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times, and the chances are even that will not
suffice, and they keep at it until the ill tem-
per within you no longer finds sufficient exit
in exclamatory expletives. When the juven-
iles happen to be relatives, whom you are at
liberty to rebuke or dismiss at pleasure, it is
all very agreeable, but when it happens to
be some acquaintance’s spoilt “ little dar-
ling,” that pouts and howls on the slightest
provocation, the situation is somewhat
altered. Supposing, like Toddy, it takes a
fancy to ‘“ see ’a wheels go 'wound,” or to
investigate the contents of your pockets,
ruthlessly fingering the interior of your val-
uable repeater, or mercilessly dragging from
their hiding places forgotten notes or cher-
ished photographs, and keeps you toasting
over red-hot coals of discovery until you
well-nigh despair of ever escaping from the
clutches of that tiny monster.

Yet we cannot condemn curiosity as being
in all cases a reprehensible quality, for facts
would at once disprove the statement ; many
a time it has led to the averting of catas-
trophes, or the finding out ot that which
has proved of inestimable value to man. It
would be a pity, being common to humanity,
as we have already affirmed, if it were
always disagreeable and productive of other
than good results. It is simply one of the
many things that are evil when carried to
excess.

AT length Edgar Allan Poe is to receive
full justice at the hands of Mr. J. H.
Ingram, of London, who has just ready for
the press two volumes, treating of his whole
career and its vicissitudes with great full-
ness, and with materials said to have been
furnished by those who were in the closest
relations to him, and not heretofore known
to the public.

OF all the poets who de not look like
poets, Robert Browning may be said to
look least like a master of verse. He is
stout, comfortable, prosaic, but fine-look-
ing, in figure and face. Mr. Browning is
a sturdy believer in the doctrine of work.
He goes regularly to his study every
morning, and there writes till noon, being
in this like Bulwer. He has been heard
to say that he has no patience with those
writers who are obliged to *“ wait for inspir-
ation.”

$literary €ltemo.

Macauray has pointed out that the first
English author who really made a good pay-
ing business of literature was Richaidson,
for the good reason he published his own
works.

Mgs. OLipuaNT, who has serials now run-
ning in two English magazines, is probably
the most prolific of living writers. Within
the past three years she has published five
or six works.

MR. Epwarp JExkins, the author of
“ Ginx’s Baby,” is to be the editor of a new
illustrated daily paper in London. It isto
be of a satirical turn, and its Parliamen-
tary reports are to come tvarough a tele-
phone.

IT is stated that the life of the late Prince
Imperial, which is now being written by
Paul de Cassagnac, is objected to by the ex-
Empress Eugcnie.  Notwithstanding this
there is every probability of its being pub-
lished in several European languages.

HoMER was a beggar. Spencer was in
want. Cervantes died of hunger. Terrence,
the dramatist, was a slave. Sir Walter
Raleigh died on the scaffold. Dryden lived
in poverty and distress, Paul Borghese Iad
fourteen trades, yet starved with all. Butler
lived a life of meanness and distress.  Plau-
tus, the Roman comic poet, turned a mill.
Tasso, the Italian poet, was often distressed
for five shillings. Steecle, the humorist,
lived a life of perfect warfare with bailiffs.
Otway, the English dramatist, died prema-
turely, and through hunger. Bentivoglio
was refused admitiance into a hospital he
had himself erected. Chatterton, the child
of genius and misfortune, destroyed himself
at eighteen. The death of Collins was
through neglect, causing mental derange-
ment. Savage died in prison at Bristol,
where he was imprisoned for a debt of $4o0.
Goldsmith’s ¢ Vicar of Wakefield ” was sold
for a trifle to save him from the grip of the
law. TFielding lies in the burying ground of
the English factory at Lisbon, without a
stone to mark the spot. Milton sold the
copyright of ““Paradise Lost” for seventy-
five dollars, in three payments, and finished
his life in obscurity.



