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PEACE OR WAR.
ENGLAND AXND THE UNITED STATES.
_‘ AR with England! war between England
and the United States! Do those who
so0 glibly utter these words picture to themselves
their terrible import and the ruinous results that
would flow from such ancvent? Woe think they
do not, we hope they do not, and that these
threats in which our neighbours so frequently
indulge, procced from the cxcitement of the
recent contest with the South, and the exuliation
over itg successful termination, ratber than from
any serious wish or intention on the part of any
one fit to live out of a lunatic asylum, fo attack
Britain or ber possessions, at home or abroad.
England has abundantly yroved her determina-
tion to avoid, if possible, a serious collision with
ber pugnacious offspring ; and we will not do the
latier the injustice to guspect that her desirefor
peace has had anything to do with tho denun-
ciationg daily launched against her by thewriters
and orators of the Union. Surely our cousins
have had plenty of fighting of late. A nation
may get a surfeit of glory as of other good things.
We have ourselves no extremo vencration for
laurcls that are stecped in blood, especially in
kindred blood; but tastes differ, and wo do not
pretend to blame those who take a different view
of the matter. These then, may cnjoy the cer-
taminis gaudia, ¢ tho rapture of the fight? to
their heart’s content; yet, as a familiar proverh
says, cnovgh isas good as a feast—ceven of war
and battle. WWhat could the people of the United
States gain in the way of glory, by fighting
England, thatthey do not possessalready 2 They
insist that they tbrashed her to ragsin the war
of1812. If it will relieve their bursting bosoms,
no one will object to tucir declaring that they
frightened her into Gts in 1865, As Lord Derby
would say, it wiil please them, aund do her no
harm; while fighting would certainly injure
bath,
Baot thisis o grave subject, and cught to Bo
scriously treated. War between the Unjted
States and England wounld, in the first place,

involve tho destruction of the commercial marino
of both nations, and the teaasfer of their shipping
to other countries. The warerisks of insurance
alone, independently of the risk of capture, wonld
wake-this a certainty, if wo are to judge from
the mischief dono to American commerce by one
or two Southern craisers, during the troubles with
the South, With gcores of Alabamas and Flori-
das scouring cvery sts, no merchantman of
cither of the belligerents could leave port without
the most imminent danger of scizure beforo it
bad scarcely lost sight of land, Nowar on land
could bo so destractive of property as this would
be, without taking into consideration the other
consequence wo have alluded to, that, namely,
of placing the carrying trade of the occan in the
hands of those who would be but too ready to
take advantage of » chance of enriching them-
selvcs at the expense of the two combatants
madly bent on ruining cach otber. This circum-
stance of itself, without reference to many others,
ought to make war between England and the
United States all but impossible, and cannot fail
to influence every reflecting man of the two
nations in continuing peaceful relations between
them o3 being cqually the interest of both. In
fact, it is not merely desirable that they should
cultivate such relations; it is absolutely necessary
that they should do so, if they would maintain
their bigh position among tho great powers of
the world. The present age repudiates the old
doctrine, that injury to the commerce of onc
people is beneficial to that of amother peoplo
which chooses to consider itself its rival. Eng-
land and the United States have nothing to gain
by war, but cverything by peace. So confident
are we that this is the light in which thomajority
in both countries will cventoally regard tho
matter, that we will venture to predict that inti-
mate as the alliance is which now exists between
England and France, there is greater danger of
war between France and England, than between
the United States and England,

e will not repeat the many fine things that
bhave been said and sung in denunciation of
quarrcls among men of the same race, speaking
the same language, onco living uvnder the same
laws aod institations, with much moral common-
vlace of thelike kind. Weknow that such quarrels
have been frequent in all ages, and we also know
that thicy are bitter beyond anything cxhibited in
the disputes of communitics or individuals bear-
ing no such sffinity to cach other. The blood of
Cain still flows in the veins of mankind. We shall
therefore be neither moral nor sentimental on this
oceasion and subject.  Let us he bard and prac-
tical instcad. We shall suppose that England and
tbe United States are at war, Tbe Americans
boast that they can conquer Canada and the
sister Provinces in one campaign, and thatashort
onc, They did not conquer them the last time
they tried, in four years, but let that pass. Well,
these Provinces are conguered,—what then? Is
Englond a soldier or o ship tho weaker by this
subjugation of an unwilling peoplo? Are the Unit-
cd States strongerby thoacquisition? We suspect

that tho very contrary would be the fruth. The
British Parliamentand Government have declared,
over and over again, that whenever tho people
of the North American Provinces express o wish
to dissolve the cxisting connection with the
mother country, no obstruction will be thrown in
tho way of the movement. They havo only to
say the word ; and no voice shall be raised, save
in kindness, to dissuade them from the course
they have resolved to pursue; not a shot would
be fired by a British soldier to hold them in
forced subjection. They would be allowed tho
full benefit of State Rights, according to the
Southern reading of that vexed doctrine; and
secession, though it might be a folly, would not
bo a crime, punished by the sword, or confisca-
tion or the scaffold, Itis a country so situated that
the fiery spirits in the United States would fain
wrench from Englandat the cost of & war in which
colonial hands would ncither bo weak nor
idle. But to resume: What would be tho next
step in the war? There would be endless contests
at sea ; and, a3 we have already shown, the com-
merce of tho two countries would- be utterly
ruined: This could not be allowed to last long,
and the combatants must come toa death grapple
onland. This it i3 not easy to effect, the vital
paris of the rcspective countries being divided
by some three thousand miles of water, tho one
fromn the other. The ocean can, indeed, be
crossed ; but not easily with & numerous army
which would, if attacked in crowded ships, be
slaughtered like sheep, But this is a poiat which
wo cannot discuss at length, and which cannot
be cxplained except by widely digressing from
the main subject of our remarks. These propo-
sitions in connecction with it are, however, self-
cvident. First,That in the present day, no single
one of the great maritime powers can secure the
exclusive command of the ocean. 2nd, That
Epgland could not invade the United States,
nor the United States invade England, with any
cffect, except with an immense army, which, in
cither case, would lave to cross the Atlantic.
3rd, That if sent across in detachments, they
would be cut off in detail, before the whole forco
could asscmblo; and if they crosszd in & body,
they would, if attacked by a naval force,
cvean inferior to that which cscorted them, suffer
serious if not fatal loss, from o determined
cncmy pouring his shot into their ranks, cooped
within the limited space of a ship's deck and
hold. Thisis the great danger which invading
expeditions by sca bave had to encounter or
dread, which led to the overthrow of Philip the
Second’s great Armada, and which deterred Na-
polcon from persisting in the invasion of England.

We shall conclude with a few bints offered in
all friendliness to the fire-caters among our neigh-
bours, who {ell us that they thirst for a war with
England, as tho hart thirsts for the water-brooks.
They. imagine that the Navy they cxterporised
in the course of the 1ate civil war is 8o numerous
and powerfol that the English navy would bo
wholly unablo to cope with it, Thoy.are mis-
taken. England is the workshop of the world;

e -
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and tho shop that turns out the best articles of
hardware, from a tea-kettle to o stenw-eogine,
will turn out tho best irou-clad ship of war, Sho
bas a long purso too, and it is well filled with tho
accumulated wealth of centurics, which every
mon throughout the land is prepared to cxpend
in her defence, if need bo,  If shio has not many
soldiers of her own, considering the extent of her
dominions and the space over which they are
scattered, sho has mongy, and can hire soldiers
and sailors, a3 the United States did for the last
four years. What the ouc has done thoe other
can do, and will do, or wo are grently mistaken,
when the necessity arises. We have no fears for
England, whoever may force o quarrel on ber
Her foes have always had reason to regret their
enmity to lier; and Americans, without being
superstitious, might take warning from thoe les-
sons of the last threo centuries in that respect.
Spain, when tho first nation in Europe, attempted
to invade and conquer England; and bistorians
admit that the downfall of Spain dates from the
defeat of the great Armada, Louis the Fourteenth
of France sought w make Ler his vassal, and the
victories of Marlborough scot the once great
king—~all hig glory departed from him—to a dis-
hononred grave. Louis tho Sisteenth aided the
American colonies in their war of independence,
and be died by the guillotine; the Freoch repub-
blic made war on her, and it fell.  Napolcon the
First pursued ber with implacable hatred, and the
crowning victory of Waterloo consigned him to
exilo and death on a barren rock in the Atlantic.
The restored Bourbons seat an army to Spainin op-
opsition to the wishes aud policy of the Englsh
Government, and sbortly after, the old Bour-
bons were chased for ever from the soil of France,
Louis Philippe overreached England in the matter
of the Spanish marriages, and we soon see bim a
fugitive like the clder branch of bis family. Many
of these may be mere coincidences, but they aro
not the less curious, and we could recount many
wore of the same sort. We trust we may not
bave to crown the list, some of these days, with
o melancholy incident connected with the history
of the United States of North America,

REVIEWS.

Books for review shonld be forwarded, assoon a8 pub-
Lshed, to tho Editor, SATURLAY READER, Montreal.

« ON THE EFFECTS OF EMIGRATION.”

This is the beading which Dr. Draper bas affixed to
the soccond chapter, or part, of bis «* Thoughts on tho
Futare Civil Policy of America.’’® Thesubject of Emi-
gration is one on which a great deal hasbeea written,
{thas occupied the attention of Rulers and Statesmen
from tho very esrliest ages, of which wo havo any his-
toric knowledge. Sacred bistory furnishes us with
wany loterestiog detalls of tho undertakipgs—suc-
comses and failures—-hopea and disappointments—of tho
amigrating Hebrew tribes. The history of the Roman
Empiro is full of information relating to emigration
and colonization. Greeco owed her greatness chiely
to the cxtont and {mportanco of her colonlal posses-
lons. Sprin {n the meridian of her greatness poipted
with prido to the vast colonles sho had created. Eml-
gratlon bas mado snd unmade hialf tho nations of the
carth, has blotted out wholo races of hiuman beinge,
2nd re-peopled catire continents. Indeed, it Is now
generally admitted that the present European race
owes its existenco to tho warlike emigrations of an
Arsbie tribe, who carried its invadlog columuns
through that continent fo a oorthwesterly direction,
prossing deforo it tho aborigines, who receded un-

® « Thoughts on tho Future Civil Policy of Ameri-

cs,” by John William Drs M., . Now
York: Harpes & Brothers; ficutreal. Dawson Bro.

- V———. *

i1 they wero stopped by tha sea. It is not to be
wondered at, thon, that a subject of such prodigious
Iraportanco should havo cogaged tho attention of tho
most cminent men of all times,

Qur author bas attempted, and not svitbout somo
dogreo of success, to do what few writers would bo
bold enough—should wosay brave cnough—to under.
tako or capablo ofaccomplishiug, Noue Lintanextra.
ordinarily comprehensive mind could successfully
grapplo with a subject of such limitless oxtent. To
writo a listory of tho past cmigration of tho wholo
world; to cxamine tho particular causes, which, in
cach instance, lead to it, to nualyzo tho character ot
tho emigrants, or rather of the particular grade from
which cach cmigrativg column was drawn; to de-
scribe accurately tho form it assumed in cach
special caso, whother it was individusl or tribal, peace-
ful or warlike; to represent the peculiar result fn cach
distinct fnstance and the general re: .1t of tho whole,
with adequs to reasons for those results, is o task of
such remarkahlo proportions that it might well excite
tho ambition of u great man; yet our autlior hasat
tempted even 1ooro than this, Eo hasnot, it 13 true,
travelled over tho whole ground as an historian would,
but Lo has passcd over in a balloon, and if be has not
produced an claborato historical picture, hie has at
Icast furpished an Interesting and beaatiful bird’s-cyo
viow. Batbo has not stopped here, he is not content
with an historic view of tho past, but scts about sketch.
fog a prophetic view of tho fature: and it s this
part of his work whick, for us, possesscs tho most
practical interest. Wo will try fo ‘‘take a plioto-
graph in minlatare” of ourauthor’s propletic picturc.

Tho United States will in future bo subject to four
classes of emigration. First, Europesn cmigration to
tho Atlantic States. Second, internal emigration
from tho Atlentic States to tho West. Third, internal
cmigration from tbo Atlantic Btates to tLo South.
Fourth, Asiatic emigration to tho Pacific States, The
influcnco of modern, that i, individual, emigration—
both on tho socicty from which it issucs and that into
which it emerges—depends chiclly on tho particular
grado f{tom which the cmigraats ere drawn. Qur
author adopts the samo view of tho cvtposition of so-
clety as that set forth by Machiaveld. He, too,
divides ¢ into threo orders. A superior order, who
understand things through thelr own unassisted men®
tal powers; an intermediato order, who understand
things when they are cexplained to them; a lower
order, who do not understandat all. Nowifthedmin
of cmigration s on tho lower class, who pass through
life in a state of monctonous slumber. who think in
monosyliables- tho effect upon tho sweicty is fmper.
ceptible. This class belng very numerous, its selfs
mutiplying forco will more than compensate for any
loss which can possibly take place througa emigration.
The cfect of thus class of emigrants precipitating them-
solves upow a comparatively new society, liko that of
the New England States, is greatly to retard its in-
tellactual, though it may advance its material progress.
This, together with the fact that the int¢rnal cmigra-
tion to the Western States is drawn abuut equally
from all grades of Now England society, accosuts—so
our author says—for tho remark so often mado that
the intellcctua) progress of tho Atlantic Statesis not
in a ratio witu their material advancement. If the
drein of cmigration s on tho higher or intellec-
tusl order, it {s very detrimental to tho soclety.
This is cvidcuced fn tho csso of Spain, whoso
* best and Lravest ' were drawn out of thocountry by
the discoreries of Columbaus. Spain was at that timo
tho most fotellectual, as well as tho most powerful na-
tion in Europe. What is she now? Tueioternal emi-
gration from Naw England to tho YWcst sevms to be
most satisfntory. ktie, aswehave said before, derived
in sbout oynal proportions from cach of thio threo
grades of socicty. thointclloctual—the latermediate—
tho lower—it is, 1o fact, a transferring of an already
formed sockty to a new and remarkably rich country,
with o favourable climate, and no fuferior raco with
which to beconre fntermingled and debased. Tho
Western States must advance, both intellectually and
materially, faster than any otber part of the Unlon.
The Soutd, howevrer, posscsscs tho most interest at
tho present time. Leaving aside tho bitterscssof fecl-
{ng which now cxists betwoen tho white popalation of
tho South and tuo North,—a feclang which will pro-
bably scon pass away as it did between the various
partics engagod in tho Jast rebellion in Englsod,—our
author procecds to speculato on tho probablo cfitcts of
Northern emigration tothe South, and also of the possi-
blogdmixtare of African and American bloed. £hofor-
mer is to havo a most benefelal cfftet on tho stato of

