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certain that it of the Herold, sold off their stocks of goodsSpirit ! it was not spirit which poor Mary 
wanted just then. She wanted patience, 
which is harder to find. If the mother bad 
never understood her daughter before, she 
bad unlocked some startling secrets now. 
In the usually calm sweet face, now flashing 
crimson, and then changing to dead white, 
there was neither maiden shame nor girlish 
fear of her mother’s anger, but burning in- 
dignation, and fixed defiance. Mrs. Simpson 
was not a wise woman, even in a worldly 
sense ; she understood the symptoms, she was 
frightened, but she was not to be masterel 
by ber own daughter, in her own hou-e. 
She was undeniably right; and like many 
other persons when undeniably right, she was 
wrong. $

“Say what you will of me, mother, and 
I’ll her i, if I can ; but don't dare to slan­
der him !"

"Dare! bey day!” dare him to come 
inside my doors again, that's what I will?"

"There sha'l be no need, in other ; I can go 
to him.” ho

Both had said a good deal more now than 
they bad meant to say. Mary's was one of 
those quiet answers whch rather increase 
wrath than turn it aw.y. Her mother's in- 
dignation stifled her words. She could only 
gasp out something like, “Very well, ma’am 
—very well!” when Mary rushed up stairs 
to her room, and sat down in an agony of 
wounded feeling, to which even a flood of 
tears brought no relief. It was all so sudden, 
so little deserved! and a l because of a little 
money ! But though she never slept that 
night, she lay very still and quiet, and never 
disturbed her sister. She had no one there 
who understood her, none to whom to open 
her grief. But ber resolution was taken; 
and long before the family breakfast hour 
she bad dressed hastily, packed up quietly a 
few abso ute necessaries out of her wardrobe 
and taking them in her own hand, leaving 
Betsy io wide astonishment as she glided by 
ber in the passage, the bad reached the near- 
est cab stand, and asked to be driven to her 
aunt’s at Brixton.

Aunt Martha, she thought, would give 
ber sympathy at all events, and a little coun­
sel for the actual present. For the future, 
she meant to ask no one’s counsel but 
George’s. If be would take ber to him, 
there she was, never so wretched and miser­
able as now, to be sure, but never so much 
needing the love and care which be bad so 
often promised. She was not ashamed of ber 
love for him now ; be had beer, wronged, in­
sulted. She did not consider it was only the 
senseless violence of an angry woman; she 
wou d scarcely have minded rushing in to 
him in his uncle’s presence, and crying, 
“George, bere I am; pity me and love roe; 
no one else will, because 1 love you.”

She hardly knew bow she got into her 
aunt’s pretty sitting-room. She din not 
understand the servant, till she had told ber 
twice that ber aunt was gone from home.

“Yes, Miss, gone to nurse old Mrs. Man- 
son for two or three days, while her niece is 
away. Old Mrs. Manson’s very bad, I do 
suppose, Mirs.” Well, she must sit down, 
at least, acd calm herself. She would write 
to George at once. But what to say? 
when could sorrow, shame, and outraged 
feeling ever shape themselves into the let­
ters of any discovered alphabet ? She wrote, 
and tried to read what she bad written, and 
tore it into fragments. She bent her acting 
head upon ber hands, and waited for the 
troubled thoughts to sill themselves. But 
they would not. Then she rose, and went 
to the window that looked out into the road. 
But what a merciful ordering it is, that the 
most trifling outward object catches the eye 
at such moments, and delivers us for a few 
instants from ourselves ! A coach was pass- 
ing towards the great city. It was a gentle 
ascent, and at the moment a boy with a very 
small bundle let him-elf gently down from 
behind. Not so quickly though, but that the 
watchful driver caught sight of him when he 
reacted the ground.

"Hallo, young chap !" he shouted, “fare’s 
a shilling, if you please !", 

"All right, coachman, all right !” and the 
boy rau off as fast as his legs could carry 
him.

"All right! I'm blest if if is though!— 
th nk you’re going to ride a I the way t om 
Croydon bere for nothing, ye young rascal?" 

The driver pulled up his horses, and look- 
ed after Lie flying ‘fare” for a few seconds,

poach back to the hated school in the room­
ing. And to go down to Barton End!—it 
was worth running away for, even if the Mas­
ter logged him (he couldn’t think Vardy 
really meant to skin him) when he was sent 
back. The old pony might be living in the 
park still, possibly. Of course be should like 
to go to Barton End.

It was ascertained upon inquiry that a coach 
would pass io the afternoon, which would set 
down Mary and her brother soon after dark 
within a mile of the house. Samuel was in 
terror lest the coachman should be bis old 
acquaintance of the morning ; but even be 
should be propitiated, Mary assured him, by 
an extra shilling, The boy’s company had 
already done ber good. She listened to all 
his school troubles, and prowised, that if he 
went back, and was a good boy, the absolute 
power of Binns and Vardy should be modi- 
tied. It was strange, Mary thought, that 
even these boys should beg n thus early to 
torment each other; she wondered whether 
there was any happiness anywhere in this 
world ! Samuel was ravenously hungry, hav­
ing run away without bis breakfast, which re- 
minded Mary that she bad done the same; 
appetite is very infectious, and she was in­
debted to bis example for not refusing en­
tirely, as she felt very much disposed to do, 
the extempore luncheon which aunt Martha’s 
maid was quite ashamed of, but which Mas­
ter Simpson pronounced to be “prime,” 
Mary wrote a hasty note to Augusta, to say 
she was gone to her father, and rather 
longer ones, cot nearly so intelligible, to 
George and to hr avnt, and took her seat in 
the coach with a sinking heart. It was a 
miserable journey this looked for visit to 
Barton End ; she dreaded the very sight of

