February.

EEE———

THE WES

T SHORE.

For Tz Weer Snone.
ONWARD EVER.

BY MW T, NOFTETT,

Furever rain, O mpid rives,
Coanchens b Ehy tide

Chiward ever, backwand nover,
Dok thou swiftly glido.

Oh! thon type of human grestoess,
If great, con fain wouldst be,

Mt like thee ovor progroms,
Novir backwand fiee,

Though the stnfs prove Gnrme s lasting,
Though the Atart shiuld fail,

Takn no fulse step downward, backwan,
But stoutly stem tha gala,

Place thy lope, thy fuith above thee,
Strive wilh sight and matu,

Fire the honor thow dexireth,
Al wlet'y thou wilt gais,

Like yon granilly fowing river,
That laps Culumbis's shore,

That powunl ever, nckwunl nevar,
Hrendily doth prur—

Till it reachon fhs distiuntion,
Thir open wanding s

Anl ralls it mighty waters in—
T gowand subilimity.

THE FOOL CATCHER AGAIN.

I A FooL,
That it should have occurred a sec-
oml time! | protest 1 am mortified !
1 more than mortified! T must ex-

plain.

It began with Dolly Dalrymple, but
all the aunts, niedes and cousing are in
it, In fact there is abreegze in the fam-
ily tree, aml every twig i in o flutter;
and Aunt Sconoth went to explain to
Dally, whe shut the door on Aunt Sen-
nothy therehy knocking in the erown
of her hot, and nearly pushing her
from the steps; and the children, even
1o our threeyears-old Dot play Dally
and Aunt Sennothy and say to rnn-f1
other, “You ol hate—"

But never mind what they say, Tt
is simply shocking, and, putting on my
mantle of charity, 1 was starting the
other morning to act as medintor, when
coming up our steps again, with his
book under his wrm, 1 saw the Fool
Catcher,

W1 osee) remarked that gentleman,
with his guiet smile, “that thovgh you
Dray o fool in n mortar, vet will not his
foolishness :vanrl from him. Fall in
line, Madam !

And sv we marched on as before—
the Fool Catcher and l—and at the
first turning met M, La Place, look-
ing fagged and fretted,
am worn oul,” spid Mrs, La Place,
ivelv. %1 am scarching for a
roc's ege to hang from my drawing-
room ceiling, and 1 believe T have ex-
ilored every street of the city on foot
est my man should pass a single door.
I have telegruphed every where! 1
have sent to Barnum's, and all the mu-
seums! and Dr, Thibet, the great trav.
eler, you know, has promised to bring
me one from Syris, or Timbuctoo, or
somie of those places,  But that i so
long, vou know! Besides, he may be
caten by n lion, orsome of those horrid
natives; ond every time 1 see Mrs,
('m;qln,"my ear, s-liu- cries, ‘iul;l it
werfeat!” pointing to the egg dunglin
}rlll'll her E::iﬁng.g I eould lﬁu lhfwulf
man's cars,

S Why ' msked the Fool Catcher.

* Do you suppose 1 intend to he out.
done by Mrs, Conda" cried Mrs, La
Ploce, with spirit, “1s it not enough

[ s wWitl be for sale in every shop in

| the city, once it is known by American
| women tl;uu one dungles in Mdlle,
| Anonyme's bouduir," retorted the Fool
Catcher, grimly.
| And wo we marched on— La
| Place, the Fool Catcher, and 1—1ill we
were brought o % stand by young
Tandem, who had nearly run us down,
4 Good-morning, Mr, Tundem,”" said
the Fool Catcher, putting up his gliss,
“Pray, Sir, will you allow me 1o ex-
amine your pocket-book?  Unless my
excellent glods deceives me that is re-
markable currency vou are earrying,"
One of the Fool ‘Cutcher’s péculiar
conditions was that no one was ever
nilllrihl.'lf by Nis requests or dreamed
fof disgputing them, Accordingly young
Tandem drew out his porlemioniiate,
and looked quictly on while the Fool
cher, like an
sounted out bank-notes and gold picces
in s broad hand. By whit magic we
read Ahere,in plpce of the vl lee

o

Y

Crodit, “ Mother's Peace,” * Broken
Heart," “Futher's Disappointment,”
“Good HMealth,” “Common  Sense,”
“A Year of Life,” » Good Name,” and
“ Energy," I do nat pretend to say; but
there were the letters, and there were
we looking at them, young Tandem
with us,

“éGomd Health—Energy—Honor—
Business Credit—Moather's Peace—A
Year of Life,)" repeated the Fool
Catcher, in his deep voice. ® Large
prices to pav, Mr. Tandem, for wines
and cigars, Jrl'nking bouts, smiles that
can be bought, games at cands, and
horse-flesh. You buy dear and sell
cheap, Mr, Tandem, amd hive s good
a chance ws any man 1 know of being

ities, tapping the insceiptions with his
finger, % Fall in line, Mr. Tamlem!"