-

Southiern white goclety. Itis to tmpart activity to a
raco whoso sameness of ideas and interests~produced
by an cquableucss of cllmate—Lad greatly rotarded its
intellectual and material progress, hiad created partial
stagnation, As regards the latter, or intermingling of
Atrican blood, the numbers of bLiacks and whites
befng #0 disproportionate, and becoming more and
more 80 every year, the result will bo * purposcless,’
whatever meaniug may beattached totbat expreasion,
Our author belieres that, at tho closn of the present
century, tho white population of tho Unfon will rench
uinety millious, and the coloured only nivo; this will
savo the Republic, otherwiso it would be in imminent
danger, a3 oy be feon by tho following paragraph:

* It i3 not consistent with tho prosperity of a nation
to permit lieterogeucous mixtures of races that arg
phyeiologically far apart.  Their inferior product ber
comes a dead weight on the body politic. If Itsly was
for a thousand ycars after tho extinction of tho true
TRoman race a scene of anarchy, itshybrid inhabitants
being unablo to raise it from ita degradation, bow ip.
deseribably deplorable must the condition be where
there bas been a mortal adulteration with African
b,OOd'll

Tle foartl clars of emigrants which isto find ahome
in the Republic will be more dangerous to its welfaro
than tho coloured population. They will ve drawn
frotn the lowar orders of China, Japan, and Indis.
They will carry with them to tho coast of thic Pacifle
their native superstitions, their native ideas about
religion; and they will endeavour to introduce poly-
gomy. Dr. Draper's ideas on this point will be under-
stood in bus own words:

“ \¥ith Eastern blood will necessarily come Eastern
thouglits, and thic sttempt at Eastern social habits. X
bave already referred to tho political power of
polyyramic institutions. It must not bo forgotten
that they are in secordanco with the sentiments of
Aslatics. Especially, also, should it bo borne in mind
that they bave already obtained a firm root in Utah,
Thero is imminent davger of tho spread of thoso in-
titutions in the West  As wen approach tho confines
of Asia, they sccm to bo affected by its moral atmos.

herg.

P « YWhatover may at present be the strepgth of the
sentiment of disapproval or oven of dotestation with
whicli we regard polygamy, we ¢an not conceal from
oursclves the strong temptations that will ariso for fts
adoption in tho West. Yo shonld remember how
casily and how ¢7en, in an evil bour, great and even
religious communities may be led astray. Qur present
abhiorrenceof this vico is no greater than wasthe ab-
horrence of human slavery in Eogland a fow years
ago. Yet, because of a contingent political advantage
—tho division and consequent peutralization of a
mertime rival—that country forgot her noblest phi-
Janthropic traditions, sud arrayed herself in moral
support of the slave power in Amerncs.

« Yarned by such a conspicuous example, we need
not bo surprised if bereafter thero should bo politl.
cians—statosmen I will ot call them—who may see in
an extension of the practices of Gtah a solution of tho
portentous problem of thio admixtore of tho Paclfc
races. As the Saracens Arablzed tho north of Africa
in the course ofavery fow years, they may believe
that it {3 possiblo to Americanizo those races.

« Fifty years ago it would have been thought incred.
ible that o polygamic state should exist In tho midst
of Christian communities of European descent; and
yot & commaunity. whoso fonndation restson a relig-
ious imposture, has carriad bofore our oyes that insti-
tution into practical elect, auu i tast becoming rich
and powerful,

« Thero is alwways & probability of the public adop-
tion of political ideas when they concur with tho in-
terests or passions of those to whom they aro addres-
sed; and conversely, itis from o want of such a con-
cordanco that attempts at reformation and clovation of
(hoideas of mea so often prove failares.”

Tobe Continued.}

NexT week we shall present ourreaders witha
charming new song, translated from the German.
It is by tho well known and prolific song writer,
Abt, composer of ¢ When the Swallows Home-
ward Fly.” To those whohave only indulged in
what are called * popular songs of the day,” tho
accompaniments may possibly, at €ist sight,
ap o little diffcult; but if a little caro bo
only bestowed upon # getting it up,” the beautiful
tono colouring surrounding tho mclody will
awply repay the troutle of practice.
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QUESTION AND ANSWER.

——

RE there no lilies on Havering Pond,
Under the elm-tree boughs?
Many a ore!
Are there no maidens fair and foud
Left in the manor-house?
Never a one.

Are there no tufts of London-pride
Under John Watson’s wall?
Many a onc!
Hath be no sons atil} by his side,
To avswer the old man’s call?
Never a one.

Are there no cattle on Ficlden Farm,
No doves in the dovecote still?
Many a one!
And how many friends sit snug and warm
Round the ingle of Father Will?
Never a one,

Are there no people in Havering Church
At matins and evening prayer?
Many a one!
And the parson who planted that silver birch,
Are he and his house still there?
Never a one.

Do the tall flags yet rustle and wave
In the water above the mill?
Many a one!
And the flowers that grew upon Laura’s grave,
Doth any one tend them still? ’
< Never a one.
ARTHUR J. MUNBY.

DAWN OF CANADIAN HISTORY.

—

f\he two Jesuits, Father Biard and Father Masse,

sailed from Dieppe, on the 26th of Jan., 1611. The
voyage lasted four months, and they came to land first,
at Campeau, from which cause they were afterwards
forced to sail near the coast, and to experience delay
in many places. This coast, as far as Port Royal, was
about 120 leagues in extent. In their route they met

Champlain, who about the end of April, was battling’

his way smong the ice-floes, making for Quebec.
These floes were frightful, and to gain a passage for the
ship, it was necessary to bresk them with bars and
Jevers fixed in the bow of the vessel. In some places
they saw ice-bergs from thirty to forty fathoms in
height; “in bulk as Jarge as if many castles were joined
together, or; so to speak, as if the church of Notre
Dame of Paris, with a part of its island, houses and
palaces, were floating on the surfade of the water.” The
Josuits arrived at Port Royal* on the 22rnd of June,1611,
the day of Pentecost. Therc was great joy on their ar-
rival; the Sieur de Potrincourt was delighted. He had
been in great uneasiness all winter, for having had with
him twenty-three persons, without enough provisions
to feed them, he had been forced to send some of them
away to live among the savages. For six or seven
weeks food had failed those who remained with him,
and without the assistance of the savages there was
every liklihood that all the company would have per.
ished. But the succour that the new arrival brought,
could barely be called succour at all, because the ship’s
company numbered thirty-six, which added to the
twenty-three at Port Royal, made fifty-nine persons
who found themselves every day at de Potrincourt’s
table, besides & savage chief named Membertou, his
daughter and his sauaw - -Acded 1o this, the ship had
been & ‘org tme o1 .. ~¢a, and the provisions were
int. very mach diminished, besides the vessel was
all; only fifty or sixty tons, and more fitted for fishing
than for carrying passengers. On this occasion it was
for de Potrincourt to think rather how he might
send back to France thislarge family, lest it should con.
sume everything,than to procure merchandize and fish,
in which, nevertheless, lay all hope of supply for the
second voyage. Still he could not wholly refrain from
trading, because it was necessary to make money to
pay the wages of his servants, and aid his purposes
in France. With this view, then, heleft in his own ship,
some days after the arrival of the vessel that broughy
the Jesuits, and, taking with him almost all his people
proceeded to a port of the Etchemins, the Pierre
Blanche, about twenty-two leagues due west from
Port Royal. They found four French ships there,

* Port Royal—Annapolis—Nova Scotia.

belonging one to the Sieur de Monts, one from
Rochelle, and two from St. Malo. The Sieur de Potrin.
court made each of these vessels acknowledge his son
as vice admiral, and then asked assistance from them-
showing the straits to which he had been reduced the
part winter; he promised to repay them in France.
Each of the four vessels contributed; the ship from
Rochelle giving some barrels of bread, which turned
out to be spoiled.

Necessity was now compelling the Sieur de Potrin-
court to send back many of his people to France. But
he wished to reconduct them in person, in order the
more efficiently to arrange everything, and chiefly to
procure a further supply of provisions, for without
suoh supply those whom he was leaving at Port Royal
were without the means of passing the winter, and
would be in manifest danger of being cut oft by famine.
For this .reaszon, then, he departed from Port Royal
about the middle of July 1611, and arrived in France
at the end of the month of Auvgust following. He left
his son, the Sicur de Biencourt in his plaee, with
twenty-two persons including the two Jesuits. The
Fathers, seeing that for the conversion of the Savages,
the language of the country was absolutely necessary,
resolved to pursue it with all diligence. But they
had neither interpreter nor master. The Sicur de Bien-
court, and some others, knew a little of it, enough for
trade and ordinary affairs, but when it was & question
of speaking of religious matters the difficulty arose.
The consequence was, that the Fathers were forced to
learn the language by themselves, inquiring of the
Savnges how every-thing was named in the native
tongve. The toil was not very painful, so long as
they a.ked the name of a thing it was possible to
touch or to show—a stone, a river, a house ; to strike,
to leap, to laugh, to sit down. But as to actions
interior and intellectual, which it was impossible
to exhibit to the senses, and as to words termed
abstract and universal, such as to believe, to doubt,
to hope, to discover, to fear; an animal, a body, a
substance, a spirit; virtue, vice, 8in, reason, justice,
—in words of this description, the Fathers experienced
vast trouble, and had to labour hard and constantly.
Their masters, the savages, in order to make pastime
for themselves, ridiculed the Jesuits freely, and were
always ready with some absurd jest. When the
pupils wished to turn this ridicule to good account,
and had their pen and paper with them, it was
necessary that the savages should have full plates
before them. To fill their stomachs was the best mode
of gaining information from them, yet they became
offended and went away if their pupils wished to re-
tain them any length of time. They often laughed at
the Fathers instead of teaching them, and sometimes
supplied them with obscene phrases which they inno-
cently used in their preaching, thinking them to be
beautiful sentences from the Gospel.

In the month of QOctober, 1611, the Sieur. de Bien-
court determined to make a voyage as far as the
country of the Armouchiquois,* & people who dwelt
towards the south-west, cc ing from Ch t,t
and who, as report had it, were very numerous. De
Biencourt was compelled by scarcity to make this
voyage, and as these people cultivated the soil and
laid up a store of grain, he hoped, by means of barter
or otherwise, to draw from them somesupply, in order
to make provigion against the famine which awaited
the settlers at the approach of winter. His barque
was equipped too late in the season fo undertake so
long a voyage, for she was only ready on the 80th of
QOctober, and yet he wished to go to the River St.
John before proceeding with the other design. The
ship visited the River St. John, and then made saii for
the country of the Armouchiquois, arriving at the
Kinibequi River, at the end of Oectober,—the river in
question was found to be near the land of the Armou-

‘Almoncbicﬁois or Armouchiquois. This name,
according to M. J. Morault, was derived from the
word Almousiski, which in the language of the Aben-
aquais, meant, ‘‘ country of the little dog;’’ and was
called 80 because in this region there was at one time
great numbers of diminutive members of the canine
race. Later, the Abenaquais called these people
Massadzosek; from mass ‘¢ great,” uadzo *‘ & moun-
tain,” and sek, ‘ towards;"” this name was applied
because of tho country lying in the direction of the
Alleghany Mountains. The English (}?qvgﬂed the
{1

term into the word M 288, — s des
Jesuits.—W. .

+ Chouacoet—Portland Bay.

 Kinibequi River.—~The Kennebec River, the remote

source of which is the Dead River; the latter rises in
the N. W. part of Franklin Co., Maine, within five
miles of the Chaudiere, which flows into the St. Law-
m. Length of the Kennebec to the sea, about 200

chiquois. The savages here flattered the French with
the hope of procuring some breadstuffs; but they
changed their promise of wheat into trafficking for
beaver-skins, These people did not seem to be evil-
disposed, although they killed the English who de-
sired to settle among them in 1608 and 1609. They
excused themselves to the French with regard to this
circumstance, and detailed the bad treatment they had
received from the English. They flattered the French
by telling them they loved them well, because they
were certain their new visitors would not shut their
doors against them as the English had done. They
also said they knew the French would not chase them
from their tables with sticks, nor make their dogs bite
them. They were not such thieves as the Armouchi-
quois, but were the greatest talkers in the world; they
could do nothing without making a harangue.

The French remaincd at the Kinibequi, engaged in
trade, till the fourth or fifth of November, aseason too
advanced to allow them to pass further according to
their first intention. For this reason, DeBiencourt set
about returning, inasmuch as he thought it less ot an
evil to suffer winter and want at Port Royal, being
there well housed and treated, than to run the risk of
the sea in & time of tempests, among barbarians and
enemies; having still, moreover, hunger fo fear, for
the provisions were beginning to fail rapidly. Thus,
then, he turned toward Pentagoét,*in order to go back
to Port Royal. From Pentagoét they passed to the
Isle St. Croix, where a French captain named Plastrier
gave them two barrels of peas or beans, a present
highly acceptable.

The snow began to fall on the 26th of November,
and at the same time began the retrenchment of vic-
tuals. They only gave to each person, for the whole
week about six ounces of bread, half & pound of
bacon, three porringers full of peas or beans, and one
of dried plums, The two Jesuits had to fare like the
rest of the party. During all this time the Savages
did not come to visit them, unless some from the
house of Membertou, the principal chief, who made
their appearance at rare intervals, bringing, however,
some present in the shape of products of their hunting.
When this happened, it was a grand holiday, and the
French recovered s little courage. That which caused
most vexation, was their apprehension about the
weather, when they thought of the long extent of
the sorrowful months through which they had to pass.
The Jesuits tried both in private and in public to con-
sole every one. And it happened on the third Sunday
after Christmas, on which they read the gospel vinum
non habent, (they have no wine), Father Biard
exhorted the company to hope for better things. The
service finished, the Jesuit, addressing himself to
De Biencourt, and pointing out to him the companions,
said, similing, ‘‘ vinum non habent,” requesting him to
give them what little wine that remained, adding that
his heart told him they would soon receive succour,
and at the furthest, during the current month of
January. The companions were delighted at the sug-
gestion. And certainly, Father Biard turned out by
good luck to be a prophet, for a ship arrived just eight
days afterwards to the great delight of the settlers.

