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THE NEW ARRIVAL.

MA,
A charming little tiddy iddy bit of mother’s bliss,
A tiny toddles, sweet 2s flowers of spring ;
A precieus popsy wopsy—give its mammy, den,a
kiss—
A pretty darling itsy witsy ting!

PA,

8o that's the little fellow! H'm! A healthy-iooking
chap.
Another mouth to fecd, as sure as fate !

No, wife, I don’t consider that his coming’s a n‘)is-

hap
But still T could have done with less than eight,

BROTHER.
My eye! Isthatthe baby! What a jolly little pup!
But I say, ma, wherever is its nose ?
And I say, father, by and by, when he gets more
grown up,
He'll wear my worn-out jackets, I suppose.

UNCLE.
Another? Well, thank goodness, I am not a married
man !

What! Don’t I think him pretty? No, I don’t.
To keep him from the workhouse you must do the
best you can ;
Don’t think that I'll assist you—for I won’t!

DOCTOR.
How are we getting on to-day? I trust we soon
shall mend. -
We mustn’t think we're strong just yet, you know;
We'd better take a something which this afternoon
I'll send. .
And let me see—hum—ha—ah, yes—just so.
NURSE.
He's lovely, that he is, mum! See them sturdy little
ogs |
He’s twice the size of Lady Smither’s third;
And, when he comes a-cutting of his little toosey
Degs
He'll be 2 man, he wili, upon my word.
NEIGHBOR.
Ob, yes, dear, he looks healthy, but you mustn’t trust
to that—
I do not wish, of course, your hopes to dash,
But when I see a tender babe, so ruddy, strong, ana
fat,
I—look, dear, on his face! Isthatarash?
NA (da capo).
A charming tiddy iddy bit of mother’s bliss,
A tiny toddies, sweet as flowers of spring;
vrecious popsy wopsy—give its mammy, den, a
kiss—
A pretty darling itsy witsy ting!
—London I'un.

AGAINST HER WILL.

“Oh, mother, mother! * said Adelaide
Fairfax; and such a wailing, weful moan
would have penetrated any heart but a
heart of stone; but it made no impres-
sion upon the oneit wasintended to melt.

“Adelaide, you disgust me, you make
me ashamed of you,”’ said her mother.
“What more do you want?
rich—"’

“Yes,” sard Adelaide, “but—""

“He 1sa favorite,” interrupted her
mother. “He is courted by the first fam-
ilies in the neighbohood. He could mar-
ry the richest girl in our circle—"

“Oh, if he only would?” said Alelaide;
“if he only would !

“Silence, girl?’ exclaimed her mother.
“There 1s neither shame nor spirit in
your pretended aversion to one of the
noblest men ever created. Oh, you may
shudder! Neither your tears mor your
prayers will move me in the least. Do
you think I am blind? Do you think I
do not know the very secret reason why
you so appose my dearest wiah? Do you
think your stolen visits to the old stone
house have not been traced? Shameless
girl! TItis my duty to see you well set-
tled in Iife betore you are quite lost to
honor and decency.” Z

“No, no, ns, mother, you cannot say
that,” returned Adelaide; “or it you can,
you shall not! Tam your child—yeur
only child. Up te this time have I ever
failed in my duty to you? Have I not
given you all the reverence, all the obe-
dience, ail the affection a chiid could be-
stow upon a parent? I tell you, mother,
this is a case of lite and death—for sin
is death—death to the heart, that, reck-
less and tortured, leaps blindly into the
chasm of crime.”

“Have you done?” said her mother.

“Let me speak while the spell is en
me!” replied Adelaide. ¢Youknow that
I love William Becket; you knew it long
years ago. You encouraged it; you gave
it your sanction. You used all your wo-
man’s arts to aid in its progress—and
why? Then he was rolling in wealth,
was courted, feted, petted, as Grantly
Thornby is now. His father speculated
wildly, failed, and in his ruin involved
toe ruin of his only son. Still you have
played your cards cautiously and well.

You pitied him, you pitied me; you
trusted matters were not desperate, after
all; but you took good care to remove me
far away from his influence, thinking that
in separating as personally you could
separate our hearts. It was not possible
——they had grown into one. Parted they
might be but not divided in thought,
act or deed.”

“You romantic simpleton!” exclaimed
her mother. Don’t dare deliver any
more of this ridiculons {waddle in my
presence! so surely as the sun rises,
s0 surely shall you be the wife of Grantly
Thornby !”

“Then on your head be the s, if sin
should come! On your head be the
storm, and strife, and darkness, which I
see looming in the far distant future!
On your head, then, be the crime of a
broken heart, a bopeless life! I warn you
—oh, I warn you, mother! If I have
not your hardness of beart, I have a por-
tion of your determination; and never
shall Grantly Thornby mold me to his
detestable hiking. I will be his wite be-
cause I cannot help myself; but the hand
that blights my lite shall not blight my
love—so tell my husband that is to be.”

Pale and exhausted, Adelaide Fairfax
sark down on the sofa, from which but a
moment before she had risen in her in-
dignant scern.

Her mother, a coarse-looking woman,
dressed in the extreme of vulgar, costly
taste, and loaded with jewelry, sat oppo-
site her, her eyes fairly blazing with
wrath and scorn. To be defied by her
own child, the child who until that day
had been all meekness, all obedience! A
bombshell entering the apartment and
exploding at her feet coald not have
startled her more. However, she had
gained one triumph—Adelaide had con-
sented to be the wife ot Grantly Thornby.
‘Wild as Adelaide had spoken, she had no
fear for the tuture. She knew the inate
E:;ity of her danghter’s heart, and even

she doubted that, the will and
strength of Grantly Thornby was suffi-
cient to protect his own and his wife’s
honor.

