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MR. MAYNARD'S HIRED MAN,

i Dickery, dickery, dock;

The mouse ran up the cloek

The clock struck one, |

And down he run

Diekery—'
Oh, my good gracious ! howdare you'?"
Fauuny laid the pink bundle down in a |
rocking-chair full of pillows, The |
bundle protested with & vigorous
movement, and i another moment the
rocking-chair and the baby came down
together. “Now, you awful man, the
child is killed 1" cried Fanny, witha
scured face, nv she lified the tiny wmor-
sel from the floor ; butthe pillows had
protected it, and the startled baby, af-
ter one effort at curling her lips, broke
into a charming smile.

“No barm dove; and [ trust I'm
forgiven, ' said Muthew Donn.

“ No you are not forgiven. [ shall
never forgive you Mr. Mathew Dono ;
#o please leave buby and we. | have
nothing more to say."”

“Well, I—I'm going.”

“You can go, sir"

The yong man went softly, slowly
out ; but he looked weither grieved nor
angry on the other side of the door ; bhe
smiled,

The circumstauces were these

Fanuy had been amusing her sister's
child, and the little cherub seemed
pever to tire of musical sounds, wso
Faony, who had “Mother Goose” by
heart, liked nothing better than to sit
in the cozy sitting room, which was
really the nursery, and sing those old,
old melodies.

Mathew Doun was the bired man,
and on this particu'ar morning had
stolen in guictly behind Miss Fanny,
and, tempted of—what ¥ surely not the
Evil One—had bent over and kissed
bier on the forebesd,

And this he had dared to do, know
ing thut Fanny wans a city young lady,
living in a fashionable quarter. aud
used to the best society.

Fanoy's sister had warried a rich
farmer uot quite two years before,
People talked about these Drysons
burying themselyex alive | but bioth
Olive aud Fanoy loved the eountry
better than the town. Every summer
Fanny was glad to leave the “stuffy old
house, ' as she called it, and slmost
by one lesp on the express train find
herself in paradise, breathiug air redo-
lent of white elover and sweet-brior.
During the winter the wisters corres-
ponded regularly ; and Olive had sung
the praises of Mathew Donn, their bired
mau, o often  that Fanwy found  her-

self thinking of Lis acquaintance ws |

one of the pleasaut probabilities of her
next visit,

“We don’t pretend to trent him as l

help, " wrote Olive, holding her buby
on oue knee and steadying the paper
with & bronze weight, “ for he ia not
in the least like the men whao hire out
in these parts. [ should be ashamed
notto ask him to come to the table
and just for the noveity of it 1

want you to take n peep in his  room, |

Harry calls him lis rara avis ; and
the two really enjoy themselves to-
gether almost like brothers. Besides,
be's vearly us handsome a< my Harry
he, you kuow, is the hapdsomest man
in the world !

Aud the pleasant pen ran on and
told about planting
sweet.-corn, and pea blossoms, and how
the grape-vines were full of the tiniest
buvebes, snd the young peachtrecs
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| to horses, and drew up before the cot-
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tallest man she had ever seen, Six
fect four and proportionately majestic,
he seemed like fpﬂllo and IHereules '
in one,

“ (an  this be the hired man?"
thought Fanny ; and then she looked
at his dress.  Not a trace of servitude
about bim ; but he treated her with ex-
treme deference, said but little, drove
with the precision of « man aecustomed

- P——

tage in a grand style,

Fanny was in her wister's arms, and
after her, the baby cawme in for a fair
share of kisses.

“Well, is that your hired man?"

queried Fauny, after her comfortable
justallment in one of the luxarious
easy-chaird, 1
“Yex, dear; that is Mathew Doun, |
How did you like him? !
“He looks like » gentleman,” said |
Fanny, after a little pause. I
“He is o gentleman, dear, in the best |

nocently, and their eyes met,

The red blood flew all over poor
Fanny's face ; she felt hot to the crown
of her head—and yet why should she ?

“That's a J:ret!y question to ask!”
she exclaim:d, nearly angry.

«“Well, dear, but how am I to know
who ‘that man’ is?" queried Olive.

“You know it is Mr. Wolcott, " said
Fauny. nearly erying.

“Well, he is & good man,aud a rich
one,” was answer. “I know girls who
would jump at the chance, as the say-
ing is, 1 would either marry him or
send him off."”

“Pehaw!" said Fanny, biting her

| red lips and a few moments after she

left the room, conscious of a new, &
painful, and at the rame time strangely
delightful experience. No use to try to
conceal it or cloak it to herself—not
the slightest ; she loved Matlew Dovu,
her sister’s hired man.