age, then Mary was sure they could. In a 
meeting so unanimous, the resolutions do not 
require much discussion. The arguments 
ere admitted on both sides; or rather, both 
aides are one. If any unpleasant suggestion 
—one of the prudence party—intrudes itself, 
the course is obvious—“turn him out.” What 
means freedom of discussion on such subjects 
—indeed on any subject—except freedom 
to discuss it as much and as little as you like Î 
Then the told him— and was glad she had 
not told him before—of the possibility that 
she might bare “a little something” too. 
Papa would not let her come to him quite 
penniless now ; and some day or other • — pe - 
hars when they most wanted it, “for their 
children,” in ber pure innocence she said— 
he might—she was sure be would—do all he 
fairly could for her. And George was al­
most angry with ber for having anything to 
promise b m besides herself.

Th ee quarters of an hour was it I why it 
did not seem five minutes. (Augusta thought 
the clock was stopped, for the kitchen fire 
was tow, and Betsy was snappish, and not 
so much inclined for gossip as usual ; her 
young man was waiting at the area steps, 
which accounted for a low whistle every five 
minutes, startling Augusta. Betsy said the 
cat hada cold.) Three quarters of an hour 
it was though, neither more nor less, and 
George must go; couldn’t even stay supper 
as usual; be would have more work to do 
now, and there was something to be atteud- 
ed to that very night ; be “had rather go,” 
and Mary did not ask him to stay. So the 
mischief was done,and George Harrison half­
way borne tu Lis humble lodgings, before 
Mrs. Sim, son descended to supper. She 
was io a benignant mood, for the new gowns 
fitted admirably, and being what the dress­
maker called “rather jolly”—which only im­
plies that which is politer language is called 
well-develo, ed proportions.—she was con­
scious that she looked well in black. Even 
the announcement which Mary very innocent­
ly made at supper time, that George had 
been there, neither spoilt her temper or her

of poisonous liquors. I ampoeeng. and just as if it was for a brother,” and have 
felt the thickness of the silks, and measured 
the depth of the crape.

So leaving Mrs. Simpson thus dutifully 
engaged, ber husband went down into Surrey 
with the junior Mr. Grindle in hie dog cart. 
You might have called Mr. Grindle a bad 
lawyer, and be would only have laughed at 
you, or even have taken it as a compliment; 
but to baye questioned bis driving would 
have been to make on enemy cf him for life. 
The mare was skittish, and the worthy citizen 
felt or fancied himself in peril of an over­
throw more than once, and inwardly resolved 
not te include a vehicle of that description 
in his list of necessaries for a country gentle­
man's establishment; but hiving the prud­
ence to confine bis fears to himself, and risk­
ing no remark upon the subject beyond the 
unobjectionable observation that the mare was 
“very fresh,” they arrived at Barton End 
quite safely and on excellent terms with each 
other.

“We must stay bere two or three days,” 
said the lawyer. "I haven’t been able to 
get down bere for some time, and there are 
a good many things to be looked into ; and of 
course I should like, while we are bere, to 
show you over the < state ; besides, I’ve ask­
ed a friend to meet me bere fur a day's shoot- 
ing; generally get a couple of good days 
here in the course of the year ; your cousin, 
Mr. John, you see, always left me that pri­
vilege—can’t say how it’s to be in future, you 
know, of course,” continued Mr. Grindle, 
with what be meant for a sort of deferential 
smile, but accompanied with a gentle mudge 
which might have struck any one but Mr. 
Simpson as rather familiar. But Mr. Grio- 
die knew bis name, acd had an eye to se­
curing the agency as well as the shooting.

“Ob! I am sure, I hope—I beg by all 
means —if I’m ever io that position, I mean, 
and if you were good enough to do my little 
business for roe—”

at retail for cash on the nail, and were ready 
to meet their payments. But of all these 
insane persons Bonner was the worst. The 
melancholy result of his insanity is tint bis 
paper not only sustained its circulation through 
the herd tiroes, but increased it to considera­
bly extent—that, notwithstanding the “ epor- 
move amounts” which be pays for advertising, 
he is a rich man, with a country house, two 
or three fast horses, &c., &e., and we soon 
expect to see him sailing his own yacht, and 
making more of a show than Chemung Smith 
himself, and that without robbing Corpora­
tion of a penny.

Now, look at the old fogy traders who 
do not advertise at all. Where are they 
now 1—Smashed—irrevocably Smashed— 
•nd obliged to give way to yourger men, 
who will not be crazy enough to walk in the 
old way.

The public will judge as to the crazy ones 
from the facts in the case. It will make up its 
mind that there is a good deal of method in the 
madness of the extraordinary Bonner, wich 
brings him in a clear profit of twenty-five or 
thirty thousand dollars per acume, and allows 
him to pay all heavy expenses with cash down 
besides.

Who are the crazy men ?— Bonner, who 
advertises a great deal, or the old forgies who 
advertises not at all î

any of your Agricultural friends who may 
want faith in high farming, were to pay a 
visit te the farm of Mr. Johnstone, Geneva, 
at the proper season, they would come back 
converted men.

Yours &c., John Dons.

• For the C.P. Herald.
ON THE DEATH OF AN ONLY SON.

