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ordinary humanity in one vast and un-
inguishable bundle of low hopes and gro-
ing fears?

t was scttled at length, that Grace should
ain on board the vessel unui it weat up to
city, mn order to save the expense of quar-
ine regulations, which Percy’s pocket could
well meet ; and, taking a few shilhngs—all
y had on carth—he kissed his wife, and
ing gaily on board the steamcr, which had
e along-side to take off the passcngers,
W soon on shore, and treading the delightful

ks of tiic Battery.

ercy Meredith was a man of the most de-
genius—enthusiastic, oniginal, chasteand
ucnt in hus style, he felt certain that the
uscripts he bore with him were far superior
he endless periodical trash of the day, and
t he should meet with no difficulty 1n find-
a purchas r. As it 1s an universal truth
noisy pretenders and guacks attract more
ntion, and are better known in the literary
1d, than men of real genius and dizcern-
t, it will not be wondered at that Morcdith
¢ his first application to one of the great-
of our metropohtan humbuags, whose fero-
, ienorance, cnvy and malice are on a par
h lns lack of all the deeencies and cour-
s of life; and whoseenly prinaiple of 2e-
om is a most insafferable vanity, joined to the
Ert and soul of a auser. who gloats on gold
W cares rot how itis obtained~who s ready
Wany moment to sacrifice honour, faith and
WUl o procure the gratifica‘ion of his
wbased passions. The mdividual to whom
redith had coucluded to apply, oa the pre-
t accasion, was the very bean ideal of tlus
1es of Iiterary hichwaymen, and universal-
hated and despised by the honorable amonast
professian, while the tmid and weak-mind-
kad iosrned to fiar him. Weak-minded
1 common-place h-mseif, he passed his
rthless and poisonons hife in abusing cvery
ing above m, and arinning and spuung s
nom upon all who journeyed slong the lugh
d to hiteracure. Meredith knew notlung of
thrs; nor would he have believed for a mo-
=t thot the noble causc of hiterature possos-
such unwarthy followcs.

It was nor without a throbbing at the heart,
hich, for the momcat, almost unmannad our
ung aspirant after hterary honours, that Me-
ith stood i the presence of the ¢ ercat man,
d modestly made known hic wishes, The
tic. seated mn a weree stuffed char, with his
2s drawn up ander him hike a couple of Bo-
na sausages, left his vicum standing. and.

with an air of supereilious condescension, glan-
ced over the manuscript, which Meredith put
mto his hand.

What a situation for a igh-spirited young
man, wiiose heart was keenly ahive to every
appearance of nezlect, and took fire at the pos-
sibility of aniusilt! He was on the point of
snatching his manuscript from the fellow’s
hand, and overwhelming hin with a torrent of
eloquent rebuke ; bat he thought of his desti-
tute and penniless situation—of Jus beautiful
wife—~and, smothering his rage, he cooly drew
up a chair and scated himsclf in front of the
critic.

By this time, Mr. Grub, who was quick
cnongh to detect meiit 1n others, if only to fecd
his ¢cnvious and malianant dispositon, had dis-
cavered that he was dealing with no common
man, and that, m all probability he could turn
an honest penny, in the way of lis profession
Assuming, therefore, a cheerful and almost
boisterous manncr, he said :

“ A, excuse me, sir—1I am forsetful ! Glad
you have helped yonrsclf to a chair. I have
so many things on my nund that really— youn
have plenty of this sort of stuff, sir, I supposc

s Stuff, sir! What do you mean?”?

“Tat, tut, man—that's a mere phrase of en-
dcarment amongst us authors. Teven allow
my fricnds to call some of my best things stufi.
All in the way of trade, you know. But you
can throw off these tlungs rcadily, can you
not !’

“Y cs—tolerahly so?”

“Well—vyou sce the lterary market 1= terri-
bly alutted. just now. ant cven Lomyscdf have
to resort to all sorts of expedients to scll my
own productons. s a villanous shame, I
know, my dear sir . gemus onzht 1o be hetter
pad.  Pautsortis—the world s full of hum-
bug and trash, asl take careto convinee the
worid everv week, in mv paper; and real solid
talent i€ oblired to humbue ae wll as the rest,
it would suceced.”

“Can vou buy my manusenpis, sir 2 in
gu red Mcredith, abruptiy. immeasurably dis-
custed wath the frothy bemg before hun.

“Why. I don’t know about that—1I'il sec.—
As T sad before, the market is enurcly over-
stocked, and nothing but a greal name will
sdilany thing.  Letune sec—*The Lost Genius
of the Ancient Grecks,’—a good subject. but
rather too learned for this market. ‘ Donna
Incz. of Seville)—that’s better. Tl tell you
what 1 think can be done. 1 will change the
namc of this,—sav, to *Tic Crange-flower of
Seville,—s0 as 1n tickic the faney of the pub-



