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THE NORMANS.

A'SKETCH OF MANNERS.

Translated from the French for the Winchuater Re-
publican,

‘Two men came forward, one carry-
ing abasket under his arm, iie other a
litile cotton bag. “ Which of you is
the plaintif 7’ demanded the judge,
“ It is me, your honor,” said the man
with the basket. “ What haveyou to
say—what do you complain of.” “I
have chickens at home, your lonor,
und beautiful chickens ; my neighbor,
there, whom I have sumimoned, enti-
ces Jiem away, under pretext of feed-
ing them—Dbut in reality, in the wick-
edness and blackness of his heart, to
treat them, poor little 1nnocents, as
you.will soon see your honor.” And
he drew from his basket and placed in
the mit!st of the audience a cock com-
pletely stripped of his feathers. The
poor animal, ashamed, shivering, fly-
ing from the shouts of the assembly,
sought to hide kis melancholy nudity.

T'he defendant, interrogated, confes-
sed-the fact, a fact in his opinion very
excusable, ¢ I am, as every body
knows, a poor shoe-maker, 'I'wo years
ugo; I was forced to ask a little money
of my neighbor, who lent it to me; I
thanked him for it. I wastoreturn it
at the end of the year: the end of the
year came, your honor, and no meney
with it; and my neighbor demanded
{hemoney he had advaueed, with the
little interest, as was just. Nothing to
pay; what couldI do? One day he
came to my house, and after shutting
the door, alone with me, he said,
¢ Friend, have you any money ? I am
in want of some.’ I did not know
what to say, and I said nothing.—
¢ Friend,’ said he, a second time, ‘ have
you any money ? Ilent you mine to
oblige you, you know it it is with
that:you have bought your bread ; it
is, thea, my corn and iny bread that
hasnourished you ; it is time that you
return it’ I, who had nothing to re-
turn; whatcould Isay ? Nothing, and
I'held mytongue. ‘Do you think to
pay me by your silence? said he, at
last;: getting angry. °A-third time,
friend, have you any money ? This is
forthe last time 3 and if you have no
moneyythe coat you have on suits me,
and'1 will take it. Do youthink, then,
you are'going so well dressed (it was
Suaday, your honor,) whilel, to cblige
youyam forced to inconvenience my-
self.?" Saying that;.as-I was still si-
lent;he-took off my coat, your honor;
I made:some objections, but he took it
nevertheless, and as he was going,
Harklee;ssaid he, ¢ Ishall put it in.my
closet-3 I shall leave it there two
months; and if; at theend of that time,

youdo not pay me my money, I shall
consider it as mine ? Ask him if it is
not true.

% Nevertheless, your honor, his
| chickens came every day onmny prem-
ises ; like a good neighbor, I let them
come ; they went jn my barnand pick-
ed the grain ; how often have théy not
eaten my children’s bread. I did not
complain of it; between neighbors
such things showd be suffered; but,
gift for gift. At last I was tired of it.
Oneday the cock was in my barn—
1 found him there; I shut the door, and
alone with him, I'said, ¢ What are you
doing here? it is my property you are
caling, itis my corn that nourishes you;
I expect you will pay me. Have you
any money ? Answer me, neighbor.’
Mum. A second time, ‘have you any
money 7 Nota word. For the third
and last time, ‘have you any money ?
The same silence ; the neighbor look-
ed at me withoutsaying a word. ‘Ah!
you do not answer me—one who says
nothing does not pay, my friend. You
have no money, that is possible; but
you have there a dress that suits me;
[ want a pillow formy child. Do you
think, then, you are going to strut so
proudly under your fine plumage,
when I am dying for want of bread?
no. my friend, not so.’ Saying that, I
caught him, and notwithstanding some
little oiyections on his part, I took off
his coat. I showed hiin that I put it
in a little bag, where it is yet, your
honor, and this is what I said to him:
‘ Hark’ee, if, in two months from this
tine, you pay me my grain or the
money, which you choose, you inay
be sure thatl will return you your
coat; il not, itis mine> He is here
to tell the contrary if I have said what
is false, your honor, and here is my
bag, which I will return to him when
he chooscs, when he returns my grain.
As othersdo to you, do thou—this is
the law of equity.”

