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1Row for the sliore, Peggy 1" Fathen was at
last fairly awake, as lie said afterwand. "lFor
C.od's sake, wliy don't you now ?

Neyer a word he spoke wben I shouted wliy I
did not. He said lie tried to speak-tried to say
-I' Don't lie afraid, Peggy, I cau save you ;-
but it was like sliouting in a niglitrare. Hie
knew Pont was swimming after hlm, and le
drove him back with has oar, wondeing aften
le did so bow le dared take tIc second's time.
TIen lie says le remembera nothing more dia-
tinctly until we were nearly ashore, my boat in
tow of lis, and I in a dead faint upon my cargo.

16Peggy! Peggy !" lie was calling when I
came on the beach:- aud Pont could not lie
made to understand by blows why 1 was not to
lie tomn and tossed and kissed and banked over.
" 'Peggy ! Wat tempted you to go body-liftin'T
WIat gnaveyard did ye take it fnom ?,,

That made me laugli, if you can believe it,
even tIen, in spite of everything. I kissedfatlier
and the deanr old dog, and puiied at tIe grass as
1 sat there on the bank to make sure I was on
dry ground again. Father was dreadfuiiy lie.
wildered, and kept taiking about Iaving for-
gotten to feed Pont and to cail him in that niglit,
just as if tliat w'as anything to lie sorry for ; for,
if the dog lad been conifortabie in bis lied, and
not sîivering hungry out of doors, lie would
neyer lave beard me cry, and tIen ?-I suppose
cyod senda suffering to us ahl sometimes to make
ns lelp somebody else.

"lBut, father," said 1, wlien my cîattering
teetli and Pont wouid let me speak, IIyou must
break into Parson Doty's barn as soon as e'er
you can and take bis beat lhorse and ride oven to
cat. Bedell's for me. No, no, get the horse
anu l'Il go myseif."

IlAre you crazy, Peggy ? Is it l)ody-liftin'
and borse-stealin' botî at once ?"

«'lt's smnggled brandy, fatler-tlat's wîat's
in that coffin-ennugl to make oun fortune.
Don't wait for talk niow; lie quick as you ever
was in your lifQ. l'il liide the boat in the fiags
wie you get the lhorse. Tley may lie after me
-the smnggers-you know.>'

I was gailoping acroas tbe iaiand at a break-
nieck pace in no time, for the captain lived on
the eastern shore. Fatlier lad taken no notice
of niy costume, but Capt. Bedeli did at once, or
ratIer le was slow to discover Peggy Herrick in
tIc rougli-looking man rapping witî a wvip-
landle on lis bednoom window juat befone day-
break.

The captain didn't need many directions wben
le was on thc trail ofamiuggiled brandy. 1He sent
Vin Smhitî back witl i eto guard thc booty-
ecd of us carried a revoiver--and lie started for
the poplar tree sud thec durcI steeple. Befone
nigît le lad tIc gang in Buffalo jail-Miss
Nancy, the departed grandiotler and Jerry
Clark, for as soon as I lad pusîed off witl tIc
coffin tIc tiîree started out to foilow at a safe
distanre witl a cask of brandy in their boat, and
tIc captain, who lad Jerry before thein arrivai,
lad littie trouble in catching them.

The captain waa a good fiend of mine, and lie
saw that 1 liad not oniy tIceliandsome eward,
but perlapa more praise tlan I desenved. H1e in-
terested himacîf in sellng our place and in get-
ting me into a good boarding-achooi in Batavia.
Coi. Allen, who owna nearly ail tIc isiand, gave
fatîer a good situation on lis dairy farm, and a
inember of the Faiconwood club presented Pont
witl a siiver-piated collar, witl Latin on it,
whicl wua al well enougli, for Pont cau read
Latin juat as weil as le can Englisb, and 1 tlink
le would ratIer not have everybody know what
le lias donc in the worid.

Tîcre, tlat is ail there is to it. It is not.just
as tIe newspapera lad it, yon sec. M4y lair did
not turnuwhite ont on the river, and 1 lave not
worn nîen's clotlies even since. The trutî is, I
arn tired of teiling tliis stony over and oven, and
1 tlonglit wlien Cspt. Bedell's visitons asked me
aftcr this to corne up on tIc piazza and tell that
96smuggiing story," whle tîey watch the
Niagara river giiding aiong unden tIe moon-
iight, I would juat igive it to them in print-that
is, if 1 can find anybody to print it for me.

MORNING ON BO0TTEZV RO0 W.