The mother had scarcely left the room
by one door, when another was opened
gving admittance to a second party. 1t
was in the person ot a singularly hand-
some man, tall, stalwait in frame, with
eyes large, burning and penetrating. The
face was 1n keeping with the form, the
features regular and well defined, the
forehead broad and massive, the mouth—
ay, there lay the reading of that atrong
man’s nature—it seemed to sgy as plainly
as words could have done, *my wlil is
law.”

And so it was. Scarcely, in all his
life, had he failed in accomplishing any
object tbat seemed to his erratic nature
worth pursuit. And should he fail now,
when the prize to be obtained was only a
simple, stabborn girl? Not he. It was
not so much for the aftection he bore her,
yes even there he had conceived a pas-
sion which he found it smpossible to
subdue; but she had defied him, mocked
at him, laughed at him to scorn. His

He is|P

blood was on fire to revenge the insult.
She should love him yet, Only let him
secura her to himself, only let her be-
come his wife, away from the influence
of her unfeeling mother, dependent upon
him for society, affection, and all the lit-
tle attentions women so yearn for and
need, and he deiied fate itself to thwart
him in his triumph.

Adelaide, lost in sorrowful thought,
did not hear the opening of the door, nor
wsa she aware of his presence until a
hand was laid lightly on her shoulder.
She looked up bewildered, and for a mo-
ment a shriek was nearly bursting from
her nps; but she was & brave girl, and
returned his gaze with one almost
as vivid and burning, until he found
voice to speak. Strangely agitated was
that strong, determined, tearless man of
tho world. Ife sat down by her side,
taking her resistless hand in his own.
“You have consented?” he at length
asked. “You will be my wife?”

“Consented—yes! Be your wite—yes!”
Hard and cold :indeed was the voice
which uttered these sentious words.

“And you will try to love me?” he
asked.

“I cannot—oh, I cannot,” she replied:
“you know it is impossible. Oh, why
do you insis upon this dreadful union?
What can I ever be to you, I who love
another?” He bit kis lip, but did not in-
terrupt her. “Could any power bind my
thoughts? Would they not follow him
forever in his lonely pilgrimage? Arec they
not part and parcel of his existence?
Think what it would be to live Jear after
year, for death does not come at one’s bid-
ding, the companion of one whose heart,
soul and existence was wrapped in that
of another.”

“Stay, stay Adeluide!” he cried, grasp-
ing both her hands. “Have mercy, if
not on me, at least on yourself. Think
what you are doing. You are scorning a
love which, though mine, is pure as ever
woman won—a love I never knew I pos-
sessed until your beauty dazzled my sen-
ses, I have been a reckless man—well,
perhaps, a bad man—but you can mold
me to your will; you can form a nature
which 1s not all depraved into something
worthy of woman’s hand.”

“And yet I cannot love you,” she re-
lied :

“There is no personal sacrifice I would
not make for yoursake,” said he. “There
is no deed of daring I would not accom-
plish, if such deed would give you a mo-
ment's happiness. I would toil night
and]day for your sake, if need be; waich
over your comfort with the eye of a fond
husband and a2 jealous lover. I would
love you as a woman never was loved; I
would cherish you as never before wo-
man was cherished. Oh, Adelaide, think
what it is to cast away such a strength of
acffetion as I offer you!”

Grantly Thornby’s tace was of an ashen
paleness; great drops of agony stood up-
on his brow, and his lip trembled with
the intensity ol his emotions.

“Is there nc hope?’ he asked at
length, finding Adelaide disinclined to
continue the conversation.

“None, alas, none!” she replied.

Thornby passed his hand over his
brow once or twice, as if trying to con-
trol some wild thought. “Enough,
enough,” said he. “No kindness will
win, no devotion move you. You will be
my wife, no earthly power can prevent
that. You will hear no more of a love
which has been met with scorn. If you
think it degrading to be loved by me, I
cannot help it—I would not belp itif I
could. I have told you I never loved
woman before; my life has been toobusy,
my thoughts too much absorbed 1n the
pursuit of happiness; but it is past; be
at ease, for it is the last time I ever 1n-
trude my unwelcome, my mad passion of
love upon your notice.”

He wrung her hand, and would have
left the room, but Adelaide detained him.
“You say truly,” said she; “no earthly
power can prevent my being your wite.
I know my duty. You will trust to my
honor, you will feel that however my
mind may be filled with another’s image,
my life wiil be pure and sacred to you
as if the union of our hands had been as
well a union of our hearts. You will re-
member this?”

He pressed her hands and turned quick-
ly away. Adelaide caught one glance of
his face as he left the room, and saw what
she never thought to have seen—the glit-
tering of tears in his eyes not used to
melting softness. Her heart pained her
tor having caused even a moment’s suf-
fering, ‘“How mortified he must have
been,” she thought, “to have been so de-
cidedly rejected.”

