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peckcloth betokened his calling. It would
scem be was in search of some house that he
could not readily find, for he peered curiously
at several through his spectacles as he puss-
cd them, As he neared one, a handsome
house with a green verandah, a cab, painted
biack, came dashing up, stopped, and there
descended from it a gentleman and his ser-
vant in the deepest mourning. The stranger
approached the master, and courteously
touched his hat,

‘I beg your pardon,’ he said, ‘can you
obligingly point out to me the rectory? I
undetstand 1t to be somewhere here.’

¢ At the end of the strect, five minutes low-
er down. Opposite the chureb.’

‘This end of the street?' resumed tbe
stranger, pointing to the way he had been
Journeying,

¢I'll show the gentleman which it is,’
cried a fine hoy of fourteen, who uppeared
to be growing out of his jucket.

¢ What, is it you, Arthur ?' said the owner
of the cab. ¢ Where did you spring from ¥

The young gentleman had spiung from
behind the cab, but he did not choose to say
s0. ¢ I say, sir,® he excluimed, slipping the
question, ¢ you have not seen mamma apy-
where, have you?

‘No.’

€ On, well, it's not my fault. Shetold me
to meet her somewhere here as T came home
from school, and she'd take me to have my
haii cut.  Old Biooks did vot.dv it to please
her Jast time, so she said she'd go andsee it
done. Now, sir," he added to the stranger,
¢TIl show you Mr. Leicesters ¥

They walked along together, ¢Do you
know,” said the boy, suddenly louking at his
companion, ‘I can guess who youare? You
are the new curate,’

The stranger smiled,
that

‘Becuuse you look like it.And we know
Mr, Teicester had engaged o e; the ather
did nat suit.  He is too ill now to do it ail
himself. Mamma says she is sme he won't
livelong, Do you know Mr. Castonel ?

¢No. Who is Mr. Castonel ?

‘Why, that was Mr, Castonel, and that
was his cab.  Did you see how hlack tbey
were ??

‘Yes.
ing.?

¢It is for his wife. She was so preity, and
we all liked her so.  She was Ellen Leice:-
ter, and Mr. Castonel ran away with her, and
sbe died. That was last spring, and it’s
since then that Mr. Leicester has got so ill.
His first wife died 100,

¢Whose first wile 2 returned the steauger,
scarcely making sense of the boy’s tale.

* Mr, Castonel’s.’

¢Are you speaking of the gentleman of
whom I lnquired my way? He looks young
to have had two wives.’

‘He has, thouth. He is a doctor, and
has all the practice. He l;ee,)s two assis-
tants now. Do you know My, Tuck ¥

¢Ido not know any one in Ebury.’

$Oh, don’tyou? There's Mr Leicester’s,’
added the lad, pointing to a house, lower
down, as they came to a turning in the street.
¢ And now 1 have shown it you, 1 must go
buck, for if mamma comes and I don’t meet
her, she’ll blow me up.?

¢I thanlk you for bringing me,” said Mr.
Hurst.  ¢I hope we shall soon be better ae-
quainted. Tell me your name.’

¢ Arthur Chavasse. I am to be what you
are. A parson’

‘Indecd. T hope you will make a good
one.’

‘Idou't know. Last week when Isent
the ball through the window and gave Lucy
o black eye, papa and mamwma were in a
pession with me, and they said IThad too much
devil in ige for a parson.?

¢T um sorry to hear that,” was the grave
auswer.

1 bave not got half the devil that some
chaps have,’” contiuved Master Arthur, ‘I
only leap hedges, aud climb trees, and wade
streams, and ail that. I doun't sec what harm
that can do o fellow, even if he is to be a
parson.”

1 fear it would seem to point that he
might be more fitted for other callings in
life.!

¢Then I just wish you'd tell them so at
home. Idon’t want tobeaparson; 1t's too
tame a life for me. Good-by, sir.?

He flew away, a high-spirited gengrous
lad 3 and the curate—for such he was—look-
ed after him. Then he twrned in at the rec-
tory gate.

Ho was shown into the 100m where the

¢ How do you guess

He appeared to he in deep mourn-

Reverend Mr. Leicester und hiz wife were ]
sitting.  Two sad grny-huired people, the |
former yery fechle, but not with age, Arthur .
Chavasse had given a pretty accurate account
of matters. I'rom the time that theiv only .
child had ran away with Mr. Castonel, they
had heen breaking in health ; but since her
death, which had occurred six months sub-
sequently, the rector may be snid to have
been'a dying man. -
There was certainly a fatality attending
the wives of Mr. Castonel, and be appeared
to mourn them with sincerity, especially the ;
last. His attire was as black as black could :
be : he had put his cab in black ; the crape !
ou his hat extended from the brim to the .
crown, and be wore o mourning pin and a |
mourning ring with Ellen’s hair in it. He i
abstained from all gayety, took a friendly |
cup of tea occasionally with Mr. and Mrs. |
. Chavasse, and paid a formal visit tothe rec- |
tor and Mrs. Leicester onee a month.