Tlcre's an hour between breakfast and lun-
cleon tlîat's known as "ltIc beanties' hour,'
and on tîis particular morning the hour is a
veny 1ieasant one. The sun is sbining brigîtly,
the leve -ar f-Aliad -gren -Ascit

Wlo is tbis taîl1 and lovely woman, wlios
graceftil,'figure is arayed in black draperies, ani
on wlose arm a gray-baired mani leans heavily
It is Lady Dudley-and the sarI, 1er husbanc

Sombre as are lier garments, hier stately gait,
accommodated as it is to the lingering footstepS
of hier companion, attracts every eye, and al
too 80011 does she disappear in the crowd.

What lovely liair ! It is brown, with a rich
dash of yellow-red in it. Surmounted by a gar-
land of red berrnes, it forma an exquisite frame
for the face of the beautiful Miss Piilleyn. Im-
xnediately after corne the four Misses Cross, and
lialf-a-dozen other pretty faces. But why do
they not look happier? Young, lovely, beprais-
ed, fotografed, paragrafed-wby those sullen
looksIsl there too mucli competition in the
running for the Apple of Paris? Perliaps it is
that since Paris took to business as a fotografer
lie lias become more difficile, and bas had his
commercial instincts so weil developed as rather
to interfere with bis critical acumen. Ah ! this
is better. A slight figure, ail in brown, with a
new and uncommon arrangement of braid upon
the front of lier dress, a miost graceful gait, a
happy face, the most expressive eyes in England
-Mrs. Langtry! Her dress is, as usual, simple
and quiet, subdued in coloring, and follows the
outline of the figure with accuracv. That she
is superior to the petty jealousy from which a
less beautifuil woman miglit sufer is proved by
the fact that she is accompanied by a very
pretty girl, and as the two smile and chatter to
each other and to those with tilem, the place
seems the brighter for the presence of such beauty
and mirth.

But, ah me ! How that bright liglit puts out
the lesser luminaries ! How the other women
sufer from the propinquity ! Long noses seei
to grow longer-sharp ones sharper ; com-
plexions fade ; eyes Lliat seemed bright enough
a moment ago are nowhere now. And how ter-
rible,.after those harmonions brown folds, is
that costume with alternate rows of red and
black, making the wearer look as though she had
been marked out in doses like a medicine bottle.

A waist in red velvet 1 Such a waist 1 A wssp
would be ashamed to own it. The wliole cos-
tume is red velvet and red silk ; but, smail as
the waist is, it obtrudes itself upon the notice,
and the eyes fail to get so far as the face. Shade
of Hygeia and the Venus de Milo! can such
waists be, and not overcome us like a summer's
cloud? It measures about sixteen inches in cir-
cumrference!

And flow another beauty appears on the scene
quite a head over every woman there, of regal
carniage and queenly air, ail in black, with a
kuot of crimson in lier small, close bonnet.
Lady Lonsdale moves past with the unconscious
air of one wlio breathes the atinosfere of admira-
tion wherever alie goes. The row of eligibles
and detnimentais, wlio lean agaînst the rails in
various attitudes expressive of exhaustion and
tiglit boots, becomes sliglitly animated as the
beautiful countess goes by, and one- or two
amon tliem, especially the small men, look as
thoult h ey a a t lat found a moment's rest
from their chronic enemy-ennui.

And liere a figure weil-known in the Row
passes our chair. A man in the prime of life,
in clothes of rough texture, a strange contrast to
the jeunssse dorée of the shiuing hats, neat
umbrellas, broadcloth coats and pointed boots ;
lie looka earnestly and intently into every
woman's face, with a wistful gaze in wbich
hope and despair are curiously mingled. There
lie is, day after day, the tragedy in bis eyes
jostling the comedy that sunvounds him. Poor
fellow ! He lost bis wife some years ago. Betten
not ask liow. If she had simply died lie would
bave grieved for lier and got over it. But flow
le is mad ; harmlesa, of course, and withonly
that eager agony of watching in lis eyes to dis-
tinguish liim from others of lis class.
b But, hark ! The sound of music-military

1 music- that every woman loves, from the
1duchesa to tlie dairymaid. It is a pretty siglit,

wlien ail the ridera congregate at the points
of junction, of the ride and the drive, to see a
detadliment of the Horse Guards ride past on
their beautiful black horses. The band, mount-
ed ou their grays, are piaying an inspiriting
mardi, their instruments glittering in the sun.
Full of life, movement, and color is the scene.
A four-in-liand is drawn up at the corner with a
team of splendid grays, a lady with a red parasol
on the roof.

