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could have picked up such a wifo inmy beggar-
ly days.”

“ For my carringe and gowgaws," said Juan,
*if 1 can have a paic of atout shoes, to keep tmy
feet dey when I go for the watdr, I shall be only
too thankful.” R

“ But indeed, Joan,” persisted her husband,
geatly, ¢ that such a chiunge will come to us I
am as confideut as o man can well be; and I do
think it beseems thee, as well as me, to look
furward and grow accustomed 10 the prospect,
or where wilt thou be when it comes upon
theo ?”

« Next w -ck is prospect enough for me,” suid
Joan; “and a dreary prospect, too, with no
money to meet it with, and all the town against
us "

¢ Then there is Dick.  He should assuredly
be got over certain habits of his which will, in
our new life, be constantly bringing the old lifo
to the nnpleasant remembrance of ourselves and
others.”

«“ At present I havoe as much as ever I can do
to get him cver the disappointment of not hav-
g & new coat, instead of this patched oue, to go
1o school in,” answered Joan, holding up the coat
tor Arkdale to view.

Arkdale ceased speaking to her, and set him.
self to studying his speech for to-morrow. Joun
went on with her wending,  Jenkyns wished his
muster and mistress good.nighy, aud went out,

Ho bad scarcely bLeen gone time enough to
aseend tho arca steps when a confused noise was
heard—a noise which made Arkdale and Joan
start, and turn their eyes towards the door. Hum-
phrey rose and and reached down his hat.

« Fools I he muttered ; “ would they daro lny
hands on the poor lad 2

Arkdale went out.  Joan wentto the door and
listened. A crowd bad just issued from the
« George.” Ouae man, with his bleared, uncor-
tain eyes, had espied Jenkyus, and begun to
hoot hin, and Arkdale found all the rest follow-
ing his example, and making a stoppage in the
rond.

« Hi, mates, hi! here's th’ wizard's ’prentice !

¢ Yes, 'ny boys, and here's his master,” slout-
ed Arkdule. ¢ Come, afree passage for the lad,
and consult me if you want anything. I man-
age my own business myself, as cverybody
kuows.”

4 An’ & black business, too! Look at his
hands, mates—Ilook at his hands !

This was directed at poor Jenkyns, whose
hands were much stained with thedy:. A vulley
of howls followed, in which the words, © wizard,”
« inventor,” and the # Broowbhill pond;’ were mix-
cd confusedly.

« Inventor! Yes, my lads,” said Arkdale,
# and I'll show yvou an investion prescatly that
<hall disporse ye a little quicker than yo came—
z=omething of a horsewbip sbape "tis.”

There was another prolonged yell at ihis,
and then a hurrying of feet from every stree{ and
alley within earshot,

Ackdale folt a touch un hisarm.

* Come in, for pity's sahe,” saud sho.

IvwasJuan,

Jf oy heart telling mé “us wrong. Say some-
thing, only pacify them, for the poor wives’
sakes.”
* Reason with them!" said Ackdale, turning
upon her almost fiercely. ¢ HavoI notreasoned
with them—the thick-headed sots? Haven't I
et them whenever aud wherever 1 could—in
ny own home acd in thoir humes—and talked
and reasoned with them?' 111.reason with them
in anjtler way now.” .

Joan hed never seen guch passion burst from
him beforé. She clung to his arm, aad tarncd a
weak, piteons face to tho crowd.

¢ Therey; get thet in,” eaid he, more kindly—
¢ gétthee 1 , and Jenkyns, Jad, go.thou with thy
mistreds ad keép the,place safe.”

“ And you, master 7" asked Jenkyns,

* And you,.dear Hurophroy 1" :subbed Joan.

