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T h e  C o m m o n  L o t.

It is a common talc, a woman.s lot,
To waste on one the wishes of her soul,

W ho takes the wealth she gives him, but can
not

Repay the interest—and much less the whole.

A s I  look up into your eyes, and wait 
For some response to my fond gaze and 

touch,
It seems to me there is no sadder fate 

Than to be doomed to loving over much.

Are you not kind? ah yes, so very kind, .
So thoughtful of my comfort, and so true,

Yes, yes, dear heart, but I, not being blind, 
Know that I am not loved as I love you.

And oftentimes you think me childish, weok. 
W hen, at some idle word, the tears will

Y o u  ca n n o t  u n d ersta n d  h o w  a lig h t  y o u  sp ea k , 
H as p o w e r  to  stir  th e  d ep th s  o f  m y  p oor  

h ea rt.

One tender word a little longer kiss,
W ill till my soul with music and with song, 

And if you seem abstracted, or I miss 
The heart-tune from your voice, my world 

goes wrong.
I cannot help it, dear ; I wish I could,

Or feign indifference where 1 now adore 
For if I seemed to love you less you would,

Man like, I have no doubt, love me the more.
Tis a sad gift—that much applauded thing 

A  constant heart. F or fact doth daily prove 
That constancy finds but a cruel sting.

And tickle natures win the truest love.
E l l a  W h e e l e r .

phyllisT
BY TIIE DUCHESS.

Author o f “  M olly Ha wn,” “  The Baby,' 
“  A iry  Fairy Lilian," etc., etc.

C H A P T E R  V II— C ontinued .

Mr. Hastings, still adoring, scrambles on 
by m y side, panting and puffing w ith the 
m ight of the too solid flesh nature lias, be
stowed upon him and the wraps he is com
pelled to carry. Mr. Carrington, Dora and 
Miss Hastings are close behind : B illy  strag
gles somewhere in the distance Roland and 
pretty Lenah follow more to the left.

Just as we reach tlie  road Mr. Carrington 
speaks, and colors a little  as he does so.

“ M iss Phyllis, I  think 1 had once heard 
you say you had had never sat 011 the front 
of a d r a g ; w ill you take it now ? Miss 
Vernon agrees w ith me it is a  good chance 
for you to see if you would like it .”

How good of him to remember that foolish 
speech of mine, when I know he is longing 
for B ora’s society !

“ Oh ! thank you ,” I say, flushing ; “ it 
is very  kind of you to think of it  ; but Dora 
likes it  too, and I can assure you I was quite 
happy. I  enjoyed m yself immensely whan 
coming. ”

“  Oil ! in that ease ”  returns Mr. C ar
rington, coldly, half turning away.

“  N ot but th at I would like i t , ” I  go on, 
encouraged by a smile from Dora, who can 
now afford to be magnanimous, having been 
made much of and singled out by the poten
tate during the entire day, ‘ ‘if you are sure 
(to Mr. Carrington) you wish it .”

“ Com e,” says he, w ith a pleased smile, 
and soon I find myself in the coveted posi
tion, our landlord in excellent temper beside 
me.

JI V e-hovconT-tired of standing, show a good 
deal of friskiness a t the set-off, and claim 
their driver’s undivided attention, so that 
we have covered at least half a  mile of the 
road before he speaks to me. Then, stoop
ing to tuck the rug more closely round me 
(the evenings have .grown very  chilly) he 
whispers, with a smile :

“ A re you quite sure you would rather be 
here w ith me than at the back w ith that 
' fat boy.’ ”

“ Quite positive,”  I  answer, w ith an em
phatic nod. “ I was only afraid you would 
have preferred— you would regret— you 
would have liked to return as you came, ”  I 
wind up, desperately.

He stares at me curiously for a moment, 
almost w ith suspicion, as it  seems to me, in 
the gathering tw ilight.