And now tlie iders scatter again. 0f ail be-
coming garments, surely a riding-habit is the

amost tellîng. Perfectly plain and simply made,
1as tliey are worn inow, with a strip of snowy
scollar round the wbite tbroat, and two rows of
tbuttons fastening tliem up the front, they set

The crowd begins to thin. Those splendid
Aralis that have stood waiting so long and s0
impatiently at the corner, at lust receive tbeir
liglit freight and spin througli the gate. The
brown, braided beauty disappears tlirougî the
sante gate in tlie direction of luncheon, and at
lialf-past two the Park is a desert.

THE FANE 0F BYRON.

A STATUE TO THE POET RAISEDIX LONDON.

Byronhlas at last received the lionour, sudh
as it is, of a statue in London. His efigy will
liencefortli take its place among the miscel-
laneous collection of royal, military and higli
political personages wbo have mnanaged to climb
upon ped estals in our streets. He will certainly1
find few congenial neiglibours. The various i
membens of the Hanoverian dynasty will be apt1
to look askan ce at tlie author of the "Vision of1
Judgment." The Duike of Wellington, upon lis 1
absurd pench, would turn np with high disdain1
lis nose if his brain of bronze could remember
certain passages in " Don Juan," and know that
lie is to be tIe neiglibour of the poet Wbo
could find nîo more comnplimen tary titie for bim i
than " the best of cut-tliroats." When we were
engaged in discussing Cromwell's dlaims to a
statue it was feit that lie would be an awkward
pendant to Chiarles I. It may lie doubted
whetlier Byron is not as incongruous an addition
to 'the ordinary idols of a nation's gratitude. 1
Nobody even said liarder words about the true
value of that kind of fame whidb genenally en-
tities a man to sudh postlumous liomage. We
may be glad that literary animosities, liowever
keen tîey may be for the moment, seem to die
out more rapidly than those whicli gather round
the heroes of active life. Thene would stililie
a difficuity in paying sudh a tribute to the
memony ofany political rebel, lioweven freely we
might recognize the purîty of its motives. But
we can ail join in showing respect to one who
belonged primarily to the litenary class, thougli
hlf a century ago lis name was the symbol to
ail good Tories of the diabolical element in the
generai arrangement of the universe.

Indeed, we may hope tbat we are fan enougli
nemoved from the passions of Bynon's time to
come as nearly to an understanding of lis in-
tninsic value as we are ever likeiy to come. His
fame bas gone tbrougî the usual oscillations.
He liad bis period of exôessive popularity ; it
waa followed by a neaction, in whch people
took the trouble to demonstrate that many in-
ferior ingredients entercd into bis poctry, and
tried to demolisl bis neputation to make noom
for bis rivais and successors. The day las per.
laps corne at wbidli these vexatious controver-
aies may be droppej. It is rathen a dhldial
amusement to classify poets in order of menit, as
though they were candidates in a competitive
examination. We need not try to decide by low
many marks Byron wus superior or infenior to
Shelley or Wordsworth. 1It is, of course, clear
that if a poet is to lie judged by wliat may
roughly lie called lis punely artistic qualities,
by thie exquisite poliah and delicacy of bis
language, by the aubtlety with wbichlile can in-
terpret the fluer emotions, by lia command of
the more elaborate harmonies of musical verse,
Byron must descend to a comparatively low
place. He cannot nise to the ethenial heiglits
wlene Shelley wss at home, non emulate the
mystical snblimity of Wordsworth, non attain
a great many other excellences cbaracteristic
of many othen pocta. The tissue of lis verse
is comparatively coarse and slipsbod; lie de-
scends to common-place, to rant, to conscious
affectation, and addnessea the vulgar many in-
stead of the select few. If one dhoses to express

itlege undeniable trutîs by saying tlat lie was
"1 poet, the case may lie fully made out by
simply adopting a conresponding definition of
poetny. Byron, let us agree, was no poet. The
question remains, wliat, tIen, wss lie ? And the
answer, wliatever it may lie, will centainly have
to incinde the fact that lie was the man wlo, of

Lail Englishmen in bis generation, made tIe
1deepeat mark upon the world at large. If Shelley

lad been drowned at Oxford ; if Keats lad spent
bis short life in compounding pilla instead of
wniting poetry ; if Wordswortb lad drunk him-
self to death at Cambridge, Engliali litenature
would have suffered cruel basses ; but nothing

fwouid have been bast whicb greatly impreased
tthe Continental races. Byron abares with Scott
talone among the Engliali writers of the age the

