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in propitiating, and in our relations with whom we may feel that we have
not made our own calling and election sure,

But inconsiderateness often takes a wider range than this, and the
injunction, “ Muke the most of thy friends |” is frequently felt to have g
more literal fulfilment. How irrepressibly, for instance, does the young
literary aspirant follow us to our lair, and, when we have Jjust settled down,
a8 we thought, to an afternoon’s uniuterrupted work, bescech us to read
over the poom or the essay he has written 9 With what ruthlessness, too,
does his elderly maiden sister, with a portfolio of unpublish.ed treasure,
drop in upon us unwarily, and take up our time with the prolix narration
of her intellectual strivings.” Nor have we peace when both have gone, for
the express or the postman rings, and a voluminous package of manuseript
is shot at us, with an irresistible appeal to read and deliver literary judg-
ment upon it, as if the world paid one to sit continuously en banc for the
benefit of nascent authorship. Then there ig the man wh
imagination conceives that you huve done him an injury,
somehow stood in the way of his personal advancement,
your brain trying to account for his pitiful animuy,
assuring yoursclf that you had long forgotten his soured and disappointed
existence. But for this —to him the unpardonable sin—he stabs you in
the dark, and in some hole-and-cornor broadsheet pours out the venom of
his small mind in lying print.  This, however, iy the inconsiderateness of
the dastard, and with him and his kind we are glad to have no words,

Equally glad are wo to have as fow words with another plague of this
boorish age—the anonymous letter-writer.  His diabolical modo of attack
is generally by menns of a post-card, open to the gaze of every one who
thinks it not dishonourable to read these so-callod nou-privileged communi.
cations, When you happen to have written some article which arrests
attention, or, over your own signature, to have unburdened your soul in
the newspapers on some subject you feel strongly about, then is the time to
look out for the anonymous hbeller, who calls you foul names, accuses you
of being a merconary hireling, and peremptorily and unqualifyingly consigns
you to eternal infamy, % Tury nuthor,” said the poet Geay, “and straight-
Wiy you expuse yourself to pit, boxes, and gallery any coxcombin the world
may come in and hiss if ho pleases; ay, and what is almost as bad, clap too, and
you eannot hinder him.”  Ouly onco in o while does your anonymous lester-
writer condescend to reason with you, advance argument to confute your
position, or endeavour to recluim you from the supposed error of your
ways,  Still more seldom are you gratilicd at recoiving u noto of commend-
ation and agreement, and never dovs it chanee to come from an anonymous
source, If that good fortune at any time befall you, it is a pleasing echange
from the calumny heaped upon you by the stalking pestilence circulntod
through the modium of the unsigned post-card,  To strike back in the case
of those dastardly stabs in the dark, in, of course, impossiblo 3 and all that
is loft you iy to muke unlimited druughts on your philosophic conmposure,
and to take what comfort you can in quoling that remembered scrap of
your Lavin Delectus : mens sibi consein rect,

Another of the insatferables, who takos no end of libe
the young person with the “ Album of Mental Charac
thirst for knowlodgo is unslakewble, particularly in those facts with which
album makors so iugqmimmly contrive to tortura mankind, and above all,
those who sndeavour unostentatiously to live by their pen. . Who doeg not,
kunow, who has not suffired from, thix ghoul iy litcrary society, who affucty
the intolloctunl ealling, and, note book in hand, vindictively haunty those
who pursuo it} Nothing is sncred from hix intrusiveness, ny no cynicigm
avails to prevent him from plying you with his questions,  ** What ”_
launches bravely forth - gpg your mental characteristios ay an author 7
“ Which part of the day do you devoto to your work 1”4 ])g you havo
to give much polish to what you have written, or do your thoughts flyw
frooly in good litorary form 1" But who does not know the stock questions
put tv one who is accustomed to write for the press, and who hay not experi-
enced the weariness with which one turng from his work to fitl up the
irritating blanks and get rid of the torment? The serious aims of thoge
who thus haunt one mnke the interruption the more intolerable,  [f pow
and then thero were only a gleam of humour in the catechisings to vary
the monotony, one could put up with the annoyance ; but how rarely does
humour minke apology for impertinonce 4 Why, for instance, should nog
theso questions be differently constructed —sny upon sowme model guch ag
the following? ¢ What effect have interruptions and a bugg of conversa-
tion upon your work 17 Do you take occasion to revise your manuscript
when you are being interviewed, or only when the printer’s devil * ig
waiting1”  “ Do you find your thoughts take g Prose form after an glter.
cation with your landlady 9" ¢ Whep g dun’ is at the door, have you
much difticulty in expressing your thoughts?” ¢ Can you write spring
poetry best during o snow storm 17 Have you to loosen your necktie
and unbutton your shirt collar when you are indiglmntly replying to a
critique upon your work in the newspapers 1"