The Sieur De Biencourt, in the autumn of 1612, was
expecting to receive succours from France, before the
winter setin ; people said, indeed, that there were three
or four vessels on the sca, and were alrcady seeking
where they might ace date the i quantity
of goods coming by the fleet. In this belief, De Bien-
court had bartered nearly everything, and in conse-
quence he found himself very much amazed, when, at
All Saints, he discovered that he was without hope of
succour for this year.

But the Jesuits, who had not built these castles in
the air, had reserved in their store-houses, five large
puncheons of corn, four of wheat, and one of barley,
which had been sent to them from France for their
own use—the whole making fourteen barrels of good
grain. The Jesuits, seeing the necessity to which
De Biencourt was reduced, offered with hearty good
will, their means of subsistence; they told him ke
might take all their grain excepting only two barrels
of wheat and one of barley, which they wished to lay
up against divers chances, of want and sickness; they
stated, besides, that they would make no innovation,
and would receive the distribution in the customary
manner and daily. De Bicncourt aceepted the offerand
the conditions.

«The Pentagoet.—The Penobacot River, State of
Me. ; the main ch rises mear the Canada bound-
itne, and its length to Penobscot Bay 18 some 275

—W, e
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WERE I A STAR.

Wenx 1 a Lright ana glittering star,

Set in the firmament above,
1'd picrco tho densest clouds there aro,
And watching o'cr theo from afor,

I'd provo thy beacon-light of Jove.
A Star of 1fopo so dazzling bright

To lead theo through life's troublous seas
Onwarnds 1'd point thee to thy flight,
Upwards I'd luro tlhice by my light—

I'd provo a guiding-star to thee.

I¥ero I a bird, on fluttering wing,
For theo 1'd tuno my matin lay;
For thee my sweotest notes I'd eings
For theo I’d mako $hoe echoos ring
Through all tho gladsomo eummer days
And in tho dowy eventide,
When other birds had souglit their noss,
Still nearcr theo would I abide,
And warbling softly by thy side,
I'd geatly tull thee to thy rest,

Wero I yon lovely fragile flower,
So delicato and fhir to sce,
Contented in my woody bower,
1"d linger out my little hour,
So thou didst cast one glance on me;
Or gathered from my lowly bed,
For thee I'd put fresh beauty on,
For tlice I'd raisc my drooping head,
For thee my ricliest fragrance shed,
Then fade and die when thou wert gone.

But golden starg, however bright,

Wil palo r.ad vanish in the Qay';
Theskylark’s song will ceaso at night;
And lilies wither fo tholight,

Whilst I would ever near thee stay.
So truer than the Sickering star,

Moro lasting than the fragile flower,
More constant than the warblers are,
1'd over watch thee, near or far,

And lovo and serve thee hour by hour.

ROMANCE OF THE ENGLISHO
IRON TRADE.

——

N tho carlier days of tho English iron-trade, the
carth still retained its nataral tint of green, trees
flourished and flowers bloomed where are now woun.
tains of slag and refuse; tho coal-basin of South Wales,
now ateeming hivo of industry, was then an untrod.
den district of mountain bogs and morass, unvisited
by any save the bold wanderersaft¢r grouse, or black
cock. Lancashire, Yorkshire, and Ayrshiro wero free
from jron-foundries, furnaces, pits, or any other ap-
pliances with which those countrics now abound. The
plessant woodlands and wealds of Sussex, which now
may be traversed without sceing the smoke of scarce
one manufactory, in the days of Camden wero the
centro of the Englishiron-trade. The reason why is
contained in tho fact that Sussex was an cminently
wooded county. And chance haviog commenced tho
trado of iron smelting there, it soon took root aud
throve apace.

Itis not known how many iron works and foun-
dries existed in the Sussex wealds, but the destruction
of woodsto provide charcoal for their uso must have
been on & large scale; so much so, as to cause great
alarm lest England should be denuded of Lier forests,
and thero should bo no timber left for her navy. To
guard against this,an Act was passed in Elizabeth’s
timo, that no timber should be felled for iron-making,
growing within fourtcen riles of the sea or the
Thames, Sovern, or, in fact, any river which was na.
vigable. Sussex, however, the weald of Kent, and
part of Surrey, were exempt from the operation of the
Act; doubtless from the fecling that it was better to
confipo tho rapacity of the iron-smelter to a locality
which bad already suffered so much from it, and part-
Iy, too, from an unwillingness 10 cheek too abruptly a
trade which might becomo useful and important.
But Sussex and Kent were not the only places in
which tho smelting of iron was carricd on at thistime,
for Yorkahiro, Staffordshire, and part of Yorcester-
shire had also mado s reputation for themselves for
cartying on tho manufacturo; and when the Act pas-
scd for prohibiting tho cutting down of wood, these
Iattcr countics mado an effort, which proved unsuc.

ssful, to smelt iron with pit-coal; so that, as & wholo

Lo fron works throughout tho country were stopped,
and did not revivo untfl tho reign of Gharles IX., when
tho esporiments by tho celebrated Dud Dudley on
smelting with coal proved to bo tho turning point in
tretrade,

Dud Dudloy was the naturnl gon of one of the Lord
Dudleys, who had fron workaat a p'ace called Pens.
nett, near tho present town of Dudley.  lion muking
seems {0 have been the particular occupation of tlus
family, for cver since the gixteenth century to the pre-
sent day it has always been remarkable for being ree
presented by one of tho Jargest fron.qunsters of its
timo; and it may bo safely euid that no {. wily in Ln.
gland has been so Joug or 60 largely assodduted with
tho iron-trade as tho noblo housa of Dudley.

Being seut for by his father from coliege to superin.
tend the fronworkg, Dud Dudley at onco proce~ded to
experitment on his mt coal, inwhich ho succecded fo
far as 1o mnke threo tons of fron a week. A patent
was granted to hum for thirty-ono years by Charlest,
which greatly excited the iro of tho chiarconl iroa-mas-
ters: who, naturally indignant at his bemng able to sell
iron checaper than they could, left no stone unturused
10 throw difficulties in his way. In thocend they tri-
umphed, and poor Dudley first of alt had his menopo-
Iy takecu away from him, thensuffered sovercly from a
floed, aud finally Lind his furnace destroyed by a rio-
tous mob, who cut the beilows in picces. Having by
this timo lost all his money, ho was imprisoned for
debt; however, he managed to get released, and to
obts: - afresh patent, and armed with this ho staited
agaus s partnership with two other personsin Bris-
tol. But it was to no purpose, for ho got taken in by
tiem, and a lopg and disastrous Chiancery suit was the
end of Dud Dudley’s troubles.

The next successful namo in tho iron-trade was that

. of Darby, whoso descendants, likethose of Dudley, aro

of resovwn in all things pertainingto iron. Thoy wero
sturdy ycomen of YWorcestershiro in the seventeenth
century, ono of whom, Abraham Darsby, left the por-
suit of agriculturo and went over to Iolland, from
whence 1.¢ returncd with Dutch twworkmen to set up
somo brass mills at Bristol. Thero tho fortuncs of tho
family began, and from this establishment roso the ce-
lebrated Coalbre vk Dalo Works, which bave kept their
reputation for now nearly two hundred years, Du-
ring tho first Abraham Darby’s lifo charcoal was tho
fuel used at Coalbrook, and it was reserved for tho se-
cond Abraham, his son, to smelt his iron with coal,
or what camo to thesame thing, with coke. It iswar.
rated of him that for six days ho anxiously watched
the result of his trial, without once leaving tlo fur-
nace; and that sssoon as it answered its purpose, he
fell asleep on tho top of tho fureace so soundly, that
his workmen took him up and carried him home with.
out waking. The Coalbrook Dale cxperiments were
the first really remuncerative oncs, and from that day
the use of charcoal steadily died out, and the number
of coal furnaces to increase. Thisis conclusively shown
by the fact that tho quantity of tons of charcoal iron
made in England and Wales in 1740 was 15,000, which
by 1788 hiad decreased to 13,000, while tho samo year
8w a yield of 48,000 tons of coal, or coke, iron. It is
truc that this great increase in coke fron must not bo
put down exclusively to tho use of that material, but
in somo degree to tho invention ¢f powerful steam cn-
gincs, such as Watt and Boulton’s, for the purposo of
supplying & rouch greater snd moro continuousbiast,

Asregareing this latter desideratum, which, both
chemically and physically, twwas ono of the highest fm-
portanco for the proper amelting of the ore, a very
great improvement was made in 1832y & Mr. Neil-
son, who substituted for the cold air hitherto used a
blast of hot air, which was an immense saving to the
iron master. Ho took out a patent for it, and granted
a Jicense to tho Dairds the great iron-kings of Scotland,
for a consideration or royally of one shilling a ton
upon all iron made by them by this procese. But their
notions ot what was fair and honcest wero not what a
king's should be (even though it bo only aniron-king,
for although they nckpowledged that they madein
one year 54,0007 nct profit on their hot-blast iron, they
actually refused to pay tho license on some cock-and-a-
bull gtory that the patent was old and wanted novelty,
It will searcely Le believed *hat wealthy men in o land
oThonest trading could ¢ _sccnd to such meanncss,
but 0 it was. Tley did not, however, getoff scot free,
for the patentee was not to be humbugged or bullied,
but brought an action against them for 20,0007, out of
which ho got about 12,0002

Bat by fara worso case than Nejlson’sis that of

Cort; which is o standing roproach to Epglish fair-

play; and it would really gcem, fn perusing lis case,
that tho fascination of trickery, shabbiness, and men.
dacity hadenveloped everybody concerned in it, from
tho highest to tho lowest.

Henry Cort, who wasa man of moderate meane,
patented an fnvention known as ** puddio rolls,* in
which tho fron was drawn out fufo bars, instead ot
under tho hammer, Rolled fron was found go im-
measurably superior to hammered fron that Cort's in.
vention was at once eecen to bo of enormous jmpor.
tance, and some of the leading iron-masters consented
to buy a Jicense nt tho prico of ten shillings per ton,
Cort himsclf embarked hia wholo capital in starting
machinery for suphlying rolied iron to the Navy, in
conjunction with the son of s Mr Jellicoe, the deputy
paymaster of that department. Cort and Jellicoo
mado some nice | ickings, as no fron was allowed to
bo contracted for rave that mnade by their patent. And
£0 all went asmerry as & marsiage bell, untit old Jet.
licoe died suddenly, and it was found that the capital
which ke liad given his son, together with a few other
large sums, had been taken from moneys of the Go-
vernment lying in his hands as paymaster. Thoe Go-
vernment was not likely to be a lenient creditor, so
that proccedings wero at onco taken, by which Cort
and Jellicoe’s works were scized, together with Cort's
private patent; which, in definnce of tho sums asked
and paid for its uso by iron-masters, was only estis
matcd as an asset of 100/,

Cort was ruined, and in consideration of his services
hie wasallowed a pension of 2000, a year until his death
which happencd about six years afterwards; perhaps,
fortunately for him, for hic was thereby spared a good
deal. As soon as ho was dead, Lord Melville, tho
Treasuter o« tho Navy, preseuted a petition to tho
iIouse of Commons, showing tho cnormous good Cort
had dopo to thotradoe of Great Britain, and praying on
that account & release of all debts with which he (Lord
Melville) was hampered, as being respossible for Jel-
licoe's defaulting, amounting to about 23,0000, This
was immediately granted him, although ke at thosame
timo was indebted on his own account to the Govern-
ment to tho tuno of 190,000

Yet, intho face of this monstrous piece of injustice,
tho same Ijousc of Commons could with dificulty bo
persuaded to allow 00/, o year to Cort’s widow. Of
courge, wlen tho rulers of the land set such an
example, tho iron.masters wero not slow to take
advantage of it, and accordingly they pclitioned
against tho patent, alleging that they would have been
ruined if they had followed it, although a correspond-
ence was brought forward acknowledging the obliga-
tions under which they wero Jying for tho use of it,
and it was universally known that these iron-masters
had made an cnornsous fortune out of it. Andso it
happencd that the Corts dicdin starvation, whileothers
flourished like & green bay tree,—an ugly story, which
needs no comment.  Tho story of the founding of tho
Crawshay furily is a feather in their cap.

In tho Jast century, tho original Crawsbay, then a
farmer’s son, rode to Londox on his pouy (his sole
property) to seek his fortune. e began by sweeping
out the warehouse of an ironmounger, who was of a
discriminatieg mind, and saw that young Crawshay
had good stuff fn him. Tho ironmonger had been
speculating successfully in serding out iron pots to
Arerica, and his astute apprentico observed that if
tho Amcricans used so mauy pots, they must want
hooks to hang them on. Whercapon his master not
only took tho hing, but kindly determined that Craw.
shay should send them out, und that he would tend
him the money for the purpose. Upon this venturo
£100 was realised, and from that time the farmer’s son
moved rapidiy upwards, being first taken into part.
nership by his master, and ultimately becoming an
iron-king in South Wales. It is curious that from this
stock havearisen (in so short a time) two baronetages
and ono peerage—that of Llanover.

A very pretty story is that of Foley, the fiddler, and
founder of the Foley family, who introduced into
Staffordshire the machinery for making split rods,
which, previous to this, had been of the rudest de-
scription. Tho observant fiddler, having heard that
Sweden contained appliances suited to this branch of
tho trade played his way to Hull and across to Sweden,
whete he speedily becamo a favourite with tho work-
menin thoiron districts. Assoon as hobad primed him-
sclf with the juformation ho wanted, ho suddenly
disappeared, and turned up sgain in Staffordashire,
whero ho persuaded a capitalist to put up tho requisito
machinery for split rods according to tho Swedish
pattern. Butywhen tho mill was put up it would not
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work, and off went the fiddler again, as most peoplo
thought, to drown himself for very shame; but in
reality back to Sweden, where he and his instrument
were welcomed as only an old favourite can be. There
he stayed until he had not only corrected the errorin
his calculations, but also taken furtive drawings of
all the ins and outs of the mill, after which tho
treacherous musician reappearcd in the same sudden
manner, and set the Staffordshire mill going, to his
ultimate enrichment.

I LOVE YOU

‘WE should imagine from what ¢Lizzie’’ has to
say below of her two friends, Bessie and Harry,
that they are not well up in bird language. Fancy
them, “blythe and gay,” walking through the woods
and listening to the lay of a little bird, which anon
they heard, and in turn asking ¢ pray,” * what tho
little bird would say?” Sufliciently sentimental un-
doubtedly. No wonder ‘‘the lovers did their walk
prolong,’”” bat why they should wish to “stay’” the
song of that very musical little bird in view of its sug-
gested “I love you’ burden we don’t understand.
Perhaps “ Lizzie’” does. Seriously, our fair correspon-
dent’s contribution is scarcely up to the mark, but we
print it, hoping she may do better next time. Ed. S.R.