The audience greeted him with
shouts of laughter; the judge alone
preserved his gravity. A Norman
Judge does not laugh so easily. What
he pronounced I will not tell you; but
I ask you, how should you have deci-
ded the affair ?

WATURAL RISRODW,

“All arc but paris of that stupendous whole,
Whose body Nature is, and God the soul.”

FOR THE CASKET.

METAMORPHOSIS OF INSECTS.
The different states of being through
which various kinds of insccts pass before
they arfive at the ultimate one, is a won-
derful phenomenain nature; at the con-
templation of whicli, our minds are apt to

be overwhelmed with-the wonderful effects

of the living principle. What for in.
stauce, is more surprising than the differ-
ent stages of existence through which the
httle guy and sportive buttorfly passes, ore
its final exit upon tho fragrant” breath of
spring? ‘The mother butterfly lays her
small round shining oggs in a bunch, on
some lenf, choosing in preference to oth.
org, those of the cherry, mulberry or some
tender leaved treo, as soon as the foilago
begins to expand.  From these eggs pro-
ceed the loathsome caterpillars, which be.
gin their existence by spinning about them
a dirty web, intermingling with it the con.
tiguous leaves, One would hardly ima-
ginc that so lonthsome and sluggish a worm.
poisoning every thing within 11s reach, and
withering the foilage of the tieo by its
touch, was ever dootned to take upon it-
self the beautiful form and the rainbow tints
of the innocent butterfly—sporting amonyg
the sweets of the mead or the flowery gar-
den—sipping the honeyed fragrance of the
most delicate flowers—which, had it touchs
ed in another stale of existence, would
have withered in 0 moment.  One would
hardly have imagined that the little worm
crawling on its mother dirt, was in a year’s
timedestined Lo assume the variegated tints
of the butterfly, and soar in pride amid the
air upon pinionsstreaked with gold.  But,
ere it becomes a butterfly, it has to be a
chrysalis, wrapped in an apparently lifes
less shade, having spun around it a pro-
tecting house of strong natural cloth, suss
pended from a bough, or fustened in some
nook, it braves the beating storm, and the
winter’s cold; sunk in the silence of an
apparent non-entity—an cternal sloep :~—
but dopmed ere long Swurmed into bein
by the genial rays of the distant thbus§
1o arise in beaul]y upona smiling world—
from breathless sleep, to joyagain! Per.
haps christians, an ¢mblem, a divine light
of nature, of your transformation from cor-
ruptness to immortal purity ! when at the
resurrection day, at e deafoning trump of
joy, throwing aside the shade of death and
his Joathsome oppression upon wings of
immortality, gilded with the brightness of
joy, you will ight upon the fields of cter~
nal bliss-~immortal joy, beneath the coun-
tenance of an approving God.

Various kinds of other insectsundergo a
similar operation of nature. The ant, for
instance, is a winged insect previous to its
destined being. We see In summer the
ants upon ous, apple and plumb trees, upou
which they deposit blackish eggs. “These
eggsin alittle while are animated and
small fties, quite dissimilar to the ant that
left there appear. They vanish, bu: no
doubt pass to theirintended state of being.
Likewise, the common mosquito lays its
eggs on the water, upon which they swim
in bunches until warmed into lifo they as-
sume the shape of worms or little eels, and
skip and swim and play in the water, asif
it was their intended element; butina lit-
tle time having taken upon them wings,
légs and smellers, they fly on the wiud,
crawl on the earth, and live upon the blood
of animals, '

Such are the wonders of nature{ such
is the greatness of God! ‘The'more we pry



