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DeceMBer®2, 1877,

cekless eampaniony. -abem 1 Two. Bottle Pon-
tifex. . Two-Bottle Pontifex-such  was
my appetite for port-wine at that period ! | am
now never allowed by Mrs, Pontifex—alag 1
even to taste theabem ethe beverage,'
“'l'!xin." said Mr. Broughton, nilectionately
caressingt otie of the decanters, *ix a bottle of
18200 aineerely wish, Leopan), that 1 could
entirtain the hope of bequeatbing you n few
dozens in token nlJ regard to wy olid pupil.  Bat
I have vot wore than enotgh for vy own use, al-
wuvs supposing that 1 reacl the allotted tiwe of
three seore yours and ten, Tt s generans still,
this wine™  He poured out s glass, and held it
tothe Hight, Murk the colonr ; refresh vour-
self with this boguet @ taste the nobde wine.”
the waitind the wetion 1o the ** peeammendation.”
S What 3 combination of delight for all the
setses ot oty b Natube ever taiserd w sweetss
colonr- - mure divins fragranes - a more Olvin-
plan tate than she hie united- .o )
S Uvsder Providenes, brother
said Mr Pontifex, shaking hishead,
- United i this one glass of the Buest wine
ever grown. How iy good  grandfather, the
Bishiopeeshione piety was only vualled Ly his
taste for { art e~ wiombd have enjoyed thismonment !
The day tefore he dicd his chuplain, on pouring
B ot B single glasse - ghe l:ixlml» was then
tows feedde fov more andd, ¢ We shadi driok, my
Yord, in a Better wordd, a e delicions wins*
He was wivarned and sound divivs, but venog,
pud witha pulate comparatively unirained, *We
canunt,” sabl the woed old Bishop, ¢ Better
wine than this s not to be ol ™
COThenext decanter,” Lo went an with a sigh
for the pocd Bishop's memory, s a bottle of
1, 1 de not know aight how to sing it
praises.  After what 1 have said of 1820 1 would
unly ay--

droughton,””

G ynatee obebrd tiiin pralciirior?
Yo shall tete it presently, Thirtear yvears lat-
erowe rome to 1907, What o vear forpart ! and
v think that it sheult he folloned - that vear of
pvneraus and glorions viptges -by the vear of
rebellion and anciabupheaving ® As if Heaven's
choterat blessings wers altoxether thrown away
nia i The lastic g Lattde of
1907, new four vears 0 betthe sl st s liude
v N The four ool not mskealtogether
 bhotthe a head nothing to vour obl v
Pontifex- bt we three wre advanesd in years, |
an ~orry To thivk, amd the bavs have been tien-
edoin n ‘-l'l!‘:‘ retit s bl !"‘l'h:'u‘x\ a4 better ot
oA new, he pesttuesd, leoking voun-d with
wribes twinkling inghis eves and plaving over
Fiw gediv ped faee, a0 Thast The healtls of
[.(" vf;!r;i BRI ‘h!.x\'v' Lési w }u) }i;u LAY hnHN'
frow, the wars with toebids wnd hononrs whiseh
ke s ] proned of i, Towasin s roona,
vy shiear b, that von first peaed the wars of anti-
auity told in bersie vemke, Tt owas hers that
\“mxr et and viony beart beecatne atinned to the

1

plotious aspesta of herotsun, et thedin of bat
e Fememnber, when ven have seine of your
wwnn, that wething sureesds e putting o boy
threuch the pod ebd milhof Hemer and Virgil
You were edueated by me For vour work, et by
cramusing yenpsedl with oa baodie of sdeptitic
tyete, which they wonbl persude ns is what ol
diers want, bt be the desds of thegreat moen of
Chreeme unblotes You have ot forgatten Dio-
e, b lope”

N, Sin "
ot the :‘ri\\’:ﬂs“'\‘ Paris
ant Pinryat ny of then
zoet the dally obd batties

SOWhen Daoasasohoetboy M Ponrifex sad,
solemndy, 4 enee fonght a beatle with another
hoy i wheh, rmemter, T wasacasted, owing
to the superior strenzthof iy antasuist, Tids
breaeh of vubs was stibsequently disovered by
the siaster of the sebool, el T owas samwoned
buetnte fiis presence. A b aed nothing toosay i
Cgdier evindieation of the otfeace, L ovas -
ctantdv eepdemped o heocahem beein Gt
hireliesd * The o he peeesary preliminanes hav.
ih&; bergy }-v-ri\arnmi, ”u,‘_\‘ ‘\!‘l‘(‘c'(""‘tl to \v.:m'h for
the rod, o in<trument which was kopt for that
jrpose vuder wet straw in the garden. Wien
thi= had beep fonnd, 1austainead s wiost feartul
infhi-tion.”