I LOVE YOU.

Two youthful lovers, blithe and gay,
‘Wero walking thro’ a wood ono day,
‘When, on a tree, anon they heard
The warbling of a little bird—
Dear Bessie, will you listen, pray,
To what that pretty bird would say?
I think it says in cadence true—

“I love you—I love you.”

Away they went in silont mood
‘Wandering thro’ the shady wood,
‘When once again that mclody
Came wafting from a distant trce—
Iark! Harry, listen to its lay,
Think you it doth not mean to say,
In language beautiful and truo—
“Ilove you—I love you.”

The lovers did their walk prolong,

Still followed by the sweet bird's song;

They tried, in vain, to make it stay,

But no, it would not still its lay;

Until, at last, young Harry cried—

Dear Bessio, will you be my bride?

The bird has said—and, Oh! how {ruc—
I love you—I lovo you.”

LizziE,
Montreal Scpt., 1865.

VAN RENSSELLAER’'S BOOTS.

CHAMBERS’ JOURNAL.

N a piping hot day during the month of August,
1864, I was strolling down the shadiest side of
Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington City. I had only
been ten days in the New World, and had come over
solely and entirely for pleasure; that is to say, I want-
ed to soe something of the stern realities of that great
strugglo, about which we were then reading so eagerly.
1 was strolling along, thinking that, but for the swarms
of blue-uniformed soldiers, tho dust, and the negrocs,
Washington was not unlike Birkenhead. Everybody
who is acquainted with Birkenhead knows that there
are streets which commence with a semblance of life
and bustle, but terminate after an existence of two
hundred yards in a barren region of desolation. The
same thing obtains in Washington, only on a larger
and more transatlantic scale. At one end of a strect
you may purchase the last now novel; at the other
end you may possibly encounter a rattlesnake,

I was gazing up one of theso side-streets, when my
eyes caught the words “J. Pocock, Military Boot-
maker,” inscribed in elegant characters over a shop of

. extremely select appearance. At the door of the shop
(I purposely avoid tho word store), lounged a short
stout personage, dressed, as befitted the sultry weather,
in a white holland coat and a Panama hat. “ Why,”
said I meditatively to myself, «“ does the name Pocock
naturally suggest boots to my mind? I never knew a
bootmaker called Pocock. Stay, though. Cunning-
ham and Clifton of Boodle Street, St. James’, had a
shopman of that name; and by the awl of the vene-

rated Saint Crispin, yonder he stands!”’ I crossed the
street, quite pleased at having discovered Mr. Pocock
on foreign ground. * Mr. Pocock, do you recognise
m'o ?”

“ X do not, sir,” he replied gravely.

“Iam one of Cunningham’s old customers: Cran-
brook, son of Sir Lionel Canbrook, of- Red

Now, in London, Mr. Pocock would have whipped
off his hat, and bowed down obsequiously beforo the
son of a baronet, but he remembered that he was on
republican soil, and acted accordingly.

“ Mr. Cranbrook! Why, so itis, Allow me to have
the pleasure of shaking your hand, sir.”

8o we shook hands; and then Mr. Pocock remark-
ing that it was cooler inside than out, invited me into
his inner sanctum, and placed summer drinks before
me, treating me with tho easy familiarity of an old
friend.

“Ican be of use to you hcre, Mr. Crunbrook,” he
said. “ I know something about everybody. Of course
your friends up at the Embassy can get you a pass for
the Union lines; but if you want " (here Mr. Pocock
cautiously dropped his voice) ““ to spend a week or two
among the ‘graybacks,” come to me.,” I suppose my
countenance expressed some surprise, for the boot-
maker had correctly guessed my feelings when he
added: “ I'm not bragging, sir; I can do what I say.
I occupy a very different social position hero to what
Cunningham and Clifton do in London. Cunningham
and (Qifion are both rich men, with their suburban
villas; yet if you, Mr. Cranbrook, were asked to meet
them at dinner, you’d consider yourself insulted.”

“Indeed, Mr. Pocock,’”’ I begar, *Ishould not,—''

““You couldn’t help yourself, sir. Society’s dead
against you. Now, here, there’s no aristocracy crush-
ing you down. In England, we feel that there are
people better bred and better educatod than ourselves,
and we succumb to them; but here we all stand much
on a level: nobody worships & man simply for his
money, and money is the only point of difference be-
tween one man and another. Asfor manners and edu-
cation, Mrs. Shoddy, with her fifty thousand dollars’
worth of jewellery, isn’t fit to be compared with a
Lowell factory-girl.”

* And may I ask what brought you to America, Mr.
Pocock?”

“A row with my cmployers. Cunningham and
Clifton, having become rich men, forgot their position,
and trod on my toes, You understand me, Mr. Cran-
brook—they wounded my feelings, and I quitted
them.”

“ You’ve been settled here some timo?””

‘ Nearly four years; and I am doing a very flourish-
ing business. But I wish to make one remark, Mr.
Cranbrook., When you return to London, and tell
Cunningham and Clifton that you have seen me, they
will probably denounce me as a scoundrel and a thief
—TI'll explain why.”

‘Fhe tradesman rose from his chair, and, unlocking a
small safe, produced a book, shaped something like
the books in which merchants enter their Bills Pay-
able and their Bills Receivable, except that the volume
before me was much thicker,

“This work,” continued Mr. Pocock, “once belonged
to Cunningham and Clifton; but as all the entries in
it had been made by myself, and as they had treated
mo with the blgckest ingratitude, I resolved to punish
them by carrying it with me to America. This book,
Mr. Cranbrook, has been the foundation of my for-
tunes, I told you just now, sir, that America is so-
cially and politically & republican country; but the
Amcricans love to talk about the British aristocracy;
and you may judge of the enthusiasm which this book
has created, when I tell you that it contains facsimile
impressions of the feet of a large proportion of the
peerage and baronetage.”

‘“ Mine among the number, I suspect, Mr, Pocock.”

“You are right, sir. Let me turn to the index.
¥olio 262. Yes, sir. Here you are—Lionel Cranbrook;
name and address complete in your own handwriting.
Ialways begged gentiemen to sign their names and
addresses to tho folio containing their foot-measure-
ment. The consequence is, that this is a book of fash-
ionable autographs, to say nothing of the pleasure ex-
perienced by our young Washington dandieson disco-
vering that Lord Gules has an enlargement of the great
toe joints, and that the Marquis of Wyvern owns the
smallest foot in London, Yes, sir, that book has been
the making of me; and nothing will induco me to part
with it. I was entreated to send it for exhibition
to the New-York Sanitary Fair; but I declined, lest

it should bo Jost in the transit; while Barnum has

over and over again offered a fabulous price for it for
his Museum.

] suppose you keep & similar book for the fashion.
able foet of America !’

¢ Most certainly, Here it is. Valuable, of course,
in a practical point of view, as containing the mea-
sures of my best customers, but not so interesting as
its English companion. You will scarcely believe how
the latter has been run after. I have had half-a-dozen
ladies a day in their carriages here to see it; and they
always reserve their farewell look for the elogant little
foot of Lord Wyvern.”

“ I suppose the American book can’t shew anything
80 small?’

“In one instance it can, sir,” replied Mr. Pocock,
gravely. “ Allow me to turn to the index. There it
is. Folio 79.” -

“ Lieutenant Van Renssellaér of the 238th New
York. That’s a Dutch name, isn’t it?”’

¢ The name i Dutch, Mr. Cranbrook; but the family
is very ancient and honourable. They seottled near
Albany, in the State of New York, two centuries ago,
And now, sir, would you like to see the lieutenant’s
boots?”?

Mr. Pocock spoke with such deep solemnity that 1
burst out langhing.

“ I ehall be delighted,” I said.

“ These boots,” continued the tradesman, as he un.
locked a cupboard, are something out of the common.
Look there, sir!” .

Mr. Pococklighted a taper, and approaching the cup-
board with the reverential air of a devotee visiting the
shrine of his patron saint, displayed to my view an
elegant little pair of dress-boots, which reposed on s
crimson velvet cushion, and were protected from dust
and insects by & large bell-glass.

“ Talk of breeding, sir!” exclaimed the boot-maker
enthusiastically, * Look at the Liliputian size of that
foot—look at the arch between the heel and the ball
—look at the height of instop! Lord Wyvern, sir, is
all very well; but by the side of that New York gen-
tleman, Lord Wyvern is beaten into fits.”

‘ Yeg, they aro a nice pair of boots,” said I, prosai-
cally; “but howis it that they were never sent home?”’

¢ Mr. Cranbrook," said the tradesman, as he took a
bottle of Plantation Bitters from the mantel-piece,
and poured out a couple of glasses, ** you are a country-
man of mine, and an old customer of our London
house. My heart warms towards you; and I'll tell
you something, if you’ro agreable to listen, that I've
never told any one olse, excepting my wife and my
negro boy. Thero’s & mystery about these boots!”

Mr. Pocock’s manner was so peculiar, that my
curiosity was excited, and I begged him to relate the
story. He began thus:

“ You can see, I think, Mr. Cranbrook, that I am an
enthusiast in my art. I was born to be a bootmaker.
I am not ono of those tradesmen who cease to think
of their oocupation directly their shutters are put up.
My entire waking thoughts are devoted to bootmak-
ing. After years of meditation, I have devised an
instrument for measuring the human foot, which will
entirely supersede the present barbarously-rude expe-
dients of rule and tape. I shall take out the patent
in England.” I merely mention this to shew you that
I am devoted to my profession.

¢ In the spring of this year, the 238th New York waa
encamped on Arlington Heights, close to this city.
The 238th is a crack regiment; most of the officers are
gentlemen of good position, and, as a matter of courso,
they patronised me, One day one of them said to me
(he was a fellow with a great splay-foot, which my
utmost skill could scarcely render passable): ¢ Say,
Pocock, I must bring one of our licutenants down to
see you. He deserves to have a civilised boot-maker.’
So he brought me Van Renssellaer, a carelessly-dress-
sed young man, with a thin thoughtful fuce, and great
eyes, that seemed to be looking into the middle of
next week, or at anything sooner than what was right
beforo them. This young gentleman had been edu-
catod at West Point (they’re mostly West Pointers in
the 238th), and his whole soul was given up to study-
ing military tactics and mancmuvres. He didn’t caro
for balls, or politics, or speechifying; and, 4f you will
beliove me, this misguided young man, with a foot
which the Apollo Belvidere might have envied, was
actually wearing slop-shoes, picked up promiscuously
at any chance store he passed! It nearly brought the
tears into my eyes; and as I traced out the design of
his matchless foot in my fac-simile book, I said:
¢ Lioutenant, I shall be proud to make your bhoots for

the rest of your life for nothing
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“ I wouldn’t allow any inferior workman to meddle
with those boots—they were closed by my own hands.
1spent a long time over theus, too, putting in auar-
tistic touch hero and there, just as a painter does with
a pet picture. But when I went over to Arlington
Heights, intending to prescnt the boots in person (my
negro boy Peto was respectfully carrying them behind
me), I found, to my grief and chagrin, that Licutenant
Van Renssellaer had gone—gone away at less than
four-and-twenty hours’ notice! Ho had grown tired
ot the uneventful lifo of a Washington soldier, and
bad cxchanged into the army of tho Tennessee under
General McPherson, just then about to start from
Chattanooga on the great Georgian campaign. Well,
Mr. Cranbrook, it was a disappointment; but as I'm
a philosopher, and accustomed to disappointments, 1
simply put the boots away on a top shelf of that show-
case in tho shop, and troubled my head nomore about
them. A month or six weeeks had passed away, and
the spring-mud of our streets had become converted
into summer dust. It was Friday the 27th May; the
hour was seven o’clock inthe evening, and I was sit-
ting in this back-parlour meditating over my new ma-
chine. My young men had all left for the day; my
wife (she is an American lady) was away on a visit to
her friends at Trenton, N, J.; the two Irish girls were
busy ironing in the kitchen; Peto had gone to deliver
a pair of ladies’ walking Balmorals at the White
House. 1 mention all these little facts to shew you
that T was perfectly tranquil and composed on that
evening. Well, sir, I had closed my eyes during an
especially severe train of thought, and when I opened
them again, I saw, through the glass door, that some-
body had come into tho shop. It was an officer in
full uniform. and he had mounted a chair, and was
endeavouring to reach something from the top of the
show-case.

«« Allow me, sir,’ I said with the utmost blandness,
not in the least surprised, for you know, Mr. Cran-
brook, that military gentlemen do do eccentric things
‘occasionally—* allow me, sir,’ I said.

«¢«Thank you,’ he answered very politely; ‘I can
reach them myself.’

« 1 looked up, and saw it was Lieutenant Van Rens-
sellaer! My face flushed with pleasure. * Lieutenant,’
I exclaimed, ¢ I'm delighted to see you. Permit me
to have the honour of taking ol 4

« « My good friend,” ho replied rather coldly, ‘a
soldier should always perform these services for him-
self. I want no assistance; I merely want the boot-
hooks and a little French chalk,” With these words
he sat down, took the boot-hooks from my hands,
which were tremulous with anxious dclight, kicked off
his ready-mado shoes, and with the most oxtraordinary
rapidity (thereby proving tho softness of the lcat‘her
and the excellence of the fit, put on the new Loots.

« At the sight of those model feet, encased in what
I may justly call those model boots, I was nearly over-
powered. My dolight was so exquisite as to be almost
painful; but it did not last long, for, with the simple
and indeed ungracious words: ‘ Yes, these will do
protty well,’ the lieutenant walked out of the shop.’

“I know how yourstory is going to end, Mr. Pocock,”
I interposed: * this fellow was a common swindler,
dressed up in a uniform, who thereby got an elegant
pair of boots for nothing.”

Mr. Pocock regarded me with quiet scorn. “ What,
sir!”’ ho replied. “ Do you fancy thereis a swindler,
or any other man in the United States, whom these
boots would fit? Not one, sir. No-—no, you are
altogether wide of the mark, Mr. Cranbrook. Be kind
enough to hear me patiently to the end.

1 took up the ready-made shoes, a pair of the sor-
riest products of that guilty town, Northampton
(guilty, as being the cause of unnumbered bunions)—
I took up the ready-made shoes, and placed them
carefully, out of regard to their late owner, on the
same shelf as that from which the licutenant had taken
his dress-boots. The next morning, I could not help
confiding to Pete (for Pete, though a nigger, has a far
more sympathising soul than most of the white work-
an) that Lieut, t Van R Haer had called for
his boots. I expected him to answer: ** Golly, mas'r,
Use glad to hear dat;"’ instead of which, herolled his
eyes horribly, and nearly lot a shutter fall.

