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"Bless me ! where are you going ?' " ncîuirecl his prospective
father-in-law.

''I have a little iatter of business,' " answered M. Louis,
which forces me to leave you.'
Il1What What business cari you possibly have in a city

whcre you are now for the first tinle, and where you know no
one?' "

Il1Quite true ; but also true that 1 must lose no tirne in
Ir*ito my appointment.'

1-la, ha! I know ail now ; you are going ta your banker,
eh ? Why so basbful about it ? Corne, corne !I amn entirely
at your service. We can manage this so that we nced not lose
your conipany. Pray seat yourself again ! '

I' Ny dear sir, 1 assure you that you are mistaken. This is
a matter that imperatively requires my personal attention.' "

I)uring this dialogue M. Louis had been gradually nearîng
the door of the room. He was now in the anteroom, his host
still pressing bim ta remain.

I'Now, tbat we are alone, my dear M. Colbert,' cuntinued
the young marn, ' and tbe ladies cannot overhear us, I shall
nform you that tbis morning, shortly after my arrivai, a slight

accident bappenied me. 1 fell iii of the choiera ; it terminated
fatally. I bave promiscd ta be buried at six o'clock. Tbink
of the inconvenience tbat wili ensue if I do nat keep my word
-everytbing ready but no M. Louis I)uhren 1 Besides, being
a stranger bere, yau will readily perceive that if I arn not
punctual, 1 sball fortbwith gain a i unenviable reputatian for
levity, and tbis înight injure me.'

"Laugbing beartily, -M. Colbert accepted the excuse, and
hoped to sec M. Louis as soon as possible that evening, when
bis so pressing business bad been dispatched. The young man
bowed and disappeared.

" This pleasantry furnisbed much amusement to the famiiy,
wbo were cbarmed witb bis drollery.

"Six o'clock struck-no MU. Dubren ; seven,- Pcre Colbert
grows impatient ; baif past, be sends bis servant ta enquire at
the JI(te/ d'Angleterre for MN. 1)ubren.

"lPicture the disnîay of tbe family wbcn the servant returned
witb tbe compliments of mine hast-

IM. Louis Dubren arrived at nine, dicd at eleven, was
buried at six."

We smokcd on in silence a wbile. Tben I remarked, mus-
ingly, "Tbl'e truc Frencbiman is notbing if nat dramatic."

" Ah, yes 1" replied my fricnd, wîth an inexpressible shrug,
"but what could ane do ? Tbc coquin at tbe door mnade the

mnistake ; I had ta extricate myscîf." W .H

MY FRIEND.

A friend af mine bas same add views of life. A con-
templative sort of fellow, he bides bebind a cynic veil a heart
really s0 warm that na atom of humanity is refuscd its lave.
If 1 judge rigbtly fram whiat peaple say about bim, this armour
with which be cluthes himiself îs generally taken for the real
mani.

A curiausly credulaus being is this friend af mine, filied
with sentimental fancies and an admiration for womankind
s0 prafound that it may be calied reverence. And yct by force
of logic be is campellcd ta recagnize thc failings of the indi-
vidual. Indecd, bis lave for woman is sa impersonal that be
nsay be said ta worship aIl passible noble attributes of ail pas-
sible women. To na particular incarnation does he baw, but
t is a piece of bis credulausness ta imagine that same day he

will meet in the flcsh the combination af (lualities which he t
bas sorted oumt and arranged (like a bunch of flawcrs) ta deck t
bis impersonal gaddess with. In this belief does he hopefully
inspect cvery new face he happens ta encouniter. Thus he
puts himself in the way af ever-recurring disappaintmcnt ; but
such is the fresh faith that springs in the breast of my friend
that he wiil nat listen ta me when I tell him that he pursues a
phantam.

