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NATURE.

« Nature is the Latin Natwra—about to be born.”
AxCHBISEOP TRENCH.

f the Tusoan lore.
0 ‘\%ﬁ)heﬂ g t e’s sons to word their wills,
What was the th t ¢ Natura ” bore,
When spoken on the Beven Hills ?

byl-seers, wise and wild,
:iinbtt{lrp’::?:;s t’ﬁ:v‘molflr':;q ’?‘nd tongue,
ome whic. o0 80
The Mother or the Coming ORildT ©

ages of the I fear
mﬂy”ﬂlﬁnt fgr trn&.:ti‘n hudiy quench,
But what saith one whom I revere

Who bears the name of Richard Trench ?

# Unborn, but growing to its birth,

H “ ghild of S.?mm *" in the xx’nb,
Oft leaping in the womb for mi

With prescienoe of the life to come,”

hail the thought. at book-friend
I Though gently shaded by & doubtes "
For “ura” is a common

Some Latin words look queer without.

t wiser than they think
B oagh seldoes when they think they're wise,
And common ends may touch the bri
Of vast and awful mysteries.

is not Nature, after all,
Foi‘ho mbo that lies in Wisdom’s womb,

aiting the rrvmiud hour to come
wWhi'gx all its powers to life shall oall ?
Jonx Rrapa.

Wiscellaneons.

Law vs. Medicine. )

Sir Henry Holland was one day engsged in hot argument with
Bobus Smith, an ex-Advocate-General, touching the merits of
thetr respective professions, « You will admit,” said Holland,
« that your profession does not make angels of men.” * No”
retorted Bobus; « there you have the best of it. Yours certainly
glves them the best chanoce.”

A Monster Distilling Apparatus. .

A monster distilling apparatas, consisting of a set of cisterns
and abont four thousand feet of galvanised iron pipe for distilling
and oondensing sea, marsh, and bush waters, so as to make them
useful for drinking purposes; has been sent out to the Gold Coast
from Woolwich for use, either at Cape Castle or at some
other station, as the commander of the expedition may direct.
The largest of these cisterns will contain about six thousand
gallons,

Consumption of Writing Paper.

According to Dr. Rudal of Vienna, the English are undoubtedly
the moet scribbling nation in the world—if the annual amount
of paper consumed be taken in evidence. Thus, each English man,
woman, and child, uses 1141bs. of paper per anoum. The United
States comes next, with 104lbs, ; then Germany, 8lbs ; France,
74lbs; ; British America, 641bs. ; Italy and Austris, 8}1bs, ; Mex-
ico and Central America, 2lbs.; Spain 141b. ; while Russia con-
cludes the list with 11lb. per person.

No, You Don’t?

A gang of sharpers iast week induced a simple-faced ocountry-
man, who was apparently lost at a London railway terminus, to
accompany them and have some agreeable, cholce, and extensive
refreshments. At the end thereof they wanted to show the
ocountryman how to take care of his money, then to play at
cards, and then at skittles, all of which the rustic declined.
Thereat they were rude and overbearing, and demanded ¢ his
card,” He gave it—Sergeant C——(detective), &o., &oc.

A Submarine Vessel.

It 18 stated that there is now being constructed at Cronstadt a
submarine vessel of enormous dimensions. In it two thousand
tons of iron and steel have been employed. It is propelled by
two powerful air engines, will be armed with a formidable ram,
and will carry all the means for fixing to the hulls of vessels
large cylinders of powder which it can afterwards explode by
eleotricity. Two glass eyes will enable the crew to find their
way about, and they may choose their course at what depth they
please below water. \

Bmerson and the Artist.

Mr. Emerson, while in Rome last winter, visited the studlo of
an American artist, whoee smallest bits of canvas bring an al-
most incredible price. The artist, wishing art to pay & tribute
to genius, took from its hanging a picture handsomely framed
and presented it to his guest. The next day Mr. Emerson, over-
taken by a stinging conscience, came again, and in his hand was
the empty frame, which he handed to the artist, with this re-
mark—« I acoept gladly your painting, but I must return the
frame, for I cannot keep anything of 8o great a pecuniary value.”
Apropos of the Comte de Chambord.

