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think, less than when I last saw you,” sho said
regrotfully.

Tho young Indy reared her head, drow herself
up, and walked somo paces off to the otherend of
tho room, aud ilien, tutning round, faced Miss
Austwicke, and said, * Let mo inpiess upon
you, Aunt Honor, that I have grown niore than
balf an inch—very nearly three-quarters—sinco
last Christmas. Aud why doyouall bemoun me
s0? I'vo plenty of years to grow in. 'l not
for on in my tecns yet.!

“ And every Austwicke, T am sure, was talier
at ten or cleven,” said ber aunt,

% QOh, that may be. Tho poet Burts says—

¢ Agk why God mado tho gem £o small,
And why so hugo tho granite ¥

Becauso ho meant maukiud should set
Tho highce valuo onit.’ "

“ T don't know, Gertrude” said Miss Austwicke,
“ that your ancestors, the Austwickes, wero gra-
nite. ‘The Dunoons, being Scoteh, might be,”

“ And the Austwickes chalk, perhaps 7"

Fortunately, ler saucy rejoinder was not
heard, for Miss Morris was taken with » congh
that drowned the words.  Yet, as shestood crect,
making the most ofher small stature, it was diffi-
cult to Gind fault with a creature at once sospark-
ling and solovely. Theface that loocked outofits
shining aurcolo of pale golden hair was of & pear-
1y, pink-tinted fairness, that warmed into so glow-
ing o tint, that the little mouth resembled a cleft
cherry, The dimpled cheeks and finm chin com-
pleted the sweetest ghort oval shape ; and the
open forchead would have been too wide, but that
it was softened by browsso flaible aund delicately
traced, that they gave at will an arch or peusive
character o the countenance.  Had thesleepiest
palo cyes that ever blunde possessed gone with
this combination of funtures, there would have
been beauty—and great beauty——in the face ;
but when the soft, white, full eyclids raised their
dark fringes, and revealed clear browa eyes, full
of light and fecling, both their colour and
radiance twero a surprise to the heholder.

It might be, for'tisa lore soon learned, that
the child whose cradle bad been surrounded by
flatterers of her beauty would Lave prized it too
highly. But thero was a wholesuroe drawback,
as yearg passed on. The fairy of the nursery
still continued a fairy in size, and there were ime
patient exclumations aod pitying murmurs. It
atttered not that the furm, like the face, was
delicately perfect, if it was always to be a were
tiny miniature ; for the Austwickes, a tall apd
stalwart race, reckoned it a necessary adjunct to
comeliness in man or woman that they should
be what is called # well grown?

However, if mental growth had contented
them, Gertrude was certainly well developed in
that. Kept carcfully from books in early child-
hood, from a fear that her growth might be re-
tarded, she had found means to cxerciso her me-
mory in every sony, poem, story that she heard,
and when she was allowed to begin her school
studics, her progress was that of one who, biaving
been kept from the exercise of afaculty, was sud-
denly freed. Miss Motris, who had beeu the
nursery governess of the child, when Mrs. Basil
Austwicke wasadvised to place her only daugh-
ter &t school, became, by that lady’s recommen-
dation, o junior teacher in the establishment that
her young chargo was transferred to, and after-
wards continucd Lo be regarded o8 a sort of
attaché to Gertrude.

While wo bave been thusdiverging into deserip-
tion, the littlo nicce had crept close to her avats
chair, and, touching her black dress, said—

¢ I nover knew my Uncle Wilfred, aunt. Will
his death be a great gricf to papa or to you??

¢ 1t occurred in the prime of his days, cbild
He bad been long away from us all. It issad.”

#1 wonder ho did not marry, and bave some
ouo to love bim and make a bhome for bim. It
scems hard to think he dicd at an ino, as your
letter 8aid.”

Her wordsstung Miss Austwicke. ¢ We'll not
talk, little True. You're tired, and want refresh-
ment”

The coming of this young lady so'suddenly to
Chaco 1Iall of coursc suspended the purposed
Journey of her aunt, who, it may be, was not

sorry in her secret heart that a postponement of
an investigation so foreign to her usual regular
habits should have occurred.

Al littlo did she know that a time would
come when the guilty secrecy she was maintain.
ing would eat like & gnawing cancer into her
heart, ard banish for ever all peaco At present
these unknown children inherited nothing, as she
argued, but & name—Dbarren to them of woalth—
it might bo of influencoe ; what, afterall, could it
matter?  Why should she goil the fawmily honour
by such & disgraceful avowal? Littlo did she
deem that the family honour would be perilled far
more by concealment. .

(To be continued.)

CANADIAN BOOKS.

—

\ AXNY years have gone by since th Rev,
L Sydney Smith asked the question, ** Who
has ever read an American book?’ The Repub-
lic can now answer the inquiry by pointing to
such names as Washinglon Irving, Cooper,
Longlllow, Bryant, Prescott, and Motley. 1If
somo cynic of the present day were to propound
the query, “ Who has ever read a Canadian
book ?" what respouse should be returned 2 Still
there aro some cxcellent Cavadian works, the
seeds of which will one day be a vigorous na-
tional literature, but whichnow lic biddcnaway,
and like the graing of wheat in the cerecloths
of an Fgyptian mummy, still retdin the vital
principle, and only await the lapso of time, a
moro wellowed soil, aud more of the sunlight, to
grow up into a fair and fruitful intellectual
harvest.

