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~and her friemls were trying to find seats,

“hoe picked it up, am

amongst a lot of little trinkets waa that car-ring,
snd a mament’s sxamination showed it to be the
counterpart of the one you had so mysteriously
come hy. The device was not casily to be for-
gotten, . You may judge of my surprise and how
it led to my telling herabout your strangeadvens
ture. Then we went jnto the matter, and she
on her part told me how the ear-ring had holong-
ed to a' schoollellow of hers, Rose Naughton
by name, who had lately gonenbrond ; and how,
two years ago, she had been in a fearful railway
accident one evening while on her way from
Petetborough to n ball at Grantham--how two of
her party had been killed while sitting beside
her : how she escaped, by a miracle, uninjured :
and how, amougst the tritfling events eannected
with the terrible circumstance, she had lost
one of her enr-rings-—one of n pair that had
been given to her that night by the man to
whom she was engaged, and who was himsell
killed."

My friend’s face, with n strange perversity,
seemed for a moment to Jose its pained expression
as 1 uttered these fast wonls. 1 resumed
“When Miss Naughton went abroad she gave
my wife her photograph—that on the ensel—and
amongst other souvenirs that odd car-ring ; for
it appesrs the tragical accident brought about
one guod result for here-—it cut short an engage.
ment entirely distasteful to her, und into which
she had been forced—well, T didn't hear exactly
how ; at any rate she unever loved the man-—-
disliked him in fact, wy wife says, and so had
no compunction about giving the ear-ring to iy
wife, who was strick with the quaintness of the
device.  You will readily understund how this
story instantly associated iteelf with vou in my
mind, A comparizon of dates and other chicum.
staneces left no doult. 1 was Lound 10 come
and tell you ; and 1 hope, iy dear fellow, vou
will acquit me now of an idle intrusion upon
your affairs. I assure you 1 hudu’t the faintest
idea that you knew Miss Nuughton by name.
1 thought you might have scen her, as | Lelieve
you did ; for ussuredly her presence—cithor in
the flesh orin the spirit, which everit was -
saved your life.” My {riend, full of imazement,
held out his hand, and, in shaking mine warmly,
evineed more feeling than 1 had ever giveu him
eredit for.

CCOf ecourse, of course, ol man,”  he satd,
1 know you didu’t mwean anyvthing : only |
was taken by surprise, as well 1 might be, forl
was tremendonsly fond of Hose Naughton onee
~-am 50 still for the matter of that--and the
sight of her face rther took me aback. We
were half engaged onee, only hor old mother
broke it oft; and I was angry and hasty, and -
and | dmp*wd them, and have been sorey ever
sinee ; and then [ wis too proud, and, jushornt,
bave made ean ass of mysell. Do yvou know
where ahe s now ! Do you know where she Las
gone 1"’

“No; but T'can find out”™ **1 wish vau
would ; for after all you tell me, 1 have astrong
inclination to follow her and try my luck again
~~try if fortune will turn her wheel for iy bene-
L. Y Most certsinly dv so; yan would be
fiying in her face if vou did not : for really this
is the most astounding thing, on the whole,
that ‘ever happened to a fellow.  There must
have been some mysterious agenusy at wark when
you were thrown =0 close together that wight
without either of vou knowing it. -~ Say that the
appearance was but a vapor of the buan, partly
due to ill health aud uncasy sleep, still its aspect
and pature are clearly traceable to Miss Naungh.
ton’s presence hard by ; and mere coincidence
is not suficient to account for all that hap.
pened,”’

' Very marvellouns, truly,” satd he; “and
we ¢an only call it ws the guand did, ¢ the ghost
of a chance.”  Still, whatever it was, it handly
accounts for the ear-ring being in my compart-
ment ; that, as I originally wrote, was not-the
ghosat of ancar-ring ; how do we get over that I
AR, 1 answered, *“we are as far off in the
solution of that as ever. Never miond ; be
thaukful that things are as they are. 1 will
ascertain from my wife Miss Naughton's present
address, and - do you go and see il she can ex-
plain the mystery,”

He followed ruy advice and he finally married
Rose Nuughton, of course ; but still it was a
long time before any light was thrown on the
car-rivg side of the mystery. This eventually
came, however, thuswise :  In the eourseof the
whirligig of society in which my friend and his
wife move, there has turned up ayoung man,
who was one of the ball party on ‘that fatal
night, and he thus explains the eniygma 1 He
says he was late, nud was hurrying along the
platform at Poterborough when Miss Naughton
They
were 2 little ahead of biw, and in the confusion
she must have dropped one of her ear-rings, for

l fearing to be lelt behind—
for the whistle was sounding—he made a dash
st the nearest carriage. .