How she paced her room, half dis-

POETRY-

A MYSTERY.
BY JolN G, WHITTIER.

The river hemmed with leaning trees
Wound through (ts medows green ;

A low, blue line ol mountains showe
The open pines between,

One Kliarp, tall peak above them all
Clear into sunlight sprang ;

I maw the river of my dresms,
The mountains that I sang !

No clue of memory led me on,
But well the wavs I knew ;

A Tocling of familiar things
With every footstep grew,

Not otherwise above its crag
Could loan the blasted pine ;

Not otherwise the maple hold
Aloft Its red ensign,

o up the long and shorn foot-hills
‘The mountain road should ereep :

Ko groen and low the meadow fold,
1ts red-halred Kioe asloep.

The river wound as it should wind ;

swe

senge of the 'lll"j 1 l tuld j‘u‘l that.' i tf“(‘-l!d. gobbing 'i‘hnu[ tears, form-

Thelr place the wountains took :

the ]-I’up]ll!t‘li\'v |

“And does be speak English well?”

“Why, child, he isn't n foreiguer, ™ |
laughed Olive,

“I wean grammatically,” said
Fanny. |
“Oh yes; 1 presume he has had a
good common-school education.’” re-
lied Olive, “and something better. 1|
uow there are certain classical books l
in his room; whether e ever reads

them or ot I ean’t say.

“Why in the world does he hire |
owt?’ eried  Fauny, dismay in her
Yulce,

“Why shouldn't he?" usked Olive, l[
laughing heartily again. “He likes
the country, is used to horses, and—apd |
| suppose he can't get anythiog better |
to do,”’ |

“But a man like him might—be I
somebody " ejaculated Fanuy, with
vehemenee, .\1) patience ! has he no
ambition” I'm afraid [ shall despise |
him."

“Perhaps, dear, he would't mind if
you did, " said Olive, hiding her face
in the white veck of her baby, ~He
is #0 very independent.”

Surely, why should he eare what she
thought of him ? soliloguized Fapuy,
Ler cheeks flushing.

Tue next day she met him at the |
table. It seemed strange enough to sit
down with hired help, but she was
furced to confess that in nothiog did he
give the impression of being a menial.

“2hall we take hold of that five-ucre
lot this moruing ? he asked, respect-
fully, of Mr. Mayoard, Olives lus. |
baud.

“ No, I prefor you should look 1o
the drainage of that strip east of the
| bill, was the answer.  “There'll be no

rain yet a while, and 1 want to prepare |
| that 'and for potatues.
k- Fauny watched Mathew Doun out |
| on the sly, and Olive canght her st
| it. '.
| 1 wanted to see what kind of a dress
he works in; said Fanny, with tell-tale
| eheoks. 4 |
“Don't yon think him a little hand- |
somer in his blouse and heavy field
| boots 7" asked Olive.

“He certainly is very handsome,”
said Fanny, fraukly ; “but why in the
world—However,” she added, stopping
short, “it's none of my business; but |
| such a man as that should surely work |
| his own land.”

“That's true,”’ =aaid Olive quietly,

Time passed on, Fanny became ae-
| customed to cat, »it, and even talk |
| with the hired man. One day Olive
took her up into his room. Fanny |
| stood aghast. It was as exquisite in
| its way as a lady's boudoir,
“He furnished it himself,” said Ol

| you”" he said.

ing wild resolves, and then throwing
herselt down with a sepse of her utter
helplessness, | shall not describe. How
could she ever meet him again ? Could
she keep her almost puinful secret, and
did Olive guess ut it? What would
Oliye think—what counzel her if' she
kuew?

Ouoly the next time that Mr. Kben
Wolcott came out she quietly dismisaed
bim, and then made up her mind that
she must go home. If she could only
fiy to the ends of the earth !

But Faonuy did not go, for Olive
would not hear of it. A slight cold
confined Olive to her room, but ocue
evening she sent Fauuy out and bade
her peremptorily to tuke Harry and
gofor a walk. Then she summoned
her husband to give bim his orders,
but when he came down stairs Alice
was gone, and Mathew, with a wicked

little smile, was taking down his
hint,
“That's right, Don," esid Harry,

breaking iuto a laugh ; “*she cught «to
kuow better than to goalone. By-the-
way, I bapp'n to kuow that <he has
dismissed old alderman.

