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ood ,ship, tIat shoud have beon staid-
g straight for ue Bay Of 33iscny, wis

scidding away iinder a (e1)1-roofed
topsail towaMi the coanst of Labradoi.
For six days we experienced every sen
nuevre talit Isually prelides a ship-
wreck, and at length, when, what frmin
sickness md fai, we had becomo lftter-
ly indiflfrent 'O hie result, tue storml
ibated, the son wont down, and we found
ourselves lying comforably in bhe har-
bo of ork. wit h a Sa ng suspicion oi
oii uinds tiat the iigifl scenes cf
ic past wook lid been noiling but a

.dreiua.
Comle, ..N r. Mdliot,' said tihe Skip-

ier to mie. % w shalil be here fbi a
couple of' days to retit; limd you nîot
beitoi go ashore and Foe the ouitry ? "

sprng to mv legs wiitd light ;
visiions of cowsiips, lh-ks, daisies ancd
uiiittoi cilops flonted before ny excited

imagination, and in ten minutes I fiind
myself standing ai thai pleasaiît littie
inn at Cove which, opposite Spike Island
rejoices in the nino of' the Goat and
Garuters.'

33rak fisf waitor said 1 :'a beef-
st:ik--fres beef imark ye; frsh oggs,
broiad, nil i k and ctitieri, all fresl.
No iore ' hardt t:mic,' tito I; "l nt o
sali, butter, but a genuinle land break-

leUpstairs, _No. 4, sir,7* said thec wait or,
as lie flouîrisiîi d iaaplkin. indicating
the way.
"Upsairs I wcnt, and in due time he

appetiing little inel nade ifs appeor-
ance. Never did a minois eye revol
over his bioad acres witih more com p la-
cent enjoyieii than did mine slkii ovei
the miution and the imuffin, tlie ten-pot,
-:h trout, and the devilled kidnesy,s in-
vitingly spread out before me. Yes,
'thoîght I, as I smacked my lips, tlis is
the rovard of virtue; pickled pork is a
probationaiy state that admirably fits
us for future ejoyments. I arianged

uy napkin upon ny inee. sieed my
]nife nd fork, andîîl prieoceeed viti nost
criticil acnnen to biscoet a beefsteak.
Searccly, however, htad I touched it,

luon, with ut loud crash, the plate
smuashed bonoath it, and the gravy ran
piteously across the cloth. ef13ore I
had time te accomt for bhe phenomenon
the door opened hastily, and the waitor
rushedi into the -room, his face beaming

with sililos, while he rubbed his bands
in i oeshtacy of dlight.

"IitI's all over, sir," said lie; "Glory
bu to God i it's ial don."

"Whait's over ? whatt's lone ? " in-
quired 1, with impatience.

Sr. ' ilahon is satisfied," rplied
lie, "l and so is the other gentleman."'

lmWho and what the devil do you
mean ?"

I s all over, sir, 1 say," replied the
waiter again; C" lie fired in fle air."

"Fired in the :ai r lWas ther-e a duel
i n lie rmoo below stai s ?'

"Ys, sir," saidCI te Naiter, with a
benîigni siile.

''That will I do," sai s I sizing y
hai, I rslied oît of the house, and, hur-
rying to the beach, took a boat foi the
shi p. nlxitly half an hour iad clapsed
siice ny lainding, but even those short
thirty minutes haid fullly as mlany roa-
sons Chat, althouîgh there iay be fcw
more11i aliiusing, thre are soine salf'r

places te live in tian the Green Is"o.
A genrcial bîîî'st of laighter followed

bhe Cornet's story, whicih was heighten-
cd in its efeoct by the gravity witl
which h told it.

Al n1d after all," said Mauirico Quill,
now Chit people have given up mak-

ing fortunes foi tlie insurance compan-
ios, by living to the age ofMethuschah,
there's nothiing liko being an Irishnman.
In wliit otiei part of the haibi table globo
can yo crain so much of adciventie into
one year ? Where eau you be se often
in love, or in debt ? and whe can
you get se morril.y out of the two ?
Where are promises te mai-ry and
promises to pay treated wvith the same
gentlemanilike forboarance ? and where,
whei you have lost your heart and your
tortune, are people found so ready te
confort you in youîr reverses ?

Many mon mistake tho love, for bhe
pntice of virtue; and aise nt se much
good mon, as the friends of goodness.

Geniuno virtue has a language thiat
speaks te cveîy heurt tlhroughout the
world. It ia a language vhich is under-
stood by ail. In overy region, overy
climato, the homage paid te it is tho
saie. ln no o sentimont, woee ever
matnkind moro gonerally agreed.