Wi all Tanihed at this graphite temuniscance of
a scheol battle and its vonsegquences, and Mr.
Hrouehton lade v charge onr glasses and benin
the 1. Mr. Poutifex grew wons solemn as
wetl as paler mder the intlience of the port as
W evening went on, and Mo Bronghton mare
purple i the face . more jolly, o] wore sninat-
wd. Lhadd frequently seen this opposite eflect ol
wine upot both elergymen.  After the secand
bottle, the wine passed oldetly from one to the
other, hucatse the Captain Bl alrendy v,\"rn-ml«-}l
a double ration amd Leonurd was moderate in his
Tibations,
* luthe course of the evening, the Perpetual
Carate of St Faitl's pronotnesd a vuloginm on
thr wortd generdly, on (hose whe know how to
emjoy Jife, wod on the good things life has to
give, lwas in the middle of the last bolt.lc:,
and his face was'a deep purple, while- Mr. Ponti-
firx, perfectly white, sat with his tong upper lip
grown half an inch longer, aud the solemnity of
Rhndawsnutlins upon his brow. i

* What pood things they are,” he said en-
thusiastically, *¢ to those few who knew  bow to
cnltivate their sensss.  Wine sueh ax this; the
meats and fraits which come in their season ;
musie such as Laddy here can play; the. poetry
of those divine mon whe made the language of u
little peninguin survive for everto fill our hearts
with wonder ambdelight ¢ the beanty of women
to tike us out ol vurselvec whet we are yaung -
youu hinve beewit duse, Captain @

wapd. 2 Nor S.l!']“ﬂiﬂll,
,wor Turnns, ner Nisus
Wi can tor.
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The Cuptain Inughed,

 Was there ever o sailor,” he asked, ¢ who
his not been inlove 7 And was there evera lov.
er like n saflor ?  What does the song say "
T'he Captain lifted up his pipe.

2 And the toustefor "twas Sotuniiny sight-
Some sweethenrt or wife whoin he loved na bislite
Each deask and he wished Lo eould ball her
Bt the standing tons!
Thit plensed the most
Was the wind that blows,
And the ship thut voes,
Add the fass thit foves nosailor”

CAnd the Iass that loves a sailor,” wehoed
Mr. Broughton, to hiseollengue’s astonishmeut.
1 knew you had, Captain. Catch g salt neg-
lecting suel a chanee of eompletinge his cduca-
tion,  Jt did you goad-—own that ; and it did
me goud, too, after the fit was aver. Come,
Pontifex, your wife is not here.  Confess.”

Mr. Pontifex shook his head very solemuly,
and made answer with many parenthe: es,

1t s a sil—sad reminiscence of sinardent
and prerhaps (in this aud'in one or two other
purticulavs which I have ubready at various times,
which yvou may remember, Johunie, in the
cotitse of conversation touched upon) ill-regulat-
ed youth, that T once imagined myself—uetual-
Iy in Jove" —he spoke ina tone of the greatest
surprise: - with d--a--in fact--a young person
of the opposite sex, who vended perfumes, un-
less wy anemory greatly deccives me, at an
establishment in the High .2

And Ddaresay it way a verv good thing for
vou " returned his jovial brother, interrupting
the further  particulars of this amour. ¢ Jt
was for we, and ue worse for the girl 1 loved,
becanse sh prefevred somebody elss,, aud mar-
ricd b, 1was an eluestian for us all,  As
itis now, Captain, at our time of life we may
HAY -

Okl as we ure for Jadies' lave untit,

The pawer ! henuty we remember yet,
Aud the siuhe of ooprett face, like that of Celin
Terrell - Bless her! — D drink this glass of the
Fortyveonue i her—is like the shadow of a
rock in the wilderness,  Age has ity pleasures
they are, besides the drinking of good port, the
contengdation of beautiful women and active
vouth. We lnve hivedealet us sit down and
watel: fhose wha ave living,  You, Leonard,
Lo, D resumed the familine tone of our old
tutor, “yvou had the impndence to tell me five
vears agn, that vou wonld rather help to make
Bistory than to write it. And that is what vou
have beren dolng ever since. And it does us
gotnd s ol stagers, o ser vou doing it