A storg' is told of the Comte de Chambord in the late Lord
Lyttou’s Partsians, which seems to us happily characteristic of
the extled and visionary Prince. When Louis Napoleon was
President of the French Republic, and when gloomy fears as to
the fature of the country were abroad, it was suggested to the
Comte de Chambord that he should come forward and save his
nrtive land by offering himself as & candidate for the throne.
« No,” he i represented as replying, with a calm smile on his
face, “ the wreoks come t0 the shore, the shore does not go to
the wrecks.”

A Fash of Lighinéng.
The length of & flash of lightning is generally greatly underes-
timated. The longest Xnown was measured by M. F. Petit at

Toulouse. This fiash was ten and a balf miles in length. Arago
once measured & series which averaged from seven to eight miles .

in length. The longest interval ever remarked between a flash
and the report was seventy-two seconds. which would corres.
pond with a district of fourteen miles. Direct researches have
shown that a storm is seldom heard at a greater distanoce than
from seven to ten miles, while the average are barely heard over
four to five miles off. - ;

A New Sect.

We hear from Russia of & number of fair sectarians—for with
one exception thiey were all of one sex—sdwelling in the Ruasian
town of Porchov, and named Thetr oreod was im-
plicit belief in their reverend leader; their practice consisted in
cutting off the bair. Women were converted in crowds, and
roon there would have been little or no long hair left in Porchov,
when the police were moved to inquire into the subject. They
discovered that Father Seraphinus had a brother who dealt in
ocoiffures, and that mounk and barber united to drive a wvery pretty
trade in the tresses sacrificed by the devot. The phi
dootor now lies in prison, with leisure to meditate on the dissd-
vantages of pombining religion and business.

_ amm—
Mized.

In the hurry of newspaper work things get badly mixed some-
times. Recently a 8t. Louils paper issued an extra containing
some Ouban news and the announcement of Queen Victoria’s
death. Two of the head-lines were as follows : «The Death of
Queen Victoria Announced on the New York Cotton Exchange—
A Meeting to be Held Expressive of the Indignation of the Citi-
zens.” The 8t. Louls Giobe thinks this almost equal to Govern-
or Dennison’s telegram on the night of the Presidential election
in 1869. The Governor wanted to announce two important facts
to the Mayor of Oincinnati, and he did it in the following des-
patch : «The Neil House is on fire. Lincoln has carried the
Slz&: by 50,000 majority. Send two steam fire-engines to putit
ou
Agony Ads,

There are several advertisements ocoasionally of a very amus-
ing character elsewhere than in the ‘agony column” of the
Times. Here is an extract from another contemporary :—
“P, P, P.” «]am very much pushed jast now.” and that is all
the informstion vouchsafed. «L.” says to «Emlily ” of Ealiug,
“ whenever shall I see that dear face again, to make the longed-
for ip impression *” Then, from the osculatory sigh, the gen-
tleman plunges into the commonpiace statement: «I have not
entirely recovered from the iast tumble I had down your stairs.”
The use of the word « last ” clearly impiies that he is in the ha-
bit of tambling down fair Emily’s stairs. Is it & oase of being
systematically kicked down * Another “spoony ” person com-
plains about the joiting of tramways, and abruptly breaks off to
tell his beloved that he is quite 111 for want of a letter.

See Naples and—EBat.

An American visiting Naples describes the excellence and the
cheapness of the hotel fares in that city. He says he had an
«exocellent breakfast of tes, bread and butter, with fresh eggs,
for one frano (twenty oents) each, lunch for a franc and a half
(thirty cents), hot meats, wine, &c., and & oapitally cooked din-
ner of seven and eight courses, including good clarvet, for the
enormous sum of three francs. ¢ Fanoy,” he centinues, ¢ sitting
down {o a dinner consisting of excellent soup, delicious fish, well-
cooked meats and pouitry, a profusion of vegetables, including
quantities of green peas, most délicate birds and well-dressed
salad, excellsnt ocheese, pastries, jeilies, « Chariottes,” &c.,
oranges, figs, raisins, and the freshest and most delicate nuts I
ever tasted—all this, together with half a pint of claret, for sixty
ocents.” ’

T hirteen at Table.