* ¢ When did um call, mas’r?’ )

+ ¢ Last evening.’

# ¢« And took um away?’

# ¢ Ay, on his feet.’

% * Why, mas'r, dey’s on de shelf now

I came into the shop. Pete was perfectly right.
There, on the top shelf of the show-case, stood Lieu-

tenant Van Renssellaer’s dress-boots, on the exact
spot that they had occupied for days previous; while
e shiop-made Northamptons were nowhere to be
seen! What was to be done? Nothing. Iwas fairly
skeared, as people say in this country, and I told Pete
to hold his tongue on pain of dismissal. When Mrs,
Pocock returned, I confided the affair to her ear; but
though she will swallow any nonsense about spirit-
mediums, she was quite incredulous, langhed at me,
and said she must take away the keys of the grog-
chest next timo sho went out of town. Now, I didn’t
read the newspapers much, for I consider newspaper
reading sheer idleness, and that the Americans would
be a happicr people if three-fourths of their printing-
presses were burned ; but Ido look now and then, hav-
ing a military conncction to keep up, into the Army and
Navy Journal. Mr. Cranbrook, what I saw there, ina
number towards the end of June, made my blood run
cold. Thero had been a desperate fight on the 27th May
between Sherman’s army and the rebels (I always call
’em ‘ rebels’—it's safer here), at a place named Dallas,
and there was a nominal return of the killed, wound-
ed, and missing. Mr. Cranbrook,” said the:-bootmaker
solemnly, * among the missing was the name of Licu-
tenant Van Renssellaer.’”

T presume,” said I, “ that he had skedaddled quiet-
1y, and come up to Washington; which accounts for
Lis visit to your shop.”

“1 should be sorry,” answered Mr. Pocock, * to
think a man with such an elegant foot could be such
a coward; but that idea won’t hold for & moment. I
afterwards heard something further about him. I
hinted to you, Mr. Cranbrook,’” he continued, lower-
ing his voice, and looking cautiously around, * that I
occasionally have dealings with Jeff. Davis’s people.
An agent, who does a brisk trade in smuggling
medical stores across the border, called here lately.
He had bocn in Georgia during the months of May
and June, and recollected the name of Van Renssel-
laer, owing to its peculiarity. Ile told me that the
lieatenant was mortally wounded on the 27th May,
that he fell into Confederate hands, that he was
removed to Atlanta, and died there a few days after-
wards.”

“ Well,” said I, ““it’s a verystrange story, and I can
only account for it on the supposition that your ima-
gination, in all that relates to boots, is so powerful as
to——— Hollo! Pocock, here’s a carriage drawn up
at your door.’

The active tradesman instantly rushed out like a
spidea¥rom his dea, while I strolled idly into the front
shop. The carriage was an open barouche, and con-
tained two persons. The one scated ncarest to the
side-walk was a lady, who might be some fifty years
of age, with one of those peculiarly American facesin
which the soft beauty of a Kuropean ancestry scems
to be blended with the stern dignity of the aboriginal
race. Sho gazed sadly and yet proudly at the young
man who reclined by her side.  Ho was evidently an
invalid, or at least a person recovering from scverc
illness, for his face was thin and wan, and notwith-
standing the sultrincss of the weather, he was wrap-
ped in a buffalo-robe.

“ My son wished to speak to you, if you arc Mr.
Pocock?” said the lady in a soft voice, addressing that
obsequious tradesman, who stood bareheaded, with
his hand gracefu’ly resting on tho door®f tho carriage,
as he had been wont to do in Boodle Street, St.
James’s.

“Mr.Pocock,”’ said the young man, smiling pleasant-
1y, though speaking with feebleness, *“ you were kind
enough to mako a pair of boots for me last spring.”

« Licutenant Van Rensscllaer?”’ exclaimed the
tradesman, turning pale.

¢ The same.”

* Pardon me, lieutenant, I must ask one question,”
cried Mr. Pocock excited. ¢ Did you call at my shop
on the 27th May, at scven in the evening?”?

« Most certainly not,”” replied the soldicr, ¢ for I was
in the midst of the battle of Dallas. Just at seven in
the evening, a cannon-shot took off both my legs, and
curiously enough my first thought was this: * How
disappointed poor Pocock will be when he finds I
can't wear his cxquisite boots!”

Dowry.—The best dowry to advance the marriage
of a young lady is to have in her countenance mildness,
in her speech wisdom, and in her behaviour modesty.

ToLERANCE.—Never divide yourself from any man
upon difference of opinion, or be angry with his judg-
ment for not agreeing with you in that from which,
perhaps, within a few days you should dissentyourself.

PEACE BE WITH THER,

PrACE be with thee, gentle maiden,

‘When the morning hours are bright;
‘When the light of eve is deep’ning,

To the shadows of the night;
‘When life thrills with silent gladness,

‘When that gladnese seems to fice,
In the storm, the calm, the shsdow,

Peace be cver hid with thee.

GARDE.
Montreal Sept. 12th.

A PARISIAN EXPERT.

HEN the opera of the ‘ Prophet”’ was firs
brought out in Paris, so great was the demand
for seats that tickets wero resold at a most extrava-
gant premium. One night a young military officer,
who had just made an unsuccessful application for =
ticket at the box-office, and was about to fall back in
despair, was dexterously lightcned of his watch by a
pickpocket. Detecting the thief before he had time to
escape, he recovered the stolen time-piece without the
interposition of a policeman. Then taking the culprit
aside, he entered into conversation with him.

“You are an expert in your profession,’” said he,
“and now X wish to avail myself of all your skill.”

“Monsieur le captaine may command me to the
utmost of my abilities,’’ replied the sharper.

“Then,” whispered the officer, *“ go immediately and
relieve some gentleman of his opera ticket, and I will
pay you one hundred franes for it. No hesitation! be
quick! the money is ready.”

« It shall be done!’’ was the business-like answer,

In three minutes the adroit rascal returned with an
clegant card-case containing four opera tickets,
together with a number of cards having the name of
Mademoiselle Solange Dudevant engraved upon them.

« Wretch!” exclaimed the captain, ‘‘ you have been
robbing a lady?”’

« No indeed sir!” replied the sharper. ¢‘There is
my unfortunate victim,”” he continued pointing to a
rosy cheeked young gentleman in a black dress-coat,
black tights, white vest with plain flat gilt buttons, and
white kid gloves, who was engaged in an animated
conversation with a couple of young ladies just within
the vestibule. ’

“Dolt!” exclaimed the captain, “thatis a lady
dressed en lier ; it is Mad lle Solange Dude-
vant herself! Return the articles immediately.”

« Monsieur is right,” said the pickpocket. * No one
but a brute would knowingly rob a lady, especially
when that lady is the daughter of George Sand. Ex-
cuso me, monsieur; I will yet procure you a ticket.”

In an instant the sharper placed himself before Made-
moiselle Solange, with a profound bow.

“ Begging madcmoisclle’s pardon,” ho said, “she
has had the misfortunc to drop her card-case.”

«Thank you kindly,” replied Mademoiselle Solange,
taking tho card-case into her hand. ‘Allow me to
reward you for returning it.””

« As to that, mademoiselle,” said the sharper, * per-
mit me humbly to suggest that you have four tickets
in your case, whereas your party consists of only three
persons.”

“You then would like to have the extra ticket?
said mademoiselle.

« Exactly so, mademoiselle,’”” he replied.

“ You aro quite welcome to it,”” said the lady.

The sharper took the ticket to the young officer,
who, having noticed the manner in which it was ob-
tained, did not hesitate to receive it and pay him the
promised hundred francs.,

On taking his seat in the opera-house, the captain
found himself elbow to e¢lbow with Mademoiselle Du-
devant, with whom ho was well acquainted. He frankly
explained to her the equivocal process by which he
had procured his ticket. The lady Jaughed heartily at
the trick of which she had been the unconscious vie-
tim.

THE Scottish Farmer says of weeds: No doubt they
were sent to make men industrious; and the more you
stir the ground in getting rid of your weeds, the finer
are your crops. Still, they are a sore trial to the
farmer, as we may readily imagine when we are told
that ¢ the corn sow-thistle has 190 flowers, each with
190 seeds; the groundsel has 6,600 seeds in all; while
the poppy bears & hundred flowers, each with 500
seods,”
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A TRUE BILL.

Continued from page 29« Cone'u-fon.

Early the next morning Bernud was again
sent for to the prefect's house.

41 have carefully goue over the whole cvi-
denco since I saw you,” he said, “and it certain-
ly scems there is & very strong suspicion against
the baron, " 1have caused inquirics to bo made,
and hiave ascertained that the baron was o con-
firmed gambler, and that his journey to Peters-
burg was probably only a ruse to aveid arrest.
Itis aterriblo case, aud wo must proceed very cau-
tiously. The baron stands very high in the
public esteem, and it seems incredible that he
could have committed this horrible crime. Still
that hat and the bill of thie landord made out n
Lis own name prove at least that ho mest have
returned to Paris.  Why should lio return? What
was tho motive 2 However, I hiave despatehed
an agent of the seuet police to Stransburg, to
track his steps from that place.  When I hear
anything [ will send fur you.”

On arriving at Strasburg, the police agent at
once repaired to the Maison Rouge.  The land-
lord perfectly remumbered the baron's having
stayed at his hotel for a weck, and having then
gone, whither he could not say. The porter,
however, remembered where his luggage was
taken. It was to a house outside the city, on
the road to Savirite, where & lured carniage was
in readiness. e gut icto the carriage and
drove off.  But as the driver was an acquamnt-
anco of the pourter’s, it was no difficult matter to
find him.  He remeiwbered the jub perfectly, but
averred that the gentleman's name was Thion-
ville. He should not puibiaps buve paid much at-
tention to this fuct, hud Lie nut hada sisterliving at
Saverncas chamberiuaid in the same hotel to which
he drove his fare. On inquirivg at Saverne,
the agent found that o Monsicur Thivawile
had arrived at the hotel as stated, and that he had
remained there four days, during the greater
part of which Lo Lad hept du-dvue, fivm indis-
position.

Thoe description the landlord gave of ius person
and laggago left no dvubt on the agents mnd
that ke was on the nght trach.  but nothung
further coxid be learnt. Still, one important
circumstange had buen proved—unamely, that,
instead of procecding un Lis juu.nvy to Kussi,
he had turncd back vu the tvad to Paris, under
an assumed name.

Tle only thing that now remained to be done
was to put an advertisement in the French and
German papers, inviting the husband of the
murdered lady to repair to Paris, in order to
claim the propeety of his deccusud wufe. For, st
‘was argued, if he Lad suurdered Lo for the sake
of getting possission of hicr money, 1t was very
probable that he would take the bait now held
out. Necither did this surmise prove to be
incorrect,

Two months, or thereabouts, had elapsed, and
the pulice were begiuning to despawr of getung
furthicr tidings of thie barun, when 2 genteman,
altired in deep mourning, and apparently bowed
down with grief, presented himself at the burcan
of tho police. “1}o had,” he said, «by chance
seen the fearful tidings of Lis wifes murderina
paper atSt. Petersburg, and had haswened back to
Paris as quickly as he could.  Tho shock, how-
ever, it had eauscd Lim bad brought on a severe
attack of illuess, frum wlich he had only just
recovered, otherwise he should have returned to
Paris some weeks sooner.”

Acting in obedience to the urders of lus clucf,
the agent referred the baron to a comptor,
where he would be furnished with the register
of the death and burial of his wife.

On cntering the room, the baron was politely
invited to take a seat while the necessary papers
wero being found.

After the lapsc of aquarter of an hour an official
entered tho room, and requested the baron to
accompany him to another comptoir, where, to
his dismay, ho found himself submitted to s rigo-
Tous examinativn.

But, Monsicur l¢ Baron, wnen you left home,
on March 26th, whither did you travel ?" asked
the chief officer. '

i e

«1 travelled turough Germany, en routo for
St. Petersburg.”

 Gtood ! But which was tho first town at which
you stayed 7”

“Strasburg I?

t Quite trucl” said his questioucr, referring to
some papers. ¢ On what day aid you arrive
there ?” .

¢ On the 28th.”

#Yes! and how long did you remain ?”

“ Let me see—yes ! it was cnc night and half
the next day,” replicd the barom, with o little
hesitation in his manner.

# And where did you proceed to next?” resum-
ed the officer.

After some reflection, the baton answered that
he had gone to Frankfort.

“ Indecd 7' answered the officer, raising his
eyes, and dirccting a steady glance towards the
baron.  “To Frankfuit! 1 thiuk you are mis-
taken. You say youarrived at Strasburg on the
28th, where f'uu remaiancd till the folluwing day.
But the landlord of the Maison Rouge says that
you remaized at his house till April 7. How do
you account for that, Monsicur le Baron 7"

“ Was I there a week 2 Yes! now I think of
it, yuu are quite right, monsicur , fur I met seve-
ral friends there, whbo persuaded me to lengthen
my stay.” \

“ You also state that you next went to rank-
fort.  But if Monsicur Ic Baron reflects, he will
rcmember that he went to Saverne in o close
carriage.” :

“ Yes, but that was only a day's trip, and bad
nothing to do with my journey,” was the
ready aaswer. ¢ But may I ask, monsicur, why
all theso questions 7

* Excuse me, Monsicur lo Baron, you arc here
to answer questions not no ask them. Suflice it
to say, it i3 usual under such circumstances.
Now, please to attend. You said just now it was
only a day’s trip, I thiok, how was it you came
to stay four days at Saverne ?”

“ T had only intended to remain one day at
Savernc! but was taken ill during my stay at
the hotel”

“IWag that why Mousieur lo Daron changed
his name ?” continued the officer.

“ Changed my name?  Monsicur must bo in
error.”

© Not at ail. You took the name of Thionviile,
fur sunite 1tasun best known to yuugself, But as
you seum to havo forgoticn tlis circumstance,
will you have the goudness to tll us where you
wuntun leaving Saverne 77

« T returned to Strasburg.”