Doun smiled sgain und went out,
closing the door behind him. There
was & bright moon, displaying flower,
leaf, and bud. Supposivg that Fanny
would only make the round of the
place, be ran swiftly down to the back
gate, aud met her just as she had
reached the great elm that stook guard-

| ing the lane,

She started at sight of hiw.
“Youwill allow me to walk with
“There is a squad of

gypeics in the neighborhood, aud sume |

ong might molest you,”

Fanuy could not say no ; could not
talk, even, for with ready tact he took
all the conversation on himself, What
did he not touek upon? Opera, arts,
nature, city, country—all derived new
beauty from the glamour of his tongue.
Was it strange that Fauny found  her-
self leaning on his arm and listening
with rapt attention to the eloguence of
bis speech # From that time there
was a certain tacit understanding  be-
tween them. aud all went smootlily till
the morning he kissed Ler, For that
Faony was angry st herself that she
wae not sngrier with him.  All day
lot ¢ she was full of moods, changing
from grave to gay, from fits of reflec.
tion to the wildest merriment,

¢ Fapny," said Harry, comiog up to
his wife's room after tea, “Mr. Doun
wishes to lel."-lk with you down
stairs,

All the lovely color fuded out of her
face at this announcement. She longed
to ussert herself ; but might they not

were going to do splendidly ; and Adela | ive, in reply to Fanny's look of sur- | pead the truth in her oyes if she re-

had two of the “cunningest, milk-white
teeth,” and I kuow not how much
more loving nonsense,

Now Fauny had a rich lover, and,

| ]:ri-t-. i |

| A Whilton carpet,” murmured |

| Fauny ; “marble-top set that Psychel,
those flowers '—and what is this 7" |

like most rich lovers, he was not pre- | She lifted & lovely little miviature from |
’lmeaeuiug in his personal appearance. | the table, one of the most beautiful |
v her own written language to Olive, | and refined faces she had  ever|
“he pestered her to death,” To be | secn,
wure it was pleasant to see his spleadid | +Oh, one of his friends, 1 suppose,” |
equipage in front of their door, with | said Olive, in her unundemonstrati e
the two superb guru, for on rare  oe- | way, “And see how perfectly neat |
carions Fauny yielded to his solici- | overy thing is kept; ulways in this
tations to take s ride ; and he ulways | beautiful order. Lu you wonder Har-
coutrived to drive her by his castle of | ry culls him a rara avis f
a brown stone-front, perhaps to tempt |~ “Indeed 1 can not,” suid Fanoy slow-
her; for Fauny was as fond of beauti- | ly ; “but he must spend every cent he
ful things as women ought to be, and | ¢ains to furnish himself in this extra-
wus well aware of the advantages which | ordinary munper.”
money can give, ‘ #“He has nothing else to do with his
Both her father and mother were | momey, dear,” said Olive; “he don't
anxious that she should marry the | cven i-uy cignrs. For my part, [ thiok
Hon, Ebenezer Wolcott, but Fanny | he is perfectly elegant.”
was high spirited, and they seldom ad- Fauny said nothing, but she found
vised her, The girl kuew that they | herself wishing that she knew who
were living ht:youd their means for her | was the origivul of that lovely mini-
sake, aud this k:‘wwludge had been | ature, aud trying to reconcile the
bitterly earned, Ehe and Olive Lad | tastes and surroundings of the man
many conferences over it, himsell with his servile oceupation.

o1 thiok if you were married, "' said
Olive, “papa would come here and tuke
a small Eoun; then business need no
preas him so in old age.”

Ebenezer had done the proper thing
—had offered Fanny his heart, his
house, his carriage, and his horses ; and
although he was known fora pugna-
cious old gentleman, terribly set in his
way, ho was honorable, and he loved

Not but what the work was good
! enough, aud honorable for any man; |
! but why was he not luboring for hiw- |
i solf instead of another?

For days she thought of the mini-
ature. Every time she wet bhim, heard,
him talk or sing—he had a fine voice
and was not uverse to using it—up
popped that mysterious face with the
Spanish eyes and the clustering curls.

beautiful Fanny Bryson with all his
heart. And Fanny had told him that
ghe could not then decide—that she
was going for the summer months to |
sister Olive's, and at the close of her

Mr, Eben Wolcott, meantime, had
taken advantage of her reluctant per-
mission and brought his dashing team
to Winnieut. Poor Fanuny, at sight
of his respectable aldermanio person,

visit she wonld give him his answer.

his gold-bowed spectacles, aud thick
“And may I come out there sowe-

gray whiskers, felt a strange sinking

timea ? asked Eben, ' at the heart. Why would that six
Fanny gave a reluctant consent, and  footer rise up in her imagivation and

wished with all her heart that she had | cause by mere forco of contrast a re-

refused him ; so, with the understand- | pulsion so terrible ?

ing that ho was to call us a friend, the |~ “It's positively wicked for we to

two rllod seem to encourage that man,” she
At the depot Fanny found bor sis- | said, almost passionately, one morning,

tar's oarrisge in waiting, and wus nec- | the day after a drive.