Prosently he becatne meote serious, and spoke
from the Christian's point of view,

A Chestian sehiolar and a gentleman,  His
v i nenrly cxtioet now, But he hiad Lis tses,
atdd many were his vistues, When ) read Rob.
art. Uronwning's poem of ¢ Bishop Bloungrans
Apology” 1 read for Blougram, Broughton,
And vet he only tonched that Right Reverend
Father i a e points. Above all, a scholur ;
and with et ackindly heart, gosimple faith, awl
arobuat, full nature which eusbled him 1w ep-
Jovad) that eould be got from life,
pow with Lis purple 1

He is gone
vy hiis short fat fignre,
aud Lis dognmtie sermons. 1 do not like the
present mat--whe is Farnest--so well. Nor
do P love the fussiness of the rew sehool,

The nest day we ealled upon Mrs. Pontifex,
who peveived Leonard as cardially as that lady
could make« greeting,  Nothing was said about
lier husbanmd’s ex cesses in port the previons even-
tng. o She eatd that news had  reached them of
LeonatUs happy returs ¢ that she rejoiced at his
sieeesy, Whivh wiee doubitless, she waus comd
eniongh 1o save deserved, though she wished 5t
had been in more Christian fields ; that the army
was a bad sehool for those who wished to be
serfous tand that Le must specially beware of
that fathation which prosperity brings wpon the
Leart, Then she said hespitably that she pro-
pased, wfter vonzideration, 1o kame an early «\.q_\'.
for Tea,  Leonard lnughed and aceepted, le:
ing  the day open. He always laughed, this
favourite of Fortuve. 1 do not think that fes-
tive mathering ever came off, awing to other wir-
cunstunces whick iuterfered. The Rev. Johu
Poutifex, who wis present, looking pale, and
stil] preserving lasi night’s solemnity, followed
up the theme opeied by his wife, giving us by
the way of ilnstration. a few personal experien-
eos, with caplous paventheses,

“F ohserved the same dangerons tendeney,””
B sadd, “when 1 was stauding for my degree at
Oxfond, on which ecension, 1 may be permitted
to b, though Toow hope, having been chast.
ened™-wlie looked st his wife* without pride,
I ety distinguished myself”—he got a fourth
ot D was treated, it is true, by the examinen,
with gross injustive, being required to translate
passages ACTUALLY, though you may ot ‘wrh:\]ps
eredit. the disgruceful cirenmstanee,  from the
tery end of the works both of Lueretius and Vir-
gl trt o Lowas confronted, in-fact, with the
hardest portion of those anthors'-—Mr. Pontifex
spoke with great bitterness, and in the fiem belief
that  Virgil, writing expressly for Aeademien)
candidates, contrived his books so as to form a
series of graduated exercises. - And in spite ot
this 1 obtained a place of honourable distinetion,
On that occasion, 1 confess with Repentance,
my heart was greatly puil-ed up. It is an Event
to ook back upon with profound Repentance.
T observed a similar temptation to pride, when 1
dealt ‘my Blow at the Papacy in  fitty-three
theses, A copy of this work shall be sent - to
you, Leanard, before yoit go again inte Popish
regions. 1 lieand, indeed, that one so-co Jed
Fathier (1 siippose beeaunse he had nu sons)- a
Papistical Priest--had presumed o answer, He
sithd e was ancingniver, 8o, imdeed, an eohat

—but-—he is a scoundrel, and will most certain-
ly, some day,--nt least, 1 fear go—meet with
his deserts.’ :

This seemed enrrying the odivm theologicum,
as well ag literary controversy a little too far,
Mr. Poutifex had but one weapon, the threat of
his one punishment.

In the afternoon of what Celix called ‘¢ the dny
after,” leaving the rest of the phrase to be filled
up, Leonard’s Colonel called upon us. There
was one thing remarkable about the Captain.
He was the sisnplest of sailors—uo retired Bo's'n
could be simpler—in his habits of thought, his
speech, and his way of life.  But with an officer
of his own or the sister service, his manner
changed instinctively. To the quite simplici-
ty of his habitual air he added the bearing and
dignity of his rauk. e was, ke remembered,
on these occasions, a Captain of the Royal Navy,
and the carpet- of his dining-room beeame 2
(Quarterdeck.

The Colonel came to say great things of Leon-
ard, and said them, Leonard not being present.

