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lier own side she likod hiiu so hoartily, notwithstanding, the arousal of fre-

quent autagonisms, that tlîe purely amicable nature of tîmis fondness

biurred aniy conception of him in the potential liglit of a lover.

But indeed, Pauline liad rosolutely ciosed lier oyes against the possi-

bility of ever again roceiving amorous deciaration or devotion. She had

had quito enougli of marriage. lier days o! sentiment were past. True,

tliey had nover actuaily heen, but the phantasmai equivalent for themn lad

heen, and she now detormnined upon, not replaciag this by a more accentu-

ated oxperience. lier pith toward mniddle liec was very cleariy mapped

out in lier iuiagination ; it was to be strewn with nicely-sîfted gravel and

hordered by formaily-elipped foliage. And it was to ho vory straiglit,

very direct; there shouid ho no bond iii it that camne upon a grove with

sculptured Cupid and rustie lounge. Tho "I arble muses, looking peace"

mnigît glean 10w and then througli its eniskirting boskago, but that should

ho al[. Pauline liad read and studied withi a good deal o! tideliby, both

during lier marriage and after lier widowliood. She hiad gone inito the

acquisition of knowledge and the deveiopnient of thouglit as somne wornen

go into the intoxication of a nervino. lier inethods had been amateurish

and desultory ; she had not heen tauglit, shie had learned, and hence

learned ill. IlThe modern thinkers," as she cailed thein, deiiglited lier

with tlieir iiberality, their iconociasin. Sho was in just that receptive

mood to bo made an extrernist by their doctrines, the best of whicli so

sensihly ýWarn us against extromos. lier liushand's momory, for the sake

of decency if for no0 othor reason, deserved the roticonce whiclî she had

showii concerning it. lie had reveaied to lier a holiow nature wliose void

was choked with vice, like some o! those declivities in neglected fields,

where the weed and the briar run riot. The pathos of lier position, in a

foreign band, with a lord whose daily routine of misconduet ef t lier soiitary

for lours, while inviting lier, had she so chosen, to imitate a course of

almost paralel license, was fiually a cogent incentivo toward that change

whicli ensued. The whole viciousnoss of the educational systen which had

resulted in lier detosted marriage, was slowly laid haro to lier eyes by this

shocking and salient example o! it.

(To be continued.)

JOAQUIN MILLER'S LETTER.

THIE PRESIDENT'S CHINESE WALL FOR DEFENCE.

NEW YORK, Dec. 22-If those few million dollars are burning a hole

in- the natioi2s pocket, if they must ho expended and must ho expended at

once, thon I advise that they ho spont in beautifying and refining tho heart

o! the nation; not in defacing and brutalizing the boundaries of it. Our

pastoral hilis and level lands and harbours look ten thousand turnes botter

in their grassy covors and front and visage that God lias givon thon, tlian

they could ho made to look in ail tho battlernonts and brîsthing cannon

that could ho piled upon them. So mudli for looks. As for utility, we do

not need thein. Wo do not want thein in any way. We despise them.

And we can afford to despise thon. Tle day of building Chinese walls is

done witl.
There was a place once not mucli bigger on the map of the eartli than

tlie point of this pou. And yet it stands out to-day like a star. Wliat is

Thehes with ail lier walis and gatos to glorious ittie Sparta UnTino lias

trampied the -%ails of a thousand unnamed citios in the dust. Yet the

splendour o! defiant ittie Sparta shines on forovor.
1 know o! nothing so cowardly as this Chinese cry for wabbs of defonce.

It is contemptibbe. What have we done, or wliat are we going to do, that

wo must ho gotting ready to defend oursebves I But even if we have done

something or sliould dhoose to do sornethîng that miglit challenge attack,

what of it ? Are we s0 weak that wo neod walis and battlements about

our white sea. doors I
Nothing of the sort. The simple truth is this country witliout a single

sea Wall or fort or battbemont, and without a day of proparation, can

defend itseif against the wliole united force o! the earth. Our mon could

beave their work to-day, bick the wholbe world, and ho back to work in a

week. It is nothing to boast of at ail. It would ho an eaisy thing to do,

a ittie thing, mayhe even a moan thing. But sudh is the strength of thiE

Repubbic. And lot us go aliead; not stop to huild wabls. Let othex

nations train armes, cast cannon and build walls. We have othor thingE

to do. We have made a new departure ovor lere. We are an oxam pie

to the worbd, a baw unto ourselvos. Our future is before us: not behind

Lord Lorne tobd me bast summer that the walls of Quebec, whiudh cosI

the scandalous sum of more than $100,00,000 since the Duko of Wel
bington lad reconstructed thein, were a continuai and costly burden, anc

a useleas one to Canada. The Dominion, 1 am sure, would hoe glad, if thil

-waib could ho sunk in the sea or levelbed to tho ground. Tle expense o:

keeping up this worthless relie of barbarisin is enormous.
Senator Miller, o! California, calied on me liere last summer, and inci

dontally informod me that lie voted for the River and liarbour Bill il

order that the money in the Treasury miglit ho, in a laudabbe way, re

turned to the people. And this saie xîot inexcusable notion miglit hav'

heen in the mind of the Presîdent when lie penned bis message. But for

ail that, it is a barbarous idea, brutal ; behind us ; a long way behlind us.

We are, at least, as big as Sparta.

