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The vicar-general made answer to neither. le rose abruptly :

-at a sign given by hmW, the proper officer declared the court ad-

eurned :the sufferers vere hurried back to their cells---some

-went whitier they ivocdd-others, whitier they would not ; but

ail dispersed.

A faint and solitary light glauced from a chink of the prison-

wlls-it came frei the narrow cell of the Italian merchant and

his daugliter.
The girl slept-ay sept. Sleep does not al.ways leave the

wretched, to light -on lids unsullied with a tear. Reader, hast

thou kno.wn intense misery, and canst thou inot remember how

thon hast.felt andgvept, and agonized, until the very excitement

of thy nisery wore out the body's power of endurance, and sleep,
-like it torpor., a stuper, a lethargy, bound thee ùi its chains ?

Into such a sleep had Emilia falen ; site was lying on that prison

.foor, her faceapale as if ready for thi gfave, the tears yet resting
on lier cheeks, and over lier sat the merchant leaning, asking him-
self whether, treasure hlat she was, and liad ever beeu to hizm, lie
could ,wisli that sleep toe athe sleep of death.

The clanking Qf a kçey caught the mierchant's car ; a gentle stop
entered their prisoe. .T.he father's firstthought 'vas .for his child.

He made a motion-to enjoin silence it .was obeyed ; his visiter

advariced with a quiet tread ; thenmerchant looked upon hini vith

-Wonder.• Surcy-no-and yet could it b? that hisjudge-Lord
Cromwell, the vicar-general, stood before hin-and stood, not

w hreatening in'hi s eye -nuot with ,denunciations on his lip,
bi.tbk;ihis staid on.tlhe,other side of poor Enili&, gazing on her

%wit an eye°;in which tenderness and conpassion were consp.icuotus.
Amazement oud l]up the faculties of the merchant. He seemed

to himself as one thlat dreanetli.
" AwakeŽ entle girl, awake," said'Lord Cromwell, as lie

,steopd over Enilia. " Let inehear thy voice once more as t

sounded in mine car.in oher days."
The gentle'accents 'felL too liglhtly to break the spell ofthat

S'heavy sluumber ; and thei merchant, whose fears, feelings and con-

fusion forned a perfect chaos,- stoopinîg over his child, suddenly
awoke ber withithe cry of " Emi!ia !Emi a' aiwake and behold

our judge 1"
Nay, nay, nt tulits roughly.," said Lord Cromwell, but the

soui laiad already .eealled Emilia to a sense of wretchedness. She
half raised ierself from her rec umbent posture into- a knecling oe,
shadowing lier dazzled-ees widi lier hand, lier streauning hairfall-

ug uin vild dis~order over lier shoulders, and thius resting at thè

eet of her judge.
- 'iLeoek me îa Emuil 1" said LordCromuwzl. -Andaeurag-

d by et ts fi-aised lueréar-swollçn eyes te bis
ad-bf ,t-lue gatie acç5, ,d èJ

face. . Às she di se, the vicar-genea "Llifted- fr9 lis brdw his
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plruniad capand reealed t he perfect outline of is features.
gu1tze-,c pi a e a fl e llthe u dp e t-lc

And E lia as.ifpelbound, anti gradually-shades of

doubt, of wonder, of, rccbgnition, came struggling over lier

coupeanice, anld finallyin a voice àf passionate amazenent she
exclaimed- ; " t i the saine ! It is our siek soldier guest !''

Even- so,'. said Lord Cromwell, .' even so, my dear and
dntle nurse. Ile iwho was then the poor dependent on youi

ounty, receiving frou your charity his daily bread as an almis,
2t -hathbthis daj'pesided .over the issues of life and death, as your

udg but fear not, Emiiia ; the sighit ofthee, gentle girl, ames
like die a emory.of youth ad kindIly thoughts across the sterer

-oo that hath lately darkened over nie. Tþaey wlxôsa voice may
influence the destiny of a nation, gradually lsethe muîemoi- of
gentlertho tuglts. It nay hé, Prçvidence hatl sent thee to iielt
nIe bck again iîtô a softer nature. M>any a heri shall be gladden-
ed, that, but fror >ny siglt of thee, lied been sad unto death. I ba-
think -me, gentle girl, of tlei ß ers, laden with dew and rich in
-f?grance, \vhich 'thou usedst lo'lay upn my pillow, while this
he d throbedvith agoiy ,of pain upon it ; fondly' thinlking that
theiisweetness vould b a balmi : and how thou vert used to
steal buinto' chlamber and listen to tales of this, the land of iy
hone! Thou art here ;iand how hast thou been welcomed ?---to
a prison, and wel nigh to death. But the, poor soldier hath a
home ; cone thou and thy fhtler, and share it."