“ I'm off to George Protts,-ho and Thomsun | wurds nught sting . bum,. the sweotness of

cifeted to comie to-right in case of arow. Ldun't
caro for’em myself, not I'; but who knows, per-

-+ Are | days can bear Witness with what gentle dignity
yvu mad, to anger the puur wreiches you bavo | aud perfet mudesty he met the storm of ap-
wro—-1I meao, try, Butapheey—tey.and paciy | plause. Ho would submat to be liomsed a little,
thetn. Give 'em. somo o' the fine reasoning you | with the amased air of & good-tempered mag
g+ me, that heeps me guist, spite of every beat ) assaded by a troop of children, who .want to
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haps the thing’s not safe with such a pack as this
round the house.”

“ Don't go through 'em, Humphrey,” said
Juan, deawing bim towards tho stops , “go round
the back way. You can got overtho wall ; can't
he, Jenkyns ??

( To be continued.)

ALEXANDER SMITH.

“Y AST things” have always a tender and

melancholy interest; and when itis death
that has closed a series of accugtomed and
expected acts, the last becomes inexpressibly sad
and sncred. One of these ““last things” is the
beautiful « Autumn Howmily ” which appearcdin
tho pages of the Quiver, on the 1st of Decem-
ber, 1866, from the pen of Alexander Smith. Ho
dicd on the 5th of January, having just entered
on his thiety-seveath yenr. One reads thesimple
lhittle homily now with deeper feching ; and there-
fore it gives out a deeper meaning. With almost
startling distinctness it wears tho features of his
mind, and marks the design of s lifo. Mo is
discoursing on autumg, and the time of life
which it represents—a favourite subject with
him. He delights in the season—in its bounty,
its fulfilment, its repose. He holds jts counter-
part 1 human life happier than youth with its
hopes, and better than maohood with its toils.
Ho paints just such an age as might have been
his own—such nn autumn as might have been
confidently predicted for his spring of oromise
and his summer of st:ady sunshine; for his
work was doue in the sunshino of a serene tem-
per and an affectionate heart. Butfor him there
i3 no harvest, and no winter. We canbut gather
the summer fruits of & mind which was ripening
to the last. Those who knew him best owaed
that there was more :n him than he everexpress-
ed, of which they caught mere glimpses, and
that he expressed more of his poetic nature in
the tercourse of friendship than in anything
bie over wrote. He bad a humour behind winch
there always sccmed a depth of pathos which
was pot uttered, and a pathetic tenderness
through which there was ever ready to break
the smulo of & bappy bumour, and neither of
these was ever fully translated by his pen.
Metther did these qualities appear to the outer
world, in which he moved a man much given to
silenco, of quick observauon, and quict unob-
trusive manners, the very cmbodiment of com-
mon sense.

In 1352 the publication of the ** Life Drama®
created **a sensation” i literary circles, and
called 1ts youthful suthor at once out of ebscur-
ity into fame, It bad been written soveral years
carlier, in the leisure afforded by his profession,
that of a pattern-designer, and, &s tho work of
a mere lad, was, and 13, oneof the most remark-
able productions of gemus. Evcry paper had
1ts arucle headed « The New Poet.” His work
was logded with extravagant prase. He m-
self was everywhere welcomed, flattered, and
caressed.  Thoso who knew him in these early

Boger lus clothes and look at hus watch. Tothe
writer of this paper ho would sometimes sxy,
with the samo smused air, as-if he were a mere
obsuever, 1 shall have to pay for this "—mean-
ing tho extravagant praise. “Thoy? (the
critics) ** will lash mo yet. Heknew thatthey
were prusing bim in the wrong place, and for
the wrung qualiucs—for the qualiues which
would pass-away .as his mind matured. And
when his words came true, and uadae. deprecia-
tion fulluwed unbounded laudation, he.held on
bhis way with the sameself-respecting. and manly 4
diguity. He was not indiffercat, He could
weigh and givo heed to discriminating criticism,
oven whua adverse. He was not callous even
of that which wag unworthy ; fr.he was void of
contompt, and. of . the mochery Which is « tho
fume of hiule minds.” But, though cuntcmpiu_\;]us

is

In his domestic rclations ho was beyond all
praise. As son and brother, ag husband and
father, lio loft uo claim on his duty and affaction
uusstisfied. o did not think that for the sake
of & divine gift ho might neglect & common
need, and hence o life wWithout roproach or stain,
and as nearly approachiug the porfection of
dutifulness a3 man’s hfo may. In 1858 he mar-
tied Miss Flora Macdonald, the daughter of
Captain Macdonald, of Ord, in the Isle of Skye,
who wps buried on the same day as his son-iu-
law; thus leaving the daughter and wife doubly
bereaved,  With hor sorrow, in the midst of her
little ones, it is not for the strauger to inter-
meddle,

