_msnnes
my French, “Shooses, bonte » remember
Tuen she stared at me und sy R i
denly turned

and disgppeared. It is juy
happened to hit upon this g

uid returned,

revolting and awfal fact

langnage was further beyg
the North Pole. I would
had not brought him, as
goodness knows, to talk
man. “Shooses, shoo
on earth are theyl” H,
edgment of the wisdom
but it was evident he d
mit it to upset him.

much rather she
18 hard enough,
with one French-
" said I, “where
bowed in acknow!-
of wmy observation,
d not intend to

Heree, lookee, John-

ubatinate boot. *She

,,g'..
through the pantomim
His face lighted up i

r o instant. “Qui,”
eaid he. "'Git,” - $
I had the shoes.— Deds ':'nd 1:‘:;1." minutes

The Willismeport }( Ps.) Gaz . 08
s i .,’."..k,m..*;:z:é;_;
and be will have Coowbs enough to

be livea.” T

Jast him as long nows
will the My e who

. F. A. Brown,

Mr.
Jllocmt-.ynnn‘o.