An-heur ! wiho dare prophesy its events ? At thebeginning of
thiat hour, the nerchant and his .daughter lid been the sorrowful
captivesof a prison : at its close, they were the treasn.ed guests
of a palace.-Friendship's Offering fur 1839.

MANAGING A HUSBA ND!
This is a branch of female education too much neglected ;.it

oughit to be taught with " French, Italian, and the use of- the
glebes." Teotbesure, as Mrs. Glass mnost sensibly bsarves,
" first catch your liare," an] yeu muast aise first catch. your bus-
band. But we wvili supposa him caughit--.-and t-harera te ha roast-
ed, eilet!, stewed,or jugged. Ail tbeseamethods cf cooking hava
their matrimonial prototypas. Tha roasted! hsbhand!is donc toi
.deatîbhby t-li fiery temper, thre boilaed husband dissolvesîin t-li warm
wvater cf conjugal t-ears, t-be stewed hiusband becomnes ductile by
-t-le applicetion cf worry, and t-ha jugged busband is fairly' subdued
b>' sauce anxd spice. Women have ail a naturel geuius for having
theair cown way ; st-il! the finest talants, like " dia finest pisan-

try ln the world," require cultivat-icn. We recomend haginx-
ng soce.

on such trash."
* This fish is capital,ithe sauce is a " chef-d'ouvre," exclaii-

ed the lady, hastening to change the discourse ; <o let nie re-
conunend -it.

Dinner proceeds., enlivened by a littie series of delicate atten-
tions -on the part of the wife. One thing is advised ; another,
which sie is well avare is ber husbîuîd's avfersion, pltyfully
forbidden1, with a " my dear Francis,' you are sd careless of your-
self-rconîsider les' 1orrzers de la digestion."

Dinner"declinesiinto desserttaud.Mr. Seyrour eats his wal

Bflo
0 ad as ynu mna guiss

'Bu diat of Fnirey IFair," t

alias Mrs. Seynmour vry pretty figers.' Towaids the middid of
his«'econd lass of port, lie'pe'ceiyes- that there are tears in his
wife's sof1tbue eyes---vhich becorneactual sobs^as ha progresses
in .thc third glass.

" sec how it is, Laura ; well, yon siall have the tables."
"1The tables !'" cried the lady, with ani air, as the school-boy

said of ancient Gaul, quartered into thre halves, of disdain,
wounded feelings, and tenderness " I have really lost ail wish
for thein. It wàs of you, francis that I %vns thincing. Good
beavens ! can you weigl a few paltry pounds against the pleasure
of gratifying yourw vife. .I sec I have lost imy hold où your aflèe-
tions. What have done ? T, whose whiole life alis but ore
happiness, that~of pleasing yno !"

We will not pirsue thesubject to its fast conjugal close of tears
and kisses ; suffice it to say, that-the nekt day the tables vere
sent home ; not giveU--but- nly ace~ptd as a favour !

Now this is aleautifuil way of doing business. We seriôusly
racomend its consideration as a study to our lady readers.. Scold-
in. doemuch, foras the ld riddle says, "anythbig," is what

" Many a man, vho bas a wife,

Suti teto for a quiet lire."