But how could she help it? She had
looked for no such tender, passionate ap-
peal to her feelings; hitherto his wooings
had been in bitter, burning words —words
speaking more of a desire to triumph ov-
er her will than her affection. She was
beginning to pity him, and pity leads
ouward tolove. Had he been no suitor
for her hand she would long ago have ad-
mired him. His indomitable power of
character, his rock-like determination,
his strong unconquerable will, were mer-
its which under other circumstances
could not have failed in striking her wo-
man’s eye.

Wemen like strength in a man far
more than beauty—it appeals to their
dependenee; and no greater contrast
could possibly be made than existed be-
twecn the persons of Grantly Thornby
and William Becket. The first, muscular
in person, some would say almost to
roughness; but that could never be. Mr.
Thornby was a gentleman, and what
would have seemed heavy and unwield-
ing in some, sat upon him with a grace
which only a well-bred man of the world
could acquire. The other, effeminate to
the last de%ree—pretty, soft, wemanly
features, soft, white iady hand, tender
blue eyes; light hair, lying in little rin,
around a forehead which looked as it the
sun had never shone upon it; a delicate,
slender frame, tapering off with a foot
that Cinderella might have envied, and
you have the picture of William Becket.
Adelaide was thinking of it new, and
contrasting it with the sturdy form, the
bold features, the 1 piercing eyes of
Grantly Thornby. “gge was thinking,
too, she wished William had just a little
more manliness about him—at least
enough to make some exertion tor a hive-
Iithood .

She lookea very pretty sit upon a
sofa in deep thought, hei fai':l;%ir allin,
in waves over her shoulders, her dimpl
chin resting in her small white palm, her
eyes tull of gentle, tender light, awaken-
ed there by her woman’s pity for an un-
loved man. Sweet Adelaide! Her ten-
der thoughts were taking a strangely for-
eign shape, when the entrance of her
mother aroused all the antagonism of her
nature, and sent her pleasant images fly-
ing to the four winds of heaven.

“Well!l” said that amiable lady, look-
ing steadily at Adelaide. ’
“You have succeeded,” said Adelaide;
“I have given my word, and now let me
have I’ve no more to do with it.
Make whatever arrangements you please,
let the sacrifice be complete, only give

me peace.”’ :

The mother turned to reply, but
Adelaide had left the room.

It was now 1n the middle of July, and
it was settled that they were to be mar-
ried 1n the coming October, that golden
month of the year. Adelaide experienced
no regret, nor in fact seemed to take the
smallest interest in the progress of the
affairs. Mr. Thornby was constant in his
visits, but nocommon acquaintance could
have been more reserved or respectful.
No word of love ever passed s lips, no
pressure of hand denoted his claim upon
that little property, yet even Adelanide
could not help noticing that his #ace in
growing graver was also growing paler;
still her nature revolted against the enor-
mity of forcing her into a marriage re-
pugnant to her feelings. Had he been
in love with any one else, no hand would
have been sooner outstrerched in sympa-
thy and condolence. As it was she pit-
ied him, and really began to exert her
self to banish something of the gloom
which surrounded” his life. “It wasn't
his fault,” she would think, *‘after all; he
couldn’t help it, poor fellow, and as I am
to be his wife, I may as well try to be
agreeable.”

From that day the scene changed at
the dwelling of Mrs. Fairfax. It was an
old rambling country mansion in which
they resided, and Mr. Thornby’s estate
joined theirs. Flowersgrew all about in
the greatest profusion, and there was a
large sheet ot water just upon the verge
of the wood where the lazy water-lilies
lay with their waite leaves all the long
summer. To this spot Adelaide and Mr.
Thornby made a daily pilgrimage. Ade-
laide was astonished that she had never
before discovered what an amiable com-
panion her betrothed was; she rather
liked leaning upon his arm and looking
up 1nto his brilliant eyes while he ex-
plained to her some of the wonders of na-
ture spread before them. He spoke too,
of travels made in foreign lands;of fa-
mous cities and monuments of the past; of
the wonders ol architecture, of art, of
paintings and statues which she only
knew tfrom prints, but which she had not
seen themselves, and which in his descrip-
tions rose in her imaginations far higher
than the graver’s art could make them.
He pictured to her Venice with its silent
streets and funeral-like gondolas, its
glorious palaces and churches, its Bridge
of Sighs, its secret crimes and jealousies.
He spoke too of Rome and what it was,
of its walls and ruins, of its monuments
and churches; of Milan and of Florence,
of the golden Arno and orange groves
of.the treasures of literature and art
within the walls of the Pitti valace.

Adelaide was sensible enough when
tbe romance she had gathered from books
was not too powerful for her. She be-
gan to compare the glowing, fascinaung
descriptions which he knew so well how
to relate, with the silly, whining senti-
mentality ofher former lover, and for that
matter lover still, for she would have
flushed with indignation had any one
suggested the idea of her having turned
truant to her first iove, She never dream-
edofsuch an atrocity. She liked Mr.
Thornby because he was so kind to her,so
careful over her, so considerate for her
comfort, but never, no never could her
heart wander from its allegiance to its
first love. And she was sincere in this
belief. She went, indeed, so far that once
when she met William Becket, she told
him that had he been a man of mind
sufficient to bear up under the mistfor-
tunes which oppressed him, had he risen
up under adversity and carved his way
in the world as other men had done, she
would have left all, deficience of restraint,
and shared his fortune whether for goed
or bad, But it would be rushing in the
face of Providence to saddle a man with
a wife and the responsibilities of a family
when he had not sufficient energy to sup-
port himself; to all of which he only
whined like a child, and accused her of
turning against him because he was poor.