Nay, he says, why discourage me in my pursuit? Better
fohlow a fair dream than find my all*in ail in anc af the world's
conventiaflal aims. What have yau ta offer ? You ask me to
give aver seeking for truth, beauty, hanesty, and to acccpt the
makeshifts which mankind has ýadopted in their stead. My
primrose way is dear ta me, and my saul thrives better in this I

celestiai air than if it brcathcd a denser cîuality. Flecting
beautyI led To the daorway of the dead.">

Sa be it. I faiiow.
In this spirit does he confidcntly scek for truth. Nar in the

search sparing himself much pain and trouble. Hop-
ing that some time his thirst niight be qucnched, hie has visited
rnany aid springs of knowledge, and has found thcm dry.

Firm in the belief that existence has a purpose, he yet re-
fuses ta agree that any of thc abjects 1 point out canstitute it.

Position? He places so mucb store on hurnanitv' and so
little on the trappings ofit, that this ambition he characterizes
as mean. Money ? Fie has no wisb for it, and what mare is
there ta say. Success ? He answers Il Causa victrîr dis ela-
cuit sed vidca C'atoni." Tbcn does not bis creed fade utfel

away ? No; the I believe " is stili deeply written an mn
friend's beart, thaugb vagueness follows it.

IThis is irrational surely," I tell him. Il You are rigbt," he
says, IlMan is irrational. Is his manner of acting ta care-
fully choose same wortby abject, and, piacing it before him, ta
work steadfastly towards it ? Have bis tbeories of life any bear-
ing on bis practice, and are the springs of bis action reaily
wbat he would have you believe ? 1las he in trutb, for agreat majarity of bis deeds, àny motives at ail (properly so-
called), or do tbey not flow from the purest impulse ?"

I scarcely know what ta answer ta this, and aur conversa.tian ends unsatisfactorily. TABA.xc

H ERRI C K'S HS>-,)

"A phase of aur verse, illustratîng its preserit station," writesStedman, I'reflects the new London vogue. I refer ta theplenitude of metrical tri fies, society-verse belles choses in theFrench formns that are sa taking. Various new-camers maketheir entrance accordingly ; scarcely anc but ttîrns you off bis
rondeau or ballade, and very cleverly withal. Ditties written
gracefully, like those of Sherman, Minturn Peck, and others,
arc more agrecable tban the prentice-wark of sentimentaîists.
A sprightly Mercutia is better campany tban your juvenile
Harold or Werter," But in these days, when the blithe sangs
of the light-bearted choir are found 50 cbarining-when fron:.
every bough, as we walk the pleasant paths in the graves ofpoetry, we hear the jayous, airy notes of innumerable sangsters,
like flights of glittering rouilades aver the sanarous harmonies
of the Tennysons and Brownings, it seems ungrateful in us thatthe sweet-voiced Herrick sbauld be ail but forgotten. 0f thatgallant company which steered in the gloriaus wake of Shakes-
peare, few have met with more Undeserved neglcct. A vicarin Devonshire, he wrote bis verses in the leisure of his quiet
country life, giving tbem the beauty and fragrance of the
flowers and fields about bis dwelling. He invokes Apollo at
the outset, in anc of bis littie pocms ; and if ever the god was
graciaus, it was ta that prayer.

"Pbaebus, wben that 1 a verse
0f same numbers mare rebearîe,
Tune my wards that tbey may fali
Each way smoathly musical;
For whicb favaur, there shall be
Swans devoted unta thee."

He lived for a time, bowever, in London, and bis ftiends-
werc such men as Seiden, Ben Jonson, Cotton, Denbam,
Weeks, William and Henry Lawes, ta the latter of whom

His verses are amatary, anacrcantic and bacchanaiian, and
pastoral. The hymns in praise of Bacchus are few, however ;
rie iaved bis calm, leisurely country life more, perbaps, than
he gloriaus nights at the Mermaid tavern. But he loved these-
:00.

"Ah, Ben,
Say how or when

Shall we, thy guests,
Meet at those lyric feasts,

Made at the Sun,
The Dog, the Triple Tun;

Where we such clusters had,
As made us nobly wild, not mad?

And yet each verse of thine
Outdid the meet, outdîd the frolic wine."1

t is strange that our lyrist's giadness and grace did not make-
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