
And when my daily work is o'er,
And I,faint, tired and weary,

Sit inmy room with close-shutdoor,
A.lone withspiritsdreary;

Heartsick and bowed 'neath sorzow's sway,
Deep sigh my bosom heaving,

In thoughtIhear her sweetly say
—'"Oh, Patrick!don't be grieving!
"

And whenat night onbended knees
My God lamadoring, r

Andpardon for my trespasses
Ihumbly am imploring;

The sweetestprayer to HimIraise,
The fondest aspiration,

Is, "grantmy true love length of days,
Health, joy andsoul's salvation!

"
LongsinceI'partedfrom her side

In tearsand deep dejection;
Still in myheart she doth abide—

Unchanged is my affection.
Ihope andpray bothnight andday,

W e'llmeet nomore to sever,
Until in kindred Irishclay

She lies at rest forever.
Yet thinknot she's a beauty rare,

Of form so straight and slender,
With heart untouchedby grief or care,

Light step and eyesof splendour;
Or thather cheek is blushing bright

Aspink-hued lusmoreblossom,
Or like thebog-down glossy white

Her gracefulneck and bosom.
Oh, long's the day since blithe andgay,

My love
—

a radiant girl
—

(As is her charming sex's way)
Putyoung men'shearts in peril;

Then glossy-black as ripened sloes,
The ringlets of my deary—

They're now bleachedwhite asdriftedsnow,
By yearsof trouble weary.

Although novocalist,to me
Her soft notes soundmore winning1

Than song-bird's sweetestmelody,
When at her wheelshe's spinning ;

The stranger's tongue she disregards
(Itgrates uponher hearing),

The grand old tongue of Erin's bardsToher is more endearing.

Of jewels, gold orgems of art,
Ne'er think sheowns a treasure,

Butinwhat beautifies theheart
She's rich beyond all measure ;

Not such as she bards fancy-free
Exalt o'er everyother :

But still tome she'll ever be,
My heart's first love

—
>»;/ mother.

didn't care about style.'" Georgiana," said Mr. Dalrymple, "it seems to me that youspend altogether too much time worrying about what other folks
are likely to think about you. Why don't you follow my example
and have a little independence? As longat.Iknow that lam doing
my duty as a man whatdo Iuuo how others like my style.'"'"

Idon't know,'" Mrs. Dalrymple replied, "what you mean. Inwhat way ha\e1been worrying about what other iolkh think of
me .'"

"Oh, in a hundred ways,'" her husband answered. "You
wouldn't wear the \\iii-t yon ha\c on if it wore not for the factthat
all the other women wear them and would think youcouldn'tafforditit you didn't have one. You wouldn't care whether you had lace
curtains at the windows if other lolks didn't have them. You
wouldn't spendmoney for ahundred and oneother thinj-s that you
could get along without ju*t as wellas not if you were not always
trying to po*ebefore other people."" Well," Mrs. Dalrymple assented, for she was not disposed to
quarrelover the matter, '" itis perhapsas yousay. lam sorry that
itis so,butIcan'thelp it. Aren't youatraid you'll be late at the
office ? And you haven't put on your necktie this morning. How
did youcome to forget it.'""

By George!" he exclaimed, lookingat his watch, '"
it's nearly

eight o'clock now. Idon't know how Ihappened to forget my
necktie. Where is it.' Imust hurry. '"Oh,never mind the tie this morning," his wife said. "You've
got aclean shirt and collar on. (Jo without thetie."'"'

What !".shouted William Dulrymple. '-(Jodown town with-
out a necktie! You must think I'm crazy. Why, the boys in the
office wouldyuythe life out of me, and peoplewould thinkIdidn't
have money enough tobuy one. Here ii,is. Good-bye."

Then Mrs. Dalrymple sat clown and thought, and two little
wrinkles with merry curves appearedat thecornersof hermouth.

—
ClevelandLeader.

WISE WORDS ON THE HIQHEHEDUCATION QUESTION.
The difficult question as to how far young women ought to be

educated has been a^ain introduced into the magazines to enliventhe dull season. Carlyle has written somewhere that whenever a
human being dies with a capacity for knowledge left undeveloped,a deep black tragedy has been wrought uponthe earth. This view
is popular among theorists, but a little observation will convince
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appointed the predictions of his enemies. He waited till his

\brother was brought into the dock
—

sprang into the dock and
embraced him

—
remained at his side during the whole trial,

cross-examined the witnesses for the prosecution from the dock,
invariably styling the prisoner 'my brother.' He carried the
sympathies of the jury entirely with him got a verdict for his
brother and earned glory for himself."

