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times, and the chaànces are even, that ;viIl not
suffice, and thiey kzeep at it until tlîe iii teni-
per wvithin you no longer finds sufficient exit
in exclamnatory expletives. \'Vhen the juven-
iles happen to be relatives, wlîom you are at
liberty to, rebuke or dismniss at pleasure, it is
ail very agreeable, but whlen it happens to
be some acquaintance's spoilt " littie dar-
iing," that ponts and howls on tlic sliglitest
provocation, the situation is soinewhlat
altered. Supposing7, like Toddy, it takes a
fancy to " see 'a wheels go 'wound," or to
investigate thie contents of your pockcets,
ruthlessly fiuîgering the interior -of your val-
uable repeater, or mnercilessly dragging froin
thieir liiding places forgotten notes or cher-
ishied phiotogyraplis, and k(eeps you. toastingy
over red-lîot coals of discovery until you
well-niglî despair of ever escaping fronu the
clutches of that tiny monster.

Yet we canniot condenun curiosity as being
in aIl cases a repreliensible quality, for facts
%vouId at once disprove the statement; many
a time it lias led to the averting, of catas-
trophes, or the finding ont of that wliich
lias proved of inestimable valne to nman. It
would be a pity, being common to lîuinanity,
as we have already affirmed, if it wvere
alwvays disagreeable and productive of otlier
tlîan goo(l resnlts. It is simply one of the
many tliings tlîat are evii wlîexî carried to
excess.

AT lengtli E dgar Allan Poe is to receive
full justice at the hands of Mr. J. H.
Ingrani, of London, whio lias just ready for
the press twvo volumes, treating of his wliole
career and its vicissitudes with great full-
ness, and witlî materials said to have beeuî
furnislied by those wlîo were in the closest
relations to lîim, and flot heretofore known
to the public.

0F ail tlîe poets who de flot look like
poets, Robert Browning nma: be said to
look least like a master of verse. He is
stout, comfortable, prosaic, but fine-iook-
ing, in figrure and face. Mr. Browning is
a sturdy believer lu the doctrine of work.
He goes regularly to his stndy every
morning, and tliere wvrites tilI noon, being
in tlîis like Bulwer. He lias been lîcard
to say that he has no patience wvith those
writers whio are obliged to, " 'wait for inspir-
ation."

MACAULAY baRs poiiitecl ont tlat the first
Engoili author Nvhio really madle a good pay-
ing *business of literature ,vas Ricliai-dsoii,
for the crood reason lie publishied lus owNv
wvorks.

rls. OIPHANT, who lias serials iiow run-
iiiiiin tvo Eniglishi magazines, is probably
the nîost prolifie of livi *ng 'vriters. MWitliin
the past thiree years she lias puiblishiec five
or six work(s.

Mrz. EDWARD JE-NIKINS,, the author of
Ginx's Baby," is to be the editor of a new

illustra,,ted diiy paper in London. lIt is to
be of a satirical turn, and its Parliamen-
tary reports are to corne £iuroughi a, tele-
phioie.

IT is statecl that the life. of the late Prince
Imperial, wvhichi is now being- written by
Paul de Cassagnac, is objected to by the ex--
Empress Eugcriie. Not\vithistanidiing, this
there is every probability of its being," p u 1)-
lished iii several European languages.

ROMER WvaS a beggar. Spencer wvas in
want. Cervantes died of litinger. Tferrence,
the dramnatist, wvas a slave. Sir Walter
Raleighi lied on the scaffold. Dryden lived
in poverty and distress. Paul Borghese 1ad
fourteen trades, yet starveci \witli ail. Butler
lived a life of nîeanness and distress. Plan-
tus, the Roman coniiic poet, {nrncd a miii.
Tasso, the Ita-li-.n poet, Nvas often distressed
for five shillings. Stecle, the hurnorist,
lived a life of perfect wvarfare wvithi bailiffs.
Otwvay, the Eingili dramnatist, died prema-
turely, and throughIl hiung,,er. B3entivoglio
wvas refused admnittance into a hospital lie
had himnself«1 erectcd. Chiattertonî, the cIîiid
of genins and misfortune, destroyed hiniself
at eigliteen. The death of Collins wvas
throughi neglect, causing mental derange-
mnent. Savage clied ini prison at Bristol,
whiere lie w~as iml)rsonied for a debt of $40.
Goldsmithi's " Vicar of Wakefield " Nvas sold
for a trifle to save him froin tue grip of the
lawv. Fielding lies in the buryiîig -round of
the Englishi factory at Lisbon, without a
stone to mark the spot. Milton sold the
copyright of " Paraclise Lost" for seventy-
five dollars, in three I)ayments, and finishied
his life in obscurity.


