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THE CHILDHOOD OF THE QUEEN.

“Again o Charlotie,” wrote the old
Duchess of Saxe Coboury on hearing of the
birth of herlittle grand.-daughier, the Prin.
cess Victoria, in the old Palace of Keusing-
ton, “destined, perhaps, to play a great part
ouie day i a Lrother s not born to lake it
out of her hands, The Buglish like
gqueens.” A happy augury for the littde
unconscious baby and a true one. The
Buglish people have had gould reason for
this liking, for mever have they been so
prosperous as when a queen in her own
right sat upon the throne, It was by no
means cerbain for soue time that the haby
princess would- fiually succeed to the throne.
There were several lives betwaen fer andit,
but there was sullicient probability to war-
raut ler beivg trained with that eud in
view,

Ifer mother, on the death of her father,
the Duke of Keut, lived very quictly with
hei children at Kensington, or with her
brother, Prince Leopold, whe afterwards
beeame King of the Belgiaus at Claremont.
Miss Porter, the author of “The Scottish
Chiefs,” who often saw the Princess Vietoria
here, describes heras “a beautiful ehild with
cherubic form of face, clustered round by
glossy, fair vinglets; her complexion re-
markably transparent, with a soft but often
heightening tinge of the sweet blush rose
upon her checks, imparting a peenliar byil-
liauey to her clear blue cyes.” She was, it
is related, a lively child, extremely fond of
play, always pleased to talk to straugers,
and manifesting a Jove of popularity which
has been quite absent from her later life.
Day after day the little one mizht be seen
in white cotton freck and bread straw hat
in company with her half-sister, Feodora,
trotling back and forth with her little cart,
not at all disturbed by the crowds who
gathered to wateh her, but would occasion-
ally run to the palings, curtsey, kiss her
hand, and stop to chat with all who spoke
to her.

Threec months after the Princess Victoria
there was born over in the ducal courtat
Saxe-Cohourg, the cousin who was to exert,
a few years later, such a grand influcnce
over her life, and many charming stories are
told of the bits of nwsery gossip exchanged
between  the fumilies. Little  Albert’s
mother fondly declared that he was of ex-
traordinary beauty, “had great blue cyes,
dimples on cach cheek, three teeth, and at
cight months old was already beginning Lo
walk ;7 while the doings of “the little
Mayllower,” were faithfully detailed vo the
old grandmother, and the devoted German
nurse, who divided her time between the
two houscholds, ““ could not sulliciently de-
seribe what “a dear little Jove” the baby at
Kensington was. And over this beloved
nicce and nephew no father could have
watched with more faithful love and wateh-
ful care than did the wise Prince Leopold.

If the Princess Victoria had been only a
peasant’s ¢hild she could not lhiave been
Lrought up in stricter habits of cconomy
and thrift,” She had her regular allowance
of pocket money, aud on no account were
her expenditures allowed to go beyond it
On one oceasion al a bazaar at Tunbridge
Wells she had been buying presents for her
relatives, when justas her money was goune
she remembered one cousin more, and that
she could not purchase a certain beautiful
box which she wanted for him. The
shop-keeper, of course, was publing it
up with the xest of the purchases when
her governess interposed, saying that
it was against the rule, that the DTrincess
must not buy anything for which she could
not pay at once. The shopkeeper then
offered to put the box aside until she could
purchase it.  There wasno rule to be found
agaiust this, and the Urincess’s next quarter
day found her on her donkey before seven
o’clock in the morning, and off to the store
where she paid the money and carried oft
ber bLox. She was taught to be very
thorougl! in allshe undertook. She studied
the British Coustitution under a famous
Law Professor, and at twelve years old she
was o fair Latin seholar, able to read Virgil
and Horace. She was enthusiastically fond
of music, and sketching became her {avorite
amusement. She was also a regular reader
of Harriet Martineau’s stories in illustration
of political economy, and on one oceasion
she told Robert Southey that she derived
great pleasure from reading his poetry and
prose, and that she had gone through his
*Life of Nelson” half a dozen times.