But,Sair ialf of the ovrld, out of whose very remains theose,
as the eastern proverb has it, was formed at the creation-flattery,
that honey of the heart, is the truc art ofsway. Instead jof divide,
our new state secret is, " flatter te reigît"

C COQUETRY 0F QUEEN ELIZABETH.
The following account, 'which is given in Sir James Melvil's.

femoirs of his Embassy from Mary, Queen of Scots to Queen
Èlizabeth, conveys an amusing description of female vanity and
court artifice, and illustrates how far a rivalry of personal charms
and accomplishments eutered into the spirit with whichi Elizabeth
persecuted the Scottish princesi-t-" The queen, my mistress, had
instrncted ne to leave matters ofgravity sonetimes, and cast in
merry purposes, lest othervise fshould be wearied, she, being
well informed of that queen's natural temper. Therefore, in de-t

claring my-observations of the customs of Dutchland, Poland, and
Italy, the buskins of the womenwere not forgot, and what coun-
try weed I thouglit best becoming gentlewomen. The queen said·
she liad clothes-.of ev.ery sort, which every day thercafter, so long
as I was there, shc cbanged. One day she had the English weed,

anotber French, and another the Italian, and se forth. , She asked
me which of them becarne her best1? I answered, in My judg-
ment the Italian dress ; which answer I found pleased her well,'

When Sir William L -wa seting off on his wedding excur-
sion, while t-ha bide was subsiding from the pellucid lighUess of.
white satin and blonde, itothedelicate darkness of t-e lilac silk
travelling dress, the lady'-maid rushed into his presence vith e
torrent, rot of (ears, but of words. I-is favourite French valetliad
put out all the bandboxes thet had beau previously stored vith
all-feninine ingenuity in the carriage. Of course, on the bappiest
day of bis life, Sir William could not " hint a fault or hesitate
dislike," ran ihe therefore ordered the iiterestiug exiles to be re-
placed. " Ver vell, Sere William," said t-le prophetic gentle-
uan's gentleman, « you let yourself be bandboxed now, ycu'll

be bandboxed all your life."
The prediction of the masculine Cassandra of the curling-iroîns

was amply fulfilled. Poor Sir William Q ! One of his guests, a

g"entleman whose wits mîight have belonged to a Leeds clothier,
for they were always wool-gathering, confounded the bridal with
une of those annual festivals when people cruelly give you joy
of having made ene step more to your grave-tIis said guest,
at his wedding, literally wishe him iany happy returns of the
day ! The polite adn4irer of the banîdboxes fouind, however, One
anniversory quite sufficient, without any returns.

Now, we do consider it somewvhuat liard " Jo drag at eachî re-
move" such a very perceptible chain ; it might as weul have been
wvreatlied, or gilded, or even pinchbecked. A friend of mine,
Mrs. Francis Seynour, does the thing auaI better. We shall
"ive a donestic dialogue in Curzon-street, by way of example to
the rising generation.

"I have been at Doubiggin's this morning, my. love," said
Mrs. Seymour, vhileahelping the soup ; "le Las tvo suc lovely
Sevre tables, -portraits of Louis thie Fourteenth's beauties ; you
must let me have them 'for the drawing-roorn, they are such loves."

" i really' d wonder," exclaimed :Mr. Seymour, in his most
decided toe, "whatt can you vant with anything mor in t-ha
drawing-room. I arm sure that it is as nuch as any ote can do
to get across the roou as it is. I w.ill have io more nioney spent

for shre deighted' to shoi ber golden cchlóare-ài w g äuà
and bonnet, as tley do Italy:t';Her hJtair-was. more reddish tba
yellow-, turled'in appearance uturally. - e
Me vhat colour of iair was repuied bet, an hbesqu''
hair or hrs wras best, and which ofîtheditwowa fairest an
swered the fairness of them both was -notflri o « sttl B tt
she was earnest with me to declàre whiéh ,f tienWjüdged'fairest
1 said se lowas the fairest queen in Engl a d, atn! n'. t .

queen in Scodand. Yet she appeared earnest. î arise rd
vere both the fairest in their countries; that her uajesty t r
but my queei was very lovely. She iquired'vhich of ,them xvas
of highîest stature ? I said, my queen. Thèn', said she, she is too
high ; for i anysef ain neitlier too high nor too lov.' Then sht«
îsked what kind of exercise site used? - I aùswered, that wh E -1

receivedi riy despateh, the queen % wvas latety coie from 'te higi-
laud hunting ; thatvhen lier more serious affhirs pernitted, she
was taken up with readinrg of histories ; that sonetimes she' reere-
ated herselfin playing upon ftlicJute and virginals. She asked if
she played well? 1 said reasonably.for a qeeun. That saine day,
after dinner, my lord Hunsdeun drew me up to u quiet gallery,-
tat I might have some music, but he said lie durst hot avow it,-
ivhere 1 night hear the queen play upon the virginals. tAfter I -

