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while skaiting, and thant the Hurnane Sociefy were piling upan me
a Peton, or rather a Veguvius of blankets. 1 awokie a little refresh-
ed. Alas ! it 'vas the 25th of the month--it ivas Christmas-day !
Let the reader, if lie possesses the imagination of Milton, con-
ceive my sensation.

I «sallttowc an atom of dry tonst-n otîing could calm the fever
of my saut. 1 stirrcd the lire and rend Zimmernfian aiternately.
Even reason--the Iast remedy one has recourse ta in such cases-
came nt length to my relief:!1 argued myself Into a philosopbic
fit. But, uniuckily, just as the Lethean tide wvithin me %Yi@ at ils
hieigtlit, my Iandtady brokie in upori my Iethergy, and cbaseil awvay
hy a single word att the bte eprites nind pleastires that iverc ar-
tmng ns my physicians, and prescribing balm for my wvounds. She
pid me the usiuat complimente, and then--"l Do you dine at
home to day, Sir ?'> abrupîty inquired she. H-ere was a question.
No Spanisli inquisitor ever inflicted such complete dismay ini so
short a sentence. 1lad she given me a Sphynx ta expound, a
Gardian tangle ta untwist ; had she set me a tesson in> algebra, or
askcd me the way to Crebdignag ; had she desired me to shewv
ber the North Pote, or the mneaning of a metodrama ;-any or ail
of these 1 might have accomplished. But to repuest me ta define
my dinner--to inquire in ils latituide-to compel me to fatho M'
that sea of'appefite %vhich 1 riow feit rushing through my frame-
ta ask me ta drive into futurity, and becorne the prophet of pies
and preserves !--Mly heart died within me at the impossibitity of
a1 reply.

She bad repeateil the question befare 1 conid colleet my sen-
ses around me. Tbp.n, for the tirst time, it occurred ta me that,
in> the event of my havinýr no engagement abroad, my landlady
me2nt to invite me !"There will ut lenst be tbe two daughters,"
1 whispered to myseif ;" and after ait, Lucy Matthews is a cbarm-
ing girl, and touches the barp divinely. She bas a very smal
I)retty hand, 1 recollect ; oniy her fingers are so punctured by
the needle--and 1 rather thinkç she bites ber nails. No, 1 wilt
not even now give up my hope. It was yesterday but a straw-
ta day it is but the thistie down ; but 1 ivilI ding ta it ta the last
moment. There are stili four bours left ; tbey will nat dine titi
six. One desperate struggte, and the perid is past ; let me flot be
seduced by this iast golden apple, and i may yet win the race."
The struggle svas made-" I should not dine at. borne." This wvas
the only phrase left me ; for 1 could not say that Il 1 sboutd dine
out." Atas ! that an event shouid be at the same time so doubt*
fut and so desirable. 1 onty begged, that If any letter arrived, it
might be brought to me irnmediately.

The iast piank, the last optinter, hait now given wvay beneath
me. i was floating about with no hope but the chance of some-
thing aimost impossible. They bad Il left me atone," not with
my glory, but wîth an appetite that resembled an avalanche seek-
ing svbor it mighft devour. 1 bad passed one dinnerless day, and
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