The new curate, Mr. Hurst, was approved
of by Ebury. He was possessed of an
amazing stock of dry, book erudition, but
wag retiring and shy to a fault. He took up
s ubode ut the purish beadle’s, who let
furnished lodgings, very comfortable and
quiet.  One day he received & visit from Mr.
Chavasse, a bluff] hearty, good-tempered
man, - who was steward to the estate of the
Larl of Eastberry, a neighbonring nobleman.

‘T wastalking to Mr. Leicester yesterduy,’
began Mr. Chavasse, shaking hands, ¢and
he told me he thought you were open to a
teaching engagement for an hour or so in
the afternoons.’

¢ Certainly,’ answered the curate, congh-
ing in the nervous manuer habitual to him
when taken by surprise, ‘I would have no
objection to employ my time in that way,
when my duties jor the day are over.)’

¢ That rascal of a_boy of mine, Arthur—
the lad has good abilities, I know, for inthat
respect he takes after his iaother and Fran-
ces, yet there are nothing but complaints
{rom school abont his not getting on.

* Do you not funcy that his abilities may
lie in a different dircction—that be may be
formed by nature for a more bustling life
than a clerical one ?' the curate ventured to
sugcrest,

¢Why, of course, if' he has not got it in
him, it would be ot no use to force him to
be a parson ; but there’s such an opening.
Lord Eastberry has promised me a living for
him. Now it has struck me that it you
would come, say at four o’clock, whichis
the hour he leaves school, and hammer some-
thing into him till half-past five, or six, we
might see what stuft he is really made of.
What do you say?

‘I could eccept the engagement for every
evening except Saturday,” answered M.
Hurst. .

¢All right," cried Mr. Chavasse. ¢Oae
day lost out of the six won’t matier. And
now, sir, what shall you charge ?'

The curate hesitated and blushed, and
then named a very low sum.

¢If it were not that 1 have so mauy chil-
dren pulling at me, I should say it was too

little by half,” observed the straight-forward

Mr. Chavasse; ‘but T can’t stand o high
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figure. My eldest son has tnrned out wild,
and he is o shocking cxpense to mz.  Shall
we begin on Monduy 2

¢If you please. I shall be tendy.”

¢ And mind,” he added, ‘that you ulways
stop and take your ten with us, when you
have no  hetier engngement. I shall tell
Mis, Chavasse to msist on that part of the
bargain.?

Thus it cams 1o puss that the Reverend
Mr. Hurst beeame very intimate at the hense
of Mrs, Chavasse.

As the period will soou arvive when those
who desire to make due preparation for sot-
ting out a Iruit orchard will have to take the

i preliminary steps for carrying out so lauda-

ble a purpose, it may not be regacded as in-

- oppartune if we point out sume facts which

THE BEURRE CLAIRGEAL PEAR.

ought to govern them in the choice of a
site. It must be borne in mind also, that
the several kinds of fruit trees floarish best
in soils that differ very widely from each
other, and that any mistake in this matter,
such, for instance, as planting the plum or
the pear in & sandy loam, or the peachin a
stiff clay, or even a heavy loam, would in-
evitably Jead to certain disappointment.—
With a view to a correet appreciation of
what ought to be done in planting out an
orchard, we have takeu the puitis to collate
and condense from the best authorities on
the subject, the following sammary of con.
ditions that should first be ohserved :

In the first place, then, as to locution,—-
That shoald invariably be on the uplands,
for it is indispensable that the subsoil should
be dry, and whorever the land is at all wet,
resort must he had to underdraining.  The
best soil for the apple is a strong loam liber-
ally limed and manuved.

The pear (lourishes the hest in a stiff soil,
with a large admixture of clay, although it
will do well in almost any soil that is not too
sandy, but care should be taken not to en-
rich the ground too bighly, or the rapid
growth of wood will be ai the cxpanse of
perfect fruit, and will also predispose it to
fire blight, "It dwarf pearsare planted, those
being grafted upon (}uince stocks, a cool
situation and a damp clayey soil is to be pre-
ferred.  With regard to the plum, the more
compact the soil, the better the tree wiil
prosper, and there is this further advantage
tn choosing a heavy clay for this fruit—it
may be tramped firm about the stem, and
thuy, to a certain extent, prevent, by the
closencss of its texture, the harhoring of the
curculio. It is owing to this cause that the
plum succeeds so well in places that are con-
stautly trodden by cattle and in the yards of
city dwellings.