und hearkened nwliile, I too-k by the tapestry that hun before th&tt - C

door of the chanber, and seeing her bacik was towards the.door, 1
enteredi wtltiu the chainber, and 'stood a pretty space, haring lhet
play excellently well ; but she1eft off iminediately, as she turhe--
her about and saw me. She appeared to be surprised to see riie<

and came forward, seeming to strike nie with lier hand, allegig
she used not to play before men, but wlhen shte was solitàry,to
shun melancholy. Sh asked ow 1 ncame thre ? i aiswered,-os
t -ras walking with um'y lord of Huisdan, us we passed by the

chamber door I Ieard sueli nelody as ravished me, whereby 1 was
drawn in ere I knei how, excusing my fault of homeliness as
being brought up in the court of France, where such freedom wrans
allowed : declaring unyself villing to endure what hind of punislu-
ment lier majesty s ould be pleased te infliet upon ne for se

great an offrence. Then she ate down now upon a cushion, and
I upon mîry, lcees-by lier ; but vith ber own lud sie gave ume a"
cushin toJap -under niy kcee, which at first I refused, but;she
cenipelled me to' take it. Sle thon calledl for imy,4Lady Straflord,,t-

eut of the next chamber ; for the queen t-ras alone. She-inuxuired
vhrethber uny' queen or lier played -best? it tha I fodûtd my>4,lf:

obiged te give ber tlie praise.Sh saitmyxUftch «'as 4c
asked 'f It,ço'uld s'peak Italian, whica e oa

Itold lier najesty.Jliad mo time to Iearnithe'dang
hvuigtbeenjabo n t

me in Dubtcb,,wihicirvas tnet-gôôd j;andt-roui yIov w

bocks t inost dliglited in-whethdr,:the1 6 t
natiers ? J suaid I likéd well, all the sôts. Jerè I to

to press earneýtly un' despatch Slhe seid I was wéar7yoner -
her comupany> than shé w<as of mitie."

COMFORTS-Of THE SEASON.
Chilblains sore on all y'our tees, -

icicles bang fron.your nose
Rhucnatis' in ail your limbs ;
Noddle fui] ofraches and whiames
Chaps upon your hands and lips-

A nd lumbago in your hips.
To your bed you shiv'ring creep
-There to freez, but net te sleep
For'tlie sheats, that look se nlec,
Are to yountwo hects of ice
Wearied out, at length you doze,
And snatch, at last, a brief repose

Dreamu ail night that youre a dah,
Lying oni ilshmonger's slab.
W hile induling inu a snore,

Thei- comes n'rap~at èhamber door
Sereaming voice of Betty cries:
"lifyou plese, it's time torisc."

-p you start, and, on the thet,
Find your breathis chang'd to eleet;
Tow'rds the glass you turn your vlew,
Fiud your nose of purple hue,
Leoklng very like, I trow,
Ject-root in a aeld ofsnow.
Yeu wouild longer lie, but nuy,
Time ls comaeyounust away,
Out you turn, wiîh courage brave,
Slip on drawers--.and then tobuve
Seize the jug, and In a trice,
Find the water chang'd te ice:
Break the Ice, and have te rue
That you've broke the pitcher toct
Water would not run beore;
Now', it streamifi-non t-li fluor, t --

T.hrea'ning wvlth n ferful deoirm,
(Cei-ing of t-lu draweing-roomt.
In atne frenzy of despanir,
You seize yoD deu'noew whrat, ruer ear,
Mop up all the xwet anid dira.t
And (Ond youn've donc it with yonur ahi rit
Your conly slira aillilath nd slosh,
For i thue rest are ina the washr.
lInto lied you t tmre againu,-

- Ring chi:ellt wh mtigh; and 'main, '

Baamrrier onit t-o Betty, wvhy
'Twixt the shees yeu'rerforc'd 10 1 e,
TIll, pitylng youir feelings hurt,-

t Sheu da>e du out-aunouher shirt.- ' ?S>- -