And o we marched on—young ‘L'an-
dem, Mps. La Place, the Fool Catcher,
and I—till we founid Mrs, Sharpe cut-
ting up the talented Mre. Ramilla
Curso,

W Nothiing in her ot alll" cries Miss
Sharpe,shrilly,  * Call her talented if
they like, 1 say ber playing is ondin-
ary. She is not at all graceful; her
cyes are dull, her nose is too long, she
has no—"

4 Fall in line, my dear Madaem, and
don't perjure yoursellT" cried the Fool
Cutcher, briskly,

“Ho " —mnapped Mr, Sharpe, i
clowly, and eying Mrs. La Place and
mykelf—*all the fools dre women! We
should have n female Fool Catcher(™

AL, Madam! what need,” said the
Fool Catcher, serenely, “when fool-
catching in the business of ladies’ lives,
and you do it so wel] 2"

“The brute I muttered Miss Sharpe.
But by this time we were at Mrs, Mer-
rywell's door, and found that pretty
little woman in violent perturbation—
erying, In fact, and sniffing unromanti-
cally, because her  honey.moon  had
Eom: down; in one breath abusing her

farty, in the next hemoming herself,

“Pear Mrs, Merrywell" siild the
Faol Catcher, sympathetically, *is your
hushand tinkind to vou?"

“ Not—not exactly,” sobbed M.
Merrywell, 4 Lthink b is fond of me
in his way, but be is s0 changed,
wsedd to lean over the piano, and now
he lounges on the sofi with his horrid
cigars while [ sing, and says, * That's
jolly! and * You're n larky little wo-
man!' — think of my bheing a larky
| little woman now, whenhe waed tn eall

amatenr brigand, |

gends, such instriptions ak, ® Rusiness |

shortly bankrupt of all these commod. |

He |

Ciwked mie; and then eall hima gmn.r,""gi"_- Hon, My, Boreas, Nullus,

| argned  Mrs,
pouting,

Merrywell, plucky and | Merevwell, Miss Sharpe, vt

Mrs’
¥ s Tan
dem, Mis, La Place, the Fool Catcher’

R Mrs, Merrywell” sadd the Fool |and I—to the next block, where Mry
Catcher, “when vou huve baked your | Scraggre sat roading a letter, crossed and
cake on one side vou must turn it and | recrossed, sfter the borrble manner of

buke it on the otlici.  Your case is by

man, @ woman mast win chim twice
over.  Onee by her beauty, her ginlish
freshniss and sparkle, whatever it wik
that atteacted him; the second timey by
her goodness, tact, and cleverness; and
an the Last qualitics are superior, so s
the lust love sweeter and dearer. Bt
(i instead vou only show him tears,
pouting, and owkiadille, he will be apt
to remembur that he was won by fair
looks, amd as you would, Mrs,”

ywell, if Mm 0

they sent you home o print”

“Why are not women then to be
wan twice over, and all the rest of it 3"
commenced Mrs, Merrywell, mutin
ouly. % Why miust men— 3"

L ouMy Malam," imterrupted the
| Foul Citcher; 1 do not muke ficts,

I only state them, bl in line, it you
I[:{_rn_w. A walk with us will do you

no harm."
| Anid so we marcheld on—Mrs, Mer.
| tywell, Miss Sharpe, young Tandem,
I Mis. La Place, the Foal Catchior, amd
il we were unlucky enough to
Fmeet Nullus with an anmful of books,
Lall bearing, “ Tur Wonrn As 1 15!
(Nueews,” in gilt lettering on the back,
‘1 am positive that the Fool Cutcher
tried to dodge him, but Nullus seined
" him by the cout, and began to dilate on
his book, sssuring him that he would
find  satinfpctorily ircated there every
subject of note that had been  started
since the deluge,

“Do you find market for your
works? wked the Fool Catehier, un-
| casily,

o Market!? repeated Nullus, with
| huge disdain. * ﬁ.u, any thing find a
| market nowadays bat clap-trap?  Give
| peaple sonnd remsoning, and profound

thought on original subjects, and they

lwon't read it. Fine fancies and deli-
cate shudes of thought are thrown away
on the brutal taste of the day. Tl
| yous, Sir, men are required  to write as
| sceneamakers paint—in great, staring
Feolors, that require no thought, snd no
lelowe invpection.  No, Sir! pumsied
Nullus, with incressing heat, % I don't
expect to find n market, Sir, A hun-
dred yesrs hience, somebody may dig
out # stray copy of * The World asitis)
and make the publisher’s fortune; hut
1 pay for ptl])li\hhls, and starve in a
dirty lodging-house.

