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Nuw and beautiful constructions for
the Paris Exhibition seem to rise up
daily in the Champ de Mars. ' Belween
other monuments of art the workmen
have now commenced building founda-
tions of a beautiful kiosque on acecount
of the Turkish Government, and also a
splendid mosque and a Turkish bath, of
courseon a small scale. In theinterior
of the buiidinghtha workmen are en-
in finishihg a rich and splendid

ery of architecture and decoration
after the best model of the Turkish
Empire. The new Embassador from
. the Porte, Mehemet Djemil Pasha, im-
mediately on his arrival in Paris, gave
ordors for the execution of these works,
and, in spite of the short time to elapse
before the first of April, there is no
doubt they will be completed by that

period.

v TaE New Orleans Orescent says that
several of the Vicksburg merchants
made ug a purse of $100 for the men of
the 24th United States Infanfry, as a
testimonial of gratitude for the great
gservice rende by that eommand at
the late disastrous fire Thegallant 24th
immediately turned the amount over
to the Mayor for the relief of the suffer-
ers, '
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A currous application was made to
the Government the other day on behalf
of the Chinese at Emerald Hill, one of
the Melbourne suburbs. At this place
the (elestials have lately erected a joss-
house, and as the new building is, or
purports to be, a place of worship, they
elaim exemption from all munieipal
vites in common with other places of
worship; and as our local law allows
this exemption to all sects indifferently,
the Attorney General may find that
“State aid to religion’ will comprehend
paganism itseli.—[ Zimes correspondent.

The vast desert of Sahara, in Afrieca,
is whitened by the bones of hundreds,
of unfortunate travelers who have per-
ished on its arid sands from thirst and
hunger. DBefore another century has
passed away, however, it seems likely
that the desert will be changed into a
rich and beautiful country. The only
cause of its barrenness is the absence of
water, This want is to be supplied by
means of an enormous quantity of arte-
sian wells. A great many have already
been sunk, and a number of new oases
created in congequence.
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TrRADES UNIONS AND THEIR INFLU-
ENCES.—Alarm is expressed in the Lon-
don Standard as to the effects of the
continued operations of the trades
" unions;—‘‘It is said that England is
suffering from a eause which is likely
to oeccasion a permanent paralysis of
her industrial energies, and that until
this evil influence be removed, we are
not likely to experience again tite buoy-
ant times which have been known in
the past. Factsare daily making them-
selves manifest which tend to show the
gravity of the crisis, and which may
well serve to excite the apprehensions
of those who, in the character of En-
glishmen, watch the markets of the
world and the fluctuations of trade,
The evil is said to be of our own mak-
ing, and thereforethe more fal;a.é. Labor
has leagued itself against capital until
capital and.]labor have appeared as com-
batants, instead of Triends, and, like the
two noble animals in the fable, having
wasted their splendid energies, in a
deadly struggle, have the mortification
of seeing the &riza for which they
fought carried off before their eyes by
gome sagacious and hitherto despised
interloper. British industry has been
wounded by the hands of Englishmen,
and the foreigner is reaping the harvest
which ought to be our own. At present
the greatest damage falls on the work-
man; but others besides the workmen
must ultimately suffer, unless a radical
ehange comes over the entire system.
What we are now saying is no bare
speculation; it springs neither from the

rejudice of & party nor the interested
E&eling of a class. We can scarcely take

p a single publication professing to be
a mirror of passing events without
meeting with aunouncements ofthe ex-
traordinary rate at which the foreigner
is competing with English manufac-
turers, The lesson is too stern to be
_gainsayed; and if the working classes
of this country are not yet alive to the
facts—and we fear they are mnot—the
best friends of the million are those who
utter the words of warning most dis-

| such & one as adrawing poker reilects

| blow me if I wouldn’t marry her with-

| makes his wife start in her chair, 1
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A FIRE-SIDE STORY.

AS TOLD BY THE POKER.