“ A t  this moment, believe me, I have no 
regrets, 110 troubles,”  he says a t length, 
quietly. “  Can you say the same ? Did 
H astings’ eloquence make no impression ? 
I couldn’t  hear W'hat particular line he was 
taking, but he looked unutterable things. 
Once or tw ice I thought he was going 
to weep. The melting mood would just 
suit a person of his admirable dimen
sions.”

“ H e was very kind,” I return, coldly, 
“ and I  don’t wish to hear him spoken cf in 
a slighting manner. He is so attentive and 
good- n atu red ; he carried all those wraps 
w ithout a murmur, though I ’m sure he didn’t 
like it, because his face got as red and he—  
he lost his breath so dreadfully as we came 
along. None of the others overburdened 
themselves, and you, I particularly noticed,, 
carried nothing.”

“ I ’m a selfish beast, I  kn ow ,” says Mr. 
Carrington, composedly, “ and have always 
had a rooted objection to carrying anything, 
except, perhaps, a gun, and there is no get
ting out of that. There are so many dis
agreeable burdens in this life th at must be 
borne, and it seems to me weak-minded 
voluntarily to add them. Don’t  scold me 
any more. Phyllis ; I  want to be happy 
while I can.”

“  Then don’t  abuse poor Mr. l i astings.”
“  Surely it isn’t abuse to- say a man is fat 

when he weighs tw enty stone.”
“ I t  is impossible he can weigh more 

than fourteen,”  I exclaim, indignantly.
“  W ell, even this is substantial,” returns 

he, with a provoking air. Suddenly he 
laughs.

“ Don’t  let us quarrel about H astings,” 
he says, looking down at me ; “ I  w ill make 
any concessions you like, rath or than that. 
I  w ill say he is slim, refined, a very skele
ton, if you -wish it, only t&ke that little  
pucker off your forehead; it  was never 
meant to  wear a frown. Now tell me if you 
have enjoyed your day.”

“  Oh, so much !” 1 say, w ith a sigh for 
the delights that are dead and gone. “ You 
see we have never been acccustomed to any
thing but— but------” , I  cannot bring myself
to mention the disreputable fossil that lies 
in the coach-house at home, so substitute 
the words “ one horse; and now to find 
one’s self behind four, w ith such a good 
height between one’s self and the ground, is 
simply bliss. I would like to drive like this 
forever.”

“  M ay I take that as a compliment ?”
“  A  compliment ?”

M y stupidity slightly discomfits my com
panion.

‘ ‘I  only hoped you meant you— you would 
have no objection to engage me as a coach
man in your never-ending drive,”  he says, 
slowly. “ M y abominable selfishness again, 
you see. I  cannot manage to forget Mar- 
maduke Carrington.”  Then, abruptly. 
“  Y ou  shall have the four-in-hand any day 
you wish, Phyllis, as it pleases you so much; 
remember that. Just name a day whenever 
you choose, and I shall only be too happy to 
drive you .”

W hat a brother-in-law he w ill make! M y 
heart throbs w ith delight. This day, then, 
is to be one of a series. I feel a wild desire 
to get near B illy , to give him a squeeze in 
the exuberance of my joy, but in default of 
him can only look m y gratitude by smiling 
rapturously into Mr. Carrington’s dark-blue 
eyes.

“ I t  is aw fully good of you ,’’ I s a y , warm
l y ;  “ you don’t  know how much we enjoy 
it. W e have alw ays been so stupid, so tied 
down, any unexpected amusement like this 
seems almost too good to be true. B u t” —• 
with hesitation and a blush— “ we had bet
ter not go too often. You se^, papa, is a 
little  odd at times, and he might forbid it 
altogether if we appear too anxious for 
it. Perhaps, in a fortnight, if you would 
take us again— w ill you ? Or would that be 
too often.

“ Phyllis, can’t you understand how much 
I  wish to be w ith you?” His tone is almost 
impatient, and he speaks w ith  unnecessary 
haste. I  conclude he is referring to pretty 
Dora, who sits behind, and is making mild 
running w ith Mr. Hastings.