“ He was chaerved by his officers, sir, from
the first.  Reported on his joining at his Depit
as a smart well set up lad. Found to be of
superior rank and edueation to the men. Proved
himself excellent at drill.  Made a corporal
first and & sergeant shortly after.  And, sir, if'it
wete not for his own interests, I should say I
wish he were a sergeant still.

“ You have heard of his gallant action, 1 sup-
pose,” he wenton.  * Nothiug finer ever done.
Lord Haglan sent for him, sir.  He has told you
that, 1 dare say.  But he did not tell you what
the chief said afterwards. It was that if he had
itin his power he would have knighted hirna ou
the field of battle, e has been a credit to the
regiment since the first day he joined it. We
are proud of him, sir; we are proud of him, and
I am happy in being able, this day, to beat up
your quarters and tell vou so.”

The Captain answered simply.  He said that
Leonard was alwaysn brave and trustworthy lad ;
that for his own part he had endeavoured to
mauke the boy think of duty above all things;
that it gave him unspeakable pleasure to hear
what the Colonel had said wnd to know that it
was the truth  without  exaggeration ;
that the boy was stili young, and, asyet, only
at the beginning of his cureer. 1 felt proud of
the Captuin as he maide his little speech, full of
dignity and good feeling.

At all events, he owes evervthing to vou,”
satd the Colonel.  ““And now, will you dine
with us to-morrow, vou and Mr. Pulaski? Itis
guest night.

The Captain accepted for both of ws,

41 ahould fike 1o ask,” said the Colonel, “if it
15 not an impertinent question—do vou think
there is any chanee of Copleston finding out
something of his family 27 '

“1 have thought of 1t more than onee,” the
Captain replied. ** His mother died in giving
him birth ; with the ast breath she said his
name was to be Leonard Copleston. ‘her hus-
band's name.” 1t is not a very common name.
To find him one would have to consult army and

navy lists of live-and-twenty vears ago.  If we
found him, what might we uvot find too? That

liis father was a scoundvel is evrtain to me, from
the circumstances of the boy’s birth,  He may
be dead 3 e may have dishonored the name ; he
may be unwilling to recognize his son--why not
let things goasthey have done, without further
trouble ¥ The boy bears the Queen’s Commis-
sion 1 he s a0 disgrace, but a credit to his regi-
ment.  Let us remain satisfied,”

The Colunel shaok his head.

1 shall look up the Jists,” hesaid.  ““Aud
if 1 find out anything 1 will tell you first.  Ifit
is anvthing caleulated to do Copleston harm, we
will keep it to onrselves.”

Guest night at the Huudred-aud-Twentieth,
The table covered with the regimental plate,
and erowaded with othieers.  The Colonel hasour
uld Captain on the vight, his own guest. I sit
beside Leonard,  The band is plaving.  There
is a full assemblage.  The vounger oflicers are
(il of life and spirits. What ix it like—this
world 1 have neverseen till to-night—this world
of animal spirits, Inughterand carelessfun? 1
look about me dremmnly.  This, then, ) thunk,
wai the kind of life lead by wmy father, Roman
Pulaski, of the lmperial Guard, before Nicholas
changed it for the Siberian mines. 1t must be
pleasant for s while. ” These young fellaws are
neither. veeating, lke artists; nor eriticising,
iike seholars @ nor working for money, like pro-
fossional men 3 nor selling their wit and spirits,
like authors ; nor contriviug scheties for making
motey, ke werchants § they are simply living
to enjoy things.,  Thev have had o liard time ot
itin ludin a few of them--very few, alas!--
had @ had time in the Crimea ; now they are
back to garrison and English lite, and they are
rejoicing as heartily as they fought,

They tell we that the oflicer of to-day is scien-
titie, aud plays Kriegspiel. 1 am sure he is not
braver, more genial, kindlier, or mor generous
thun Leonurd’s brothers in arms of twenty years
ago. 1 davesay even in those brainless times,
even among the jovial faces arouud that mess
table, there were some who cared about their pro-
fession, had stmtegie geniug, and studied the
art of war. At least one did. Fverybody
challenges the Captain. He was Copleston’s
ruardiau. - Everybody knows “all abont him.
Then they ehallenged me, and had 1 drained- all
the bumpers they came offering me, my course
at that table would have been brief indeed.

* Gentlemon, * The Queen 1" .