A nation without & native literatare is like o
body without & soul, In tho rudest times, the
people of the British Isles, as well as those of
Western Europe, had a literature of their own,
and only awaited the advent of the printing
press to give it permanency, and secure for it
the recognition of the world. Unatil it assumed
a more artistic shape in after days, it was com-
posed of the kindred clements of poetry and
legend, with here and there a group of historic
facts, softencd down by time, and tinged with
many a hue of the imagination; but still it was
as much a part of the life of these nations as the
air they breatbed; it kept cach of them com-
bined, watchful, sometimes warlike, and jn most
cases progressive. And these results were
achicved by bolding up before the memory the
deeds of the past, and by appealing to one of the
most powerful passions that sway the human
nind—that of emulation.

If then, in tho cra of the troubadour, and the
tournament, most of the European nations
could lay claim to a literature of their own,even
though this literaturo wero oral and not written ;
ifat the present day, tho United States have won
for themselves an bonourable nicho in the
tomple of letters, why is it that the Canadians
have not yet steuggled further than the portal?
The answer is simple, but it i3 humiliating , they
have refused that encouragement to talent at
home, which is one of the essential clements of
Success abroad ; and if a writer may have done
well, they have never stimulated bim to do
better. To acquire fame beyond the Province,
is to reflect credit upon the Province itself, but
fame, even within its boundarics, i3 dealt out
with o sparing hand; not perhaps so much from
lack of tho power to appreciate, as from utter
indifference to anytbing doue in the way of
authorship by thoso of its citizens who launch
their literary barque on the treacherous waves
of local popularity.

One of tho principal causes which militate
against a native Canadian literature, is the vast
swarm of publications which the United States
send across the borders every week ; they are
expected with intense anxiety, and their contents
cagerly devoured by Canadian readers. Such
broadsheets as the New York Ledger cxerciso
~ wost demoralizing cffect on the minds of youth
Jby exciting their passions, unsettling their
imaginations, supplying an ushealthy mental
stimulus, and 1ast but not least, perverting and
corrupting their moral sentiments, Xt would be

absurd to deery native patronage of forcign
literary excellenco; but such pestilent trash as
the Ledger and its kindred should receive not
tho support but the exccration of tho reading
public of all communities. How can the perusal
of such publications ndminister to the intellectual
cravings of tho reading public, and how do they
cffect such a task? How, but by means tho
most pruricnt and most reprekensible. Tho
novel, as it was understood by Goldsmith and
Sic Walter Scott, was as much a medivm of
instruction ag entertainment ; it had an aim, and
that aim was to paint in jts real colours, that
rare aud varying picturo which we call human
nature—to bring out in truthful lights and
shadows thoso virtues and vices of which the
best of us aro composed—in 8 word, to direct
and not to mislead, to purify not to vitiate. Do
publications like the New York Ledger pursne a
similar course? Their wission is to supply
uworkid food to depraved appetites, and what
they serve up is as foul a compound as ever
seethed in tho witches’ cauldron,

To judge, by the number of vicious novels that
now find readers whereverthe English languago
is spoken, one would be led to believo that the
public taste of the days of Waverly and of our
own time are widely diflerent things; but such
i3 tho fact, and tho extravaganzas of Miss Brad-
don find favour whero Ivanhoe and the Bride of
Lammermoor lic dusty end neglected. Time,
however, will set this right, and we are suro,
will also bring to light many a work of merit,
tho production of Canadian talent—bat on the
other hand, posthumous reputation isbut a sorry
recompensc, a poor incentive, to sustained effort;
and when wo think of such a reward, wo aro
coropelled to remember the case of Buras, who,
bad ho received in life tho half of the money
spent after bis death, in commemorating bim,
might have lived to a green old age, and given
to Scotland and the world the productions of a
more matured genius.

That thero is an abundant ficld for & Canadian
national literature there can bo no doubt; that
workers can bo found is also beyond question;
but then arises the query—ill they be rewarded
for ¢ bearing tho burden and hest of the day 77
The experience of the past is agaitsi such a
probability, but thero are strong reasons for
hoping that the tido has begun to turn, It i3in
the power of the people of the Province to hasten
the day when Canadian books will find readers,
not only within but beyond the boundaries of
their country. So far, the intellectual classes
of Canada would seem to have the same sort of
respect for their authors as actuated 1ue Italicn
who preferred to be sent for a long term of years
to tho galleys, rather than read the history of
his own country written by Guicardinni,

Tas Power oy Huvsue.~An inedividaal who
opened a small tavern near the field of Waterloo,
says an Awerican, was frequently questioned as
to whetber Lo did or did not possess some relics
of the battle, and be invariably and honestly an-
swered in tho negative. But he was very poor;
and onc day while lamenting to a neigbbour not
only his poverty, but the annoyance to which
travellers subjected him, his friend cut him
sbort with, #\Vell, mako ono help the other—
make somo relics”—*But what can Ido?”in-
quired tho pcor man.  “Tell them that Napoleon
or Wellington entered your shopduring the bat~
tle and sat down in that chair.” Not long after
an English tourist entered the tavern, and, in-
quiring for relicg, was told tho chair story. The
chuir was bought at an incredible price. The
next comer was informed that Wellington had
taken a drink, and the Wellington tumbler was
sold. Tho third arrival gazed with breathless
wonder at the nail oo which Bonapartehad hung
his hat; the fourth purchased the doorposts be-
tween which he bad entered; and tho fifth be-
camo tho happy possessor of tho flour on which
he bad trodden. Atlast adwices, the fortunaw
tavern keeper hiad not a roof to cover his head,
and was sitting on 8 bag ¢f gold in the corner
of o deep pitformed by selling the carth on.winch
tho houge bad g100d,