The hearth rug ought to tell this
story, because she had more to do with
it than I had, But, spread out there
before the fire from morning till night,
she thinks only of making herself com-
fortable, and I dare say considers it o/
hardship to be shaken out of her drowsy
self-sufficiency even once in twenty-
four hours. So if the story is never
told till the hearth rug takes to story-
telling, nobody, I fancy, is ever likely
to be the better for listening to it. The
fender, I am bound to add, is very lits
tle more inclined to exert himself un-
necessarily. As forthe tongsandshovel,
they are not quite so indolent, and 1
wish them joy of the compliment. The
hare has not much to be proud of in
being able to run faster than the snail.
I don’t think to much of my own acti-
vity, therefore, when I say, but for an
occasiogal waking up on my part, we
ghould be fairly considered a slew lot.
What I mean by all this is, that it is
not out of conceit of my own ability
that I now put myself forward to tell
this Etnry.‘ I do not so simply because
I am the only one of our fireside com-
panionship with energy enough in his
composition to take so much trouble for
the benefit and warning of domineering
wives in particular, and in the interest
of hugbands in general; and I adhere to
my original opinion, that the hearth
rug ought to have told it.

Should the observation I am going to
make at starting happen to be repeated
within hearing ofany individual follow-
ing the same calling as myself, he will,
I am sure, understand in a moment my
feelings when I say that my mistress’
face; in fact her person altogether, is
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with warm and invariable satisfaction.
As to her other good qualities, I shall
not express my own opinion, which
might be open to the suspicion of par-
tiality, but shall rather report that of
Mr. John Thomas, the footinan, in his
own words, uttered one morning while
he was in the act of putting coals on the
fire, a moment after she had left the
room: ‘‘By George! master's a lucky
man to have such a wife! If I was sure
Amelia Catharine’”’ (upper housemaid,
equally good-looking and well conduct-
ed) ‘““‘would make me such another,

out even askig{g to see her savings’-
bank book!”’ r. John Thomas had
Jived in many other families, and was
therefore qualified to speak Knowingly
on such a subject. Myown impression
is, that his admiration of his mistress,
in her ecapacity of wife of his master, is
abundauntly justified. Of Mr. BSilver,
my master, I haVe only to say that,
though he is a member of the stock ex-
change and anything but a saint, he
certainly is not a bad sort of gentleman.
He uses me a little roughly at times,
but if it were not that in doing so he

should not object to be so treated,—
should rather like it, in fact. That they
are a thoroughly happy pair is what any
one would soon discover who had my
opportunities for observing them to-
gether,—a privilege I have used judi-
ciously, and without a suspicion of
impertinence, I hope I may safely say,
for very little short of ten years; to be
precise, from about the seventh day
after their return from their honeymoon |
trip, when my mistress took formal
possession of her home, and sent my
rusty predecessor travelling on the way
of all old irons.

Premising that from my recumbent
position on the fender I saw and heard
everything I am about to relate—this
is my story:

Fires had not yet begun in the draw-
ing-room, but, from the force of habit
I suppose, Mrs, Silver, when there was
no company, would set reading or at
work by the side of the fireplace while
her husband went for a ride after din-
ner, which he did very-often in the sum-
mer twilight. One evening while thus
seated alone, I noticed that she paused
reflectively, and presently I heard her
say:

“*No, no; I'll not remind him. Tosay
to him, ‘My love, for the first time in
ten years you have forgotton the return
of our wedding day,” might sound like
a reproach, No; neither tears or re-
proac¢hes belong to a day from which
date ten years of tranquil happiness, I

‘A

~ inetly in their.ear.”

am sure his forgetfulness arises from no

want of love for me. Active and oceu-
pied gs heis, I know how many other
things he has to think of. If he had
remembered—well, it would have been
very delightful. However, since he has
chanced to forget, let me refleet that his
memory might be as retentive as that
of the almanac, and yet he might not
love me., No; if I avenge his forgetful-
ness, it shall be in my own way—by
making the fireside, of which he is so

fond, more than usually pleasant to him |

this evening.’’