October was fast approaching. The
orchards were golden with their luscious
fruit; the forest trees were all tinted with
autumn brown, while over all was that
dreamy. hazy, delicious air, which scems
redolent with the general joy of the sea-
son. And you would scarcely have
known Adelaide again, eo wondrously
had she changed. The gladness of her
heart seemed to have come out upon her
face, making it radiant with beauty and
blcom. No longer did she sit passively
looking on upon the progressing of brid-
al appointments. Her betrothed was as
large-hearted as he was large-brained. He
insisted upon furnishing the trousseau,
and made a trip to town for that purpose.
Be sure there was nothing forgotten that
could please the eye or gratify the taste.
How long to Adelaide seemed the days
of his absence. She would not have be-
lieved she could have missed him so very
much. Did she love him? Oh, never;
yet she was notsorry to have him love
her. To be sure he had not spoken upon
the subject since that fatal morning on
which she was so incensed with the per-
secution of her mother. She had almost
wished he would, so that she might take
back some of $hose cruel words, and tell
him how much she liked him, and how
difterent she had found him to what peo-
ple described him. She was sorry that
she could not love him as a wife should
love a husband, but perhaps the time
would come when her mind would be
changed. At present she would be true
to William, from whom she was parted
forever, and whose wee-begone face real-
ly would haunt her as long as she lived.
Yet in spite of these sentimental thoughts
she was quite angry with herself that she
could not feel more real sympathy for
her broken-hearted lover.

At length Mr. Thornby arrived, Ade-
laide meeting him at the crossroads,
where she knew he would take a short
cut across the farm. One single grain of
encouragement from him and she would
have flung herself into his arms; but he
merely took her hand, placed it under
his arm, and proceeded leisurely to the
house. Adelaide was chilled by this sin-
gular coolness; she was prepared to give
him a kind reception, and had even taken
the pains to walk half a mile for the
pleasure of seeing him a few moments
sooner. It was notkind of him, to say
the least. Then came over her with a
great crash, “Suppose he don’t Jove mef”

uch a possibility had never before oc-
curred to her. What, after all those pro-
testations, to overcome it at last! The
blood seemed to stagnate in her veins;
she could not move if her life depended
upon it. Mr. Thornby felt the sudden
trembling of her hand and paused in his
walk to learn the cause.

Adelaide was pale and trembling, but
it was only for a moment; she laughing-
ly assured him it was customary with
her, the result of fatigue.

The bridal array had arrived before
them, and was already spread out on so-
fas, chairs and tables, It was asplendid
trousseau, Robes of such beautiful fab-
ric that it seemed dangerous to teuch
them lay in juxtaposition with laces
which an empress might envy. Jewels
gleamed from their crimson cases like
stars, while lying on the bridal veil, itselt

not more pure, was a coronet of pearls of

the rarest quality. Ah, Mr. Thomby

had shown his taste as well as his liberal-

ity. After allowing Mrs. Fairfax due

time to admire them he explained to her
that he wished for a moment to speak

apart with Adelaide.

“My poor girl,” said he when they

were Zl(?ne, “dgild you think I would take

the advantage of circumstances to wed

an unloving wife? Did you think I was
monster enough to drag you to the altar,

and force you to take upon your pure
lips an un!yaoly vow?”

Adelaide looked up into his face be-
wiidered, but she did not renly.

“I confess,”” he continued, “there was

a time when my mad passion and your

obstinacy aimost turned my brain, when
my heart grew dark, and I felt capable
of almost any wickedness to secure to

myself my priceless treasure—my peer-
less Adelaide. That time has passed. I
have seen you trymng to conquer that
fecling against me, trying to like me and
amuse me, and make some amends for
what you knew I must be suffering. I
determined you should have your re-
ward. It was hard to give you up, tor,
as I told you then, I loved you as never
betore man loved woman; but your
sweetness and patience trinmphed. There
is your bridal paraphernalia, here the
deed of an estate settled upon yourseit
and children; and now 1 resign you to
your younger and earlier lover, and may
he make you as bappy as I would have
tried t> do.”

“Resign—not your wife—marry Wil-
liam Becket! Oh, you cannct mean it,
you would not be so cruel!” exclaimed
Adelaide, who had sprung up impatient
of all restraint, and thrown herself at his
fect.

The eyes of Mr. Thornby burned with
a triumphant fire, but he merely clasped
her two hands, looking down into her
frightened face.

“I will not leave you!” she cried, “you
shall not cast me off. I do love you; I
never knew how much till now; I am not
ashamed to own it. Iam proud of it.
I am ashamed of that childish folly
which passed for love. As you love me,
so I love you, with all the streugth. pow-
er and force of my being. I will be your
wife, and so being will devote the rest of
my life te your happiness.”

Mr. Thornby waited to hear 10 more,
but, taking her in his arms, folded her to
his breast, which was ever after to be her
home. Another week and they were
married, and Adelaide says it may wue
that men have seeond loves, but she is
very sure women never love but once.
So much for her romance.

Sparks.

Bees cell their own honey.

A joint aftair—A rheumatism,

Waste of T—Putting it 1n depot.

A bouncing baby— A rubber doll.

A ship ruled by women—Courtship.

Blue fishing —When they don’t bite.

Grand aunt of the world —Ant-1quity.

A stag is frequently obliged to run for
deer life.

Light literature—A bank book with no
balauce.