A cuarious dinner was given recently at one of the principal Pari.
sian restaurants. Thirteen covers had heen laid, but to the sur-
prise of the walters a single guest made his appearance, who,
after pushing twelve ohairs close to the table, as if they were
engaged, quietly sat down and ¢ined alone. The mystery was
afterwards explained. Twenty years ago thirteen friends—
amongst whom were Alfred de Musset, Théophile Gautier, Count
de Flehao, &c.—met at the restaurant in guestion, and agreed to
dine together every year on the same day, keeping the places of
those who had died, as if their gnests were to be present. The
next year they were only eleven in nnmber, two years after ten,
then seven, and so on. The last but one was Count de Flavigny,
who lately departed this life. The solitary guest at present was
Mr. Rubelles, a painter of some repute, aged 84.

The Ashantee Capital.

Camassie, the Ashantes capital, is a beautiful country, and is
about a mile and a half long by a mile broad. The streets are
wide, the honses are mostly uniform in structure, and built in
blocks or squares. The side next the street is called a pubiie
seat, the floor of which is raised two or three feet above the street
level, and open to it, 80 a8 to afford persons walking through the
town ready protection from the rain or sun. The front is also
ornamented with rude geometrical figures in relief, coloured with
red, and above the ground floor whitewashed. At oneside of the
public seat is a door, communicating with the inner square. The
rooms on three sides of this are open on the inside, and ooccupied
day and night by the several members of the household. The
open space of the square is used for cooking and other domestic
purposes. The framework of the house is of sapling timber,
fastened together with cordage made from climbing plants, and
thatched with bamboo leaves, woven into a kind of matting.

A Jovial Life.

A contemporary mentions that some one says:—¢« Insects
generally must lead a truly jovial life. Think what it must be to
lodge in a lily. Imagine a palace of ivory or pearl, with piliars
of silver and capitals of gold, all exhaling such a perfume as
never rose from human censer. Fancy, again, the fun of tuck~
ing yourself up for the night in the folds of a rose, rocked to ..'e~p
by the geuntie sighs of the summer’s air; and nothing to do when
you awake but to wash yourself in & dewdrop, and fall to eat
your hedclothes.” This is highflown and sentimental. Ve pre-
fer 8 more practical view :—Fancy, again, the delight of jumping
into white sheets, and taking a series of somoarsaults over a well-
nourished human body, induiging in a sip of claret every tume
you alight. Picture, moreover, the mad excilement of tne chase
when your temporary residence gets up and lights the candie,
and keeps catching nothing at all between his thumb and .inger,
while you survey the hunt from his left shoulder!

Lost Afniies.

Says & writer in the Boston T'ranscript: «In the matter of
matrimony, if in no other matter, Providence evi.fontly intends
we shall take care of ourselves. If a predestined mate is intend

—— 4

he vainly endeavoured to alter, that a coolness arose between the
brothers.

How Basaine Onoe Saved His Judge.

« X.” relates in the Norfolk Landmark that among -other in-
teresting items to be found in Veron’s reminiscences, souvenirs,
and historiettt of Trianon is the following anecdote told by a very
aged man, who was once under other régimes an atiaché of the
place. It wasin the spring of 1882, said the old man, «and
Louis Philippe had run down to Trianon, accompanied by several
of his children. One of them, a lad of ten years of age, tired by
the close confinement of travelling, as soon as he got well on the
grounds, in spite of the admonitions of his tutor, started off in a
wild, haram-scarum scamper over the garden, and in his head-
long gait tambled very unroyally into an artificial lake. « I
heard,” said he, ¢ the boy's cries, and ran to the spot, but when
I reached the iake I fonnd he had been pulled out by & young
«gergent de service ” who had been taking a turn in the garden.
The young Prince, shivering with cold and dripping like & drown.
ed rat, begged the officer and myself uot to let his father and his
tutor know of his mishap, and requested me to conduct him
privately to his apartments. That boy is to.day the Due d'Au-
male, who presides as Judge over s military eouri convened at
the same Trianon to try the case of Marshal Bazaine, who was
then simply the Sergeant Basaine who saved the drowning
Prince.”