“  Do you know ,” I say confidentially, “ I 
am so glad you have come to live down here. 
Before, we had literally  nothing to think 
about, now you are alw ays turning up, and 
even th at is something. Actually, it  seems to 
us, papa appears more lively  since your ar
rival, he don’t  look so gloomy or prowl 
about after us so much. And then this 
drive— we would never had the cluptee of 
such a thing but for you. I t  is an immense 
comfort to know you are going to stay here 
altogether.

“ I s it?  Phyllis, look at me.” I look at 
him. “ N ow  tell me this ; if any other fel
low as well oft' as I am had come to Strange- 
more, and had taken you for drives and that, 
would you have been as glad to  know him ? 
W ould you have liked him as w ell as 
me?”

He is regarding me very earnestly, his 
lips are slightly  compressed. E vidently, he 
expects me to say something ; but alas ! I 
don’t  know w hat. I  feel horribly puzzled 
and hesitate.
. “ Go on ; answer me,”  he says, eagerly.

“ I don’t  know, I never thought about 
i t ,”  I  murmur, somewhat troubled. “ I t  is 
such an odd question. You see, if  he had 
come in your place I would not then have 
known you, and if he had been so kind— yes, 
I suppose I would have liked him just as 
w ell,”  I  conclude, quickly.

Of course I  have said the wrong thing, 
Tlie moment m y speech is finished I know 
this. M r. Carrington’s eyes leave mine ; he 
mutters something between his teeth, and 
brings the w hip down sharply 011 the far 
leader.

“  These brutes grow lazier every day ,”  
he says w ith an unm istakable frown.

F ive— six minutes pass, and he does not 
address me. I feel annoyed w ith m yself, 
ye t innocent of having intentionally offend
ed. Presently stealing a glance at my com
panion, I say contritely :

“  Have I  vexed you, Mr. Carrington ?”
“  No, 110,” he answers, hastily, the smile 

coming home to his lips. ‘ ‘Don’t  think so. 
Surely truthfulness, being so rare a  virtue, 
should be precious. I  am an irritable fel
low a t times, and you are find ng out all 
m y faults to-niglit,”  he says rather sadly, 
laying his hand for an instant upon mine, as 
it lies bare and small and brown npon the 
rug. “ You have proved me both ill-tem 
pered and selfish. You w ill say I am full 
of defects.”

“ Indeed I w ill not,”  I  return, earnestly, 
touched by his manner ; “ I  do not even see 
the faults you mention ; and at all events 
no one was ever before so kind to me as you 
have been.”

‘ : I  would be kinder if I  dared,” he says, 
som ewhat unsteadily.

W hile I ponder on what these words may 
mean, while the first dim foreboding—  
suspicion— w hat you w ill— enters my mind, 
we reach Rylston, and pull up to give the 
H astings time to alight and bid their 
adieux. Then we go on again, always in the 
strange silen'ce th at has fallen upon us, and 
presently find ourselves at home.

Mr. Carrington is on the ground in a 
moment, and comes round to m y side to 
help me down. I hold out my hands and 
prepare for a good spring (a clear jum p at 
any time is delightful to me); but he dis
appoints my hopes by  taking me in his arms 
and placing me gently ou the g r a v e l; after 
which he goes instantly to Dora.

W hen We are all safely landed, papa, to 
our unm itigated astonishment, comes for
ward, and presses Mr. Carrington to stay 
and dine. Perhaps, considering he has four 
horses and tw o grooms in his tram our father 
guesses he w ill refuse the invitation. A t  
all events he does so graciously, and, raising 
his hat, drives off, leaving us free to sur
round and relate to mother all the glories of 
the day.

C H A P T E R  V III .

The following M onday, as I sit reading in 
the small parlor we dare to call our own, I 
am startled by Dora’s abrupt entrance. Her 
out-door garments are on her ; her whole 
appearance is full of woe : suspicious circles 
surround her eyes. I  rise fearfully and 
hasten toward her. Surely if anything 
worthy of condemnation has occurred it Is 
impossible but I  must have a prominent 
part in it. Has the irreproachable Dora 
committed a crime ? Is she in disgrace with 
our domestic tyran t ?