‘wosted by the handsomest an well anthe ' “Whih wman?" asked Oliye, in

fused 7

Slowly she went down staira,

Donu was the parlor, walking back
and forth, He came to meet her with
outstretched hand,

“1 want you to forgive my rudeness
of the worning,” be said. *In my as.

The white, torn fringes of their clouds
Wore no unwouted lovk.

Yet ne'er before that river’s rim
Was pressed by feet of mine,

Never before mine oves had crossed
That broken mountain line,

A presence, stramge at once and kuows,
‘alked with me as my guide :
The skirts of some forgotten hife
Tralled noiseless at my side.

Was it a dim-rememberad dream Y
Or glimpse through aons old ¥

‘I'lie secret which the mountalns kept
The river uever Wwhd,

But from the vision ere it passed
A tender hope I drew,

And, pleasant, as & down of spring.
Toe thought within me grew :

That love would temper every change,
And soften all surprise,
Andd, 1aisty with the dreams of earth,
The Lills of heaven arise,
—[Atlantic Monthly for February,
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EDWARD LYTTON BULWER,

The geing out of Bulwer is full of

sweet  suggestions. It recalls old
“summer days in summer woods,” and
by-gone rambles through country lanes,
and sacred twilight strolls in high-
walled gardens. It brings back to us
the companiouship, beth in the story
and in actual life, of the girl—

«Who wept with delight if you gave bera

And "L’fifﬁ'um;.ua for fear of your frown,"*
to say nothing of the lover, who was
always down on his knees, or standng
ercet, like a war god, with his hand
upon his sword, ready to fight three or
s dozen villans, be they fathurs,
brothers or mercenaries hired to dv o
certain bloodly job at the heroine'sex-
pense! It summons before us the
gypsy camp, the bandit's castle, the
tinker's cart, the highway, the Oorest
and the moor. It erosses the mdland
sea and carrics ns into Pompei with
Glayeus and Nydia, and 8 wold
old Latins, to show us the dreets,
temples and heaters. It lead us
among the nobles and ti:e gentry; into
wanor-houses and country seats, where
we meat the best company and hear
the most noble discourses. It makes
us once again familiar with literay life
and kewnsler laben, by reminding us of
ourold mequaintances, John ‘T!m-le)‘
and Lenny Fairfield and Frank Vance.

It takes us on an excursion with the

strolling players. It says to us, 88
plainly as history says to us, as plainly
ns the cable says to us that Buiwer
dead, that Richelieu lived, and stil
lives, in Balwer's drama, Itdoes this
too, in & strange, phantasmic way, ™
though we bad been all day half huos
ing for u half-forgotten dream; for

|Bulwer‘u writing, as Huzlett said of

Campbell's poetry, is like the purpe
gillilower, both for its color and s
seent, its glowing warmth, its rich mid
lungnid pertection, as sweet as—
——the lide of Juno's eyes,
Or Uvtheren's breath,
This spell hangs over Bulwer's essiys,
and even over his speeches ; whioh last

sumed character 1 had no right to take | deserved to rank higher than they did,
| for in them the politician curbed the

such a liberty, or, indeed, in my own.,'
“Your asgumed charucter ! she ex-

¢luimed trewmbling, as she seated ber- |

self.

“Yes, My friend Harry met me a
year ago, when we were both traveling,

was a good deal rundown in health,
and the doctors =aid that were I a
luboring wan 1 might overcome  the
disease that wns wasting me. So |
contracted with Harry to work for him,
like any common farmer and he was
to keep my real vamo and position a
seeret,

He saw the change in her beautiful
eyes.

“My real name is Donn Mathews,”
he added, smiling. *and there is no
need of my working for a living ; but
I really think I shall go in partner-
ship with my friend Hurry, and turn
farmer.
whether you forgive me.”

sl—I don't know,” retorted Fauny
half lnughing, half erying.

“Fanny, Fauny ! if you knew how '1

| 8pirit.

steeds of the poet just enough to get
on rapidly and at the sume time re-
spectubly, marking distauce and time
as he went with admirable sense and
In America, however, Pulwer
is known chiefly, almost only, as o nov-
el-writer and & play-writer, as the au-
thor of “The Last Days of Pompeii”

| aud “The Lady of Lyons,” of “Money"

But you have uot told me |

love you,” he cried, suddenly stopping |

in frout of her,
would,”

“l—T um g0, 50 glad!”