O’er thy much-loved infant’s urn 
Wipe thine eyee and cease to mourn, 
Cease to drop the grief stained tear, 
Dare not think thy lot severe, 
Dare not ask why Heaven so soon 
Took from thee the beautious boon, 
Whylaccidantal blighting power 
Nipped so soon the lovely flower. 
Why those cheeks as lilies fair 
Must for worms a least prepare, 
GoD’s decrees are just and right, 
All His paths are paths of of light, 
All created nature lies 
Open to his piercing eyes. 
He hath called thy eon away 
From the dungeon of his clay, 
Housed the plant to bloom above 
In the sunshine of his love.

Canst thou then repine at this, 
Grieve to see thy child in bliss, 
Grieve to see his transient day 
Pass so rapidly away.
Grieve to think that Death’s last dart

• Never more shall pierce the heart, 
That his race of pein is run 
And his crown of glory won. 
Rather let thy faith behold 
Heaven’s bright city decked with gold, 
On the eternal hills upreared 
E’en this goodly frame appeared, , 
Whence a flood of glory streams 
Brighter than the moontide beams. 
Where, amidst a radiant bend 
See thy blood bought sonny stand 
List’ning to the rapturous strain, 
Vieing with the Angel throng 
Glory, glory all their song.

Cease, my friend, thy lot to mourn 
Never shall thy son return.

/ ; Yet, 0, think bow honoured thou 
He inherits Glory now.
Didst thou once with raptures high 
On the offspring feast thine eye, 
And behold thy new born boy 
With e mother’s dear bought joy 
Greater joys and raptures higher 
Now thy feeling breast should fire. 
Thou hast nursed beneath thy care 
A chield for GoD, a heavenly heir. 
May this thought, like healing balm 
Sooth thy tempest to a calm.
Soon without a trembling dread 
Then the vale of death shall tread, 
Soon thy Savior’s voice shall say, 
Rise, my love, and come away. 
Then on Heaven’s eternal plain 
Thou thy son shall greet again, 
Then the Lord of all adore 
Never to be parted more.

THE RECORD OF BLOOD.—The Boxton 
Traveller says that from the 1-t January to 
27th December, 1858, forty-nine murders 
have been committed in the city of New 
York, and seventy-nine persons have com­
mitted suicide. The number of murderers 
banged during the same period amounted to 
one.

FLYING MACHIEES.
One of the great mysteries of governments 

of Napoleon I., and now of his nephew,Na­
poleon III., is where all the money comes 
from which he profusely lavishes on every 
aide. The latest intelligence of this sort of 
aprent prodigality is an enormous sum be­
stowed on a private soldier who thinks he 
bss discovered what thousands from the time 
of Dedans have ia every age vainly attempt­
ed, a method of successfully (that is directing- 
ly) navigating the air.

Napoleon is generally lucky and shrewd ia 
his pecuniary appropriations, and the French 
nation show their spirit bf adventure in no­
thing so much just now as in attempts to tra­
verse the atmosphere. The next great sten- 
tific discoveries must be is obtaining the do­
minion of those upper regions. Ever since 
the close of the fast century, when a victory of 
the french army over the Austrains was at­
tributed to observations made by a balloonist 
a sense of the importance of obtaining a power 
to move at will, in any direction, through the 
atmosphere has been gaining upon mankind. 
In a military point of view it would confer 
supremacy upon any army exclusively posses- 
sing it; in a commercial and scientific one, its 
effect would be incalculable.

So far, the nearest approach to the power 
of guiding the balloon has been by ascending 
or descending at pleasure to various degrees 
of height, and, therefore, to various currents 
of the atmosphere, and as these are found to 
rush in opposite directions, one above the 
contrary below, it gives the navigator a cer­
tain choice between two directions as to 
which way be will go. If we lived in the 
region of the trade winds, much might per­
haps be done with balloons in the rapid con- 
veyance of important communications, of 
persons, and even of s me goods.

In navigating a ship it is easy to adjust the 
to balance each other and to give to man 
the directing agency. But floating in the air 
aicne is just like floating in the rapid current 
of a sweeping and mighty river without wind 
to fili the sails. What can the man do whose 
vessel is once caught in the current just above 
the Falls of Niagara, or tucked into the vortex 
of the maelstorm. If near the edge the 
wind may ohl quely carry him clear, but with- 
out some power ab extra, the guidence of the 
rudder is nothing, and the larger the bulk of 
his vessel the more completely is it in the 
power of the sweeping current. So it bave 
proved thus far in all attempts to navigate 
the air. Steam has even been tried to give 
this power, ab extra, io navigating the air as 
the water. But the cumbrous machine nec- 
essary to generate it is too gross and bulky 
for ao ethereal an agent as atmosphere, and 
the application of the power to guidance is too 
difficult.

If ever dominion is obtained over the air 
it must ba from a more close and imitative 
process than has yet been attained to the 
process ofa bird ia flying. Already through 
the ba loon we have that which answers for us 
the place of those hollow tubes of which the 
bones and the pinions of birds are formed. 
Probably the movements of the head and 
cheek rather than the tail must constitute its 
rudder. But what can imitate the mechan­
ism of the wing, and what supply the place 
oftbat vital force and instinctive wisdom with 
whch the bird adapts its pinions to the cur­
rent of the atmosphere around it, in all its 
variations of force and direction an as to 
move with a precision, a directness and a 
rapidity upon the whole unknowa in other 
modes of travelling.