“ Dora, w hat has happened?” I  ask,breath
lessly.

“  0'n, nothing,”  returns Dora, reckless 
misery in her tone ; ‘ 'nothing to s ig n ify ; 
only— B illy  way right— I  am quite positive 
he never cared for me— has not the slightest 
intention of proposing to me.”
, “  W h at ? who ?”  I demand in m y charm
ing definite way.

“  W ho?” with impatient rcproach. “ W ho 
is there in th is miserable forgotten spot to 
propose to any one, except Mr. Carring
ton ?”

“ W h at have you heard, D ora?” I ask, 
light breaking in upon my obscurity.

“ Heard? Nothing. I  would not have 
believed it if I  had heard it. I  saw it with 
my own eyes. An hour ago I put on my 
things and went out for a w alk, intending to 
go down by the river ; but just as I  came to 
the shrubberies, and while I  was yet hidden 
from view, I  saw Mr. Carrington and that 
horrid dog of his standing on the bank just 
below me. I hesitated for a moment about 
going forward. I  didn’t  quite lik e ,”  says 
Dora, modestly, “  to force myself upon him 
for what would look so like a tete-a-tete;  
and while I  waited, unable to make up my 
mind, he”— a sob— “ took out of his w aist
coat a large gold locket and opened it, and” 
— a second heavy sob— “ and after gazing at 
it for a  long time, as though he were going 
to eat i t ” — a final sob, and an inclination to
wards choking— “  he stooped and kissed it. 
And, 0I1 ! of course it was some odious wo
man’s hair or picture or something,”  cries 
Dora, ̂  breaking down altogether, and sink
ing with rather less than herusualgraceinto 
the withered arm-chair that adorns the cor
ner of our room.

A  terrible suspicion, followed by as aw 
ful a sense of conviction springs to life w ith
in me. The word “  picture” has struck an 
icy chill to m y heart. Can it by any 
possibility be m y photograph he has been 
so idiotically and publicly ‘embracing ? 
Am  I the fell betrayer of my sister’s happi
ness ?

A  moment later I almost smile at my own 
fears. Is it likely  any man, more especially 
one who has seen so much of the world as 
Mr. Carrington, would find anything worth 
kissing inf m y insignificant countenance ? I 
find unlimited consolation in this reflection, 
that at another time would have caused me 
serious uneasiness.

Meantime Dora is still giving signs of 
poignant anguish, and I look a t her appre
hensively, while pondering on what w ill be 
the most sym pathetic thing to say or do un
der the circumstances.

H er nose iS growing faintly pink, large 
tears are standing in her eyes, her head 
inclines a little— a very little— to one 
side.

 ̂Now, when I cry I  do it  with all my heart. 
The tears fall like rain ; for the time being 
I abandon myself altogether to. my grief, 
and a perfect deluge is the consequence. 
Once I  have wept my fill, however, 1 recov
er almost instantaneously, feeling as fresha 
young grass after a shower.

N ot so w ith Dora. W hen she is afflicted 
the tears come one by one, slowly, decorous
ly  sailing down her face ; each drop waits 
politely until the previous one has cleared off 
the premises before presuming to follow in 
its channel. She never sniffs or gurgles or 
makes unpleasant noises in her throat ; in
deed, the entire performance— though per
haps monotonous after the first— is fascinat
ing and ladylike in theextreme. I11 spite of 
the qualms of conscience th at are still faint
ly  pricking me, as I sit m utely opposite my 
sufi'ering sister, I find m yself reckoning each 
salt drop as it rolls slowly down her cheek. 
Just as I  get to the forty-ninth, Doraspeaks 
a g a in :

“ I f  he really is in love w ith somebody 
else— and I  can hardly doubt it after w hat I 
have seen— I think he has behaved very 
dishonorably to m e,” she says, in a quaver
ing tone.