How to keep your rooms warm —Keep
your grates coal’d.

Would it be vulgar to call soothing
syrup a kidnapper?

Many a high-minded schoolgirl dis-
dains vulgar fractions.

Whyis ashoemaker like an honest

lover? Because he is faithful to the
last.

“1t you make it hoptional with me,”
says the Englishmai, “I’ll take beer.”

Tennyson spends hours on a single line.
So, by the way, does the washerwoman.

In a written speliing exercise, ‘“fore-
goes’ was given out; a little boy wrote,
*Go, go, go, go.”’

Said the landlady: “I’ve given you
your beard, Bill, and now I want you to
give me my board-bill.”’ ;

When a cat gives #n entertainment on
the top of a wall, if, isn’t the cat we ob
ject to, 1t’s the waul.

Why is a man’s chin the most unlucky
part of his body? Because it is constant-
ly getting into scrapes.

The reason given why an old toper's
mouth would make good sole leather, was
that 1t would never let in water.

This is the latest for wedding invita-
tions: “Come around and see us capture
a mother-in-law, at eight o’clock, sharp.”

A farmer, when flagellating two of his
unruly boys, was asked what he was do-
ing. “Thrashing wild oats,”” was the re-
ply.

If your con has no “rains don't send
him to coliege.”

You cannot make a palace out of a
shanty by putt:ng a French root on it.

The grate art of kontentment -konsists
not only in being satisfied with what we
have got, but with what we hain’t nor
kan't git.

Has any paragrapher ever called a
young lady speaker at & woman’s rights
meeting a wind-lass? He’s “a real mean
thing” if he has.

‘‘Aunty, vot makes de little babge cry
80? Do it want iz mudder?”

“Yes, dear, and its todder too.”

Full many a rose 18 born to blush un-
seen, and waste its fragrance on the des-
ert air; ful' many a nip is taken behind
the screen, and cloves and cofiee, too, are
eaten there.

The two important events in the life
of man are, when he examines his upper
lip and sees the hair coming, and when
he examines the top of his head and sees
the hair going. i

A western pader mentions a rattle
snake being killed by “a man with thir-
teen rattles.” The man must have been
a policeman, though very few policemen
carry thirteen rattles.

Puck: Melikoff says that proxymng
for the Czar is altogether too expensive
tor a family man. He is either to strike
for an increase of pay or to charge shoot-
age.

The Irish people can’t eat the speeches
made in this country over their woes,
nor yet make soup of the resolutions
passed at mass meetings. What they
want is pork and potatoes.

“Why Hans you have the most femi-
nine cast of countenance I have ever
seen.”

*0, yaw,”’ was the reply, “I know de
reason for dat; mine modder was a wo-
man.”

“Say,”” said a city youth to a modest
countryman, “got the hay seed out ot
your hair yet?”

““Wall,”” was the delicate reply,“I jedge
not, by the way the calves run after me.”
They tell a story about a Yankee tai-
lor ducning a man for the amount of his
bill. The man said he was sorry, very
sorry indeed, but he could not pay it.
“Well,” said the tailor “I took you
for a man who would be sorry; but if
you are sorrier than I am, I'll quit.”’

Cm0aco has 3,000 liquor saloons,

IN THE DARK.

Midnight brooded weird and lone;

Nothing broke the wintery gloom

Save the drowsy monotone

Of the clock, as one by one,

From its steady hands the minutes fell into
my silent room

Close beside the larger bed
Stood the cradle in itsplace;
"Mid its blankets, softly spread,
Lay the baby's golden head,
And his light breath, coming going, gently
fanned against my face.

Something in the darkness stirred,
Warmly nestling at my side

Like a sleepy birg. 9

“Mamma!” very low the word.

Hush and darkness made the narrow space

between us look so wide.

Then I murmured as he lay

“Mamme’s close beside you dear;
Soon the night will go away,
By and by 1t will be day,
In the morning when my baby wakens
mamma wi'l be here.”

Wandering fingers towards me crept;
‘‘Mamma,let me hold your hand,”
Clasping it he hushed and slept;
Clasping his I could have wept,
Humbled by that perfect trust which needed
not to understand

Years have passed me by since then;
Long the little bed has stood
Empty silent; yet again,
Thrilling deeper thau my pain,
Comes the tender voice to banish every bitter
doubting mood.

Through tue voiceless hush of death,
Through life’s midnight derk and dim,
Turning unto Christ who saith
To each asking soul, “Have Faith,”
Heavenward I reach my longing, groping hu-
man hands to him.,

Does he take them? Aye, he does!
All the chasm deep and wide
Spanning by his love that flows
Freely for all human woes.
I shall wake in heaven’s bright morning with
my baby by my side.
—Caroline Leslie.

THE STORY OF A DREAN.

Strange Vision of a Shipwreck in the Gulf of
Suez.
[Harper's Magazine. ]

In 1869 I was in Suez, in command of
the British steamship Neera, belonging
to the Bombay and Bengal Steamship
Company—a Company owning steam-
ers born of the necessities of the manu-
facturing world when the supply of
American cotton was so largely cut off
by the war ot the rebellion. The line
was under the management ot William
F. Stearns, now deceased, son of the late
Professor Stearns of Amherst College—a
man who, going to India penniless, de-
veloped qualities which enabled him to
rise on the flood-tide of prosperity to a
colossal fortune and high social position,
but, as it proved, only to see his riches
float out on the receeding tide, and leave
his family but poorly provided for at his
untimely death.