The most close observation of pa’ure must 
lie at the foundation of all our discoveries 
in this direction, and probably Napoleon may 
not be the victim of ignorance so much as 
Many imagine in thus encouraging a poor 
man, if a close student of nature [as it is said 
be is] to attempt bis bumble imitation of the 
flight of the bird. If he discovers nothing, 
it will set the minds of ten thousand bumble 
but close observers at work to discover the 
principles and to invent the contrivances that 
one day open to man the pathways of the mid 
air. Now that he has fathomed the depths 
and seat the lightnings of Heaven flying 
through the caverns of the mighty deep, we 
need not doubt but that the next theatre of 
discovery and scientific advance will be the 
atmosphere.

THE QUESTION OF ADVERTISING.
(From the New York Herald)

Some of the journals in the interior of the 
State and elsewhere have discovered a new 
phase of meatal aperation—to wit,the insanity 
of advertising. The chief victim of this new 
form of delirium is the extraordinary Bonner, 
who publishes the literary weekly called the 
Ledger, and who advertises it so extensively as 
to make the journals ask :—

“Is the man who pays these enermous 
amounts for advertising crazy, or are the crazy 
ones confined to the business men who do not 
advertise at all!

The subject has attracted a good deal of at- 
tention on all bands. Somebody, it’s quite 
certain, is crazy on this advertiseing pont, 
and we are willing to give as much light as 
we can on so important a subject. It will 
be necessary te look into the philosophy and 
facts of the case

We have heard that when the remarkable 
Bonner took bold of the Ledger, it was a small 
and not over profitable concern. He orgin- 
ated a new and original system of advertising 
which bas had many imitators in a small way. 
Public attention was directed to the paper, 
and its sales speedily increased. Finally 
came the great licancial crisis. Everybody 
cut off the luxuries. The newspaper and book 
trade was much depressed. The publishers 
generally beet before the storm, publishing 
nothing selling nothing, advertising nothing. 
Most of the old fashioned merchants and 
traders followed the same course, taking on 
sail and relapsing into a state of stagnation. 
A few however bad the boldness to take a 
different course.—Bonder was crazy enough 
to advertise still more extensively than ever 
filling column after column” with announce 
ments of the contents of film paper. O.ber 
men—architects of their own fortunes —such 
merchants as Alexander Stewart—also in-

A GOOD TEMPER.
A merchant in London having a dispute 

with a Quaker concerning a business account 
became so enraged that he was determined, 
notwithstanding the persuasion of the friend 
to institute a lawsuit. Still desirous of 
amicably settling the matter, the Quaker 
called at the house of the merchant, and re­
quired of the servant for his master. The 
merchant heard the inquiry, and cried out, 
" Tell that rascal I’m not at home.” The 
Quaker mildly said to him;“ Well, friend, 
may God put thee in a better mitd.” The 
merchant was subdued by the kindness of the 
reply, and after careful consideration became 
convinced that he was wrong. He sent for 
the Quaker, and after making an bumble 
apology, he said," How were you able to 
bear my abuse with so much patience?” 
"Friend,” replied the Quaker,"I will tell 
thee. 1 was naturally as bet and violent as 
though art. But I knew that to mdu’ge my 
temper was sinful, and also very foolish. I 
observed that mnin a pas-ion always spoke 
very load, and I thought if 1 could control my 
voice I should keep down my passions. I 
therefore made it a rule never to let it rise 
above a certain key, and by a careful obser- 
vation of the rule I have with God's bles­
sing entirely mastered my natural temper. 
—Mother's Maagzine.

What would her poor father say Î Maryit.
had never given him one moment’s trouble. 
He had been food of saying so to her when 
they were alone ; she was Lis heart’s pride 
and delight. He would thisk ber right, she 
was sure ; but must she be the wretched in­
strument of breaking up bis family happiness 7 
Still, she never hesitated or repented for cue 
instant. She must be true to George. She 
would never have suffered herself to think of 
hm; would have smothered her first feelings 
towards him as she might, and either father 
or mother forbidden their intimacy; would

‘Time enough, my dear sir, to talk about 
those things; at present; you understood 1 
act for Mr. John Simpson.” Mr. Grindle 
had perfectly satisfied himself on the point on 
which he bad been very properly 
and now he put the question by so quietly 
and decidedly, that pool Mr. Simpscu felt 
quite rebuked, as if he himself had very 
indecorously brought it forward.

appetite; he was gone again, that was a 
anx ous - comfort; but she would lose no time in hav- 

’ ing a talk with Mary. So when she had
finished her moderate glass of rum-and- 
water, the was not sorry to see her younger 
daughter (who had not spent a satisfactory 
evening on the whole, having sat for what 
seemed to ber an unconscionable time in the 
dark with the cross Betsy and an uneasy 
conscience) take up ber candlestick with a 
yawn, and proceed to bed. Mary, too had 
something to tay. It was with some little 
misgiving— more certainly than she could 
bare felt a fortnight back—that she told tier 
mother of George’s advancement, and how 
be bad now taken courage actually to speak 
about their marriage. She did not feel quite 
sure, when she recalled certain hints and side 
speeches (Mis. Simpson was great in that 
line) addressed during the last few days 
rather to Augusta than herself, about hasty 
engagements, and imprudent marriages, and 
the duty of paying due regard to the station 
io which people were placed, whether what 
she had to tell would be received quite as she

give him up even now, if be was—what be
she step-had been called that morning ; so"You don’t shoot yourself, perhaps?" re­

sumed the lawyer, after a decent interval, 
which be kindly allowed bis companion for 
repentance and recovery,

Mr. Simpson might have replied, “Do 1 
look as if I did ?" but he contented bimself 
with a smile and a shake of the bead.”