“  How so ?”  I stammer, hardly knowing 
what to say.

“  How so ?”  with mild reproof. “  W hy, 
what has he meant b y  coming here day after 
day, and sittin g for hours in the draw ing
room, and bringing flowers and game, unless 
he has some intentions w ith regard to me ? 
Only that you are so dull, Phyllis, you 
would not require me to say all th is.”

“ I t  certainly looks very strange,”  I  ac
knowledge. “ But perhaps, after all, Dora, 
you are misjudging him. Perhaps it  was 
his sister's— Lady Handcock’s— hair he was 
kissing.”

“ Nonsense!”  says Dora, sharply; “ Don’t 
be absurd. Did you ever hear of any broth
er wasting so much affection upon a sister ? 
Do you suppose B illy  or Roland would keep 
your face or hair in a locket to kiss and em
brace in private ?”

I  certainly cannot flatter m yself that 
they would, so give , up this line of argu
ment.

“ Perhaps the person, whoever she is, is 
dead,”  I suggest more brilliantly.

“ No. He smiled at it quite brightly, as 
one would never smile at a dead face. He 
smiled at it as if he adored i t ,” murmurs 
Dora, hopelessly, and the fiftieth drop 
splashes into her lap. “ I shall te ll papa,” 
she goes on presently. “  I  have no idea of 
letting him be imagining tilings when there is 
110 truth in them. I wish we had never 
seen Mr. Carrington ! I  wish w ith all my 
heart something would occur to take him 
out of this place ! I  feel as though i  hated 
him,”  says Dora, w ith unusual vehemence 
and a rather vicious compression of the lips ; 
“ and at all events, I  hope he w ill never mar
ry that woman in the locket.”

And I  answer, “ so do I , ”  w ith a rather 
suspicious haste, as in duty bound.

C H A P T E R  IX .

I t  is the evening of the same day, and we 
were all seated in our accustomed places at 
the dinner-table ; all, that is, except papa 
I t  is such an unusual thing for him to be ab
sent, once a bell was sounded summoning us 
to meals, that we are busy wondering what 
can be the matter, when the door is flung 
violently open, and he enters. I t  becomes 
instantly palpable to every one of us, that, 
in the words of the old song, “ sullen glooms 
his brow ;” B illy  alone, w ith his usual ob- 
tiiseness, remaining dangerously unconscious 
of this fact.

Papa sits down in a snapping fashion and 
commenses the helping process in silence. 
Mamina never sits at the head of her table 
except on those rare and unpleasant occas
ions when the neighbors are asked to dine. 
Not a word is spoken ; deadly quiet reigns, 
and all is going on smoothly enough, until 
Billy, unhappily raising his head, sees Dora’s 
crimson lids.

“  W h y D ora,” he exclaims, instantly, ill 
a loud and jovial tone, “ w hat 011 earth is 
the m atter w ith  you? Y”our eyes are as red 
as fire.”

Down goes Dora’s spoon, up comts Dora’s 
handkerchief to her face, and a stifled sob 
conveys the remainder of her feelings. I t  is 
the last straw.

“  W illiam  !'"’ cries m y father in a voice of 
thunder, “ go to your room.”  And William 
does as he is bid.

The brown gravy soup has not yet been 
removed ; and, B illy  being our youngest, 
and consequently the iast helped, more than

half of his allowance of that nutritious fluid 
still remains upon his plate. His going now \ 
means his being dinnerless far this day at 
least. A  lump rises in m y throat and my 
face flushes, f ’or the moment I  feel that I 
have Dora and papa and my own soup, and, 
leaning back in m y chair, suffer it  to follow 
B illy ’s.

I am almost 011 the verge of tears, when, 
happening to glance upwards, m y eyes fall 
upon R o ly ’s expressive countenance. In his 
right eye is screwed the most enormoiA 
butcher’s penny I ever beheld ; his nose is 
drawn altogether to one side in a frantic en
deavor to maintain it  in its precarious posi
tion ; his mouth likewise ; his left orb is 
firmly fixed upon our paternal parent.