A Little Imagining Himeelf to be a Monkey. ;

Dunngﬂ;):y jonrne;'nort.h last week, writes Frunk Buckland,
I saw, when inspectiug & salmon river, a remarkably strong,
active, inteliigent little boy betWween four and five years old,
playing about & welr. The fathier told me a very curious story
about the onhild. Last Christmas he was taken {0 868 8 panto-
mime in which monkeys performed a groat part. The scene so
impressed the child’s mind that the next mornirig he imagined
himself to be & monkey. He would not speak. and ni-kindness
or threats would make him speak a single word, he would not
sit at the table with his brothers and sisters at meals, but would
only eat out of a plate placed aiithe ground, out of which he ate
his food, heing on all fours, Ifanything to eat was presented to
him he always put it to his noss And smelt it jus} as's. monkey
does before eating it. He was cpniinually climbing t
throwing down boughs and grinhing at the people ]
monkeys in the oncoa-nut tro%;lngho pantominge, hen his
father tried to correst him the }ttie fellow, still an efl.fougs, ran
after him and bit him on the lig. He would serve his brothers
and sisters the same if they teased him, This curlowk'monkey tit
lasted until & few weeks ugo, tfie idea has now quite passed out
of his head. 1 wonder if this story may possibly bg‘?q‘!my use
to Mr, Darwin. : . "

A Good Story. » L

Not long ago died the Col. Russell known in the South.West
as « Owl Russell,” who was once Henry Clay’s private secretary.
He was & man of intense egoti*mi, whose chief ohject in life was
to be admired and notorious. Years and years ago, while in the
Missouri Leglalature, he got the soubriguet which clung to him
all the rest of his life, and actually carried him out of his politi-
cal career. It was during a violent debate in whioh he had
shown an absurd pomposity, that one of his politioal comrades
rose and quietly tnld a little story. He said tha one night
Russell, while travelling through the woods, lost: il way, and
being a stranger in that part of the country, becamé father ner.
vous. While in this sorry plight he suddenly heard a voice not
far away, calling out, # Who, who, who are you?” The answer
was loud and prompt: I am Col. Willilam H. Russell, for many
years a prominent member of the Kentucky Legislature, was
School Commissioner for the southern district of Kentucky, am
now the Representative of Calloway County in the Missourt
Legislature, am spoken of as a Whig candidate for next Congress,
and I am lo.l\. Who are you?” Of course the question was ra.
peate |, and the an-wer was again returned with all its linked
dign:'y until the auiience screamed with laughter amd greeted
poor Rissell whenever he dared torise with ¢ Who, who, who
are you?” And 8o he got his name of % Owl Russell.” .

A Journalist of the Encyclopmdéc Bra. :

The journalists of the time of Louis XV. were queersauls, who
lived in garrets and dined ohlefly off fried potatoes, netved in
paper by the stove-woman round the corner. Almost every big
street had its journalist, and an own particular print, which this
laan but indefatigable being published on candle paper once a
week, Tic man was known down the thoroughfare. He chro-
nicled the :aarringes, births, or connubial woes of his nejghbours.
He was weicome (0 a dinner now and then, and it was always
remembered that he ate much, If he showed himself eloquent,
in praistug the comeliness or good wares of the fruiteress down
stairs may be he had a smile and bag of apples given him for
nothing; if he went on the opposite tack he risked having a
saucepanful of kitchen water emptied over him next time he
passed. In either case apples or kitchen water diminished in no
respect the amicable relations he kept up with the neighbour-
hood; and the grocers of the district called him an honest rogue
good humouredly. It was no great matter to him if he were patd
for the copies of his journal, which he personally hawked about,
in cash or kind, and a pound of sausages for three coples, two
rush dips for a single num ber, or a palr of breeches for a whole
half-year’s subscription, were remunerations he could not afford
to despise. People onnfided to him their grievances, and be-
sought him to libel their neighbours, which he did abligingly
enough if he had no special reason for refusing, and, asa natural