“Well, I dare say you can amuse yourself 
if I am to uncivil as to leave you for a day; 
there’s the mare, and the eart, very much at 
your service.”

Mr. Simpson bowed bis acknowledgements, 
but without the slightest idea of interfering 
with the mare’s retirement. He had been

ped out in the dark evening on the strange 
road where the turn to Barton was, with a 
weak and tottering step, but with as strong a 
heart as when she bad said to her mother, “I 
can go to him.”

It was a long lonely mile to Barton End, 
but a straight road, the coachman had said, 
and she had famous company. For Samuel 
bad begged to go outside, and for the last 
few miles had sat on the box, had heard 
wondrous tales of horses, and taken the 
coachman into bis confidence as to his run­
ning away, and informed him of his prospec- 
t ve ownership of Barton End, and, in short, 
talked in such magnificent style as must have 
abashed Bronx & Co. for ever, could th y 
but have heard him. But he was very quiet 
now,—partly from some misgivings as to 
the meeting with his father, and partly be- 
cause Mary clasped his hand so tight, and 
trembled so, and walked so very fast, and 
then stopped for bieatb, that Samuel was 
rather frightened. He little knew that in 
the eyes of the world, poor Mary was by far 
the greater culprit of the two. He began 
again at this last moment, as be had done be- 
fore during the day, to enlist her on his side 
against the offended powers.

(Concluded next week.)

HIGH FARMING.
PETITE COTE, Dec., 1858.

Mr DEAR Sir.—In consequence of y our 
statement to roe that you had been informed 
that 46 High Farming was unsuitable for this 
Country,” I take the liberty of sending you 
a few notes on the subject.

In my opinion it is altogether a fallacy ad­
vanced by those who have no practical 
knowledge of the subject, as the two gentle­
men in this district who approximate nearest 
to the Eos lish style of high farming, Messrs. 
Logan and Johnston Thompson, are both 
highly satisfied with the results. The for­
mer imported a large quantity of tyle last 
season from Scotlaud, intending to thorough 
drain the whole of his farm ; and the fi st 
lime I walked over the farm of the latter 
gentleman 1 was shown a field, on the one

A NOVICE GRAIN SPECULATOR 
TELLS HIS EXPERIENCE.

Generally speaking, wheat is a very good 
grain. It shows well in the field and in 
statistical reports; it looks well in stacks in 
the granaries ; and when we I ground, 
meth dically kneaded, judiciously baked, and 
properly browned and buttered into toast, 
there is no one who will speak more respect- 
fully, not to say enthusiastically, of the 
vegetable than I will. For I am, in the main 
a men too well bred to do otherwise. But 
as an article of commerce, a medium, I am 
emphatically down on the whole institution, 
both " Winter” and " Spring;” the one has 
proves * the winter of my discontent,” while 
the other has " sprung” a trap on me like 
that projected over unwary birds which nibble 
at the same bait. These remarks may seem 
severe, but they drop as naturally from me 
as the kernals would from a head of wheat 
that has been well thrashed.

As every body koows, I am" the son of 
poor but respectable parents.” 1 started 10 
life with this talismanic maxim for money 
making :—Buy when every one is selling; 
sell when every one is buying. Well some 
few weeks since, wheat, which bad been very 
buoyant, suddenly fell. Every one was se’- 
ling. I had a little money, and confiding in 
my golden rule," pitched ia,” and bought at 
eighty-five.” Very scon the staple com­
modity dropped to sixty eight. Now, 
thought I, is the time to get a “ bargain;” so 
mortgaging the first lot, I bought more. 
And I’ll venture to say that my mother never 
prayed so devout for bread to rise, as I did my 
wheat. But still it dropped ! The fault they 
said, was to the East—(excuse the puo, if the 
pun is opovious) until as it still kept dropping I 
sought it my duty to go into Chicago and put 
a stop to it. The first greeting that met me 
I stepped into the Tremont was a telegram on 
the Bulletin board — “WHEAT IS FLAT." 
Wheat probably was flat enough, but this 
announcement struck me as being rather a 
sharp truth. At half-fast eleven 1 went 
down on " Change.” It is perhaps needless 
to say that I found things materially changed 
since 1 bought. “Buyers” were offering 
" fisty-fire;” every body appeared to be buy­
ing ; therefore, following ont my aphorism, 1 
sold. The result may be summed up thus:

Two months since I had money and no 
wheat. Subsequently I bad wheat and no 
money. Now by the mass, 1 hid neither. 
The second lot was a poor lot—as poor, in 
fact as the second edition of Pharaoh’s kuie 
since it swallowed the first. But thought to 
make a margin, and 1 made it !

1 tbirk that most operators will concur 
with me in the following conclusion:

Treat to buy at “ eighty-five” and sell at 
"fifty fire” will not pay, unless a men does 
a very large business. That wheat, when it 
begins to fall, is a long while in reaching the 
bottom. That when it once begins to beat 
it very soon becomes too hot to bold. That 
after all, the surest way to make money in 
wheat is to plant it in good soil. And last­
ly, that a man going into the Wheat Mar­
ket, with even a very small capital, if he 18 
industrious and perseveres, may very soon 
succeed in owing more than it is probably be 
will ever be worth.

wishing there were an omorbus handy for his 
journey home ; and was very glad to descend 
from his sent nnd follow Mr. Grindle, who 
seemed quite at home, into a comortable- 
looking room, with a good fire, and which 
had evidently been a library.

“Dinner will be ready in half an hour, gen- 
tlemen,” laid the old man who had ushered 
them in.