I  instantly become hysterical. A n awful 
fear that I am going to break into w ild 
laughter seizes hold of me. I grow cold with 
fright, and actually gasp w ith fear, when 
mother (who always knows by instinct, dear 
heart, when we are on the brink of disgrace) 
brings her foot heavily down on mine, and 
happily turns the current of m y thoughts. 
She checks me just in time ; I  wince, and, 
withdraw ing my fascinated gaze from R oly’s 
penny, fix my attention on the table-cloth, 
while she turns an agonized look of entreaty 
upon her eldest hope ; but, as his only ava il
able eye is w arily  bent 011 papa, nothing 
comes of it.

There is an unaccountable delay after the 
soup has been removed. Can B illy  have been 
adding to his evil doing by any fresh mis
conduct ? This idea is paramount w ith 
me as I  sit staring at the house-linen, 
though a ll the time in m y brain I see R o
land’s copper regarding me w ith gloomy a t
tention.

The silence is becoming positively aw ful, 
when papa suddenly raises his head from the 
contemplation of his nails, and Roland 
sweeping the penny from his eye w ith  grace
ful ease, utters a languid sigh, and says, 
m ildly :

*“  Shall we say Grace ?”
“  W hat is the meaning of this delay ?’ 

demands papa, exploding for the second 
time. “  A re we to sit here all night ? Tell 
cook if this occurs again she can leave. 
Three-quarters of an hour between soup 
and fish is more than I w ill put up with. 
I f  there is 110 more dinner le t her say so.”

“  Perhaps Mrs. T ully  is indisposed,”  says 
Roly, politely, addressing James, “  I f  so 
we ought to make allowances for her.” 
Mrs. T u lly ’s admiration for“ 01d Tom” being 
a well-kno vn  fact to every one in the house 
except papa.

“  Be silent, Poland ; I  w ill have no inter
ference where m y servants are concerned.” 
declares p a p a ; and exit James, w ith his 
hand to his mouth, to return presently w ith 
a very red face and the roast mutton.

“  W here’s the fish ?’’ asks papa, in a ter
rific tone.

“  I t  didn’t  arrive in time, sir.”
“  W ho has the ordering of dinner in this 

house?”  inquires papa, addressing us all 
generally, as though ignorant of the fact of 
mother’s having done so without a break for 
the last tw enty-six years. ‘ ‘ Nobody, I  pre
sume, by the manner in which it  is served. 
Now, remember, James, I  give strict orders 
th at no more fish is ever taken from that fish
monger. Do you hear ?”

“ Yes, sir.”  And at length we all get some 
roast mutton.

I t  seems to me that dinner w ill never 
come to an end ; and yet, to watch me, I 
feel sure that no stranger would ever guess 
a t  m y impatience. Experience has taught 
me th at any attem pt to hurry w ill betray 
me, and produce an order calculated to pre
vent my seeing B illy  for the entire evening.
I  therefore smother m y feelings, break my 
walnuts, ajid get through m y claret w ith a 
with a great show of coolness. C laret is a 
thing I  d e te s t; but it pleases papa to form 
our tastes, which means condemning us to 
eat and drink such tilings as are nauseous 
and strictly  distasteful to us.

A t  length, however, the welcome word is 
spoken, and we rise from the table. Once 
outside the door, I  fly to the cook, and hav
ing obtained such delicacies as are procur
able, rush up-stairs, and enter B illy ’s room 
— to find him seated a t the farthest end, 
the deepest look of dejection upon his feat
ures.

A s our eyes meet this gloom vanishes, 
giving place to an expression of intense re
lief.

“ Oh,” he says, “ I thought you were 
Dora. ”

“ No. I could not come sooner, as papa 
fought over every course. B ut I have brought 
you your dinner now, B illy . Y~ou must be 
starving. ”

“  I had it long ago,”  says B illy , drawing a 
potato from his pocket and a plate from un
der the dressing-table, on which mutton 
is distinctly visible. 1  feel rather disap
pointed.