od for each lover, why not have the happy pair born with oor-
responding birthmarks on each, 50 that Ferdinand would have
nothing to do but to level his eye-glass calmly at his adorers un-
il he discovered, under the hsir or behind thn ear, the magic « 8
xy—-14," or whatever his own eabalistic der.gnation happened to
be; while Garaphelis might flirt on reeardless of consequences,
and even foregn all cap-setting and evers palpitation until she
espied the fatal fraction imprinted on some lover’s glowing choek.
*But things are not so arranged, though they might be, and if

there be somewhere awaiting an introducifon somebody whone

nature is just the complement of ench, it is certain that most
people get snapped up before their other haif is found, either too
$mpstient to walt or too indolent to search for the lacky num-
ber.” :

An Independent Man.

The following characteristic story is told of Thomas Landseer,
brother of Sir Edwin. After rapeated refusals, he was at length
induced to answer the summons of Her Majesty to present him.
self at Windsor Castle to teach her some easy, branch of his art,
‘Windsor is some distance from London, and the engraver’s time
was gold. He was kept walting in an ante-chamber for two
hours after the appointed time for reception, when Prince Albert
made hin appearanos, saying that the Queen did not feel like
taking lessons that day, but she would sent for him when she
did. He thereupon commenced haggling abodt terms, although
the engraver had previously stated his price, which, I think, was
£10 a lesson. Thomas Landseer retired, so filied with contempt
for the great that no royal commands could ever after induce
him to go near the Court. He was never knighted. This inecl.
dent was told me by Thomas Laudseer himself, who rald he
could earn all he required without royal patronage, and not even
a Queen shoull keep him waiting like a servant in an ante-
chamber. Booner than submit to such Msrespect he would
starve. So incensed was Sir Edwin at « Tom’s” attitude, which

conseq » he had always a few grudges stalk sfter him
though these dealsted in time, for the jearnalist bay ‘soothing
tongue, )
4 French Tiohborne Case.

The troubles of the French nation are manifoid: the war with

. Germany, the Commune, discord in the Assembly, the Bazaine

ocourt-martial, and other evils to which it s nnnecessary here to
allnde. We learn, with feslings of the deepest sympathy for the
sufferings vet In store for thera, that they are upon the eve of
what the Figaro terms «our Tiochborne case.”  Suaoh fntelligence
cannot fail to have an alarming effect upon thelr highly wrought
sensibilities, That journal asserts that & lawsuit has been com-
menced by a young man claiming to be the representative of
one of the oldest French families, who was at one time an orna-
ment of Paris soclety. The only son of & widowed mother, he
volunteered to serve during the war; this 1s admitted on both
sides. He was, however, among the missing st one of the
batties rovnd Orleans, and as no news could be obtained of his
having been made prisoner, his mother, after making every in-
quiry and awaiting the return of all the captives. gave him up
for dead. Last year nhe received s commaunication from Ger-
many to the effect that her son had been taken prisoner, but
that he had lost his reason and was in a lupatic asylum near
Minden. It was added that he was gradually recoverinz, upon
which the mother begged that he might be brought to Paris that
she m!iht have him under her care.  Upon his arrival, she found
herself in the presence of a man in whose scarred and mutilated
vieage she conld recognize no feature of her son. In fact, she
repudiated him altogether and acted in conocert with her nephews
and nieces o recist his claim. Soon after the case bad been en-
tered for trial, the supposed mother was induced, consequent
upon facts which « the claimant” had revealed to her, tochange
h-r mind altogether, and she has clasped to her breast the long-
lost son. But the other relations will not give way, and hence
a lawsuit,