Above all, Aloxander Smith had the faculty
of fricudship. He made friends, and he kept
them to the end.  He did not pick up peoplo and
drop them again, as the fashion is in our busy
time, as if life wero a railway journey, aud Ins
companions feidow-travellers for a singlo stage.
These friend:hips of his wero something old-
fashioned and idyllic as the loves of David und
Jonathan, His chivalrous admiration comes
out in hig appreciative criticism of his fellow-
poet, Sydney Dobell. In 1854 they published a
volume of sonuets together, not distinguishing
their scparato work ; and twelve years later, Mr,
Smith is pleading fervently with a disregarding
public in favour of his friend. Another friend,
of thirteen years' standing, who cap say that be
opened to bim his whole mind, writes :— His
was a heart very puro and simple, and I cannot
hope to have such communion with the like
agais.” And as his heart was so was his life,
and so also is his work,

Of his industry be hasleft ample evidence. In
1851, appointed Secretary to the University of
Edinburgh, ho discharged the duties of that
office with scrupulous faithfulness. It has been
said that these duties were fur from heavy, but
thoy had gradually increased, without bringing
any increaso of remuneraticn, and, occupying
him {rom ten to four daily, only gave bim £200
& year. All that he did, he did when the werk
of tho day was over, or when other men wero
making holiday. To take his prose writing first ;
Le was a constant contributor to one or two
papers, and to several magazines, Io 1863 he
produced a charming volume of essays, catitled
“ Dreamthorp” full of quiet, reficctive, dreamy
poetry. In 1865 he brought out an edition
of Burns, with a memoir of the poet, which
s ono of the best things he ever wrote;
and, in tho same yeur, two bulky volumes
of gketches, callew “A Sou er in Skye."
From these skoiches his power a3 a prosc-
writer may best Lo estimated ; and the esti-
mate will be & very high one, For clear-
ness of outline and delicacy of colvar hus scene-
,painting could -hardly be surpassed, and some of
his portraits—such as Father M‘Crimmon, tho
landlord, and Mclan—live 1in the memory liko
people one has known. His style is subdued
and yet imnginative, and the rhythm of his
sentences a3 masicul as verse.  Ia 1866 be pub-
lished a novel, ¥ Alfred Haggart's Houschold."
The first volums of this domestic story is tho
best, the second was written in illness, and
under the pressure of overswork. Destitute of
plot, and with the very scanticst materials—an
ordinary young couple, who have made aa im-
provident marriage, an& are rather perplexed for
‘ways and means, and their two very ordinary
children~its intercst dopends ontirely on tho
ckarm of its style and its simple fidelity to
nature ; and-—especially in tho first volume—
these willbe found more than sufficient todelight
an; reader whose taste is not depraved by .the
craving for sensation. :

Alexdnder Smith has left us threo volumes of
poetry, with popularity cariously the inverse of
their worth. The “Life Drama™ was- overla:d
with an imagery brilliant to- estravagance, and
_which, to a-gréat-estent concealed its finer
qualittes. ' Thb' ¢ City Poems,” which followed,

'in 1857, dbdfell oph%araﬁvoly- flat, wero much

ot soher in-tond'and colour, hut showed fac
“highor and, more varions - powor, and deeper- ins
‘sight into: chamoier and the play of hummn
‘fotives and passions. Yo these pocms his: G

nature begled. thy. wound ot unde, 14 pever
rankled, -

limited word-power, was placed under duoo