" Paurdon mie, Mousivur le Baron, and allow
me to refresh your memory.  You went, or pre-
teuded to gu, to a privato huuse in the neighbour-
Luud.  DBut was nut Daris the goal of your jour-
iy, akddid you nul arrive Lere about April
15th 2

« Monsieur!” exclaimed the baron, 1 have
submitted to these impertinent questions quite
long cnough. By what night you presume to
interrugate 1o in the manuer you have done, I
Jdo vt hnuw.  Resy assured I shall represent the
matier to the Minister of police. I wish you a
very guod morning I’ And the baron turned
bimself round to leave the room,

¢ Not su fast, monsieur. I have not yet dono
with you,” cununued the officer, without noticing
tho interruption, I repeat—you arrived in
Puaris about the 15th, and you were in your
wife's bedroum on the night of the 15th and
16th.”

At this word the baron leaped to his feet, his
face distorted with the pangs of fear and passion.

* Calm yourself, Monsicur lo Baron, I havo
not finished with youyet. Will you then explain,
if you were not an the bedroom of your wifc on
e night in question—~winch you will remember
was the very night on which she wasmurdercd—
how it was your hat was found in the passage 7"
And with these words he handed a hat to tho
baron.

All cyes were bent upon him, The baron
turned deadly pale, and remained speechless for
o considerablo time. At last he stamsmered forth
incoherently :

t It is not my hat. I never saw this one be-
fore, , o « I had onelike it . , (. but not this.”

 Not thig?” oxclaimed the relentless question-
er. “Mousicur lo Baron, you have boen follow-
cd step by step from the c'ay you quitted Paris,
to tho day you returned. 1f thishat be not yours,
then have the goodness to v\l mo how your bill
incurred.at the Maison Rouge, Strasburg, found its
way underncath the lining?  Please to look for
yourself.”

“ Hotel bill!” gaspod tho bharon, as he struck
his forchead with his clenched hand,

“Yes ! wretched man. By that little picco of
paper, Providence has disclosed your crime, and
has prevented an innocent girl from dying a
felon's death. Confess that you entered your
wife's room and committed the diabolical deed
for which you would have allowed another to
suffer,”

But such a confession was never made,

That night Baron de C. was safely shut up in
prisun till his triat should take place. All Paxis
rang with the news that tho real murderer of the
baruness had been discovered, and that he was
nv other than her own husband,  But that night
the prisorer escaped. On cntering tho cell on
the following morning, he was found lying
stretched out on his couch, cold and stiff, It
was supposed that, hiving a lawless lifo, ho
llnl{ul been in tho babit of carrying poison about

im.

Years have clapsed since tho above events
took place. Monsicur Bernard soon became one
of the most celcbrated ornaments of the French
bar, and his wife, név Erpestino Lamont, noted
not only for the brilliancy of her balls and din-
ners, but for the affability of her manner and
tho courteousncss of her disposition. Of tho
story of the murder nobody kuows more than is
here told.

THE GOOD OLD DAYS.

—

TIIE following amusing description of the condition
of things in tho last geoerntion i3 given by Sydney
Smith.—""A young man, alive at this poriod, hardly
knows to what improvements of human lifo ho has
been introduced , and X would bring before his notico
tho following cighteen changeshich have taken placo
in England sinco 1 first began to breatho in it the
breath of lifo—a perivd amounting now to ncarly
seventy-threo years.

“Gas was unknown . I groped about the strects of
Londonin alt but tho darkoess of a twinkling oillamp
under tho protection of watchmen in their grand
climacteric, and exposcd to every species of depreda-
tion and insult.

‘I havo been ninohourssailing from Dover to Calats
before the invention of steam. It took me nine hours
to go from Taunton to Bath beforo the invention of
rallroads, and I now go jn six hours from Taunton
to London. In going from Taunton to Bath I suffore
ed between 10,000 and 12,000 severe contusions before
stonebreaking Macadam wasborn,

“ I can walk, by tho assistance of the polico, from
ono end of London to another without molestation; or,
if tired, get into a cheap and active cab, instead of
thoso cottages on wheels, which tho hacknoy-coachce
wero at tho beginning of my life. X had no umbrella:
thoy were littlo used, and very dear. Thero were no
waterproof bats, and my bat has often been reducod
by rains into its primitivo pulp.

* I conld not keep my small-clothes in their proper
place, for braces were unknown. If X had the gout,
there was no colchicam. IfX was bilious, thero was
no calomel. IfY was attacked by ague, there was no
quinine. There wero filthy coffeo-houses instoad of ele-
gant clubs. Gamo could not Ro bought. Thoro were
10 banks to receivo the savings of tho poor. ThePoor
Laws were gradually sapping tho vitals of the country;
and whatever miscries I suffered, I had no post to
whisk my complaints for a single penny to tho remot~
cst corners of the cmpiro ; and yet, in spito of all these
privations, Ilived on quictly, and am now ashamed
that I wes not moro discontented, and utterly surpris-
cd that all theso changes and inventions did not oceus
two centurics ago.

«J forgot <o add, that as tho baskets of stago-conches
in which fuggago was then carried, had no springs,
your clothes wero rubbed all to pieces; and thatevenin
tho best socioty one Sird of tho gentlemen at least
woerg always drunk.”
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ROSEY, DEAR.

Dr. Johnson was very scvere on the quandum poets
of hisday. Our recders will nothave forgotten theso
cclebrated Hnes descriptivo of tho majority of tho pro-
ductivns of that class of liopeful aspirantas
“\With my bat upon 1y head I watked along tho

Strand,
And thero I met another man with Aés hat In his
hand.””

Wo wonder whattho worthy doctor would have
thought of tho following brilliant productjon had he
Ueen favoured with it

Rosey, dear, for you I am pining,
Sure, my poor heart is worn away;

All day, love, for you I am whiniug,
In sorrow oll night I decay.

Al! when you aro gay, I am sighing,
Small wonder you no'er think of mno;
I'ma moping about slowly dying,

love, his salary was small, his position uncertain,
and e 31 from the train of tho Leiress’s follow-
ez, proud and honourable cnough fo shrink
from tho appearanco of fortunc-hunting. The
way soon opened to amend his fortunes, A re-
sponsible position in tho Parish branch of the house
whero he was employed was soon after offered
him, and, at the end of three years passed abroad,
he returned home a member of the firm, Not a
day had passed without Minnic, his pet sister,
being called upon fora full deseription of “every-
body,” and thus he learned tho change in Helen,

11is card was takenup, and he was ghown into
the large drawing-room of the fashionable house,
where the orphan heiress resided with her aunt,
Upon the table lay the iucvitable atbum for pho-
togeaphs, which serves so well to fill up the
{edivus minutes a morning calier has to wait,
Mordaunt opened it.  Several well-known faces
uf ld friends met Lis eye, but he turped leafafter
leaf, till two pictureg, fucing cach other, arrested

While you aro so light and so free.

Ou my rivals you emile so winniug,

It makes tho blood rush to my head;
Then jealousy drives mo a sinning,

To wish you and I were both dead,

Oh! what have you done with your feeling,
For my weeping yunt haven't ancar:

To-night at your feet I am kneehing,
To-morrow you won't sce mo here,

L\:‘ould it not bo animprovement, Mr. William, to
substituto this for tho last Iine, ** To-morrow 1°'ll beon
the beor (or bier)?) .

Oh! Rosey, dear, you love another,
There’s no chanco for me, I suppose;

Then why should I trouble, or bother
My brain with a changeable rose?

V'8 your scx, 1 fear, that is killing
The poor boys, instead of diseases
To gain their affections you'ro willing,
But gain them, dear, only to tease,
WiLLIAM.
Sept. 91h, 1865.

TURNED TO ICE.

—

HE will freeze you to death,” said Minnic

Holmes, finislung an claborate description of her
friend, Miss Helen Ramsey 5 ¢ anything so cold
and still [ never saw. It issostrange, Mordaunty”

«Sostrange, that I can scarcely realise it,” said
her brother.  “She was the gayest of the gay
when I last saw her. Lo be sure, that i3 three
years ago.  What docs it mean, Minnie? Some
love story ?*

“ Nobody knows,” replied Minnie. ¢ Soon after
you left home, she went to Madeira with her
mother, who was in a consumption. In a short
time she rcturncd, bringing home only the
remains of Mrs. Ramsey. Since then she has
lived in o state of gloomy apathy. She was in-
lined to shut Lerself up entirely ; but her aunt,
after the yvar of mourning was over, iosisted
upon her resuming her place in society.  Still,
wearing heavy mourning, she looks strangely out
uf place among hier old friends, for her dress is
not more gloomy than her dark fice. She has
turned to ice.”

# Was she so fondly attached to her motler 7
inquired Mordaunt.

¢ She loved her very dearly,” replied Minnie ;
¢ but her death was not sudden.  For five years
she had been sinking slowly.”

« Strange!” said her brother,  “Poor Helen!
Do you think I had better call, Ninme 2”

¢ Certainly,” was the reply. “ She receives
visits—and you are such an old friend.”

Three ycars before, when Helen Ramsey was a
bell and beiress, winning lbearts by her beauty
and wit, and admiration by her  -alth and taste,
Mordaunt Holmes bad learned to lovo her. lle
was the cldest of nine children, and his father, a
phy<cian in full practice, had given bim cvery
adsaatage of education and position ; but when
his college course was finished, he knew that his
duty was to carn his own livelibood. No idler,
e carnestly sought employment, and becamo an
active member ofa large commercial house, Stil},
at the time he first learncd tho secret of his own

his attention. So like, yct so different! The
one, a tall, handsome brunette, standing in an
v evening dress of rich silk and lace, The heavy,
black braids interwoven with pearls, cncircled t
face full of animation and life. The large, dark
eyes, frank and fearless, shone with joyous light;
the rosy lips wero just parted in a smile,  Well
Mordauut remembered the merry pacty who
wert te *sit for portraits” when this pne was
taken; bat the companion, facing it, was new to
him. Ier heavy, black drapery shrouded her
neck aud arms.  The glossy braids were gone,
and plain bands swept tho pale checks, The
dark cyes looked forward as if the vacancy before
them was filled with haunting shadows ; and the
perfect mouth was set with stern, resolute sad-
ness, Oano ycaronly had flung its shadow be-
twween the two pictures. Ile wasstill studying th.
faces, when tho rustle of a dress beside hire made
him turn,

“1 am glad to see you, Mr. Holmes,
missed you from our circle.”

That was all : the cool yet kindly greeting of
mere acquaintanceship. Yet ber hand trembled,
and was cold asice, as he took it within bis. If his
lifo bad prid the forfeit of his Loldness, he could
not havo resisted the impulse to break the icy bar-
rier sho offered him.

Only a few words of sympathy for her loss, of
pleasure in again meeting Ler, passed his lips,
but his tone of carnest sincerity, his warm clasp
of thelittle cold hand, and his ook of sorrowful
interest spoke volumes, Perhaps she understood
him, for even more chilling was her tone in an-
swering,  In vain he tricd, through the long call,
to bring one smile to her lip, one word of cordia-
lity to bid him bope he could move her.  Each
measured word, every inflexion of the bard, cold
voice drove him despairing from the attempt,
Minuie was right. Shewas turned to ice.

At last he rose to go. Yearning with painful
interest over this broken life; longing to gather
the sad heart into the warm clasp of his love, to
comfort and love this mourner, he must bid her a
conventional adicu, take up hat and gloves, and
walk off ag coolly as if his own leart was not
aching with sympathy for ber burdencd one.
‘T'here was no belp for it, and, accepting her cold
% Good morning,” he left the room. As be stood
with the hall door open lic suddenly remembered
a message of Minnic's about some fancy bazaar,
in which she was interested, that he had promi-
sed to deliver.  Shutting the door again hastily,
he crossed the hall to arrest Miss Ramsey before
she left the drawing-room. As hoe stood in the
open doorway hesaw her; not as he had left her,
crect, and cold, Lut half lying upon the sofa, her
face buried in ber outstretched arms, her frame
shaking with sobs. Such utter prostration of
grief he had never witnessed.  Her whole figure
wag convulsed ; the little hands were clenched,
and she moaned audibly. Ilo wasa gentleman,
although a lover, and res raining tho impulse to
tbrow himself before her, and, entreather to telt
hita her sorrow, ho sofdy retraced bLis steps
through the hall and left tho house.

Mordaunt Holmes loved Helen Ramsey too
truly, too constantly, to let his one repulse dis-
courage him. Day after day he sought her, devo-
ting tho whole treasure of his beart and brain to
ber service, trying, by every tender wile to win
tho laugh 19 her lips, the fire to her cyes, fully

We have

ropaid for an cvening of striving, if but onco the
palo lips parted to smilo on him, ‘There were
hours, though rarc ones, when she threw off her
mantle of sorrow, and gave him thought fur
thought, smile fur smile, nay, sometimcs, he
almost fancicd an answering look of love fur
love. But some memory would break the spell,
and, like the Gorgon's eyes, turn her to stone
again,

At last, weary of the uncqual contest, ho risked
all, They had been trying some new music, in a
half lazy way when almost unconsciously his
fingers dropped upon the opening notes of the
ballad # Rock mo to Sleep, Mother,” A gasping
cry arrested his hand. e looked up to sco tho
still, cold faco suddenly convulsed with a horror
and misery that appatled bim. Involuntarily be
spoke,

4 Helen,” said he, “whatis it? Let mo sharo
this burden of sorrow. Ilove you,anditkillsmo
to sce you suffer go.”

% You love me?” she said, in a tone of passion-
ate grief. ¢ You would hatome if I let you see
uy beart.  But I will, I will, for this lifeis kill-
ivgme. Iam breaking my own heart, to drive
yoars away. While you come, I linger in the
light of your love, as & moth doesround the fatal
lamp, knowing it must bhight my life at last ; for
I love you, Mordaunt—loveld you more that you
80 proudly drew back from me when I was rich
and coveted ; and now, when you arer  com-
forter, and cansodelicately try to rencw .y life’s
sunshine, I still repeat, I love you. XNo, do not
take my hand, for—for—it is the band of a mus-
deress 1?

t Helen, you rave,” said he.

‘“No; Iam calm, rational,” she “oplied. ¢
Lilled my mother—my mother, for whom I would
have died. It was in Madcira, where tho soft gir
and lovely climate were restoring her life.  Sho
suffered with severe pain at times round the
heart, and the physician gave me « lotion for
external use that he warned me was poison.
Other medicine she took hourly; and one night,
wearied with long nursing, [ left the bottles on
the table ncar her to reach them without rising
from my place beside her.  While I slept—slept
with 2 mother’s life in my charge—she took
the wrong wedicine; she dicd i convulsions
beforo we could summon a doctor—the phial
pouring its puisonous contents from her clenched
band to the floor.” .

“ My poor darling!” said he,  « Oh, Helen V?
ho continued, ¢ I have no words to comfort such
sorrow. Only ITeaven can help you.”