Tt was not politie, perhaps, this
fession, but it was very natural,

1 oo think you

wAnd I think I can wmateh your al- | produced on the
derman’s house,” he added, taking her | en from it, |

hands in his **dear, dear Fanny !"

“And his horses ?" laughed” Fanny, | nppliy
)

looking up with beaming eyes.

“Yes, dearest, nnd rel' aps—him-
golf ;" und the ringing lsugh, united,
sounded  through the house. Of

course Harry—who had an inkling—
and Olive came down stairs, and of
course every body was very bappy over

-
-

"‘lhrry." said Donn, ufter a mom-
ent, “I think I sm quite cured."”

|
|

I

und “My Novel," of “Richelieu” and
“What Will He Do With 12" for
“Bugene Aram” and “Paul Cliflord,”
and even “Pelham,” are well-nigh ob-
solete with the present generation.  As
u novelist and dramatist he is known
among us, and by the standarls of
fiction and the drama we must judge
him, In Euvgland the erities agree
that “The Caxtons” is his master-
picce.  Lu this count ry the palw srems
to be given to “What Will e Do
With 1t?"  Each, and not least of the
three, “My Novel," is an admizable
erformance, u fuir eritical prefersnce

ing next to impossible, since they
are all in the same vein, all wrought
out the the fullest, all entertaining and
life-like. They are classed us “The
Caxton Series,' and are likely to hold

con- | their own just us “The Lady of Ly-
| ons, " the wost brilliant absurdity ever |

stage, can not be driv-
n truth, Bulwer wrote
for the young ;

interwoven into @

tional : Trolloﬁe
Gieorge Eliot

in power, learnin
that one can not

of

wor's beautiful, heart-inspired doll-
house. It is impossible to elassify
him, just as it is impossible to elassify
Goldsmith | unless we say he was the
king of the sentimentalists of England,
which is & poor deseription, since Eng-
lish literature, whilst possessing a
sufficiency of sentiment, is not es-
sentially sentimentalistic. It is more
to our taste to regard him as we regard
other of our youthful benefactors, as a
sort of later genii, who met us as we
were coming fairly out of the nursery
with a woldly and realistic, but still
fairy-like and fabulous, adaptation of
the dear old lies which erst lulled us
to gleep ; who said to us, “See how
splendid the world isx! Beliold, the
Palace of Aladdin is not a myth, but a
real palace and just beyoud the wood
yonder. As yuo pass through the
shadows you are pretty sure to meet
Robin Heod, Nay, if you will turn
but to the left, and tear away the thick.
ets that shut up the entrance to the
| glade, you will come upon the Sleeping
Beauty. Hereare the Enchauted San.
dals, This is Excalibar, the real and
nof the ideal sword. Listen how the
trees are murmuring love songs to
the stars ns they spread their sweet
leaves in the air and dedicate their
beauties to the night. Be not afraid,
The whole earth is peopled with fair-
ies and gobliny—the very same you
wet in your cradle—and the gobling
were made only to be overcome by the
fairies. o you be gond, and brave,
#0 you be noble-minded, you may do
anything, You may—

——hestride the gossamer,

That wantons in the fdle, summer air,

And yet not fall,
This oak here talks like an oracle
and that pretty elm is Cinderella in dis-
guise. How soft the grass is; how the
red light of the sun steals in among
the branches to warn us of the coming
duck, when the satyrs and the gypsies
i will roam abroad, and the part of valor
will be the resoue of damsels in dis-
tress, The owl hoots. The curfew
tolls the knell of parting day. The

i e O
“three-thousand dollag

might have taken him for a policeman.
Suddenly a door gave entrauce to a
lady elegantly dressed. The man ex- |
claimed, ‘Hallo, madame, alone so late, | mortificarion and annoyance, wo rmay
aud in such bad weather \ rojotce that the trouble, serious as it is,
“Withont any invitation he followed | is lmited to “the fominine halt of
the lady, who, arriving in her parlor, | humanity. A hundred or two yeara
and thinking him a civil policeman, | 2go, Augnstus would have not merely
offered him two shillings. shared her vexation, but had just the
“Madame ! .\lmmy—-m me same to endure on his own part. The
“ And who are yon 7" rich velvots and sutins, lawns and laces,
“1 am the Prince Louis swords auwd garters onnd jewls of the
leon.’ finished exquisite under the Georges
“Next day the conspirator of Stras- | 2 the Grand Monarque, made correct
burg and Beulogne, the escaped from dress ”"l"""*_']"‘ withont money, and &
the Fortress of Ham, recalled himself | 577 I deal of'it, 1n those "I"f’ A man
to the memory of his followers by send | earried his income-roturns laroned
ing them some English gold with | o his back. Tho quiet scholsr or
which to still conspire against the | J'7'0T ATUSE Wad as vasily distinguisha-
government that had twice lett him his | 77 from the grandee as if he had worn
life. From this day the wisery which | a badge ora placand, like o railway
had overwhelmed the son of Adwmira! econductor or & Hrondway advertising
Verhusl was driven away by the bank | medium, What vexation must have
notes of Miss Howard, While he was | K1Wed the hearts of numberless good