“And we shall be quite ready for it,” said 
the lawyer, Mr. Simpson not beiog prepared 
with a reply,

Matters were not nearly so comfortable 
in Portland Terrace. It lo happened that 
the very evening of Mr. Simpson’s departure. 
George Harrison had run down, in more than 
his usually joyous spirits, with a little good 
news of his own for Mary. The long Lop­
ed for augmentation of his salary had come 
at last. The uncle who had taken him into 
his counting bouse—aud who was his guard­
ian, for George bad lost his father—was a 
strict mac, and somewhat eccentric in his 
ways, but very just. He had a large family 
of his own and though the business has ex­
tensive and lucrative, it bad always been 
well understood that George must entertain 
no expectations of future partnership, as that 
would be the sons’ inheritance. Two of them 
were clerks in tbe counting bouse, and the 
father kept them as strictly to their desks 
or rather more strictly, than any one else in 
tbe establishment. George Harrison might 
consider himself fortunate in occupying the 
position be did, which was independent and 
respectable; and perhaps be was even still 
more fortunate in having to work bis own 
way under eyes which were not easi'y cheat­
ed or eroded, and where no mercy was shown 
to any wilful neglect. He did bis best ; and 
though bis uncle had never done more than 
express himself as quite satified, be found 
that when a fair opportunity offered of advanc­
ing him, be was not forgotten. His cousins 
would no doubt io time become members of 
tbe firm, but they were young; and George 
found himself now promoted to a vacancy 
which tbe father knew be was at present 
much belter qualified to fill. It offered but 
a very modest income to marry upon, certain- 
ly, but Mary bad no grand ideas; and 
George thought that even the Times' minimum 
income for young couples would bear reduc­
tion. At any rate be ran down to Portland 
Terrace (eager as be was not u sixpence 
would be waste in cabhire.) and rushed in 
very wet and very happy to rejoice and con­
sult with Mary. Mrs. Simpson was in ber

could wish. While George was with ber, 
she had seen no difficulties in the way; but 
now, alone with ber mother, ail her joy and 
confidence were gone. But if she spoke 
hesitatingly, and anticipating a somewhat 
colder reception for ber confession than the 
good humoured banter which she had grown 
accustomed to on this same subject, little in­
deed was she prepared for tbe storm of anger 
wb'ch burst upon ber. Never had Mrs. 
Simpson been seco so angry. She was pro­
voked with herself for having delayed ber 
lecture to ber eider daughter so long; angry 
with tbe whole household for having been 
accomplices in securing that important three 
quarters of an hour for George and Mary’s 
conspiracy against her; angry with the 
dressmaker for having come at that particu­
lar crisis—an hour behind ber appointment 
—she must have done it on purpose; and 
angry beyond measure with George Harrison 
for having out generated ber cherished plans 
by a little straightforward dealing. She 
Lad ti used more to the hope of di-gusting 
him in time by a careful system of cold recep­
tions, and change of manner, than to any 
positive effect which she expected to produce 
upon her daughter by any hints of tier im- 
proved value in the matrimonial market, or 
direct exhortations to make tbe most cf her 
new position. George, she knew had an 
honest and independent spirit; once let him 
feel that he was suspected of pre-sing hie suit 
no» because there was money in the case, 
and however unreasonable bis accusation, 
his pride might take offence. Then Mary 
might go into the country, out of his way ; 
and so in time, this unlucky love might go 
tbe way of many others, become one more of 
these little silent sacrifices laid upon the altars 
of wealth and pride—m tes in the estimation 
of a prudent public, but sometimes to the 
offerers more costly than “all their living” 
—and be gradually reduced, with hyms and 
libations from Mrs. Simpson, as high priestess, 
to ashes.

So al first, even now, instead of attackilig 
Mary, she began by opening fire upon 
George. It was a mistake, Mrs. Simpson, 
and as a woman you ought to have known 
it. In a calmer mood, you would never 
bare made a first move to utterly destructive 
of your game. Mary might have taken a 
good amount of scolding for her elf quietly; 
however cruel and unwarrantable she might 
have felt her mother’s conduct to be, a few 
gentle expostulations and a bitter flood of 
tears would have been ber only reply that 
evening. Mary and ber mother might have 
fewer interests and feelings in common than 
was good for either ; but there bad sever yet 
been injustice on one side, or any lack of 
dutiful affection on tbe other. But when 
Mrs. Simpson paused for breath after a al- 
ternation of violent abuse and attempted 
sarcasm against George Harrison as “a low 
mercenary creature,” having declared her 
own firm belief that this opportune increase 
of his salary was nothing but a "move” got 
up between himself and his uncle in order to 
nail the Simpsons to the point at once, she 
taw that Mary, though she trembled very 
much, had risen from ber seat, and was look­
ing At her with a very calm and composed 
countenance, on which there was no symptom 
of a tear.

“Mother !” said the girl,“you don’t mean 
that of George!”

Mre. Simpson did not mean it, in tier heart;

and she said it again, more violently than 
ever, because she felt its untruth.

“Mother!” and she laid ber hand quietly 
on her arm, “don’t say any more. If you 
never meant mes to marry him, you should 
have spoken before. . It’s too late new, for 
either of us. We can’t go back. O that 
this miserable money had never come be-

COUSIN JOHN’S PROPERTY.
This wax A view of his inheritance not al; 

together so gratifying to Master Samuel 
th ugh his sister, to whom he had been more 
than usually troublesome that morning, ex- 
pressed ber emphatic opinion, that it would 
"do him a deal of good.”