¢ I dare not ask forgiveness, she said ; “ my sin
« istoo great.’

¢ Hush, bush ¥’ Mordaunt. # This is your ein,
Hclen, that, for an involuntary omission of duty,
you dare to question your Makers mercy and
love. Ob, my darling! seck Him for comfort.
e will lift this Leavy burden from your heart
for ever.”

¢ Oh, Mordaunt, help me I” she sobbed. “ T am
all yours ; kelp me to bear my sorrow as a Chris-
tian.”

The ice was broken. Throughout the engage-
ment, through the ycars of love that followed
the quiet wedding, it never formed again,  ‘The
carcless girlhood was gone. Theringing laugh,
the light jest, might never return to their olden
placo; but tho happy, carnest, Christian woman
lived to bless the love that first won her back to
warmth and light when ber heart was Tunsep To
IcE. M. E. C.

CoxxMoN NoT VULGAR.—Sir Walter Scott once hap-
pening to hear his daughter Anno say of something
that it was vulgar, gavo tho young lady tho following
temperate rebuke.—'* My love, you speak hko a very
young lady. Do you know, after all, the meamng of
this word vulgar? 'Tis only common. Nothing that
is common, oxcept wickednoss, can deservo to be
spoken of in & tono of contemnpt; and when you have
lived to my ycars, you will bo disposed to agreo with
mo in thanking God that nothing really worth having
or caring about n this world is uncommon.”

Do x0T ReriNe.~—Most persons will find difficalties
and hardships onough without secking them ; let them
not repiue, but take them as a part of that educational
disciplino nccoesary to fit the nmiind to arrive at its
higliest good.
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A WOMAN.

{128 shapo from alr its lightnoss secmed to tako;
With quict robed, {€in her sorious micen;

But folt hier steps in hiaste liko flako on flake
With graceful apeed alighting on tho greon.

Not a wild roscecup's nowly-gpeaed curve

Could match tho porfect outlino of hor cheek;
Nor the smooth blendings of its coloug servo
That fair complexion’s unstuined bloora to speak,

I'ho rich soft brown of her luxuriant hair

In orbs of light hier eycs again expressed ;

Tho smilo of hier sweet mouth outsmiled compare,
Moviug to speech, or closed in dimpled rest.

Words wero her life that cooled with pleasant breath
Tho angriest chicek, and actions strewn aroand

Of delicato design, Jiko bolis of heath

Whose thousands give its colour to tho ground.

Her fino perception picrced tho roughoest act,
When it encrusted gems of kindliness,

Could rein her wind-wild spirits, and with tact
Approach tho leaves of scusitivo distress.

Guilt’s pupil checked his words in their carcer,
With crimsoned awe, beforo her bended brow,
Which liko a rain’s bright ovening would appear,
When sorrow prayed her with a purer show,

Stern to herself, no primrose pressed so light
Tho ground beneath, as sho an crring soul;
And, sin abhiorring, from Compassion’s height
Shono upon thoso who mourncd jn its control,

HALF A MILLION OF MONEY

WRITTEN BY THE AUTHOR OF * BARBARA'SHISTOLY,””
20 ‘ ALl TUE YEAR ROUXND,” EDITED DY
CUHARLES DICKENS.
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CHAPTER IV. THE CHATEAU ROTZBERG

AMID tho many hundred miles which {t traverses
from its sourco in tho glacier-land to its dispersion
among tho border flats of the Zuyder Zco, the great
Rhine river fows through no district so full of strange
interest, so wild, so primitive, so untrodden, as that
decep und loncly valley that lics between  ur and
Thusis in the Canton Grisons, Tho passing traveller
hastening on to tho Splugen, tho wandcring artist
eager for Italy, aliko hurry past with scaice a glanco
or a thought for tho groy peaks above, or tho stony
river-bed below, the beaten highway. They little guess
what green delicious valleys, what winding ravines,
what legend-haunted ruins, and fragrant uplands
Jjewelled with Alp-roses and purplo gentian-blossoms,
Jio all unsought among tho slopes aund passes of tho
mountains round about., Still less do they dream that
to somo of thoso crumbling towers from which tho
very ivy has long sinco withered away, therocling tra~
ditions many centuries older than Christ; or thatin
younder scattered chilets, somo of which cluster liko
swallows, ncsts on shelves of granite six or cight
bundred feet abovo the level of tho valle, , there is yet
spoken a languago unknown to the rest of Europe.
Only tho Listorian an archixologist caro to remember
how therolio imbedded jnthat tonguo tho last frag-
mentsofa forgotten languago; and howin the veins of
tho simplo mountuineers who speak it, thero yet linger
somo drops of the blood ofa lost, a mi-lty, and a
mysterious people.

Thus it bappened that William Trefalden, who was
neitlier an archxologist nor an historian, but only &
brilliant, unscrupulous man ofthe world, every fibro of
whose activo braln was busy Just then with a thousand
projects, neither knew, nor cared to know, any of
thieso things, but took Lis way up tho valley of Dom-
losehig wwithout bostowing a thought upon its poopleor
traditions.

It was about five o’clock in tho afternoon of tho
fourth day from that on which ho left London, He
Liad been on thae road two nightsout of three; and yet
his eyo looked none he loss bright, and hischeck none
tho paler. As ho strodo along in the deep shade,
glancing up from timo to timo at tho sunny hcights
abovo his head, bisstep grow freer, and his bearing
more assured than usual. Thero was not & soil of
travcl on his garments. Tho ehabby offico coat so in-
scparably associated with its wearer in the minds of
lis clerks, was discarded for a suit of fashionable cut

and indehnito huo, such as tho British tourist deligh.
toth to honour, 1lls gloves and linen were faultloss.
Even his boots, although ho was on foot, wero almost
freo from dust, ITo looked, in short, so well dressed,
and so unlike his dally solf, that it may be doubted
whether even MMr, Abel Keckwitch would hiavo recog-
uized his employer at tho first glance, If that astuto
head-clerk could by any possibility havo met-him on
tho way.

Absorbed in thought as ho was, howover, Mr. Tre
faldon paused overy mow and then to recounuitr
tho principal features of tho vulloy, and make cortain
of his landmarks, Tho villago from swhich ho bhad
started was alrcady left two miles behind; and, savo
a ruined watch-tower on a pedastal of rock somo
cighty feet above tho level of tho road, there was no
accossiblo building §n sight. Tho Hinter Rhine, with
its groy watersstill duill from thoglaclor, ran braw.
ling past him all tho way. There wero pino forests
climbing up tho spurs of tho mountains; and flocks of
brown goats, with littlo tinkling bolls about their
necks, browsing over thogreen slopes lowor down,
Far abovetho sound of theso little bells, uplifted, asit
were, upon gigantio precipices of baro granito, roso,
terraco Leyond terrace, o wholo upper world of rich
pasturo Jands, cultivatod ficlds, mossy orchiards, and
tiny hamlets, wiich, scen from tho valley, looked liko
carved toys scattered over tho velvet sward, Higher
still, cameo barren platcaus, groups of stunted firs, and
rugged crags among which tho unmelted snow Jay in
broad, irregular patches, whilo far away to tho right,
whero another valloy scemed to open westward, roso
a mountain loftier than all tho rest, from tho summit
of which a vast glacier bung over inicy foldsthat glit-
tercd to tho sun, liko sculptured drapery depending
from tho shoulder of somo colossal statue,

But William Trefalden had no eyes for this grand
sceno, To him, atthat moment, tho mountains wera
but sign-posts, and tho sun a lamp to light him on his
way. Ho was secking for o certain roadsido shrino
bobind which, Lo had becen told, hig should find a path
Ieading to tho Chitcau Rotzberg, Mo knew that bo
Lad not yet passed tho sbrine, and that by this time
Lo must bo near it. I’resontly a chapel-bell chimed
from tho heights, clear, and sweet, and very distant.
Ho pansed to glanco at bis watch, aud then pressed
forward more rapidly. It was alrcady a quarter to
five, and ho was anxious to reach his destivation
beforo tho afternoon should grow much later, Thero
was an abrupt curvo in tho road a fow yards further
on. He had been looking forward to this point for
somo minutes, and felt 80 suro that it must bring him
in sight of tho path, that when it actually did so, ho
struck up at oncothrough tho scattered pines that
fringed tho wasto ground to tho left of tho road, and
trod tho beaten track as confidently as if ho were
familiar with ovory foot of tho way.

As ho went on, the sound of tho hurrying river dicd
away, and tho scattercd pines became a thick planta.
tion, fragrant and dusky, Then the ground grew
hilly, and twas broken up hero and there by mossy
boulders; and thon camo open daylight again, and a
#paco of smooth sward, and o steep pathway leading
ap to anothor belt of pines. This second plantation
was so precipitous that tho path had in somo places
been Jaid down with blocks of rough stoue and short
lengths of pino trunks, 60 43 v» form a kind of primi.
tive statrcaso up tho mountain-side. Tho ascent, how.
ever, was short, though steep, and Afr, Trefalden had
not been climbing it for many minutes beforo bio saw
a bright shaft of sunlight plercing tho fringed boughs
s0mo fow yards in advance. Then tho moss becamo
suddenly golden beneath his foet, and ho found him.
self on the vergo ofan openr plateau, with the valley
lying in deop sliade some four hundred feot below,
and tho warm sun glowing on his face, Theroran
tho stecl-grey river, eddying but inaudible; there
oponcd tho broad Rheinthal, leading awar milo after
mile into the dim distanco, with glimpses of whito
Alps on tho horizon; while closo by, within fifty yards
of tho sput on which ho was etanding, roso the fvicd
walls of tho ChAtouu Rotzberg.

This, then, was tho homo to which his great-grand-
fathar’s cldost scn had emigrated one bundred years
beforo—-this, tho birthplaco of the beir-atlaw! Wil-
Uam Trofalden smiled gomewbat bittesly as ho paus-
od and looked upon it.

It was a thorough Swiss medlxval dwelling, utterd,
irregular, and consisting apparently ofa cluster of
somo flva or aix square turrote, no twe of which were
ofthe same sizo or holght. They were surmounted

alike by stecp alated roofand grotesque westhearcockss

and tho largost, which had boon sufforod to fall to ruin,
was green with ivy from top to bottom, Tho rost of
tho obitcaa gavo eigiu3 of only partial habitation.
Many of tho narrow windows wero boarded up, while
others showed a scrap of chintz on tho funer side, or
a flowerpot on thosill. A Jow wall, enclosing o small
court-yard, lay to tho south of tho building, and was
approached by a quaint old gatoway supporting o
sculpturcd scutchicon, closo abovo which a stork had
built his nest.

Nono of theso detalls escaped the practised eyo of
William Trefalden. Ho saw all fu a moment —povore
ty, picturesquencss, and neglect. As ho crossed the
open sward, and camoln slghit of a steop road winding
up from tho vatley on tho other side, o rewarked
that there wero no tracks of wheels upon it. Passing
under tho gatoway, ho observed how tho heraldic
bearings woro effaced upon the shield, and how thoso
fractures woro such as could only havo been dealt by
tho haud of wan. Not oven tho grass that had sprung
up amid tho paving in tho court-yard, nor tho mossy
peutbouso over tho woll, nor tho cmpty kennel in tho
cornor, remained unuoticed as he went up to tho door
of tho chiteau,

It was standing partly open—a massy oaken portal,
studded with iron stanchions, and protected only by a
heavy latch. William Trefalden looked round for o
bell, but thore was nono. Then ho knocked with his
clenched hand, but no ono camo. Ho called aloud,
but no ono answered. At last ho went {n,

Tho door opencd into a stono hall of hrregular shapo,
with a cavernous fircplace at ono cnd, and a largo
modern window at tho other. The ceiling was low,
and tho rafters wero blak with smoko. An old
carved press, a sereen, somo chaies and scttees of an-
tiquo form, a great osk tablo on which Jay a newspaper
and a pair of clumsy silver spectacles, a curfous Swiss
clock with a toy skeleton standing in a tittlo seutry-
box just over tho dial, a spinning-wheel and a lincn-
press, wero all tho furnituro that it contained. A
couple of licavy Tyrolean rifies, with curved stocks to
fit to theshoulder, were standing behind tho door, and
an old sabre, a pair of antlers, and a yellow parchiment
in a black frame, hung over tho mantelpico. A second
door, also partly open, stood nearly opposito tho first,
and led into & garden.

Havingsurveyed this modestinterior from the thresh
old, and found himself alona thero, 3Mr. Trefalden
crossed over to tho fireplaco and cxamined tho parch-
ment at his leisure. It was Captain Jacob’s commis-
sion, signed and sealed by Xis Most Gracious Mejesty
King Gceorgo tho Sccond, Anno Domint seventeen
hundred and forty-cight, Turning from this to the
nowspaper on tho table, hio saw that it was printed in
somo Janguago with which ho was not acquainted—a
languago that was ncither French, nor Italian, nor
Sparish, but which sceined to bear a vaguo reeemn.
blanco to all three. It wasoentitled ¢ Amity del Pie. ¢l
Having lingered over this journal with somo cu.riosity,
holaid it down again, and passed out tbrough the
socond door into tho garden.

Ilere, at least, ho had expected to find somo ono bo-
longing to the place; butit was a merg kitchen garden
and contained nothing highcrin tho scale of creation
than cabbages and potatocs, gooscberry-bushes, and
beds of carly salad. Mr. Trefalden began to sk him.
self whether his Swisa kindred had deserted e Cha.
teau Rotzberg altogetler.

Strolling slowly along a side-path shelieced by a
high privet hedge, and glancing back every now and
then at tho queer Jittlo turrctted bullding with all its
weathercocks glittering in the sun, hesuddenly became
awaro of voices rot far distant. 1o stopped—list.
cncd-—went on a fow steps further—and found that
they proceeded from somo Jower lovel than thaton
wbhich ho stood. Having onco ascertained tho direce
tion of tho sounds, o followed them rapidly enougls.
His quick oyo detected a gap in tho hedge at tho upper
end of thogarden. From this gap, a flight of rough
stepsled down toa little orchard somo eighteen or
twenty feot below—2a mero shiclf of verduro on the face
of tho precipice, commanding a glorious view all aver
thovalley, andlyiogfulttoihosunset. It wasplanted
thickly with fruit-trecs, and protected at the verge of
tho cliff by a fragilo rajl. At the further end, built up
in an apnglo of tho rock, stood a rustic summer-houso
newly thatched with Indian corn-straw. Towards this
point William Trefalden mado his way through the
deep grassand tho wild flowers,

AS he drew nearer, ho heard tho sounds ggain.
Thers was but ono voico now—a man’s —and he was
reading.  YWhat was horeading? Not Gorman. Not
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thatstraugo dialeet printed intho ¢ Anaity del Plevel”
Cortainly not Latin Heo advanced a Jitdo further,
Was it, could it bo—Greek?

