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time, and that the two reductions had
been made by mutual consent.

The lawyer, who drew up the deed of
sale, was Mr. Nibbs, a wrotched half
starved attorney, who was put into the
witness box to swear to the original
price to be paid for the land, which he
did very promptly and clearly. The judge
agked O'Brady whether he desired to
cross examine the witness, and O’Brady
replied in o meck mauner, as though
butter would not melt in his mouth, that
he would like to put one or two ques-
tions, to which he did not desire to ap-
ply the harsh term of “cross examiuu-
tion,” especially as Mr. Nibb's was an
old friend of his. Then the heart of Mr.
Nibbs sank within him, for neitber he,
the judge, nor I imagine anyone in the
room was deccived by O'Brady's soft
answer. He began by complimenting Mr.
Nibbs upon the straightforward way he
bad given his evidence, showing that in
spite of arduous toil, his (fr. Nibbs")
memory was stiil unimpaired, so0 that no
doubt, baving rccollected the origiunal price
of the land, he would also be able to
tell the jury what was the original mea-
surement. Here O'Brady paused, and Mr.
Nibbs paused too, before answering, fecl-
ing that he was in for a castigation
shatever his reply was.

“ Como Mr. Nibbs,” said O’Brady slightly
raising his voice, and ominously shaking
his gown, ‘“ you drew up that ilecd, and
like a carciful attorney you nuturally re-
member the terms, at least you hawe
gtoted the price, and of course can just
as ecasily name the measurement.”

“I fear 1 have forgotten,” stammered
Afr. Nibbs glancing at the judge, as though
seeking protection from what must fal-
low.

“Forgotten ! ” roared ’Brady turning
like o tiger on his prey. and metaphoric-
ally seizing Mr. Nibbs he ripped him to
ribands, making him say first that he re-
membered the price but not thr measure-
meant, then that he thought the latier had
been ““80 much ” in order to correspond
with the former, that he supposed the
amounts had been both altered at the
some time, but that he knew nothing for
certnin, and that the tranxaction had oc-
curred 0 Tnany ycars ago that he had
upon sccond thoughts forgotten allabout
jt. At this admission Mr. Nibbs wnr
allowed to leave the box, fecling that he
had fully expected to receive n castiga-
tion, and that thosc capectations had
been realized. Mr. Burgess cast a look of
withering scorn rt his wretched witness,
but O'Brady bLad on his blandest smile
as he prepared to address the jury. It
was really edifying to listen to Cornclius
after having turned Mr. Nibbs so com-
pletely inside out, and made him contra-
dict himself so many times, praise the
said Mr. Nibbs up to the jory, bow he
(O'Brady) bad Leen acquainted with him
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for years and had slways found him a
man of the strictest honor.

“And what do wo find gentlemen this
honorable witness (upon whose word you
may place implicit confidence) telling you?
Simply that he had clean forgoiten all
whout those figures and their alterations.
And we eonnot wonder at this  honest
ndmission, considering the lapse of time
since the deed wag drawn up, for how
long gentlemen hos it been do you think ”

here O'Brady  completely  altered  his
tone and wheeling round upon the Mahar-
atti seated beside his counsel, the hither-
ta mild  wanner  being  instantancously
chnnged into one of absolute ferocity—
*how long has it been since this essence
of maligmty, tlus persomfication of venge-
wnee, Iir been pursuing that wrelched in-
dividunl  in the dock ? Seven  years
gentlemen, seven long years! Why gentle-
men, in seven ycars I will undertake to
prove that the Queen of England is not
the Queen of Eugland, or that my learned
friend Mr. L. H. Burgess is not six fect
two in his stockings.”

** They might both be dead,” he remarked
to me after the jury had given in their
verdict of *‘not guilty,” and we were
strolling to the Bombay Club (formerly
the ** Indian Navy,” upon Rampart Row).
but 1 am happy to say that L. H. Bur-
gess is now a Judge and Her Mujesty is
still referred to in the Nationaul Anthem,
while O'Brady bas long since bLeen gath-
cred to his fothers. The last time I saw
him was in the Strand, London, when lie
jumped out of a hansom and almost cm-
braced me so glad he was to meet with
one from the far East.

Dear Cornclius O'Brady, he was a ter-
rible old humbug and full of bombast,
but I liked him better than many o
better man. He was full of kindly im-
pulses, and has helped to amuse me dur-
ing hours which would otherwise bhave
been very tedious. He was not a great
Iawyer nor yet a saint, but heaven lhelp
us il we sct up too high a standard in
this world! He was excellent company,
could «ing ** Widow Machree ° in good fal-
sotto voice, and would help a friend in
need so I will say " I'cace to lLis ashes,”
and 1 do not think any the worse of him
beeause in recalling biin J can scarcely
do so without o smile.
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FANNY, St. Aunes.—The ductt in the
ploy = If I were you,” given by Nr. and
Mrs. Mason and their excelient assistants
nt the Aeadedny of Music in Montreal lately,
ix from the writings of \ustin Dobson nud
mny he found under the title ** Tu quoque ™
m hi: " London lyrics.” We suppose it
may be termed an * adaptation.™
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AT the Queen's uext week, Chas, T,
Elll¢ in * Count Caspar.”

MRS. GRUNDY,
(2)
‘There camnot be any doubt about it,

that in nine cases out of ten—or more
likely niucty-nine out of a lhundred—Mrs.
Grundy's golden rule is the best for us
all. To refuse to do as others do, is to
put ourselves in the position of the clown
who, for want of keeping to tho right-
band gide and following the stream, jostles
and is jostled at every step on the side-
walk. It is to insist ou treading down
for ourselves a way by the guide of our
packet-compass to where we need go, in-
atead of accepting the evidence of wign-
posts and using the ready-made bighway.
No doubt it would be dull never to be
allowed to strike into a by-path, or lane
on our holiday walks, but for use the high-
way is the thing. We cannot create cach
of us, his own life; our days are not
enough ; denth would overtake us while
we were each botching at our earliest
abortions. We canuot wait for our habits,
our tastes, our opinions, until we have
originated them; before we begiu to think
about them, they are already there. For
the most of them we have no better rea-
son than that they are the habits, tastes,
and opinions of other people; and for the
most of them that reason is sufficient.
Probably we could find, if we cared to
find, good mntter-of-fact grounds for the
common practice or sentiment. For in-
stance, we could urge a score of admirable
arguments for using forks rather than
fingers, or for preferring monogamy to
polygamy; but the truc motive principle
of our own individua! conduct in these
matters is that, bLeing civilized Christinus,
we follow civilized Christian customs. ‘The
cxperience of others was our inheritance,
aud we entered upon it, as it were, un-
consciously ; in other words, Mrs. Grundy
1ed us by the hand and we went whither
she would with o child’s wisdom, obedi-
cnce. Toe older we Dbecome we may, if
we choose, discover why she led us in
oue direct’on rather than the other, and
approve her wisdom.

And if we do not approve, if not from
wagwardnees, and not from a zeal for
being noted ns eccentric, but in dull earn-
est we dis-believe the precopt; weo sulfer
in the practice. Why then, perturbed
soul—

* Let thee and me go our own way,

And wo Jet she go shis'n.”

The danger is not really « .crrific as
it is represented. Mrs. Gr .nay, as konwn
to os in her screne maturity, las little
of the bloodhound in her; she does not
carc to pursue and maul us, if anattacked.
Do your will and let ber be; it will ba
strange if she docs not lot you bo; bat
it you cannot take leave to do as you
please withaut shouting it into her cars,
like n teasing schoolboy defying lisschool-
teacher before all the other pupils, what
can tho good lady do?