WAlter your style,”

“To st a vitisied taste?
| declaimed Nullus
W Choose another profession,”

# What, and give up iy muse!  Im-
| possible; why—"

| % Fallin line, Sirf™ roared the Fool
Catcher,  “ What the deuce would you
have, if you will play dead-marchos
when the people wint jilg.r‘

And so we murched vn-—Nullus,
Mrs, Merrywell, Niss Sharpe, young
Tandenm, Mrs, La Place, the Fool
Cateher, and T—snid met the Hon. Mr,
Boress, coming fast, and with a bright
| foce, arounid the corner.

* Congratulite me,” he eried to the
"Fool Cateher, 1 have just been ine
vesting money in the Aske! Splendid
! investment! “The cireulation is—"
wFall in line!™ exclaimed the Fool
| Catcher, al_ulTl)-. “Why, you are 8
| curiosity, Sirl

Never,"

no means singular.  Wholly to win a|

1110 be better than other wome

women,

“Such a sad case!" ghe said, looking
{at the Fool Catehery “but, of course,
you have heard, T always felt there
was something about that woman that
was to be distrugted.  How e people
do such things, Mr, Fool Cutcher??

WCirenmstances aller enses,” returned
the Fool Catcher, sententionsly,

“1 o not think they do, crieil M,
Serngye, vittuously, 1 ddp hot con.
sider any circumstances un’ excuse foy
such things. 1 have never pretended
hut,

Mr. Fool Calelise, yuu might be
what circumstances  yo
would muke no difference with me; net
an atom,”™

The Fool Catcher waved his hawl
towand our ranks,

SFAll i Hoe, Madam! You are ps
wise e a baby that fs sure the canidle
will not bura its finpersy™ securing, in
the same breath, an editor, whom he
had caught among the prophets,

And s we marched on—the Editor,
M, Scragpe, Tornado, the Hon, My,
Boreas, Nullus, Mre. Merrywell, Miss
Sharpe, young Tandem, Mrs. La Mlace,
the Foal Cateher, aml [—to—ell
really, there are times, sud persons, and
things about which oni shoull have
diseretion—lot us say that it wan Dash,
who was observing, in an u Iy
comfortable wiy,to three hony women
in print gowns:

ST don't deny that it is hard, my good
Tacies, but it is undonbtedly the will of
Giod, because, whatever s, is right; so
thaty in my opinion, the powerful effort
that is now being minde to alter your
stalus, s p diveet flying in the fice of
Providence, Tty p individully,
but, no doubt, that i wike provision
that makes the combition of ‘'working
women as uncomfortabile ay pos
since, were it otherwise, women might
be tempted to revalt ngainst their nata.
ral protectors, snd make themselves ine
dependent of men,”™

“My good Dish!” cried the Fool
Catehier, twirling that worthy abiout en
his own steps e o top, %0 there was
n custom of horsewhipping, daily, all
faty pompous men like yon, would yeu
consider it an ordinanee of Gad or u de-
vice of man? and when you have o
fever, do you not think that n doctor
ond medicines is xo much Mying in the
face of Providence? since, though the
fever may bear individually hard on
you, doubtless 0 wise provision made
fevers powible for mankind, especially
in the spring. “Fall it line, Dash™ st
the sume time pouncing om what he
called Similar Cases—a young man,
who insisted that o fine hend of Wonde
hair and a pair of pink cheeks were a
swoet tomper and o good heart, and o
young lady, who belicved a well
starched shivt-bosom and a heavy mns
tuche to be refinement and bravery,

And so we marched on—the Similar
Cases, Dash, the Editor, Mre. Scragge,
Tornado, the Hon. My, Horeas, Nullus,
M. Merrywell, Miss Sharpe, yo
Tandem, g‘[n. La Plice, the Foo
Catcher, and T—tilt we found old Craet,
llmﬂ:ing all an uwinl,

“lHear the fellow!" waild the Fool
Carcher, as Cruet ran up o D, Howi-
well,

“Good-morning, Doctir! 1

(RIS

that she has the fint roc's egg? and | me an angell and then he brought me ! Aml s we marched on—the Honfeeatulate you, Sir. | sce your son s

they are the rage in' Paris, where they
are bringing fabwlous sums!  Why,
Mr, Fool Catcher, no house is perfect
without one.”