“ W ho brought it to you?” I a sk ; 
but before I can receive a reply a heavy 
step upon the stairs strikes terror to ’ our 
hearts.

Instantly B illy ’s dinner goes under the 
table again, and the dejected depression re
turns to his face. B ut I — what am I to do ? 
Under the bed I  dive, plate and all— thrust- 
iag the plate on before me— and am almost 
safe, when I  tip  over a bit of rolled carpet 
and plunge forward, bringing both hands 
into the gravy. In this interesting position 
I remain, trembling, and afraid to stir or 
breathe, w ith m y eyes directed through a 
small hole in the valance.

The door opens noisily, and— enter Roly 
with a cane in hand and a  ferocious gleam in 
his eyes.

“ Oh, Roly !”  I  gasp, scrambling out of my 
hiding-place, ‘ ‘ what a fright you gave us ! 
W e were sure it was papa.”

“  W here on earth have you come from ?” 
asked Roly, gazing w ith  undisguised amaze
ment at the figure I  present. “ A nd don’t 
come any nearer— ‘ paws off, Pompey’—  
w hat is the m atter with your hands ?”

(to be continued)

P ress G agging.— F ifteen editors we: e 
summoned before the Vienna police author
ities on Tuesday, and informed that the 
publication of any intelligence regarding the 
movement of troops, war material, &c., is 
forbidden. Prince N ikita  has refused 
A ustria’s demand for the extradition of re
fugee insurgents, affirming th at the present 
spirit of his people renders such surrender 
impossible, and declaring th at the Herze
govinians are not Austrian subjects.

A dm iral  S ir  W ill ia m  H ew-it  lias been 
appointed to the command of the E ast In 
dia Station, and w ill shortly leave to join 
his flagship, “ E aryalus.”

O U B  Y O U N G  F O L K S .
P a r tn e r s h ip .

A little girl addressos the molhorof her r*t kitten.
You need not be looking around at me so :
She's my kitten, as much as vour kitten, you 

know,
And I’ll take her wherever I wish her to g o !

\ ou know very w ell that, the day she wa3 
found,

If 1 hadn’t cried, slic’d have surely been drown
ed,

And you ought to be thankful she’s here safe 
and sound!

She is only crying because she’s a goose :
I ’m not squeezing her—look, now !—my hands 

are quite loose :
And she may as well hush, for it’s not any use
And you may as well get right down and go 

w a y ;
You’re not in the thing we are going to play,
And, remember, it isn't your half of the day.

You’re forgetting the bargain we m ade-and so 
soon !

In the morning she’s mine, and yours all after
noon,

And you couldn't teach her to eat with a spoon.
So don’t let me hear you give one single mew.
.Do you know what will happen, right oil', if you 

do?
She'll be my kitten mornings and afternoons 

t o o !
—Margaret Varidcgrift, in St. Nicholas fo r
February, 1883.

H o w  a  L it t le  G ir l  S u g g e s te d  th e  In v e n tio n  
o f  th e  T e le s c o p e .

Some of the most important discoveries 
have been made accidentally; and it  has hap
pened to more than one inventor, who had 
long been searching after some new combin
ation or material for carrying out a pet idea, 
to hit upon the right thing at last by  mere 
chance. A  lucky instance of this kind 
was the discovery of the principle of the 
telescope.

N early three hundred years ago, there was 
living in the town of M iddleburg, on the 
Island of W alcheren, in the Netherlands, a 
poor optician named Hans Lippersheim. 
One day, in the year 1608, he was working 
m his shop, his children helping him in var
ious ways, or romping about and amusing 
themselves with the tools and objects lying 
on his workbench, when suddenly his little  
girl exclaimed :

“ Oh, Papa ! see how near the steeple 
comes!”