glanoe ns only
people.”
In view poor Jenny's very natural

.\J::u-

president he had called Miss Howard
to Paris and had taken for her a house,
No. 14 Rue de Ciry. Miss Howard,

to Nupoleon ut the moment of his eln-
vation, was considered and considered
herself as the future Empress. But
the daughter of Albion counted with-
out him who, ‘when he speaks, lies ;
when ke is silent, plots.

One duy Napoleon sent Miss  Tow-
ard to Havre in company with his ae.
complice, Moequart, promising to come
and see her upon the Sunday. Satur.
day he married Mlle. de Montijo.
Taking her tea the morning of the day
when she shonld receive the visit of
him who owed everything to her, Miss
Howard read of the marrings in the
Moniteur Officicl.  Precipitately leav.
ing the Hotel Fraseati, she engaged a
special train, and reached her home in
Paris, where she saw the strangest
spectacle,  Furniture, cushions, pa-
pers, notes, letters, contracts —some
were brokeu, others emptied, and
others stolen. Pietri, warned by a
llinil:lt'.'tl from F'lnt.-uiunrt. had gone to
No. 14 rue de Ciry. e was able to

sats fly i’ the solemn air. The hares
sig to the copses, The moon comes
sut to shive on the walls of magie tow-
ers and glimmer ioto the mirror of
rivalet and lake. Be not afraid ; but
move forward, like Orlando, in quest
of adventures. There is magic in
everything—

The brook that waters violet and rose

From hence to the enchauted palace flows,
All enchanted ; all peopled  with en-
chanted beings ; the dells, meadows
and streams, stars and moonbeams, for
the good, grown-up nurselings, who
are true to one another, for love is the
wizzard of all life, and his waud is
ever circling over fuithful hearts.”
Thus Bulwer speaks to usever, such
beiug his philosophy. There i reasou
to believs that in his own personal ex-
perience he did not find the world so
fair or love so potential. But he never
loosed his hold to the end. The same
quiet stars were ever shiving in the
same quiet skies which bend over his
undoubting page. He was a hard
worker always., Born to a great name,
inheriting a fair fortune, he made him-
self the sluve of his mind and fancy;
and, if he leaves us nothing so impres-
sive as Col,'Neweomejand Capt. Cuttle,
as Becky Sharp and ‘.nd.v Dedlock, he
at least has left a mark on cur page
which can never be effuced. In  the
years to come, and in the changes thut
thrust themselves iuto the fashion of
literary life," Bulwer may hold his own
more tevaciously than we can now
fuirly surmise that he will.  This is a
small matter. His death, whilst mo-
mentarily lighting up the century of
English " literature with the glare of
an exploding rocket, which, thongh it
went not highest, has come down last,
brings with it to thonsands of old and
middle-aged people the feeling of sor-
row that 1s kindled in loving minds by
tidings that a half-forgotten sweetheart
or well-remembered, long  unseen
schoolmate has dropped  from  the
maelstrom of the ever-dying present
into the Valhalla eloisters of the ever-
living years. The common run of dai-
ly newspaper readers may not appre-
ciate this feeling ; but, away off in the
country, where peo e ulll[‘ have time
to remember, to think and to regret, it
will be understood and experienced,
Thus, the oldest being the lust to  go,
passes from earth the most remarkable
trio of imaginative writers who ever np-
peared contemporaneously in any lit-
erature. When Bulwer was famous
Dickens was pasting lubels on pota of
blacking and Thackeray was wearing
the blouse of Christ's Hospital School,
where Lamb  had  been before him,
They passed him on the voad ; they
left him behind them, He wrote of
both of them kindly when they were
gone. There was a respectful friend-
ship; o friendship which was not
broken even by the intermeddling of
Mr. Charles James Yellowplush ; which
was broken only ot the grave. They
are once more cotemporaries in that
fuiry world which, each in his way,
[ tried to conceive, aud, conceiving, to
realize in this,—[Courier-Journal.