The cherry succeeds well only in dry,
warm situations, and in saudy, gravelly,
loams. The peach also prefers a sandy or
gravelly soil, and one that is tolerably poor
rather than a soil in a high state of fertillity.

With these guides before him, any of our
readers can judge what soil is best for him
to choose, taking into cousideration the
kind of fruit he desires to cultivate, and of
course with the reservation’that the nature

of his Jund admils of a choice in the mutier,

One other essentinl {o suceess in fruit cul-
ture is deep cultivation,  Previous o plant-
ing out the young Lrces, the ground should
not merely he d(z(.;rly Plowed, hut should also
he well subsoiled. The greatest possible
benefit is invaribly derived from loosening
the soil, either by trenching or by the use -
of tha subsoil plow to a depth of al least two
feet—but if' the ground is naturally wet,
under draining must preceda the trenching
or subsuiling, or the trees will not he hene-
fited by any amount of labour that may sub.
sequently be hestowed wpon them,

As a geneval rale, fruit trees planted in
carly spring are helieved to succeed bost, he-
cause the temperature of the air and the
greater {requency of warm rains facilitate
their growth, whilst the mcllowness of the
soil at that season of the year admits of he-
ing more thoroughly pulverized, "and of
course of the freer expansion of the roots
when they take a start to grow.

There are, nevertheless, occasions when
{all planting may be pursued with more than
ordinary success. 1t is usually a period
when labor can be hest spared from the ens.
tomary field operations, and therofore the
work requirved to be done can be performed
more thoroughly than in the spring, when
every species of farm work demands imme-
diate altention,  Moreover, wherever the
winter seasons ar¢ not of extraordinary rigor,
as is mostly the case in this latitede and (o
the South of us, fall-planting. if the trees
are well stuked, has  certain advantages
which should he dnly counsidercd.  In trees
set out in the early part of the season fresh
routs ave furmed and alditional supplies of
nuttiment stored up veady for spring use;
and at the first commencement of warm
weather the foliage puts out as freely asif
the tree had never been removed.—Rural
Register.
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THE BECRRE CLATRGEAU PEAR.

We give this week un engraving of this
new IFreuch variety of pear, which is culti.
vated to some extent in this vicinity. It
wis oz ginated by M. Cladrgean, of Nantes.
The fruit is lavge, and is considered u val-
uable acipusition,  We give the {ollowing
description By Col. Wilder:

¢ Size—extea large. . Torm-—oblong,
ovate pyriform, outline a little irregular.--
Stem—short aud stout, set obliguely and
without much depression.  Calyx—open,
segments short, moderately sunk. Color-
brownish green, coarsely clotted and almost
entirely covered with russet,sometimes inter-
mixed with dull red, on the sunny side.
Flesh—melting and juicy, with anagreeable
sub-acid flavor, vesembling the Baronne
de Mello, but with more aroma, Class—
good ; will probably prove very good.

“The Beurre Clairgequ has [ruited in
several gardens in the vieinity of Boston and
New York, and promises to be a zreat ac-
quisition.  The trec is a strouy, thfty
grower, either on the pear or quince root,
and comes carly into hearing, many treed
which were prafted in the spring of 1851
being now full of fruit buds.” This pear
ripens during the lust of October, or ently
in November.

THE PRETENSION OF # TASTE.”

Taste has frequently an imaginary exist-
ance, unconnected with the intellect. It is
merely hereditury ov acquired, and desceuds
from father to son, with his prejudices and
estate.  Certain authors are adopted into
families.  Bunyan has the sacvedness of &
legacy; the songs of Watts are bouud np with
edrlicst duys at 2 mother's kuee ; and Gray’s
‘Elegy’ incloses a domestic interior of warmti
and alfection in every stanza, Thereare
hymus which have been intoned through the
noses of three generations, and will probably
reach a tenth, with all the music and endear-
ment of theirancestral twang. Iusuch cuses
the heart, not the understanding, is the source
of ivterest, and admiration is only a pleasure
of memory. Taste is often oue of the
aspects of fusbion, Iolly borrows its mask,
and walks out with wisdom arn-iu arm. Like
virtues of greater digmity, it is assumed. The
furniture ‘and decoratious of a room are
arranged to indicate the serious and grace-
ful sentiments of the ocenpant. .Addison
sketehed a swdent of this orderjin whose
library he found Locke ¢ On the Under-
standing,’ with a papec of patehes aniong the
leaves, and all the classic authors, in wood,
with bright backs. Tosuch readers,anewhook
of which people tall, is like o, new costume
which a person of celebrity has introduced.
It is the rage. Nolto be acavainted with
it is to be iil dressed. The pleasnre 18 not
of literature, bt of vanity. The pretended
taste is a polite fraud of society.