“Mm, La Place, said the Fool
Cantcher, #if Mrs, Conda—whom you

know is an ill-bred, illiterate woman, | without o twinkle of the eves, “have | kee

for whese mind and heart you have a
thorough contempt—if Mo, Conda, 1
say, in this hemisphere, or some wo
man in another hemisphere, so much
mure worthless that the details of her
existence could not be mentioned be-
fore a lady like you, should choose to
make a drawing-room pet of a donkey,
and keep him on the rug, do you think
vour house woulill he perfect without
him?  Or s

bouquets every evening, and 1 now
lasked him for one and he forgo

Heaid he had been so I T
| und he called me a goo t
| “Dear Mo, Merrywell," akked the
Fool Catcher, seriously, though not

| you your hushand's picture?

|7 wTobe sure,” returned Mrs, Merry-
| well, briskly. @ had it before our
| miarringe, and 1 uweed (o Kis it every
| day.”

} “ Precisely; and did you Kiss it this
moming, Mm. Merrywell 3"

| Why, no," teturnesd the linle wo-
| mian, doubtfully, 1"

#Did you kiss it yesterdar, or the

Mr. Boreas, Nullus, Mre. Merrywell, | wradiatod st sty snd, for my part, let
Misn Sharpe, young Tandem, Mrs, Lol people talk as th
| Place, the Fool Catcher, anid I—to the | Cresses, | nover fn

ke about young
il such precocions

| Tornadon Place, where old Tornmdo st | development. Ah! M. Besom! wh
| ¥y

ut dinner, in a4 fury, over the beef.
“ Und
pur in

this house or not, Mrs.

| Dwas thinking of you,
one again! Ix there a house- | your new house, Sir,  I'ity thore wasn't
Tor- |4 varnish of tioe, and “ready-grown

1 have just seen

nado” roared her hushand, 15 tiot, | moss, 10 be had with other building

inform me, and 1 will supply the defic
ciency,  Upon my word, Madam, it is
|n wonlerful thing—a teonderful thing,
| that nothing can be done properly in
my howse, Every thing, from the
children to the dinner, neglected and
Vspoiled.  D—n it, Madam,do you hear
Ime | say every thing is ruiwed in
this houwse!™ glaring fiercely st M,

M. Conda or|day belore, or even the week before?"” | Tornado, who sat stonily through it

Mlle, Ananyme grew thistles in their } continusd the Fool Catcher, with in- | all, looking steadily at her plate.

green-houses, would you not pull wp
youlr roses at once "
" “40ne must do as the world does,”
commenced Mre, La Place, when—
“Fall in line, Madam!™ interrupted
the Fool Catcher, sharply,

“ Hat the roc's eggi™ bleated Mm.
La Place.

creming severity; “or did you this |

very morning pinch vour hushand's
ears and pull his hair instead?  Mrs,
| Merrywell, you' may be ford of your
| hushand in your way, but think of pull-
ing his hair invend of kissing his pic-
ture!”
“At any rate, [ don't forget what he

e brotwe! the as ™ murmured the
| Fool Catcher, “to trample under his
| hoof not enly the woman but all his
"own chance of happinem, when you
can lead any woman, with kisses and
coaxing, from Dan to Bersheba, Fall
in line, Mr, Tornado!™

And w we marched on—Tornad o

muteriale, A wpiteful neighbarhood
like yours will have its fling, you know,
at new people,  Miss Cresses, how il
you look! what has became of that fine
bloom that 1 used to praise a year ago?
My dear Huodein, wliyl wm meeting
all my friends this moming! 8o you
have an article in the Saga; and, hy
the-by, what a wretched number that
wisl - Pity, too; its editor never pays,
if he can help it, Now-—"

“Fall in line,” said the Fool Catcher,
luying  heavy hand on Croet’s shoul
ders, S0 remember, Sir, that Heaven
reckons up esch drop of gall that you
distill for your ﬁrl’um:r:mut:-. and
will, one day, give it all 1o you to
drink "

And w6 we marched on—=Cruet, the