“And Augusta must have a governess to 
finish ber, like Miss ‘Obbs,” said tbe mo­
ther.”

“La, mother!” exclaimed Augusta, who 
considered herself a much more finished 
article, in every respect, than Miss Hobbs,- 
in spite of that young lady’s superior advant- 
ages; but as there was something in the 
proposal which sounded grand she made no 
serious opposition to it.

Mary silently congratulated herself that 
she was too old to be finished ; and then 
for the first time it struck ber that their im­
proved circumstances might have some effect 
upon her own prospects. It was a very 
pleasant idea ; and she began to indulge lit­
tle dreams cn ber own account of all that 
money might do. It need not be said that 
she kept them carefully to hereelf, or that 
they would scarcely bare harmonised with Mrs. 
Simpson’s.

Sam was sent to school, and Mr, Simpson, 
after one or two further interviewe with 
the Messrs. Grindles, went down, by advice 
of those gentlemen, and in company with tbe 
junior of tbe firm, to Barton End ; not, of 
course, as yet to take possession, but from a 
very natural wish to renew at once his ac- 
quaintance with the old place of which be was 
soon to be the actual master, and to inform 
tbe old servants, who bad been left in 
charge, of his cousin’s death, and bis own 
successions Mr. John Simpson had in­
herited the estate at his vpele’s death, about 
five years back, "bile be himself was engag- 
ed in his duties abroad, and it bad been a 
matter of surprise that he had net at once 
returned to take possession. But old as­
sociations are strong ; and he found Eastern 
habits had become agreeable to him- His 
agents duly remitted bis rents. He was en- 
abled, with tbe income of hie consulship, 
to live almost regally, and in a position of 
some little importance, where he was, and 
perhaps felt rather shy of returning, an illi­
terate man, with foreign tastes and ideas, 
to risk a supercilious welcome from tbe Sur­
rey squires. So he put off his coming home 
from year to year, until his friends made up 
their minds he would never come at all ; and 
then the ebip that was to have brought bim, 
brought instead the news of his death. The 
house bad oevei been disturbed since the 
uncle’s death; his old domestics were still in 
possession, and were never interfered with, 
except by an occassional viit for a day or 
two from tbe Messrs, Grindles, who manag- 
ed the estate. Whether Mr. John or Mr. 
Joseph Simpson arrived at last to take poe- 
session, made therefore as little difference to 
any party, except themselves, as could pos- 
sibly be conceived.

It had been Mrs. Simpson’s wish to have 
accompanied her busband on this pleasant 
voyage of discovery, but that was a step 
which be himself by no means approved of; 
and as the Messrs. Grindles gave it also as 
their opinion shat such a visit would be ra- 
ther premature—is fact, that it would hard- 
te look well —that lady, who was a stanch 
maintainer of decorum in all its branches, 
gave way at once. And if her proposal, in any degree, savoured of undue baste te step 
into the dead cousin’s shoes, she hastened 
amply to atone for it, by ordering the deep- 
est and most expensive mourning for the whole Portland Terrace establishment. It 
would no doebt have gratified the feelings of the late Mr. Jobaie the highest degree, and 

have almost reconciled him to bis fortune re- 
ar presentatives, if he could, have overlooked his sorrowing relative giving directions to her milliner to have “everything of the very best.

as if he bad a great mind to get down from 
his box and give chase ; but as the boy wa |half of which was a most beautiful crop of 

potatoes, while the other haff of the field had 
a crop that would not pay tbe expense of 
cultivation. Tbe cau-e of the difference was 
that one half of the field was thorough drain- 
ed, so that io Spring it was dry and ready for 
early planting ; the undraised portion kept 
in a wet sour state till tbe end of May, when 
it was too late to put io a root crop to ad­
vantage, the extra crop in that particular case 
must have paid the cost of draining tbe first 
season ; but the great binderance to the ex-

active and had a fair start, and time was pro 
bably valuable, he shouted a few good hum­
oured threats after him, and drove cn.

Mary Lad looked after him too, with such 
utter astonishment that her own troubles were 
forgotten. Her eyes had tears in them, to 
be sure ; but there was no mistaking the 
personal identity of Master Samuel. She 
flew to the street door, and could just see his 
figure in tbe distance. The coach turned 
the corner in the opposite direction, and 
then the boy appeared to ston, and to be 
watching whether any one was coming in 
pursuit. He began slowly to retrace his 
steps towards the door where Mary was 
standing, and Mary hardly waited for him 
to be in reasonable distance to wave her 
haedke chief in the hope of attracting bis at­
tention. Tbe movement seemed rather a 
suspicious one to tbe fugitive, for be halted: 
and rec onnoitred afresh. Mary ran towards, 
him, unbonneted as she was, and at last 
Samuel recognised a friend. He Was hurried: 
into the hou e, and questioned as well as his 
sister’s agitation would allow her. /

Samuel had run away from school.
“1 a’nt going to black Binns’ boots, not 

spend all my money in buying paunches to 
feed bis dog, nor to have nuts cracked on

,

ten ion of draining, is tbe dumtulty and ex­
pense of procuring tiles and skilled labour. 
My own experience in draining corresponds 
with that of tbe two gentlemen named. 1 
last season used Guano extensively and al­
though the price was £18 10- per ton the 
extra return of crops was most satisfactory. 
Where it proved the most profitable was up­
on soil thoroughly dried and manured the 
previous fall, with about half the quantity 
generally applied. In Spring after the drills 
were opened, there was no d lay but to plant 
tbe Potatoes, and sprinkle along the drill 2, 
cwt. et Guano per arpent or acre, which en­
abled me to put in a very large breadth of 
drill crop io an incredibly short time, and all 
in proper season. And what with my root 
crops being early planted and forced early in 
tbe season by the application of Guano, I 
never had my root houses so full in the fall, 
and my cows are in fine condition by being 
fed on straw and mangle wortz’e.