The  window wus open, but the door was
locked, and on-precipitately thrusting in his
heard to see if there was room, his elbow struck
against the edge of the door, and the blow jerked
the trinket out of his hand to the further side

“of the curriage aud. across the legs of a recum-

bent: passenger half asleep. There was no time
to arouse the passenger or call the guand, the
train being actually in motion ; and it was only
by jumping into the next compartment that he
“managed to save himsell from bLeing left behind.
Of course he concluded that he should recover
the ear-ring when they stopped at’ Grantham
but then came the accident, and the Joss of the
car.ring was held of little account—albeit it
was a potent factor in saving my friend's life,

LEIGH HUNT IN OLD AGE.

Up the - Thames in an old and dilapidated
house facing a miserable street, in the village of
”’.“"”"'TS""“}. lived the poet Hunt in old e,
His surroundings were of the meunest charucter
and his frugal Yoard revealed that plenty wag
stranger to his home. In his study, which was
likewise & parlour, there wers a fow books, a
meagre amount of necessary furniture and a few
prints on the walls,  The tront window Jooked
out upon the village street. [t was, indeed, a
llll!’-"ﬂl'llc retreat in old age for one who had
contributed o much to a nation's literature and
stamped his name on a list with those who had
mudgr an impression  in an  age replete with
poctic genius,  There never was a human being
who could have enjoyed a heautiful home and
the elegancies and comforts of life more than
Hunt. His fine, gensitive and poetic mind, his
love of the fine arts and of the beaulies of
nature, his vduecation and knowledge of the world
made him sppreciate that which he was denied,
and when we picture him to our mind as a
handsome anl gentlemanly old man, shabhily
dressed and destitute of the comforts of life, the
sketeh appears so ineongruous with what we
tagine that we fuil to perceive the likeness of
our subject, The music of his verse exnfirms
our belief that he was one of those whose stream
of life never rippled with the pebbles of carthly
care, aid whose sweet songs are on the lips of
evesy maidinevery clime.The man who hmd apent
dreamy days under the clear sky of Italy with
Byron and Shelley as his companions ; who
Ioitered by the stream rendered  classic by
Pante and Petrareh ; who studied the beanties
of seulpture und painting fiom originals ; who
delighted fn the natural seenery of lualy;
who laved the fragrant and perfumed flowers
of ity meadows ; who sat on the bridge at Pisa
in the baliny evenings in August and listened to
the sweet music of the Tusean lover on the
guitur as the notes echoed down the banks of
the vellow Arno, wus, methinks, the last of all
to find contentment in a destitute home.  Yet
there in that quiet little hamlet he settled down
with a ¢heerful mind to weary out the remainder
of his days. His best loved and poetic son,
Vineent, and all his old friends, except kind.
Liearted, whole-souled ¢ Barry Cornwall)”" were
dead.  When he (*“Barry Cornwall"’) could
Lawve home hie would pass hours in cheerful talk
and sweet words with Hunt.  And if a dinner
party or a mew play was to take place in London
this ol friend would post away for the poet
an:l bring him down to show that there were still
a few who loved and remembered his verse.
Leigh Huut was capable of appreciating praisc.
Ly this 1 do not mensn flattery or compliments.
His nature was too noble to allow people to in-
dulge in over Iauwldation of his poems and essays;
but he loved that honest, genuine praise that
sprung from the heart of the true friend and
atdininer, a praise that indicated w depth of feel-
ing and sensibility for his best gualities. He Yre-
ferred a quiet and wnatfected encomium like
that of his old friend Charles Lamb who praised
him anoonymously.