The regular simplicity of the life of the
young princess is well illustrated by the

story of a great ball given by the Marquis
of Exeter, when she was just seventeen,
which she attended, She opened the hall
with the Marquis and then after her one
dance wassent guietly off to bed, The King
often expressed great indignation that she
was not allowed to attend the drawing-
rooms and take part in other court -cere-
monies, his anger once cavrying him so far
as to publicly insult the Duchess of Kent at
a diner party which he gave at Windsor
Castle in celebration of his last birthday, at
which both she dnd the Princess Victoria
were present,

Until the little girl was twelve years old
no hint of her true position as probable heir
to the crown ever reached her cars. But
when a Bill was brought into Parliament Lo
wake the Duchess of Kent Regent in case
the Princess was called upon to aszend the
throne before she came of age, it was
thought nccessary to tell her.  How the
situation was made kuown to her can best
be told in the words of her governess the
Baroness of Lebgen as she related it in a
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letter to the Queen more than twenty years
afterwards,

“I ask your Majesty’s leave,” she wrote,
“to cite some remarkable words of your
Majesty when only twelve years old ; while
the Regency Bill was in progress, I then
said to the Duchess of Kent that now for
the first time your Majesty ought to kuow
your place in the Succession. Her Royal
Llighness agreed with me, and T put the
genealogical table into the historical hook.
When Mr. Davys (the Queen’s instructor,
afterwards Bishop of Peterborough) was
goue, the Princess Victoria opened the book
again as usnal, and secing the additional
paper, said, ‘I never saw that before.” ¢ 1t
was not thought necessary that you should,
Princess,” I answered. °Isce, I am ucarer
the throue than I thought? ¢So it is,
Madam,’ I'sxil, After some moments the
Princess restuned ¢ Now many a child would.
boast, but they don’t know the dilliculty.
There is much splendor, but there is much
responsibility.” The Princess having lifted
Tap the fore-finger of her right hand while
she spoke, gave me that little haud saying,

‘I willbe good, I understand now why

you urged me go much to learn even Latin,
My cousivs Aungustz and Mary never did :
but you tuld me Latin is the foundation of
Fnglish grammar, and of all the elegant
expressions, and I Jearned it as you wished
it, but I understandall better now,’ aud the
little Princess gave me her hand, repeating,
‘I will be good.” ”” Iuno known incident
of the childhood of the Princess, as in his
touching litile scene, does the futnre mature
character of the Quecn so clearly manifest
itself.
————

DEAD SOULS.

An old physician remarked lately, “There
is no study in hwman uature so diflicult to
use as a certain class of young girls.  Ispent
a part of this sunimer with two specimens
of this class  They had the usual amount
of eapacity for olserving, nnderstanding and
feeling, They had been educated at much
cost to their parents ; bolh were constant
attendants at church,

“I saw nothing in their faces, manuers,!|

THE QUEEN TAKING THIE OATH ON HELR CORONATION, JUNL 2311, 1838,

or bearing to argue that they wereimbecile,
Their mother was an invalid, nearing the
grave. Nothing could be more touching
than the patient, appealing gaze wilh which
her eyes followed them, watehing for some
signal of affection. But they had eyes and
thonglt for nothing but a gown they were
making, They were used to her love, her
illness, even to the thought of her death,

# [ walked out with them through a great
forest under the solemu stars, They saw
no beauty, no sublimity, in them. They
chattered incessantly of the new trimming
of their bonnets. They were used to the
meaning of the trees and stars. The only
thing apparently to which they were not
used were the changes in ribhons, puffs and
flounces,

“T went to church with them, and listened
to the great ‘Te Deum’ which has come
down to us through many ages, and lifted
the hearts of countless worshippers to God.
They nudged each other while they sang it
to look at a beaded cloak in the next pew.

