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Among other thîngs, you ask me for the gossip of Halifax. The "gossip
of Halif'ax !" Truly, vou are a reasnable man. Yen have abundant contider.
ation for rny poor faculties, not te mention my fingers, ivhcn yen make such a
request. How coula my unhappy cars colct, or mny burdened brains nmanu-
facture it inte any possible or portable shape for transit? Where, do you
imagine, 1 could get paper to write it upon, or even wcre 1 a share-holder in a
paper-mili, by what uncans could 1 lcngthcen imy allottcd span, until it was writ-
ten? And with respect to yourself in tliis matter, yen are cjuite as regardiesa
cf consequences. Have you any conception o? Mr. Ounard's freiglit-rates for
unwieldy packages, or aire yen sufficicntly w'ild te expeet the 1uail-bags te
secommedate, such a Brobdignagîan ?

1 have great expectatiens of yeur visit te the nmodern Babylon, and hope
yen wvîl1 describe te me anything that particularly pleases you. I hope sin-
oerely tee, that as regards yeur most important crrand, the resuit ivili be
satisfactory. I ivas delighted, as any %veman, would be, te hear cf your sister
positîvcly appropriating Prince A]bcrt's bow; I think I understand and
eritircly approve the spirit in. ivhich she asserts her claim, te it; and have ne
doubt that lie possesses sufficient taste and gallantry, te justify hier belief.

You inquire, hew %ve amuse ourselves new in Halifax. Don't asIc ne that
again. We den't amuse eurselves-we don't even make belicve,-and your
questions about Jcnny Lind, sir, are net agrecable. We did'nt have lier
because we are peor spiritless ercatures and could'nt afford te listen te hier. But
'wlat de yen mean by getting in a passion at the Yankees, as yen eall theni,
be-cause they coulad; thcy are, as they theniselves announce, a great nation.
Yen are only jealous of theni, and I don't ut ail believe that the fuir Jcnny was
disgusted with the admiration she received; womcn, even genluses, very rare-
ly are disgusted ivith anything of the sort. A year or t.we ago, we liad "Tom
Thunub," the poor littie wrctch, and a Giant seven or cight feet higb, te look
at-and ivhat eau poor savages like us want more. "lWe takze the good the
gods provide us," and are thankful. We oecasionally diversify aur miseries,
by geing eut te tea. The other evening we -%vent te what well disposed people
weuld cail, a pleasant party, at M1rs. Gordon's; you remenuber lier, ana ber
levely and most loveable daugliter. The daughtcr is bewitehing as ever, and 1
arn puzzlcd te understand how yen cscapcd hecart-whole frem. lier brew and
smile ; but yeu've no taste, or, te say the bcst cf yen, a perverse ene.
Sometinues we have a snew-stermn ana then the worla gees eut slcighirg, and if
we den't go, we regale ourselves with the spectacle,-and semetimes we have
six-pence werth cf shopping te do,-and sometimes we have concerts, whercat
the performers rival Paganini and silence Catharine Haycs,-and public meet-
ings, and erators, in whose presence Sheridan is forgotten hikec any other" Illod
of the valley,il and Demosthenes entirely supersedcd as a "lmodel man."

À 'while ago-everybody here, theuglit it a point cf duty to go crazy upon