We are not surprised at Leigh Hunt’s fond-
ness for praise. His mind was as buoyant and
cheerful s a vouil's, susceptible of the finest
influences and the most generous principles of
a high nature.  He was conscious of his powers
and yet he kopew his beautiful poems were
handed to the printer only to pass throngh the
press and meet with anjust eriticisms and false
colourings at the hands of reviewers and scrib-
blers.  He saw - his reputation disfigured and
himsell imprisoned becanse he advocated un-
popular piinciples.  He looked for a nation’s
gratitnde and found it ouly in the horizen of
life.  Can  we wonder at Leigh Huut loving
sympathy 1 The man who was cradled in sor-
row and reared in want would naturally cast an
eye on some spet for approval. One of leigh
Hunt's first recollections of his futher wasin
association with a prison cell when poverty
stared the f{amily in the face. Such was the
pitiful sight witnessed by the geutle boy who,
in after yeurs, clouded the bitterness of such
thoughts in delightful descriptions of his early
home ; wandering in imaginatien through the
woodaland of his native county and re.*)l»canng
the names of * Woodside, Wood Green, I'aliner
Green, Nightingale Hall, &e.,'’-—names- ever
dearto his heart on acconnt of his mother. And
he tells us that his fancy carried him to the days
of *his infancy when he saw his ¢ father and
inother listening to the nightingales, and loving
the new little baby; who has now lived to sce
more years than they did.” From such felici-
tous deseriptious we. cannot think of Leigh
Hunt as associated with sorrow. Jlis mind is
ever fresh and bitoyant ; cheerful and free asthe
skvlark of hiz own land he lifts himself from
the turmoils of ¢arth and singing gayly. spreads
his notes to the winds to consold ‘and cheer
thase upon whom the cares of lifo have weighed
heavily. e could not bring his mind even in
‘the gn:ntest hour of ad versity to think of nothing
bright and bewutiful and good on earth. 'Ho
reveals his temperament 1u those delightful
easavs which from time to time appeared in the
Indicator and other journals. L :
" In Leigh ‘Hunt’s prose we look in: vain for
anything expressing discontentment,” We find
no little notices revealing the pain and sorrow
of his ‘own life,  no. expressions-of - disgust
with mniankind, and no. tone of disloyalty.
His essavs are replete’ with Cramatic criti-
cisma and  beautiful stories. ~ They tell: us
of the ~days of the Kembles, and  Liston,
aud Elliston, and all the histrionic personages of

the T.ondon play-boards, or of the old authora

‘and critics who spent their evenings in'the coffea
‘houses on Fleet street, or'of the associations' of
old edifices in" London. In all his essays we
find stores of pleasure.. He places us in much
the same feeling as Charles Lamb does, and yet
we cannot perceive any similarity in them ex-
cept that thesame kindly friendship rans through
their writings,  Leigh Hunt loves to dwell on
his old - associations, and in his fondness for
them carries us back to the days to which he
refers, We lose ourselves in revelling with him
in his old school and in visiting the haants he
loved so well. © He leads us to. the beautiful
fields near his home in the spring-time, and we
gather flowers together in the meadow-land and
listen to the birds as they sing their morning
songs ; but with all these pleasant thoughts he
sometimes makes us sad ; yet it i9 a sadpess
that we prefer to bear rather than exchange for
Joy. Tt is a sadness of mild serenity and neo
counterpart of sorrow. It is not the experiences
of his own life, but the revelation of others. It
is un expression of sympathy on his part for the
pain of others—words which play about the
tenderest chords of the heart and vibrate through
our better natures. “* It is,” says he, ““a part
of the benignity of nature, that pain does not
survive like pleasure, at any time, much less
where the canse of it i3 an innocent one. The
smile will remain reflected by memory, as the
tnoon refiects the light upon us, when the sun
has gone into heaven.”

It is well that Leigh Hunt was not cast down
by melancholy aml gloom. The dark clouds
that lowered about him were broken in his last
days by a perennial sunshive of faith, thankful
for all he had received and bright in the hope of
everlasting peace.  The story of his life presents
a sad, yet beautiful picture. It tells usof the
paius of hixinfancy, of the gaiety of his boyhood,
of the dignified sutfering of manhood, of the
calm serenity of old age. England expressed
her gratitude to one of her truest and most faith.
ful labourers in the republic of letters by grant-
ing him a pension during the last few years of
his life ; yvet few of uy but feel sensible that she
suffered him long to live in a state which ill
became the dignity of a nation that has been so
liberal with subjects whose walks have been less
beneficial to her interests.

Howarp J. Duxeas.

Woodstock, Ontario.

THE WAR MEDALS OF 1812.