When O'Connell was Lord-Mayor of Dublin, on the first
day's sitting his weekly court was, of course extremely
crowded. The tipstaffs tried to clear it.

"
Let all persons leave

the court that haven't business," shouted one of these func-
tionaries. "In Cork," said O'Connell, "Iremember the crier
trying to disperse the crowd by exclaiming,

'
All ye black-

guards that isn't lawyers quit the court !""Iremember," said O'Connell.
"

being counsel at a special
commission in Kerry against a Mr. S.; and, having occasion
to press him somewhat hard in my speech, he jumped np in
the court and called me 'a purse-proud blockhead.' Isaid to
him, 'In the first place,Ihave got no purse to be proud of;
and, secondly, if Ibe a blockhead, it is the better for you as
the counsel against you. However, just to pave you the trouble
of saying so again, I'll administer a slight rebuke.' Whereupon
Iwhacked him soundly on the back with the president's cane.
Next day he sent me a challenge but very shortly after he
wrote to me to state that, since he had challenged, he had
discovered that my life was inserted in a valuable lease of
his.

'
Under these circumstances,' he continued, 'Icannot afford

to shoot you unless as a precautionary measure you first
insure your life for my benefit. If you do, then heigh for
powder and ball— I'm your man

'
Now this seems so ludicrously

absurd that it is almost incredible, yet it is literally true."
—

London Law Times.

For Our Lady Readers.
HOW TO TREATAHUSBAND.

The seventeen rules for a wife laid down by Lady Burton make
very interestingreading.

The first one is aboutfriendship andcompanionship;the second
about the caring of him when ailing;the third about making
home snug and attractive to intimates andpeople that interest him
as well as to himself.

The fourth rule is for self-improvement and education:the
fifth about followingon journeysat anhour's notice, readyto rough
it; the sixth about generosity in affection and care in personal
appearance ; and the seventh about promoting her husband's
interests— professional, social, and personal. The then remaining
rules containso much soundand pertinentadvice that we givethem
infull:"

Never confide your domestic affairs to your female friends."Hidehis faults from everyone andback himup through every
difficulty and trouble.*'Neverpermit anyone tospeak disrespectfully of him before
you;andif anyone does, no matter how difficult, leave the room.
Never permit anyone to tell you anything about him, especially of
his conductwith regard to other women. Never hurthis feelings
by a rude remark or jest. Never answer when he finds
fault;and never reproach him when he tells youof it, nor take
advantage of it when you areangry;and always keep his heartup
when he has made a failure."Keep all disagreements for your own room, and never let
others find them out.'"

Never ask him not todo anything— for instance with regard
to visitingother women, or anyone you particularly dislike :trust
him, and tell him everything, exceptanother person s secret.

"Donot bother him with religious talk, be religious yourself
and give good example, takelife seriously and earnestly,pray for
and procure prayers for him,and doall you can for him without
his knowing it,and letall your life be faomething that will win
mercy from God forhim."Cultivate your own good health, spirits, and nerves . . .
toenable you to carryout your mission."

Never open his letters nor appear inquisitiveabout anything
he does not volunteer to tell you."Never interfere between him and his family, encourage their
being with him, and forward everything he wishes todo for them,
and treat them in every respect (as far as they will let you) as if
they wereyour own."Keepeverythinggoing,andlet nothing ever be at a standstill."

MY LOVE.
(From the Irish of

"Patrick,1'by MichaelCavanagii.)
Of allthe womenon this earth,

There's oneIlove the dearest;
In joy or sadness, gloom or mirth,

Untomy thoughts she's nearest.
, 'Tis she's my night-star, shining bright,

My darling loving-hearted,
My anguished griefboth day and night,

That we're forever parted.

Atearly dawn whenIarise
Inspirit she is near me,

Likeguardian angel from the skies',
To watch,to guide and cheer me;

And thoughall day absorbedIbe
Inlife's unceasing whirl,

Her presence in mymind Isee,
Protecting me fromperil.
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