
TH-E PO0RTFOLItO

of RnIode Island Indians, to thirnk of King Philip and bis braves? So
rny little basket rerninds mce of rny sweet young friend who gave it, of
the sea, and of the Pequot war. \Vhat a variety of buttons it holds-
peari, hiorn bonie, and silk. They speak to mie of the shefli of the
ocean ; the broad pampas of Brazil, whience corne the horn and bones;
of the silk workers and weavers ; and again of the oft miissing button
that tries nen's souls and wonman's patience.

Hiere is miy little needle book with Scotch plaid covers, and as I
read the royal naie of Stuart, the walls of Stirling Castie rise before
my eyes, and 1 recail the wonderful story of Mary Queen of Scots.
'lhle littie pin bail, with its MacGregor plaid, brings miemories of Scott's
tales of Higphland foray6;, and feuds. And the pins !-Again ask the
question (one of the mysteries of life), %Yhat becoiles of the pins?

My scisqors remind mne of the whirr and diii of rnachinery in
smoky Sheffield, where they wvere made, and of the sharp pointed
people 1 hiave kniown. just iîow, however, they are !;ke a great inany
otiiers that I have inet-very duil.

My erniery--the work of a dear Yankee friend-howv useful it is
I think society is fur us somiething like an eniery for needles, by contact
and friciion with others, harder, brighrter specinieris of huinan nature,
we get the rust rubbed off, and our faculties brightened.

As I take niy thinible in iny hand I see the gold mines of Cali-
fornia, the roughi, hardy iniers iii their camps, the romance of their
lives, the wveary, unsuccessful search of' the many for the glittering
mietal, and the fabulous fortunes of the few ;vho " struck gold." I
think too, it wvould hell> us through the wvorld, if, in addition to the
emery, we had soînething like a thiînble to push us on.

Then spools of thread, su even, su nionotonous, yet so sure to knot
or break at a critical moment. Are they flot lik-e the affairs of life?
H-ow many a long drawn schemie breaks in an unexpected wvay, or
cornes to grief because there is knot at the end of the thread

Alas! I have tipjied imy basket over, boxes and buttons, scissors
and spools of thread, eniery and thinible go lying over the rooni, and
as I go miov,,ing chairs and footstools, or on hands and knees, diving
under sofas and tables, meaching for the lost treasures, my last and
most vigorous thouglit is.-Oh !"the total depravity of inanimate
things.- __________

FAIR MAID (In responses.-As it wvas ini the beginning, is now,
and ever shall be, wvorld without end.-Ah me!