With vour permission I wish to say a few
words in reply to your correspondent ‘' A
teader,’” in your lust number ; although it has
been questioned, there cannot be any doubt that
you are correct in saying that on the reverse of
this medal ¢ the Queen is represented placing a
wreath on the head of the Irou Dake’ [ have
before me at this moment one of the Chateauguay
meidals, anl althoush it is somewhat worn, the
likenesses of the two figures are unmistakable;
this is well known to collectors.

Nevertheless, there are two important errors
in your illustrations of the obverse and reverse
of the mwedal, beneath the bust of the Quevn the
date ““1848" is omitted, and on the reverse you
give the dates in the exergue as “1703-1517,""—
this'in a numismatic sense is totally unintelli-
gible. The date on the medal is 1793.1814.

The mnedal is the ordinary British army medal
and the Jdates embrace the entire Peninsular
War. associated so completely with the great
Duke ; seeing that the war closed with the
Batfle of Waterloo in ‘1813, it was a serious
reflection oun the red-tapeism of the British
Government that the distribution of the medal
should have been delayed until 184§, by which
time a considerable number of those entitled to
receive it must have passed away.

1 do not write in any spirit of fault-finding,
but simply for correctness sake. H. M.
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A Hosewy SusstiTUre For Cop-Liver Q.
—Dr. Thomas Addis Emmet, recomwends as a
good substitute for cod-liver oil, the fat of pork.
For its proper preparation he gives directions as
follows. A thick portion of a rib piece, free
from lean, is selected and allowed to soak in
water for thirty-six hours before being boiled,
the water being frequently changed, o get rid
of the salt. It should be boiled slowly and
thoroughly cooked, and, while boiling, 'the water
must be changed several timos by pouting it off,
and fresh water, nearly boiling, substituted. It
is to be eaten cold, in the form of a sandwich,
made [rom stale bread, and both should be cut
as.thin as possible. It is very nutritious, but it
should only be given in small quantities until a
taste for it has been acquired. 1t is the most
concentrated form in which food can be taken
in the same bulk, and Dr. Emmet has frequently
seen it retained when the stomach was so irrita.
ble. that other substances would be rejected.
For this condition of the stomach it may be
rubbed up thoroughly in a porcelain mortar, and
then given in minute quantitiesat a time. It is
made mare palatable by the addition of a hutle
tabla-salt, and this will-be well tolorated, while
the. salt used for preserving the meat, having
become rancid, if not soaked out, will produce
disturbance, even ‘ina healthy stomach. For
obvious reasons it is best not to inform the
ratient of the nature of this food until be or she
Las learned to relish it.—2British Medical Jour-
nal. .
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" THE Czar escaped - being blown up by being
iate to dioner. Most tuarriad men meat with a different
‘ate.

- RESURGAM.
O Hopal thou hast the thanks and praise
Of all who 'neath the shadows dwall,
Of those who tread life's darker waya,
And love thy cheering light so well;
But never is thy cherished voice
So dear t0pan, so welooma heard,
As when thou whisperest, * Reloice,
And be thy motto e’ar the word
s Resurgam !

For fainting hearts what golden cheer, .
What oobler trath for souls of mea,
To monvt with Hope, to conquer fear,
To rise again, to rise again.
To risa from paths with sorrows rife,
From weary pain, from shades of gloom.,
To bail the better, brighter lifs,
To vanquish death, to burst the tomb.
’ Resurgam !

O lift thine head, and hear it thoo,

Who foe 10 peace and heaven art,
With brand of crime upoo thy brow,

Avd darkness seated in thy heart.
Shake off the hand of fell Despair,

‘That strives to crush thee with thy sia,
Forgivness waits the sinner’s pray'r,

I.at darkness end, and light begin.

: Resurgam |

And sad one, prosirate by the way,

Thou fair, but frail, and faltec thing.
In mire of sh vme no longer lay,

Knt rise and hail the eternal spriog.
Remorse’s cup thy soul may gall,

The world may sncer, des,-ise and spurn,
But Merey’s fonntuin lows for all,

Then upiwards let thy thoughta now turs,

Resurgam !

And thon art not forgotten, slave,
For som-thing whispers unto thea

Of hetter wirbis heyond the grave,
Where all is peace and liberty

‘Then, cheer thee up, though dark thy day
0Of galiing yoke und bitter pa's,

Yet Hopso shall guide thee with ber ray,
Aupd belp to lighten e'ep thy chaio.

Resurgam !