407'

The price of the paper wuas n ow, threpence,
and there wu no1 leading articles or neviews,
tlough thene were dramatic cniticisma, and
thougli the intelligence was fairiy weil anranged.
TIe number of advertisements in the finat num-
ber of the Times was fifty-seven ; tIe amal
beginning of an advertising connection sudh as
no otber journal lias ever equalled or approacled.
In 1803 John Walter the younger succecded bis
fatîer in the management, and in or about
1812 appointed Dr. (afterwands Sir John) Stod-
ilant to dis editorship-a post which lie retained
only tilI 1816, when lie was dismissed on ac-
count of the rabidity of bis attacks on Napoicon
I., snd, in nevenge, started a paper in opposi-
tion to tIc Times, called the Neiv Times, whicl
expired after an existence of ten or eleven
y'ears. The next editor was Thomas -Barnea,
unden wbom the paper largely incneascd in in-
fluence and circulation. Before lis appoint-
muent, liowcver, a change liad taken place in the
mode of production of the Timtes, whicî was des-
tined to bave thie most notable effect upon the
future, not only of that journal itacîf, but on
the whole newspapen press. Up to Novemben
28, 1814, the paper had been printed by baud-
presses, wîicî turned out at the most 450 copies
an lour. The issue for the 29th of the saine,
rnonth was brougît ont by means of the Kouig'
printing-machine, aud was the firat even pnoduc-

edby thie agency of steam. Even tlien the pro-
duction did not exceed 1,100 copies an lour;
but tIe Konig press waa soon superseded by that
of Applegarth and Cowpern; the latter eventually
gave way to Hoe'a; sud the Walter press now
turna ont impressions at the nemankable rate of
12,000 an lour. Eiglit o! tlese machines
being empuoyed in tIc prnting of tIc Times, it
is now produced at the rate of 96,000 copies an
hour. .... .. It was 1834 or tîcreabouts
that thie Times began its system of special
expresses for the collection of intelligence in
thia country-an arrangement wliicl was sup-
plcmented by the appointuient of special cor-
nespondents in every capital. This was befone
the days of telegrapha and railways.. ...
One great feature of the Times -that in whicl, it
is quite unrivaled-is the number sud vaue of
its advertisemients, wlich on one day in 1861
amounted to over 4,000, whlst in 1871 the re-
venue from them was as mucb, it is said, as
£5,000 weekly. Wliat it is niow it would be
impossible to say, but tIe suie total for the year
must lie something almost incredible. TIe cir-
culation of the Times se fan back as 1843 was
only 10,000 copies; this rose in 1854 to oven 50,-
000, and in 1860 to over 60,000. On single oc-
casions it lias been enormous. At the opeuing
of tIe Exhibition in 1862 it waa 88,000 ; on the
arrivaI of the Pnîncess Alexandra in bondon it
wats 98,000 ; at lber marniage it was 110,000.
But these numbera werc of course plenomenal.
Thomas Bannes was succeeded in tIe editorsbip
of the Times by John Tladdcus Delane in 18 41,
who in 1878 (the year previons to lis death) was
succeeded by Professor Thomas Cîenery. TIe
litenary contributors are, it is well known,
dnawn from tleleading writcns of tIc day.

Now.-Nearly ail tIc mental troubles that
do not directly spring f'rom organid disease are
diatinctly traceabue ta thcetlfects of monbid im-
agining, sud nearly uil tIc disorderly mental
proceases of this clas cousiat i ii ùnawisciy 1"look-
ing forward " or " looking back. " Hope feeds
ou the future, and despair la poisoncd by the
dread of it. TIe miscny of regret sud disap-
pointmsnt is a creature of tIe past. The secret
oflhealth of mind sud moral integrity consista
in taking so firm a footing in tIc present tînt
the mental equiiibrium may not lie easiiy dis-
turbed. Thene is no need to ignore the leasons
of tIe past or to disregand the objece and'obli-
pations of the future ; but it alould net lis
tongotten that luman life, witî its opportuni-
ties, its duties, sud its responsibilities, la au
affair of now.

HUMORO US.

FoacED politeness-Bowing to neces8ity.
WHffEN a man draws an inférence lie shouid

draw it mild.

AN apple tîrew tIc fin3t man. Since tIen it
bas sortenilet the business ont to the banana-

THE Anali wlo invented alcolol died 900
yeans ago, but bis spirit stili lives.

BREvITY may lie tIe soul of wit but it is
very fan from bei ng the soni of truth.

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NETS.