A FIFTY THOUSAND DOLLAR BALL,

and a good many people homneless, and a good rnany people hungry in this

great city of New York at the saine time. Those famîliar with Gibon will

rememnber that lie reekons the hoginning of the end of the mighty Roman

empire from scenes very sirnilar to that of the great Vanderbilt hall of last

week. 0f course, one such hall, a dozen such, or a dozen such millionaires

make but little difference. But when the love for gold and power and yul-

gar display becornes so great that the thing becornes universal, then will

the Imperial purple ho soid to the highest bidder ; just as it was in the

olden tirne, hecause hurnan nature is j ust as it was in the olden tirne.

I search history in vain for anything better to halance power and j ustiy

distribute power than the old Jewish systein of tîthes. Thon the ricli

man gave lis tenth to the, churcli, and the church gave it to the poor or

expende'd it for the puhlic good in beautifying and huilding up the holy

city. These rich men here in this Republic mnust not ho perrnitod to ho so

mean. Their rneanncss makes them bad citizoîîs and imperils this Repub-

lie, which is the hope and pride of the earth. These greedy mon must ho

made to pay tithes; a littie sometbing for the land that has done so much

for themn. This mnust corne sooner or later. And the sooner it is done the

easier. We the people say it. The Catholic Church got ail the rnonoy of

Spain once. It was thouglit to ho safe. For around it stretched the

strong arins of religion. Yet a Catholic king conflscated it ail. And this

bas heen repeated iiany turnes in înany places. \Vo the people will do the

saie when necessary.
IlBARON " TENNYSON.

Baron Tennyson 1 Say it over to yourseif : and say it ovor and over

again. I arn so sorry. For say it over and over and over, 1 shaîl neyer ho

ahle to get the sweet sense of Alfred Tennyson out of rny mind. And so

Alfred Tennyson must romain a poot, ho anothor heing f romi this "Baron."

And why did hoer Majesty give Ilim this warlike title 1 This one of ail

others. The old Barons were hrutes, bloodthirsty savages.

Let us hope that the sweet, pure poot wili not descend to this title. It

is an impertinence to ask hum to do it. Her Majesty the Queen is great.

But not nearly so groat as Alfred Tennyson the poot. And the Empress

of [ndia can give hirn nothing at ail in the way of dignity and honour

whicli the universal world lias not long sinco conforrod.
'Tis only noble to ho good." Years agro the poot roforred to something

of this sort. Ho was strongor thon, in the full vigour of bis functions.

And thon, too, Dickens was at lis sido. I believe they hoth received tities

at the saino timo. But now, in his old age, when woak and worn, they

tempt hini with nonsense and change lis naine. And the poor man now

puts by that groat miame wlîich hoelias wvon hy long and splendid toil, niglits

and days of effort, years and years of glorions ,ovidence, and walks down

and becomes instoad of Alfred Tennyson only an English Baron. How

awkward lie wvill feel. XVhat a misfit this garrnent will -make ! Lot us

stili hope lis manhood wilI return to hirn and lio will romain stili Alfred

Tennyson.
AN ANTI-CIIARITY SOCIETY IN NEW YORK.

1 have heen implored, and with savage ploasure I eall attention to this

association. Could any one befleve that as we stand upon the verge of

days whicli have heon devoted since the advent of Christ to universal

charity, that there is a groat society of that naine, or rather that nature,

in New York ï \Vell, there is a flourishing order of that kind here; and

it lias just held a hig meeting and was presided over and addressed hy big

mon, ricli mon, influential mon. Fedoral offico-holdors, professed Chris-

tians. One is a farnous ex-Cahinot minister. They appeal to the public

to give no0 beggar a cent.
Who are the beggars? You flnd, as a rule, they are those who have

been wounded in this battie of life. No, not in the hody, but in the brain.

Tliey are very helpless. Lot thein ban just a littie on you as they lump

on toward the grave, only a few paces ahead. Look at any becgar you

meot. Will hoe live long?' Ho or she will, nino cases out of ton, not live

the year out. Moasure his or her intellect -witli yours. Repulsive ? 0f

course, very repulsive. But Christ nover seemed to think thein so. They

mar the beauty of the city a bit. But ail the beggars out of purgatory

would not and could not put so much shamne upon the city as doos the ex-
istence of this one Anti-Charity Society.

1 want you ail to remember in this Christmas season, that of ail the

soldiors of the South, the impoverished mon, the homeiess soldiers, the

mon made destitute, desperate, demented, fronm the long and unequal figlit

and final overtlirow, Dot one lias lad any help as the soidiers of the Northi

have. Not one wouinded man lias been pensioned or paid. And there are

wounds of the brain, of the heart greater than the boss of legs or arms.

Here is a littie draina in verse which liappened in Ohio a few years ago:

THE OLD SOLDIER TRAMP.
Yes, breadi I want bread i You heard wlatlIsaid;

Yet You stand and you stare,
Ag if neyer before came a Tramip to your door

With such insolent air.

Would1Iwork? Neyer learned.-Myi home At was burned;
And 1 haven't yet foundi

E Any heart to plough lands and build homes for red liands
That burned mine to the ground.

No bread! yon have said 2-TIen my curse on your hiead
And, what ishahl sting worse,

On that wife at ýour Bide, on those babes in their pride,
Fall my seven-fold curse 1-