It is the President, and then we tall into gen-
eral talk,

What sort of mess would that he nto which

Wasgiclewski was ‘going to introduce me? A
mess of peasants sitting round s fire of sticks iu
a forest, - Instead of the Queen’s health we
should drink to Poland, instead of claret we
should have water, instead of a circle of faces in
which the enjoyment of life—the mere fact of
living—was the prevailing feature, I should see
round me everywhere the grim and earnest fuees
of those who were lnoking forward sadly to defeat
and death. [ suppose when a man is going to
be martyred hLe goes to meet his doom with a
certain exaltation which. enables him to pass
through the agony of death with heroic mien.
The most disagrecable part about it must be the
steady looking forward to the supreme moment.

“ Dreamer,” whispered Leonard, ** where are
your thoughts ¥’

“1 wus thinking what sort of a regimental
mess | should find in Poland,”’ ¥ replied, forget.
ing that Leonard knew nothing. .

““What mess ? Poland 2 he replied.
have yon to do with Polaud now ¥’

1 told him in a few words. It was not the
place or the timne afrer dinver at o regimental
mess to go into any heroics.  Besides, | felt
none—only a sad despondeney at the necessitv
which was going to diwz into the trouble one wha
had such a small stemnach for the fight,

Leouard was aghast,

“The thing 15 absnrd, Laddy,
You must not go.”

¢ | have pledged my word,” ) said, *“and |
must.  You would not have me break old Was.
sielewski's heart 2

‘| don't know. It mustbe a tongh old heart
by this time.  But T would rather break that
than let him break vour hemd. We will talk
about it to-morrew, old boy, What with Celin’s
troubles aud yours it seems as it we shall have
our hands full for awhile. Pray, has the Cap-
tain, by accident, any secret sorrow 1

““No," I replied, laughing. It was beautitui
to see the calm way in which Leonard faced dif-
ficulties.

““He is not engaged’to Mrs. Jeram, I hope,
or contracted a seeret marriage with his conk !
He's not going to be tried by court martial for
intoxieation, is he 7 Really, Laddy, you have
given me « shoek.  Are vou sure there is no
more hehind 77

“fQuite sure

* Good. There is going to be a move., Wy
will get away early. 1 will go and see this fire-
eater, and appeal to liis common sense.”

It was twelve, however, before we escaped the
kindly hospitalities of the mess, and the Caprain
eame away amid a storm of invitations to dine
with them again.  He aeccepted them all 1u
great good spirits, and beeame wsort o o peive-
leged person in the bareacks s long as tisd
regiment stayeld in the place,  dividing Lis ame
i the afternoon between the officers amd the
boys at play.  When the regiment was ordersd
away he returned entirely to the boys.

tTv be continuet.}
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

All haii to the morn

When our King was born!
L.et all voices the Anthem raise!

Let every bell

The grand chorus swell
While each heart devotion pays;

To God who gave us

His Sou to save us
Let the whole natien rauder pruise,

Oh, T love 5o well

Thoastory to tell | .
How on Bethishen's plains of »id,

While the eity slept

The good shepherds Kept
Their guard o’er the quiet told,

All varnestly gazing

On that strange star blaziog
With a Instre they scaree could behold,

With wonder wnd fear
Sweet strains did they hear,
And all apeachless they fell to the ground.
From their far shining home :
- T'he nngels had come
Aund the ylory of God shone uronnd !
Heaven's arches were rioging
With the song they were singing.
And the hills did their raptures resonud.

Hark ! the silvery chimes
Full of wordless rhymes,
Float out on the clear frosty sir!
They rehearse once more
The sweet atory of yure,
And onr joy the angels still share.
Swinging und ringicg
While the children are singing
Of the LALe whe lay in the manger bare.

For that erdle so lowly
With {tx burthen w0 hely,
A debt to the lowly we owe!
For no xweet idle fuble
Was the babe of that stable,
With the dow of the night on His brow!
But the hope of 4 nation
And the King of salvation,
Who lives and reigus o'er us now,
Hark ! how loud each bell
The chorus doth swell
On the air of the bright frosty morn,
While the hells are ringing
. .The obildren are siuging
The jong happy day with music they il
With lottier mnges
Now the silvery chauges .
Repeat tha glad anthem of ** Peace nud guad.will.

Ring on, sweet chimes,

Full of wordless rhymesa—
Riug out on the clear frosty air!

.- Rehearsing once mote

The glad tidings o’er,
While onr Joy the angels atill ahar ;

Swinging and ringlog

While the ehildren are xinging
Of the babe whn lay in the manger bure,
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