‘The Neera was lying in Suez Roads,
the canal not being yet open, awaiting
passengers, &c., before sailing on her re-
turn voyage to Bombay. The Peninsu-
lar and Oriental company’s steamship
Carnatic was also about ready to sail for
the same poit, and only waiting mails
and passengers. It happened that the
passengers for the two steamers came
across the Isthmus together, and that two
old friends and schoolmates met, the one
to join the Neera and the other the Car-
natic. A day was spent by the friends,
who unexpectedly met or the Egyptian
desert, in recounting their experiences
since they last parted, and naturall
enough, there was a good deal of badin-
age between them as to the comparative
merits of the two steamers, and as to
which would first land on the “coral
strand,” upon which these “griffins” were
to be initiated into their duties into the
Civil Service to which they had been
newly appointed.

THE PASSENGER'S STORY.

The Carnatie was the first to be ready,
and sailed from Suez in the morning;
the Neera left early in the evening, some
ten or twelve hours after the mail steam-
er. The night was fine and at breakfast
time we had passed Shakuan Isiand,
were out of the Gulf of Suez and into the
Red Sea proper. Breakfast was served
on deck, unde: Jouble awnings of heavy
canvas. The young gentleman who had
left his friend the day before seemed
somewhat depressed in spirits, and dur-
ing vreakfast said rather anxiously:
“Captain, at what time did we stop last
night?”’

“Stop! We have not stopped since leav-
ing,” was the reply.

*“Not even to take soundings?”

“No; the engines have not been eased
since leaving port.”

The young man seemed much sur-
prised, and finally said that he had a
most vivid and remarkable dream dur-
ing the night, and this he proceeded to
relate in substance as follows:

“In my dream it appeared to me that
the steamer was stopped during the
night, and that I went on board deck to
ascertain the cause. Isawa boat pull-
ing off from the island to intercept us,
and a lantern was waved to arrest our at-
tention. As the boat came nearer I saw
my friend Morton standing in the stern.
As he came up the gangway ladder, I
said, ‘For God’s sake, Morton, what
brings you here?” I never saw him plain-
er, nor heard his voice more distinctly
than when hesaid: ‘The Carnatic has
struck a rock and gone down; the passen
gers and crew are on an island close by,
all safe, and we want your ship to take
them on board.’ I dreamed that our
ship stopped until other boats came off
with the remainder of the people, and
we then proceeded.

The narration of the dream made a
profound impression upon the passen-
gers, but the Ca%!:ain, as in duty bound,
laughed it off. The young man proved
a jolly sort of fellow, but was called “the
dreamer”’ during the rest of the voyage.

THE DREAM VERIFIED.

On arriving at Aden, five days later,be-
fore our anchor was down,we were hailed
by a boat which had been dispatched
from tlie Peninsular and Oriental Office
and asked if we had any news of the Car-
natic, that ship being a day overdue. We
had no news to give, but our dreamer
quietly remarked to me: *“You may find
that there is more to my dream than you |
supposed.”’ .

A few hours completed our coaling, and
we were off again for Bombay. On ar-
rival at that pert we heard the news of
the loss ot the Carnatic, and the circum-
stances were just as narrated to vs two
weeks before. The ship struck on a rock
near Shaduan Tsland, some twelve hours
after leaving Suez. The passengers and
crew were landed on the island. The
steamer subsequently slid off the rock and
wentdown in deep water. During the
night a steamer’s light was seen by the
shipwrecked crew, and a boat was sent
out to intercept her. Our Ireamers old
friend Morton went in the first boat. The
remainder of the people were subse-
quently taken on board, and the rescu-
ing steamer proceeded on her voyage to

the Neera, rescued the party, the dreamer

Suez. Except that another steamer, not | P

told the story as well as it could be told
to-day.

It seems probable that our dreamer’
vision was shown him at the very mo-
ment that the shipwrecked people were
embarking upon the steamer which had
come to their aid, and that the Neera
was not ten miles from the scene at that
time.

It may be stated in conclusion, to show
the perfection to which the postal system
of the world has arrived, that the only
letter addressed to the writer which ever
failed to reach him in all his twenty
years’ wanderings went down in the Car-
natic.

JOHN PHILPUT CURRAN.

The First Case Tried That Gave Him Fame.

The following anecdotes of the tamous
Irish orator and advocate, John Plalpot
Curran, is from O'Flanigan’s “Munster
Circuit.”” Curran, at the time mentioned,
had been but a few years at the bar, and
had as yet only an ordinary local reputa-
tion:

During the Cork summer assizes of
1780, an action for assault and battery
was tried, which, from the position of the
plaintiff and defendant, excited great in-
terest throughout the country. The
plamntiff was a Roman Catholic priest,
Rev. Mr. Neale; the defendent, Lord
Doreraile.

Tt was the misfortune of this peer, to
have drawn a peasant girl from the paths
of virtue, and shortly after the brother of
this girl committed some crime calling
for ecclesiastical censure, which the Rev.
Mr. Neale, by direction of his bishop,
carried into efiect. The young objeet of
Lord Doneraile’s illicit love applied
to his lordship for his interference
in her brother’s behalf, and was
promised prompt redress. Accompanied
by a kinsman, Capt. St. Ledger, who had
retired from the service, Lord Doneraile
sought the small cottage in which Father
Neale, the priest, resided. He was an
aged man in poor circumstances. The
penal laws were i full force, and he
lived in seclusion. He was engaged in
his office of prayer when he heard aloud
voice calling bim forth. He looked up
and saw Lord Doneraile, mounted on
horseback, calling him. He rose from
his knees, and, book 1n hand, bareheaded,
and feeble with age, the priest obeyed
his lordship’s imperative summons.