Half-startled by this announcement, the 
honest Hans looked up from his w ork, curi
ous to know the cause of the child’s amaze
ment. Turning toward her, he saw th at she 
was ooking through two lenses, one held 
close ;to her eye, and the other at arm’s 
length and, caii;ng his daughter to his side, 
he noticed that the eye-lens was plano-con
cave (or flat on one side and hollowed out on 
the other), while the one held at a distance 
was plano-convex (or flat on one side and 
bulging on the other.) Then, taking the two 
glasses, he.repeated his daughter’s experi
ment, and soon discovered th at she had 
chanced to hold the lenses apart at their ex
act focus, and this had produced the won
derful effect th at she had observed. Hie 
quick w it and skilled invention saw in this 
accident a wonderful discovery. He imme
diately set about making use of his new 
knowledge of lenses, and ere long he 
hadfastened a tube of pasteboard, in which 
he set the glasses firmly at their exact 
focus.

This rough tube was the germ of that 
great instrument the telescope, to which 
modern science owes so much. A nd it was 
on October 2 2 , 1608, th at Lippersheim sent 
to his government three telescopes made 
b y  himself, calling them “ instruments by 
means of which to see at a distance.”

Not long afterwards another man, Jacob 
Adriansz, or M etius, of Alkm aar, a  town 
about tw enty miles from Amsterdam, claim
ed to have discovered the principle of the 
telescope two years earlier than Hans L ip 
persheim; and it is generally acknowledged 
th at to one of these tw o men belongs the 
honor of inventing the instrument. B u t it  
seems certain th at Hans Lippersheim had 
never known nor heard of the discovery 
made by Adriansz, and so, if Adriansz had 
not lived we still should owe to Hans Lip- 
persheim’s quick wit, and his little  daught
er’s lucky meddling, one of the most valu
able and wonderful of human inven
tions.

--------wmii« - « .  < B— ----------
A r tif ic ia l  P o r t  W in e .

Dr. Collenette, a Jersey physician of 
temperance principles, late ly  gave a lecture 
011 the “ M anufacture of Old Crusted P ort.” 
One of the audience was requested to  pur- 
hase from a local wine merchant of re
pute a bottle of port, for which he paid six 
shillings. This, w ith cobwebs, etc., was de
posited on th« lecturer’s table. Dr. Collen
ette shen stated he would, in the course of 
a few minutes, produce a similar article at 
the cost of hve farthings. A  judge— a gentle
man said to be well qualified— was then elect
ed b y  the meeting. A  committee was chos
en to come on to the platform  and witness 
the operation; this consisted of weighing out 
ingredients. The basis of the composition 
was cider; bullock’s blood was used for a 
rich taw ny color, tartaric acid to give age, 
cream of tartar mixed w ith gum water was 
smeared on the inside of th e  bottle and gave 
a beautiful crust. Outside, cobwebs with 
dust and whitewash were applied to give an 
ancient look, and the bottle was stoppered 
w ith a well-stained cork. The expert was 
introduced, and tasted a  glass from each 
bottle, declaring, w ith a knowing wink at 
the audience, th at the wine a la Collenette 
was the genuine article; the temperance 
audience of course applauded to the echo.

  -
T h e  F r e n c h  F in a n c ia l  P a n ic .

A fter mature deliberation a powerful 
syndicate of Paris bankers, conspicuous 
among whom were the Rothschilds, deter
mined on Tuesday night to come to the re
lief of the embarrassed Union Generale. 
Stringent conditions have been imposed at 
the Rothschilds’ especial demand to prevent 
any abuse being made of the assistance given. 
I t  is probable th at the Bank of Lyons et 
Loire will also be propped up.

A  Paris correspondent says th at although 
the disaster to the Union Generale scarcely 
allows a  hope of its recovery, it has been 
shovn th at M. Bontoux, the manager of the 
bank, has been a::ting in perfect good faith.

A n iron firm of Prague, 100 years old, and 
Russo, of Vienna, engaged in the Turkish 
export trade, have failed, the liabilities cf 
the former are £60,000 and the latter £ '00,-
000. Sixteen small failures are reported in 
Vienna.