Ah t dark, indeed, would be our lot,
If bounded by the duys of earth,
17 faith and bhope had told us not
O 1if beyond —of second birth,
O blessed thought for mortals frail!
For blasted youth, for sinking age;
() solace that can never fa¥l
Our il to chear, our griefs assuage.
. Resurgam !
Easter, 1840, Quebec. E. A, SUTTON,
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BRELOQUES POUR DAMES.

Iris sutd the Vassar college girl who caught
cold by drinking water from a damp toinbler is conva:
lescent.

A Daxoragirl bas married a Chinaman., He
had some didiculty o explaining the state of his beart,
but she tinally gut his cue,

Vicrar Hreo avers that woman is a conun-
drum, And tbatis why tbe best women stay most at
bBome, Like good conundrums they are hard to find
oL,

'I'ur time of the year has come when the boy
transtorms bis bundkerchiefinto a Kite-tail, and tells hia
mother be guesses sume tetler hooked it at recess.

Kate FIELD proposes to organize 2 co-opera-
tive miilinery establishusent in New York with a capi-
al of 230,000,  Ten of the forthcoming new spring bon-
nets wilt represent the entirs capital,

Tuk ballots for the ladies who vote at the
next election wili probably be cut on the bias or scol-
loped. Tt will not be at all strange if we hear them ex-
elaim :  Her ballut is old-fasbioned ; it doesn’t look fit
to be seen.”

Hevry (but newly married to Mariny : ¢}
am afraid you are displeased with me.”” Maria o * No,
dear rlarry. 1awm vot displeased with you; Iam only dis-
pleased st your displeasing of my displease of your dis-
pleasing with me,”

* Yux vorgeously-attired dame is the duchess
of what !'" asked a Yankee spectator at a royal reception
at Burkingham Palace. ~She hisn't a ducbess bat
hall.” said the gold stick in waiting, " but 1'ear as 'vwr
she bethe wife uf hao fHamerican plumber.”

i s

“ Yor are an ojus, hidjus jjjit, my dear ¥
said a playful mammato her daughier at dancing achoo!
the other day. " Oh, my dear Mrs. T—"" sighed one
of ker peighbours, * what woulda't T give to bave your
knowiedge of Latinl” .

THeRE is now living in Shrewsbury, Coun.,
in one house, usder voe roof, ovne family of thres
mothers. one grandmother, aud one great grandmother,
two daughters and ene granddaughter, one son, one
grandson, and one great grandson, and but four persons
in all.

A LECTURER on optiecs, in explaining the
mechanism of the orgas of vision, remarked : *'Let any
man gaze elosely into his wife's eye and he will see
himself looking so exceediogly small that”—— Here the
Jecturer's voice was drowned by the shouts of laughter
aud spplanse which greeted his acientific remark.

W bring up our girls,” remarks a modern
writer, * like youag men, and give them the freedom .
and privileges of bachelors, and then we expect that
thev will baar the monotony of matrimony and the re-
strictions of maternity with good grace, and be home-
staying wives sod mothers after baviog been maiden
ramblers.”

Epita and Mabel had just put their dollies
tn their little crib when Edith, with the expressing of
one who bas had a great weight lifted from her shoul.
ders, eaid: ¥ Thare! I'm thankful we've got the chii-
dren to bed! We shall unve a little pene= now (™
Where in the worhd did she get such a ridiculous
notion }

A vouse architeet recently created a reputa-
tion by building for a newly-married couple & house io
which the pariour had'two fira-places close togetler,” so
designed that the busband upd wife could eaoh build a
firo in an individual wanner without quarreiling, ‘and
then contd sit down together at the same heanth, warmed
by u mutual blaze.  Their place i3 cailed ** Harmony
Grove.” o

A FoND mother wants to- learn some way to
tell how her son wili turn out, . That's easily toll. If
he's wanted 1o go out and weed the ganden he'll tnpa out
stowly and reluctantly and be two hours. dressing.” 1f
he's called 10 soe a circus procession goby he'll turn out
quick aud prabably hurt kimselt teyiog' to gome down
stuirs aad put on a boot at the same time,

A SCHOOL-BOY got up to read a composition on'
* The Tres.” He got na far as ** This subject has many
branclies,” when the teacher said, » Stop t you bave oot
wade your bough yet.'” ' If you interrupt me agula,”
sald the boy, TN leave.” . You give me any mofe’
of your impudence and 11l take the sap out of you"
anld the teacher, and then the rrgalar order of busineds

procaeded.