This last season I visited Mr. Johnston, of 
Ganeva, N. Y., whose farm, over 300 acres, 
was naturally a poor thin clay when be en­
tered upon it. Some 30 years ago, on he 
arrival from Scotland, his means were so 
limited that he was unable te do more than 
rent a very small portion of it, but ie conse­
quence of bis high farming, from being only 
able to rent a small portion of what was con-

very busy with tbe dressmaker;own room,
good natured girl en-Augusta, who was a

ough, and very food of her sister, and will- 
ing also no doubt to do as she wou'd be done 
by, found she bad something to look after in 
tbe kitchen ; though ber conscience smote 
ber afterwards for weakly allowing ber feel- 
ings to interfere with ber duty, having fully 
adopted ber mother’s views, at a conference 
held he evening before, that it would be a 
thousand pities now, when Mary might do 
no well, and form an undeniable connection, 
“to your advantage, you know, my dear, as 
well,” said tbe thoughtful mother, for her 
to go and throw berself away upon that young 
Harrison.” Tbe coast being clear, however, 
Mary and her lover had a good three quart- 
ers of an hour before Mre. Simpson knew be 
was in the house; end bow much may be 
mid and done in three quartern of an hour 
judiciously employed ! Un the stage, a whole 
petite comedie, comprehending at least two 
paire at lovers and their fortunes, is perform­
ed within the time ; in real life, all that is 
worth remembering in tbe long du’l drama 
of existence, for either man or woman, ie 
often played out in less; tbe rest of it— 
scenes, characters, and dialogue — might be 
all out out without destroying the interest, if 
not with advantage to tbe lookers-on. But 
for the two young hearts now beating near 
each other (very near indeed it wae) in 
Mrs. Simpson’s parlour, though without her 
sanction, the grand act of life had been play- 
ed already, long since; it was only the wied-

head with Vardy’s dict’snary, nor havemy
stirred with a tallow candle, ncr bemy tea

locked up oa a half holiday 1 cut away this 
rooming—me and another did.’

"Where was he going to now, Mary ask­
ed.

« Well, 1 was coming here first, to see 
what aunt Martha’d say, and then I’m going 
home to mo ther. I rode all "he way from 
Croydon here, you see, but I hadn’t got a 
sixpence. Vardy said he’d skid me if I didn’t 
lend him ail I had left, so l jumped off by 
here you see without paying; didn’t 1 man­
age it prime? What’ll mother say, do you 
think, Mary ?"

Mary could have told him that Mrs. Simp­
son was not likely at present to give bim a 
very warm welcome. But a sudden thought 
had struck her. She would take Samuel 
with her—even he was a sort of protection, 
and a fellow culprit- and go down at once te 
ber father at Barton End. She would tell 
him everything, and follow his advice faith- 
fully, for he would never urge her to give up 

George.......
Samuel was delighted with the proposal; 

Mrs Simpson’s moods were uncertain with ell 
her family, and it was quite a matter of spe- 
culation with him during his flight, whether 
he would kiss and pity him on his arrival, or 
end him to bed in preparation for the early

TAKING THE OLTH WITH A GLUE ON — 
Hitherto it has perhaps been considered that 
tbe absence of the glove was es entially ne- 
cessary to the due formality ef the oath; but 
Mr. Brarowell, who is now sitting in the 
Nisi Prius Court, et St. George’s Hall, Liver-‘ 
pool, bas expressed e contrary opinion, for on 
tbe officer accosting a wa’ners in the usual 
manner, his Lordship remarked that he was 
not aware that it was essentially necessary 
that tbe glove should be despensed withwolf # 
the elove was off when the witness was calle’ ow
ed well and good; but, if not, he did not know 
that there wet anything which called for its 
removal. Acting upon this biot fromi his 
Lordship, the witness received the oath 
holding the sacred volome in a gloved hand. = 1

Italy.—The correspondent of the Daily
News says it is not easy to get authentic a 
intelligence from Rome, Cardinal Antonelli = P 
having declared war upon foreign correspon- zodai 
dents, stopped theirletters, and threnthened < 
to turn them out of the city.

sidered unimprovable land, te is cow tbe 
owner of a large form every acre of which 
as thoroughly dramed with tile. Both tbe 
purchase and improvements were out of the 
profits of his high farming, end although tbe 
Spring crop in the West this last season sof- 
tered from wet, when upon clay soil, tbe 
whole of his was most magnificent. He 
purchases no foreign manure, bet then be has 
always on hand a large quantity of farm ma- 
cure, in consequence of his being a most ex- 
tensive feeder of cattle during winter. He 
never sells a bushel of barley to a distiller, but

He

feeds it to bis cattle, which not only upon a
creased their aduvertising expenses duringlong average of years has yielded a greater creased their aduvertising expenses during 

returo, but affords him the high satisfaction, as the criais. Some of the whelsle dry IT* aStilia
tween us P" a For Mary saw it all now.logup of the piece which they had to settle, 

and that was soon done, if Mary didn’t 
think it too little to live upon, why, George didn’t. It George thought they could man- have more spirit, tint I would.”

“You’ve been took in, Mary ; took in by 
a swindler, as I may any. If I were you. I’d men morinthoint metered iben

I