“You have dared,” cried his lordshlp,
“to hurl the censures of your Papist
church against one of my men. I, Lord
Doneraile, command you to remove it in-
stantly.”

The priest declared he would willingly
Go so if the matter rested with him, but
1t did not. He was bound to obey his
bishcp; the censure could not be re-
moved save by the bishop’s orders.

Losing command of his temper, the an-
gry peer struck the defenceless old priest
repeatedly with his Lorsewhip until the
blood flowed, and the priest retreated,
stunned and bleeding, intc his humble
dwelling.

A courageous attorney ventured upon
the bold step of bringing an action for
assault on behalf of Father Neale against
St. Ledger, Baron Doneraile, and the
cause was in the list of records to be tried
at the summer assizes for the county of
Cork, in 1780.

The bar, as usual, mustered strong at
Cork for the assizes, but such was the St.
Leger influence that no counsel was de-
sirous of appearing for the plaintiff in
this action.

Strange enough that Curran, who was
a native of Newmarket, and whose father
had been seneschal of the manner court
of Aldworth’s family, should have volun-
teered to be the plaintitf’s counsel. He
felt that the case was one demanding re-
dress and he determined the priest should
not be inops eonsiliz, but should have the
benefit of his advocacy. He portrayed
in scathing terms the outrageous con-
duct -of the defendant; depicted the
character of the humble priest, and
lashed with fierce invective the man who
stood tamely by and never in
terfered to save Father Neale from the
lash of his angry relative. He termed
Capt. St. Leger a renegade soldier, a
drummed-ont dragoon, and turned this
captain into ridicule when he came to
be a witness for the defendant,

“You are a soldier, sir?” said Curran.

“No; I am an officer,”” replied St.
Leger.

“I see,” said Curran.
an officer, but no soldier.

The witnesses for the defence were
obliged, under Curran's powerful ques-
tions, to_establish in full the plaintifi’s
case; and under his vehement advocacy,
the jury decided according to the evi-
dence, between man and man, and found
a verdict tor Father Neale, with thirty
guineas damages.

This verdict Davis calls “a conguest
over the powers of darkness; the first
spoils of emancipation.”

In consequence of the way Curran
cast ndicule upon Capt. St. Leger, that
offiicer demanded a hostile meeting.
Curran went out, and when on the
ground St. Leger asked who should fire
first.

“I am here,” said Curran, “ by your
invitation, so you must open the  ball.”

After an exchange ot shots, without
cffect, the affair terminated. Capt. St.
Leger died shortly after; and Curran said
it was of fright; he died from the report
f his own pistol.

“You are, then,

ZEsop as a Reporter.

The first mention made in ancient his-
tory of the crab is by one Asop, who
was a Greek newspaper man, and who
lived about the year 600 B. C. Like
the man who stuffed the ballot-box, he
is much involved in a great deal of ob-
scurity., ZAfsop heard the paternal an-
cestor of x;(i)romising young crab, who
was inclined to associate with fast horses
and the like, give the latter some good
advice. Said the old crab: ¢ My son,
f'ou are bringing disgrace cn the fami-
y. You run around too much, and
have contracted bad habits. You must
walk straight from now on.” *‘Perhaps
I will, governor, if you will only manage
to kee
The elcfer crab grew pensive, and, hav-
ing resolved on reformation, never again
was seen to enter a saloon through the
front door. ZEsop says he actually over-
heard the foregoing conversation, which
only goes to show what kind of a news-
paper man Asop really was. Unfortu-
nately, there was no stenographer pres-
ent, so Asop can palm off as many fa-
bles as he pleases on the public.—
Galveston News.

Preferring Suicide to Marriage.
Colonel Forney's Progress tells of a
widow in China who committed suicide
rather than marriage, and in this public
manner paid the last debt of nature:
‘“People in China are not only allowed
to commit suicide, but they advertise
their determination beforehand, stati
when and where they intend to effect
their pur . Atleast, the Foochow
Herald tell, of a young widow who had
romised to beng herself en a certain
spot on the 16th of last month, rather

out of the saloons yourself.” }
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than yield to the *wishes of her inhuman
parents’ and ma:ry again. The sacrifice
was actually consumated in broad day-
light. The girl hanged herself in the
presence of an assembled crowd of friends
and admirers. The tragic ceremony was
precede« by a reception of visitors on
the platform erected for the occasion, af-
ter which the poor young creature mount-
ed the chair, placed the rope around her
slim neck, and bidding a final adieu to
this unsympathetic world, launched her-
self into eternity.” The reason assigned
for the suicide does not seem adequate
for the sacrifice, and the Chinese journal
may imitate some of its American con-
temporaries and indulge n the sensation-
al.—Modern Argo.

A CHINESE EMPEROR'S LIFE.

Curions Domestic Arrangements of the Royal
Family.