Mrs, Silver smiled and resumed her
work, which, thatevening, was a hand-
some smoking cap she was embroider-
ing for master; but I certainly saw the

beginuing of a tear in one of her eyes—

the one nearest to me.

‘“T’he other day,” she mutiqudZ
meditatively, ‘“he was regretting tha
the old custem of having hot suppers
had passed away. I’vea good mind to
gurprise him with one to-night! Yes, 1
will do it! But what shall it be?—What
is he especially fond of?”

I beg here to allow to say that though
I have never had any other mistress

than the lady whose behavior I am now |

describing, a poker who for ten years
had been in the very best middle class
society, and who has assgisted at the
reading aloud of all the fashionable
novels and a few of the most interesting
divoree cases, is able to understand the
exact difference between the best and
the worst of wives. _

‘“Ah! I know what I will order!” cried
my mistressafter a long pause; ‘‘alobster
rissole, a roasted chicken, and a lemon
pudding. That shall be my great re-
venge.'’

She was just about to ring, when the
drawing room door was suddenly open-
ed, and & lady friend of hers, too much
agitated to stand on ordinary ceremony,
flounced into the room, exclaiming in
tones which reminded meof the grating
of a file—with which inharmonious
noize I had been painfully familiar at
an earlier part of my career. .

‘“‘My dear, I knew you were at
home, so I came up—only for a moment.
Don’t disturb yourself. I've no time to
sit down. I'm boiling over with indig-
nation!”’ |

“Dear me!” replied my mistress.

““Quite as much on your account as
my own, my love!” cried Mrs. Toovey,
throwing herself on to the ottoman,in
the centre of the room, and untieing her
bonnet strings almost fiercely.

“It's very good of you, I'm sure,” said
my mistress,

‘“You may smile, my love, but it’s no
smiling matter for all that, I can assure
you," eried Mrs. Toovey.

“Not tragic, I hope?’’

“I don’t know that!" replied Mrs,
Toovey, whisking her shawl out of the
way, and plunaging her hand into the
pocket of her dress. ‘Do you know
this handwriting?”

“Mrs. Toovey held out a letter to my
mistngss as if it had been a cup of
poison.

‘‘I’ve no doubt it’s my husband’s said
my mijstress, without taking it out of
Mrs. Toovey’s hand,

“Read it, my dear, read it!'‘ cried that
indignant ]ﬂ,dy. ‘

:“Pra;' excuse me, I see it is addressed
to Mr. Toovey,’’ said my mistress gent-
ly.

F“Oh,” cried Mrs. Toovey, ‘‘take my
word for it, you’ll some day repent of
indulging-in suech silly scruples. A
husband and wife are one, and the wife
cannot too often or too emphatically re-
mind her husband of the fact. At least
you’ll not, refuse to listen to the con-
tents of this atrocious document?”’

I don’t think any refusal would have
induced Mrs. Toovey to defer the read-
ing of the letter for a single moment,
She read:

“My dear Job—The Eull)per party of
to-night, married and singie, may count
on me, even to the extentof an adjourn-
ment to Cremorne. I shall notsayany-
thing about the affair to my wife, who
wotld be faneying all sorts of dreadful
consequences inevitable,”

“‘There, my dear! what do you say to
that? demanded Mrs. Toovey, refolding
the letter with a spiteful jerkiness of
action, and puftting it back into her
pocket, as if for further use.

I say that I am much obliged to Mr. Sil-
ver for the thoughtful care he had taken
to keep me in i norance of what he
fancied it might{ be unpleasant for me
to know.” *

Mrs. Toovey gave herself so sharp a
twist on the ottoman, that I wondered
sl:f;; did not lose her balance and tumble
off.