But if such idiocy is to be tolerated, why should not the interrogations
be made to scrve some cthical purpose ! Why should not the questions be
framed 80 as to vvoke litumry Judgments, the circulation of which might
benetit the community I How advantageous would it be, for instance, to
procurc and disseminate answers to the following questions? « your
opinion, what are the moral influences of political journalism 1 and which
of the party crgans supplies the best incentive to the intellectual life 1"
“Do you think ¢ boodle-contracts ’ and ‘log-rolling’ in the Legislature
wake for righteousness in the nation 3" ¢ Is there any moral objection to
Riel's scatfold being made tho Liberal ladder to power?” ¢« What prospect
is there of an early union between the Presbyterian and the Roman Catholic
Churches, and which of these bodies iy likely to exercise the greatest influ-
ence in the coming electiong 3” Is it not written in the Book of Fate
that all the members of the Present Ontario Cabinet will die in the Roman
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Catholic faith 17  « J1g,e you any doubt of the Dominion Premier bei8

the Man of Sin ¢” . he topi¢
Our readers may be assured that we have far from exba’l}swd { eisms"

which we set out to illustrate, ag general experience of ** Social Solec

. i ru -
will doubtless abundantly testify,  With one aggravated form of inter Ife
tion—that of the placi

\ ave got to the end of our allotted space, on 0
much-enduring editor we ourselves must not be a living illustrati ]

. X - 3 wou
Inconsiderateness, or exem plify in our person one of the nuisances weAM
strenuously seek to suppress, G. MERCER ADAM:
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SALVETTE AND BERNADON,
[Translated from the Fr

ench of Alphonse Daudet.]
I,

. ot8
It was Christmag Eve, in one of the largest cities of Bavaria. The 8tr

. i t
were covered with snow 5 and in the confusion of the fog, the noiseé of
carriages and bells, the crowq i

air booths, in which there w

. tooﬂs!
: » the snow paggeq over them, and hung in fes venir
like the shadows of the forest of Thuringen, being, as it were, a 80U

- 0l . .nd
of Nature, in the fictitioys life of winter, It grows dark. There, bel::
the gardeng of the Consul, one can still gee g ray of the setting sub,

; 80
roseate hue, across the fog; angd there is in the city such gaiety 9‘n?vin-
many preparations for the féte, that each light which illuminates the hat
dows secins to hang ‘

o bofore a Christmas-tres, The reason for this 18 the
1t is not an ordinary Christmag time. We ave in the year 1870, and ”
birth of Christ g only a pretex to drink stil] more to the iuustr}oﬂ
“Von der Than,” ang to celebrate the triumph of the brave War”on'
Christmas !  What 5 Christmas! The Jews of the lower town are e‘ﬁ’;e
merry.  Thoere iy o] Augustug Cahn, who became dizzy in turning 8
corner of the Blye Grape, Hig ferret-like eyes were never so bright,

Lo-mght.. His little bunch of brushwood never snapped about so cheer! i

Inside his worn sleeve
a little basket fu]) to the
a bottle protruded from

And now, at thiy time, whe

ke i it - . 'clocks
basket on hig arm, it is becaunse the military hospital closes at five 0'clo
and there are two Frenchme

e c
' " Waiting for him up there in that large, bl
house with the barred windows, where Christmags time has nothing

brighten ity coming but the iy lights which are placed at the head of e
beds of the dyir -

18,
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The hames of these Frenchmen are Salvette and Bernadon. _They
belong to the nfantry from

they enlisted in the sane but;t:tlion, and were wounded by the same she »
Salvette, who iy the

. stronger of the two, could get up and walk a few stelll’:
from his bed to the window. Bernadon did not get well so fast. In b -
dim curtains of his hospital-bed he seemed to grow thinner and more ans
Ruishing from day to day, and, when he spoke of returning home, it wan
with the sad smile of the dying, in which there is more resignation that
hope.  To-day, however, he brightened up a little in thinking of th®
beautiful Christmag time, which, in Provence, resembles a great blaze 0
light in the middle of winter, He remembered coming out of church .&fbel'
widnight mass, the church decorated and lighted, the streets of the village
black with people ; then waiting up late around ’the table, the three tradi-

tional torches buruing, and the Pretty ceremony of the yule log that the
graudfather carried about the h i

G read and wine the invalid’s eyes gli“tened'
But how can it be anaged 1 They have neither money nor Wawhf:;
_ ote for forty francg in the lining of his coat. Only be
mtended to keep this for the day when they should be liberated, to
spent at their fipst halting-place at an hotel in France. That money W88
sacred.  He felt he mugt not touch it. Nevertheless poor Bernadon was
soill!  Who knows if he will ever be able to retlirn home? And W°
might have a jolly Christmag time feasting together : and ought we not £
profit by this chance } ° ’

Then, without saying a word, Salvette ripped the lining of his coat to
get at the note ; and when old Cahn came and made his usual round, afte?
huvmg'a long discussion wigh him in a low tone, he slipped the square ©
paper into his hand, It wag stiff and yellow, smelling of powder an
stained with blood, Krom this time Salvette had g preoccupied air. °
rubbed his handg together, and swiled to himself, when he looked at Ber-
nadon,  And now that it was dusk he was by the window with hhls
head pressed against the glass, watching until he saw through the fog the

man he was waiting for—ol( Augustus Cahn—who arrived all out 0
breath, with hig little basket on hig arm,
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It is the solemn hour of midnight, which all the clocks in the city are
striking, It fe)) dismally on the night of the restless and wounded ones.
The hospital is quiet, lighteq only by the dim lamps suspended from thel
ceiling, Deep shadows hang over the beds and bare walls with perpetua