The Hong Kong Daily Press gives the

iollowing account of the education of the

sons of the Chinese emperors, and of

some of the domestic arrangements of the

royal family:

“The sons of thc Manchu emperors
(hwang-tsz) undergo from their tender-
est youth a system ot the strictest educa-
tion. Rising at about 3 o'clock 1n the
morning, they first take their lesson m
Chinese literature, under the superirtend-
ence of the only tutor who has the title
of shih-fu or ‘master’ The tutor rises
from his chair as soon as the imperial
pupils enter and receives from tbe latter
a curtesy (ta cn’ien) which is then re-
turned in the same form. The tutor
takes the seat of horor, and when the
lesson is learned the pupil brings up his
book, deposits 1t before his teacher and
returns w0 his seat to repeat the
task by heart. It the lesson is not
learned the tutor requests a eunuch
in attendance ‘to bring the ferule
(chling-pan) and makes a show of ad-
ministering correction. But each impen--
al pupil is accompanied by eight fellow-
students (pwan-tub), known in the Man-
chu language as ha-ha-chu, who study in
the same books as their young master.
When it becomes necessary to admonish
the latfer more seriously, the ha-ha-chu
are’beaten with the ferule v cariously,
but when the imperia! pupil acquits him-
self well, they are, on the other hand,
commended or rewarded.

A recalcitrant and obstinate prince is
as a last resort, actually himselt flogged,
though probably only nominaily by the
teacher,’or taken before the emperor who
directs a eunuch to pinch his cheeks (ch’
ih pa jou). The late emperor T'ung chih
was frequently tweaked in this way by
order of the empresses. The Chinese les-
son occupies two hours; after this comes
the Manchu and Mongol lessonsin com-
position, given by the teaechers who en-
joy the less honorable title of se-fu, and
who are obliged to meet their pupils at
the do6r and make the first obeisance.
Then come lessons in various spoken lan-
guages, Manchu, Mongol, T'angat and in
local Chinesc dialects. After these come
courses of instruction in foot and horse
archery (ma-pu-chien), athletics, fencing,
putting th= stone, &c., (kung-tau-shin),
under the guidance of aclass of instruct-
ors called an-ta. The whole of the young
princes’ day is taken up with mental or
physical exercises, and they retire to rest
at a very early hour. At suitable inter-
vals their meals are weighed out for
them, and on no account are they allow-
ed to indulge in the pleasures of the ta-
ble. At the age of fifteen they must mar-
ry. ‘The emperor sleeps with eight hand-
maids (ch’ ang-tsai) sitting upon his bed,
and sixteen others(ta-ying) underneath
the bed, all of them girls from the im-
perial household (nei-wu-fu). Their
function is to keep watch over his maj-
esty, and they are not allowed to sneeze,
cough, spit or utter any sound. The
movements of the emperor on awaking
in the morning are signalized by a clap-
ping ot hands on the part of the eunuch
on guard. Once a year— New Year's day
—the emperor and empress preside at a
grand banquet, the emptess sitting on
the emperor’s left hand. This is the
only occasion during the year on which
emperor can see his wives together and
compare their respective merits. The
empress presents articles of food (K’e-
shih) to the eunuchs, who receive it from
her majesty on their knees, and the em-
peror performs the same politeness to the
women. The emperor is spoken of and
to as hwangchang—‘majesty’—by all but
members ot the inner banners, who use
the term ‘chu-tsz’—‘dominus.” The em-
peror, empress and concubines are all
called by the eunuchs ‘fo-ye,’ or ‘chu-tsz,’
i. e., ‘Buddha,’ or ‘dominus,’ and the 1m-
perial princes ‘ye'—the latter term equiv-
alent to ‘sire.” They are spoken of as
‘ako.” The three inner gates of the im-
perial apartments are never entered even
by eunuchs, and of men only eunuchs are
allowed to pass the fitth gate, which is
watched by a corps of imperial guards
(shi-wei), who are authorized to strike
the shins of even the highest officer who
may approack without giving the word.
If an inmate of the female department
wishes to purchase anything or to com-
municate with the outer world, she sends
a handmaid to sound the plate (tien), or
the clapper (pang-stz) with which the
barem is provided, on which the head
eunuch approaches to inquire who is in
want of assistance, Having learned who
calls, he dispatches the under eunuch
specially attached to this department,
who addresses the handmaid and takes
her orders, either verbally or on a slip of
paper. The cabinet ministers (chun-chi)
rise every morning at 2, present them-
selves at court at 3 A. M., and are then
received in audience. Their meals are
served up gratis from the emperor's pan-
try, and the whole day is spent at the
palace until 4 p. M. on ‘oft days,” and till
6 . M. on days when there is mili
business to discuss. Thus the oniy time
they can call their own is from, say, 5
P. M. to 2 A. u, If indis , of course,
they may obtain leave of absence, which
must frequently be a great boon, The
chun-chi never return the calls of any
but the most distinguished provincial
officers, and even then this is doce on the
way from the palace.

Use of Woolen Clothing,

Prof. Jwmger, of Stuttgart, recom-
mends the use of woolen clothing both
in summer and winter, and has invented
a sort of normal dress by which he
claims the accumulation of fat and water
in the system can be prevented. This
normal clothing has two essential prop-
erties : 7

1. It consists exclusively of wool,
avoiding all materials woven from plant
fiber (cotton or linen).

2. It makesa strong point in keeping
&lrm the middle line of the front of the

y.
But the principal peculiarity of the
clgot.ll1’ing is the exclusive g of sheep’s
wool, even avoiding t and other
linings of cotton. e

Tee Kng and Queen of Greece are
fond]of going about together as common
people.