“Really, my dear,” she cried, ‘‘you—

I must say make my blood curdle in my
veins!  You appear so wilfully blind
that, positively, if T didn’t know you
had been married to the man for ten

{:ars,, I should fancy you were still in
ve with your husband.”

- “Your imagination would not lead
you in the least astray,”” answered my
mistress, quietly musing; ‘I dare say
I ought to be very much ashamed to
make such a confession. But don’t for
a moment suppose that my love for my
husband is of the high romantic kind;
it never was that. Hedid notrun away
in a midnight storm of thunder and
lightning, and marry me in spite of
all the world, his parents and mine in-
cluded. Time, if it has made me ac-
quainted with his faults, has also taught
me to bear with them without disgust,
impatience or weariness, There is no-
thing to be surprised at in the contin-
uance of such adove as mine—entirely
unromantic, i!ng-tmt. you see. BSuch as
it, the sort of love I now feel for my
husband, I hope to feel for hilm when
my hair is gray, without blushing to
confess a." .

““My dear,” she cried, “I can hardly
trust myself to say what I think; but
this I will say: If any wife ever went
the way to epoil her husband, you are
going exactly that way now. Patience
with his faults indeed! Mr. Toovey, I
daresay, would be delighted to find me
Eatientrwlth his—and heaven knows he

as enongh of them! But that is not
my nature. I know my duty as a
woman of intellect a little better than
that! Why, my love, I have just come
from havingascene with him about that
shocking letter of your husband’s. 1
made him confess everything; that,
after supper, the whole Farty are to go
to Cremorne. Are they? Mr. Toovey,
1 said, you dare to go, and I'll. follow
you.”” What is theresult? Mr. Toovey
has learned that, when I say a thing, I
mean it. He has promised me he will
notthink of going, after my prohibition.
Do, my love, let me give you some
advice on the way of managing hus-
bands, ,

““On, certainly, if it will afford you
any satisfaction to do so0,”” replied my
mistress, with a good natured little
| laugh.

“You won't laugh, my dear,” said
Mrs. Toovey, ‘‘when you find out, some
day, that another woman has carried
off your husband’s affections; and not
only his affections but his fortune—for
that's what commenly bappens now.
However, I see plainly enough you are

repared to despise my advice, and to
augh at my solemn warning. So be it.
But, take my word for it, you’ll find
what cause you have for repentance.”’

“I hope not. Really, my deaffjyou
seem to imagine my husband a second
Lovelace., You forget that he is not a
young man of twenty.”

[TO BE CONTINUED, ]
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—“Sonny, does your father take a
gaPer?” ““Yes, sir, two of'em, one of 'em

elongs to Mr. Smith, and the other to
Mr. Thompson; I hook ’em both off
the steps as regular as can be.”’

!
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THERE was oncea clergyman in New
Hampshire noted for his long sermons
and indolent habits. ‘‘How is it,”” said
a man to his neighbor, ‘““that Parson—,
the laziest man living, writes those in-
terminable sermons?’ ‘““Why.” said
the other, ‘‘he probably gets to writing,
and he is too lazy to stop.” -

Tae salmon fishing season which has
just closed in England, was the best ex-
perienced .for many years. The rivers
are now swarming with breeding fish,
and with careful watching astill greater
improvement in the fishing is expected
for next year.
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PRINCE Arthur having now reached
his sixteenth year, Queen Victoria has
determined that heshallenter the Royal
Military Academy of Woolwich as a
gentleman cadet. The Prince of Wales
is a General in the army, and Colonel
of the Tenth Hussars; Prince Alfred is
a Captain in the navy; and it is intend-
ed that Prince Arthur shall be pre-
pared for a commission in either the
engineers or artillery.
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RowLAND Hill rode a great deal, and
by exercise preserved vigorous health.
On one occasion when asked by a medi-
calfriend what physician and apothe-
cary he employed to be always well,
replied, ‘“My physician has been a
| horse, and my apothecary an ass.”