THE STURY_UF MISS HOWARD.

A melancholy iuterest attaches to
| the fate of Miss Howard, whose name

and 1t is pot easy 1o | is better kuown than the circumstances
o strong or high eritical test to | of her life,
ooks, Dickens' sentiment is 80 | (ail by Griseolli,
soul-inspiring,
robustiousness of humor ; Thackeray's
shaw-clearing humor is so tinged and
qualified by o natural and tender senti.
went ; Reade and Collins are 50 sensa-
ia g0 realistic; and
8o fur above them all
and mind-interest,
ud a place for Bal.

The story, as given in de-
is as follows :

#Qn a night of sucha fog as they
have in London a man was walking up
and down the Haywmarket. His
height was some five feet and seven
inches ; he was thick-waisted, short-
legged, with a pallid face, small eyes,
moustache, buttoned to the b

cane,

ing in his band »
without sny hat. passorsby

hear, and others heard like him, the
insulted Englishwoman eall Napoleon
assassin, swindler aud  robber.  Next
day upon her awakening Miss Howard

who had given eight million of franes |

| tellows, in those days of external  dis-
tinetions, at having to go abont ticketed
us the poor devils they were, in world-
Iy sense, one does not like to  reflect ;
and though we smile at poor Gold-
smith's fussy emborrassment over his
furmmous bloom-colored suit, onr amuse-
ment is tempered with a pang of pity
and sympathy.—[Home and Socicty ;
| Seriliner's for Junuary.

THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE.

The eccentric but brilliant John
Randolph onece rose suddenly in the
Lionse of representatives, and sereamed
ont at the top of his shrill voice, “Mr.
| Speaker! Mr. Speaker! I have dis-
covered the [rh'lln-m[‘hl'r s stone. It
ig—pay as you go ! John Randolph

dropped  many  rich gems from his
mouth, but never a richer one than

_I that. "l'u:.' 18 you go, and you neced

| not dodgoe sheriffs and  constablea,
“Payas you go, " and you can walk
the streots with an ereet back and a
manly front, and have no fear of those
vou meet. You won't have to eross
ke street to avoid a dun, or look in-
tently in a shop window, in order nos
to sec a creditor. “Payas you go,"
and you fean snap your finger at the

[ hearty, honest one,

world; and when you lough, it will be a
and not like the

was saluted by Muwes. Fould aund | laugh of the poor debtor, who looks
Fleury with the title of countess ol | around as though he was in doubs
Beauregard. At the same time they | whether the langh was not the proper-
gave her the deeds of ownership to | ty of his eroditors, and not included in
a property bearing this nume, situated | articles “exempted from attachwent. ™
upon the route to Versailles. Several | “lay as you go,” aud you will meet
months later, the new Countess left | smiling fices at home—happy, cherry-
Franee and established herself in Mlor- | chocked, smiling children—a contented
ence, where she built a splendid palace | wife—n Tcheertul hearthstone, John
upon the banks of the Amo.  But. | Randolph was right. 1tis the philoso-
ten years after, eunui jgized Ler, and | phor's stone.

shie wished to again =vo Yaris, Every |
day, ot the moment when Napoleon
and the Empress came from the Tuile |
ries, Miss Howdrd showed herself in o |
superb equipage nnd dazzling toilet.
Rumor said that the Empress was  {n
rious. Some days after » performance
at the talians, during which the Eog- |
lishwoman, covere and occupying a
box directly in front, had amused her-

- -
SPECTACLES,

The use of yellow spectacles instead
of green or blue is proposed by o re-
| cent writer, on the hypothesis that yel-
[ low is the ray having the least actinio
or photographic power. This error
has originated in a want of koowledga
| of the tuct that, o' all the ruys, yellow
solf h)‘ eyeing llll’nl.l.'&]l an --ln-t‘rl-gl:nn | II“H the mi"l ].:‘\'urliﬂ' l:i’“‘."i_'J'IJ_("JI."!JIII.I.
o wiman sho hadBIsian her ‘Poleon, | COMponn -.. Siuce the eye in ita con-
Mise Howard was ool sulocated o | struction I.!ll\ﬂll\l':\ the use of such com-

l.ut'.ur}-. it fullows that the _\‘t.'“uw ray

her bed. | of ull others will bave the strongest ac-
, tionon the eye. This agrees with our
netual experience | for the yellow is by
far the most powerful light to the eye,
;||.il the nuiversal ]ur--r’--r- nee for green
| and blue glasses 1s owing to the fact
| thut thes 'l-".' shutting out the riys
| that act with the greatest energy on
| the earbon eompounds of the retioa,
produce o milder and loss irritating
| wetion on the  organ when by disense
or other cause its sensitiveness is  in-
[ ereased —[ Nature and Science ; Berib-
ner's for January