“We physicians now test the temperature
of a patient’s body, and if we find it helow
a certain degree, know that death is already

in the heart. When I find o low a degree
of temperature in the words, activus aud
thoughts of a human body, 1 begin to fear
that the soul within is cold aud dead beyoud
recall.” :

Old John Bunyan taunght us the sane
lesson in his picture of the man with the
muck-rake, who incessantly scraped together
the foul, perishable stufl, amdl kept his eycs
bent on it, while the great world opened
around him, and the winds blew,  and the
sun shone, and Ged waited for him hehind
thew all.

Do we, tuo, use this rake, and what is it
that we gather I—Youth's Compuanion.

———
NOT “SMART.”

Of all forms of bad breeding, the pert,
smart manner aflected by boys and girls of
acertain age is the most offensive and imper-
tinent. One of these so-called smart boys
was once cemployed in the oflice of the
treasurer of a Western railway. He was
usually left alone in the ollice between the
hours of cight and nine in the moruing, and
it was his duty to answer the questions of
all eallers as clearly and politely as possible.

One morning a plainly dressed old gentle-
man walked quietly in, and asked for the
cashier, .

“ [Te’s out,” said the boy, without looking
up from the paper-he was reading,

*Do you know where he is ¥?

13 NO'”

“When will ie be in 9

“Bout nine o’clock.” .

“It’s nearly that now, isn’tit? Ihaven’t
Western time ?

“ There’s the clock,” said the boy smartly,
puinting to a clock on the wall.

“Oh yes; thank you,” said the geutle-
man. “Ten minutes until nine, Can I
wait here for him P’ '

“I s’pose so, though this isn’t a public
hotel.”

The boy thought this was smart, and he
chuckled aloud over it, " He did not offer
the gentleman a chair, or lay down the
paper he held.

“I would like to wrile a note while I
wait,” said the caller; “will you please get
me a picee of paper and an envelope 7”7

The boy did so, and as he banded them to
the old gentleman, he coolly said,—

“ Anything else?”?

“Yes,” was the reply.  “I would like to
kno,\‘v the name of such a smart boy as you
are,”

The boy felt flattered by the word
“smart,” and wishing to show the full ex-
tent of his smartness, replied,—

“I'm onc of John Thompson’s kids, Wil-
liam by vame, and I answer to the call of
‘Dilly,” But here comes the boss!”?

The “hoss” eamne in, and, seeing the
strangrer, cried out,~—

*“Why, Mr, Smith, how do youdo? I’m
delighted to sce you, We’—

But John Thompson’s “kid” heard no
more. 1le was ooking around for lis hat,
Mr, Smith was president of tfhe road, and
Billy heard from him later, to bis sorrow.
Any-one needimg a boy of Master Dilly’s
peculiar “smartuess” might secure him, as
he is still out of employment.—Youlh’s
Companion,

—_————e

IMPORTANCE OF FIDELTY TO
TRUTLL,

“Father tells wrong stories; don’t he,
Buwery 7 Didn’t you hear him say to My,
Ballard, yesterday morning, that he paid
two hundred dollars for the new hyrse,
when be told mother the night before it only
cost him one hundred and twenty-five?
And don’t you know he told him, too, he
should be obliged to ask him sixty dollars
per acre for that farm land, which was just
what it coet him a year ago ; when Lsaw fa-
ther pay money for it, and know it was
only forty ? And then to shut us up here
because T told him we came directly from
school, when he happened tosee us stopping
by the wayside ! Oh ! didn’s he look stern
when le said he would not have any lying
boys about him ! T wanted to ask him why
he told Mr. Welles, this morning, he was
such a faithfnl friend to him, and would do
anything to favor him, and then turn right
around, the moment he was gone, and say
he despised the man, and would not do him
a good turn to suve his life ; and when mo-
ther remoustrated a little, he said, ¢ Oh
poliey, my dear; Mr, Welles is a man ofin.
ttnence.” *—DBib, Muscum.
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