RANK AND RAIMENT,

The last relie of glory is dropping
from the masculine raiment.  Until the
last year or s, the gentleman's  full
dress has kept one little scrap of® dee-
oration, as o reminder of the splendors
of other days, in ewbroidered  shirt.
fropts and orpamental studs.  But
these, we hear, must go, for fashion
now commands her choleast  cavaliers
to appear at dinuer or soiree severely
simple in the plainest of bosows, with |
mother-of-pearl buttons at  two for a |

2,

will he reduced to it ultimate expres-
gion of funeral plainness, beyond which
lies no further depth, unless it be good
plain sackeloth aud ashes.

Morally speaking, the inuovation is
well enough.  Tu a demoeratic conntry
it is right that social usage should give
as few chauces ns  possible for euste
and oliss to invent badges or iusignia,

of superiority. But rich toiletts are
just such signs; for oronwent and
splendor in dress afford the best ol
t‘imucen for the display of wealth and
that artificial taste or caprice which so
often go nlong with it, and are sup-
posed to indicate seeinl position or  ro-
finement.  Men do uot think mueh of
these things, but women do, Augusius
with his more than mwodest professional

or offend the velf-respect of their more |
modest neighbors by any needless signs |

— J—
penny. It only remains to condemn | S PrORrIpRe
sleeve-buttons, and make 1-'.uu'l-|;t'n.l|.1 | HOUSE RECEIPES:
or leather-twist the “correct thing ' | smeaew “ ‘ -
for wateh-chaing, aud the manly attire | A Spresoip Sprozat CAKE—

| “’q'i\_:l] e !-li!IIIl[ ol Irv:-ll ceRe il.'l. lhﬂ
shell, an equal weight of pulverized
white sugar, half a pound of fine flour,
Break the eggs and beat separately
[ the velk and white. Always, when
| practicable, have oue person beat tho
yelk steadily the same length of time
it tukes snother person to beat the
white until they stand up perfectly
stiff and dry, Add the sified sugar
gradually to the yelk, then mix in the
white. Lastly, cream gently in the
| lour. and be sure uot to beat av all
Caterward, or you will eertainly spoil
| the vake, Geate iu the pesl of vne
lewon, aud add glso its strained juico ;
wore if the fruit is indifferent.  Lems
onsnre to be preferred asthe seasonivg
fur sponge cake, but it lhu"{ are not to
be obtuined, substitue mace.

Arerk Froat.—are the apples as
income, has yet been used to move g lance, stirring them untl thor-
among the most gorgeous “sweels,” as oughly done. Then wash them up
well dressed, and evideotly as well | 0 Sheiten. Beat the yelk of two
bred u mwan as many ‘i“ the company. | grers nnd whito of one ; stir into the
He thinks his sweot little bride smne- apples and cook but o mowment, Put
ingly tasteful aud eorrect in hev plain | yhis into o fenit dish, over which
ornatwents nud  wodest toilette, and | oocor with the white of oue egg beaten
looks forward with a cortain pride 10 ¢, 4 foum. To be caten with sugar
comparing her with the millionairesses | gyl eream. It is a nice dish aod
ot Mrs. Crasus' soiree, But when easily prepared, Then, too, it saves

poor little Jeuny sees her protty light
silk and simple ruches sido by side
with Mrs. Croesus' last Worth costume,
on which the lnce alone is equivalent
to about all of Augustus' yearly in-
gome, her heart siuks within her.  She
is classed and  judged, She sees at
once that, spite of her husband's man-
ly figure and distingue address, to say
pothing of her ewu youthlul grace and

rettingss, there is not the slightest use
in their trying to pass for “swells"—
and she feels with the half angry, half-
comio resentment of a sensible woman
in s false position, that every parvenue

| in the room

bas set them down at first | to Prioce Milsn of Servio.

| opening canned fruit prewmaturely,
Presenvizg Buos.—A Parisian pas

per recommends the following method
for the preservation of eggs Dissolve
four ounces of beeswax in eight ouncea
of warm olive oil ; in this put the ti

| of the tinger and anoiut trle egg ol
round. The oil will immediately be
absorbed by the shell, aud the pores
filled up by the wax. If kept in

, & cool place, the eggs, afler two years,
will be us good as if frosh laid,

—A dan Ei;;-u;.l':;::—(irnn*l Dike Cons
stantine of auum. will soon be batrothed