Mr. Trefalden’s Greek had grown somewhat rusty
thieeo Jast cighteen years orso; but thore could Lo no
mistake about thoso gonorous periods. e recognised
tho very lines as they fell from tholips of thoe speaker
=1lines sweet and strong as that god-liko wine stored
of old in tho chamber of Ulysses. It was many a yecar
sinco hie iiad heard them, though at Eton they had
been ““familiac in his moutl as hiouschiold words:*
About our heads elms and tall poplars whispered;
Wilo from its rocky cavo besido us trickled
The sacred waters of a limpid fountain.

The cricket chirped 2 the hedge, and the sweet thros.
tlo
Sang loudly from the copsc.

Who ehiould this bo but Theocritus of Sicily? Wile
liam Trefalden could scarcely betievo hi-cars. Theo-
critus in tho vailey of Domicschg? Theocritus in tho
mouths of such outer barbarians as thedwellers in the
Chateau Rotaberg?

Having ended tho famous description of the garden
of I'irassdamus, tho reader paused. Wialliam Trefal-
den hastened up to tho frout of tho summer-bouso.
Anold man smoking a German pipe, and a youth
bending ovor a book, were its only occupants, Doth
looked up; and both, by a simultagcous impulso of
courtesy, roso to receive him.

I beg your pardon,’” ho said, lifting his hat. “This
is, I fear, an unceremonious intrusion; but I am not
quite a stranger, and——**

11 chiecked himself. French was tho languago which
hie had found gencrally understood inthe Grisons, and
bo had inadvertently used his nativo English.

But thoe old man bowed, laud bis pipo aside, and ro-
plicd in English as puro ashis own:

«\Vhoever you may be, sir, you aro welcome.””

I thiak I havotho pleasuro of addressing a rela.
tive,” observed tho Iawyer. * My pname i3 William
Trefalden.”

Tuo old man steppad forwvard, took him by bdoth
liands, and, somewhat to his surprise, kissed him on
cachs chieek,

«Cousin,” bo said, ** thounart thricowelcome. Sax-
on, my son, cmbrace the kinsman.”

CITATTER V. ML, TREFALDEN AND HIS COUSINS.

Mr. Trefalden took the rustic chair handed to him
by his younger kiusman, and placed it Justagainst the
entranco of the summer-house. It was his habit, Lo
said, to avoird a stropg light, and tho sunsct dazzled
him. Thoold man resumed hisscat. Tho youth re-
munced standing.  Botlhilooked at thonew comer with
a cordial, undissembled curiosily; and fiv a few se-
conds there as sifence,

MMr. ‘Krefalden’s clder kinsinan was ragile, palo
white-hawred, with bnthant dark eyes, and tunseasi-
tive lips, that trembled whon ho spoko carnestly. Tho
other was a tall, broad-shouldered, broad-browed,
powerfal young fellow, with a boyish dowa upon his
upperlip, and a forest of thick golden-browa bair,
crisp and carly as tho locks of Chaucer's Squire. 1llis
oyebrows and cyelashes wwere somo shadesdarker than
his hair; and his¢ycs looked out from Leneath them
with an cxpression half shy, hall fearless, such a8 wo
sometimes zce in the eyes of children.  In short ho
1vas a3 gzoodly a specimen of tho race of Adam as ono
mmght hopoto meet with between London and the
valley of Domicschy, or even farther; and this Mr.
Trefalden could not butadmit at tho first glance.

Tho old mman was tho first to speak.

“You did not &ad your way withoata gulde, cou-
8in?” said ho.

It was no vory diflicoit achicvement,” replied tho
lawyer. *Icrjoyed tho walk.”

*From Chur?”

*No~from Reiclicnau. 1 havetaken up my quar
tersat tho ¢ Adler.’ My landlord described tho road
tome. Xt was casy cnough o find: not, perhiaps quito
50 casy to follow."

* AR, you como by the foatpatii. It Issadly out of
repair, and would sccm steep o a stranger.  Saxon,
£o bid Kewtll prepare sapper; and open a bottlo of

*Asti wins. Qur cousin is weary.”

Afr. Trefalden hastened to excuso himself; butit
wasof no avail. Thoeold gentlemaa insisted that ho
should ** at least break bread and drink wing™ with
them; aad Mr. Trefaldea, sceing that ho sttached
somo patriarchal Import ¢o this ceremony, yiclded tho
point.

*Yon havo a son, slr, of whom you may de proud,”

£ald he, dooking after tho yonth as ho strodo away
through tho trees.

Thoold man emiled, and with the smilo his whole
faco grow tonder and graclous,

* Ho i3 my great hopoand Joy,” Lo replied; * but
Lo fs not my son. 1o Istho only child of my dear bro.
ther, who dicd tieelvo years ago.”

Mr. Trefalden had atready heardthls down at Reich-
enau; but ho said,  Indeed?’? and looked interested,

“ My brothor was a farmor,” continued tho other;
‘L eotered tho Luthoran Church. o marricd late
inlifo; 1 have been a bachelor all my days.”

‘* And your brotlher 8 wife,” said Mr. Trofalden, “is
eho still diving?

* No; shio dicd two years after sho beeamo a mo-
ther. For twelve years, Saxon has had no parent but
myscll. 1o calls mo ‘ father'~1 call him ‘son.’ I
could not lovo him moro if ho wero really my own
offspring. Ihave been bis only tutor, also. I havo
taught him all that I know. Every thought of lis
heart is open to mo. Ilo s what God and my teach-
ing “avo mado him.”

** le is 2 magnificent fellow, at all events,' said Mr.,
Trefalden, dryly.

/My brothier was almost as tall and bandsomo at
hisage,” replied tho pastor with asigh.

““What is his ago?” asked tho lawyer,

‘1l was twenty-two on tho thirtecnth of last De-
cember.”

‘I should not take him moro than twenty.”

‘Lrwenty-two—~twenty-two years, and four months
—aman in age, in stature, in strength, in learning;
but a boy at hieart, cousin—a boy at heart!*’

* ANl o better for him,” said Mr, ‘Trefalden, twith
his quict voice and pleasant smile. # Many of the greats
est men that ever lived wero boys to tho last.”

** I havo no desiro to sco my Saxon becomo a great
man,” said Martin Trefalden, bastily. * God forbid
it! Xhave tried to male hima good man. That is
cnongh.”

* And I havo no doubt that you have succeeded.” .

The old snan looked trounbled.

I havo tricd,” eaid ho; ** but I know not whether
Ihavotried in the right way. 1 have trained him ac-
cording to my own beliefand 1deas; and what I havo
done has been dono for thobest. I may havo acted
wrongly. 1may not have donomy duty; butI hiave
striven to do it. 1 prayed for light—I prayed for
God's blessing onmy work, I believo my prayers
were beard; but I havo had hieavy miegivings of lato
=licary, heary misgivings!”

“X feed suro they must dbe groundless,*” said Mr, Tro-

falden.
The pastor shook his hcad. 1o swas ovidently anx.

{ous, 2nd il at case.

**That is because you do not know,” replied ho.  *X
cannot tell yoa now—anotlier ‘ime—when wo can bo
longeralone. In tho meanwhile, I thank Heaven for
thoclianco that hias brought you bither, Cousin, yon
aro our only survivin ; kinsaan—youaro acquainted
with the world—you will adrise me—yon will bo good
tohim! 1 am suro you will, I scoitin yoar face.”

“ Ishall be very glad to receivo your confidenco,
and to give you what counsel X can,' replied Mr. Tro-
falden.

“God bless you sald tho pastor, and shook hands
withhim across tho tadle.

At this moment thero camea sound of vuices from
the furthier ond of the terrace.

* Ono word more,” cried Martin, ecagerly. *Yon
know our family bistory, and tbedato that is drawing
near?”

uI do'"

* Not 2 #51lablo beforo him, till wo bavoagain spo-
ken togetber. Xaush, bois here.”

A glant shadow fell upon the grass, zad young Sax-
on'ssix feot ofsubstance stood botween thom and the
sun. Iohcld adishin hils hands and 8 bottle nnder
hisarm and was followed dy a stalwart peasant wo-
man, laden with plates and glasscs.

*Tho ¢vening isso warm,” sud he, * that I thooght
our cousin would prefer to sty here, 80 Kettll and X
havo brought tho supper with ©s”

* Nothing could ploaso mo better,” replied Mz, Tro-
falden, ** By thoway, Saxon, X must compliment you
onyour Greck. Thoocritusisan old fricnd of mine,
and you read him remarkably well.*

Tho young m:n whohad just removed tho book
from tho table, and was assisting o spread thocloth,
blosbed like & glrl.

* o 2ud Anacrcon weromy fhvourite pocts,' 2d-
ded tho lawyer; ¢ bat that was a long time 250, I
fear I now remember vory 1ittlo of olther,

“I havonot read Anscreon,” sald Saxon; ** but of
all thoso I know, I love Iomer best.*

“ Ay, for tho dghting,” suggested liis unole, with
emile,

* Why not, when it's euch grand fighting?”

*Then you prefer tho Iliad to tho Odyssay,” said
Mr. Trofalden. *“Now, formy port, I alivays took
more pleasuro in tho advontures of Ulysscs. Tho sco-
nery Is so various and romaatio; tho fiction is so do-
lightful »

“Idon’t like Ulysses,” said Saxon, bluntly. « lo's
80 crafty.”

“Uo is thereforo all the truer to naturo,” replied
Mr. Trefalden. All Grecksare crafty; and Ulysses ia
tho very type of Uis raco.”

* I cannot forgivo him on thet plea. A hero must
Yo better than his race, or ho fs no icro.””

“That is true, my son,”” £21d the pastor,

“* 1 allow thatthe Homeric hieroes aro not Bayards:
but they are great men,” saig Mr. Trefalden, defend-
Ing his position less for tho sako of argument than for
the opportunity of studying his cousin’s opinfons.

*Ulysses is not a great man,” replicd Saxon warm-
Iy ** much less a hicro,”

Mr ‘Trefalden smiled, and shook his head.

‘* You have all thie world against you, said hie.

“ The world lets itself bo blinded by tradition,* an-
swwered Saxon. “Canaman be & Lero and steal? a
heroand tell les?a licro, and 2fraid to givohisnamo?
Tell of Altdorf was not ono of that stamp, When
Gessler questioned bim about tho second arrow, ho
told thutruth and was ready to dio for §t.”

* You arcan cntt {c on tho subject of Lieroes,””
8aid Ar. Trefalden, Jestingly.

Tho young wman Liushed again, moro deeply than
before.

1 hato Ulysses,” lo sald. * Ho was a contemp-
tiblo fellow; and ¥ don't beliovo that Homer wroto
the Odysscy at all.”

With this, bo addressed somo observation to Kettli,
who answered bim and departed.

‘What astrangoe dislect!’ said AMr. Trefalden, his
attention diverted into another chaunel. “ Did X not
sco o newspaper printed in it, ks I passed $ust now
through the houso?”

“Yor did; butitisno dialect,” replied tho pastor,
a3 thoy took their places round tho tablo. “It is a
languago—2 genuino laognagoe; coplous, majestic, elo-
gant, and moro ancient by many centuries than {ho
Latin??

* You surpriso me.””

*It's modern name,” continued tho old man, *is
tho Rheto-Romansch. If yoadesiro to knotw its an-
cient name, I must refer you back to 8 period carlier,
perhaps, than oven tho foundation of Alba Longa, aad
certainly long anterior to Rome.  But, cousin, youdo
not cat.”

I bavo really no appetite,” pleaded Mr. Trefalden,
who found neither tho goat’s-milk cheess nor tho salad
particularly to his taste. ** Besldes, I sm mach inter-
estod in what you tell me.”

Tho pastor’s faco lighted up.

*1am glad of i%” bo #ald, cagoly. **Iam very glad
of it. It Is a sablect 20 whish I bave devoted tho
lelsuro of a Jong life.”

¢ Dot you havo not yet told mo tho ancient namo of
this Romansch tonguo 1

Saxon, who had been looking somowhat uneasy
duripg tho 1sst fow minules, was about to speak; bat
his nuclo interposod. .

“XNo, no, my son,” ko said, cagerly, *theso aro
matters with which 1 am more conversant than thon,
Losvo tho explanation to mo.”*

Tho young man beat forward,and whispered, “Brief.
1y, then, dearest father.”

Alr. Trefalden’s quick ¢z caoght tho almost inan.
didlo waining. It was his dectlny {0 gain more than
ono insight into charactor this evenlng.

Tho pastor nodded, somowkat impaticatly, znd
launched lato what was evidently & favoarito toplc.

¢ Look roand,’ hasald, “at theso mountains, Thoy
baro thelr local names, as tho Galanda, tho Ringsl,
tho Aldgls, andso forth; but they have also & general
and classified namo. They are thoe Rhzton Alps,
Among them lis numerous valloys, of which this, tho
Hinter-Rboln-Thal, isthochiof. Yonder Hotka passca
of tho Spulgen and the Stolvlo, 2nd boyond them the
plains of Lombardy. Youprobably know thisalready;
botit is important to my oxplacation that you shorld
have a corroct {dea of our goozTaphy bero In tho
Grisons.”

2r. Trefalden bowed, and degged him to procoed.
Saxon ato his supper in silonca,
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4 Well,” continuod thio pastor, ¢/ about to thousand
cight hundrod years ago theso Alps wero peopled bya
liardy aborlginal raco, speaking tho samo languago, or
tho germs of tho samo language, which is spoken hiero
to this day by thelr dorcondants. Theso aborigines
followed tho Instincts winch God would scem to havo
implanted In the hearts of all mountain raccs. They
wearicd of thelr barren fastnesses. They poured down
into tho Southiern plains. They expelled tho native
Umbrians, and settled ns conquerors in that part of
Italy which lics north of Ancona and the Tiber. Thero
thoy buiit citics, cultivated literaturoand tho arts, and
reached a high degreo of civilisation. When I tell
you that they had attained to this cminenes beforotho
era of Romulus; that they gave religion, language,
aund arts to Romo herself; that, according to the do-
creed fato of patlons, they fell through their own Jux-
ury, and wero enslaved o thelr turn; that pursucd by
tho Gaulor tho Celt, they Ged back at last to theso
eamo mountains from whicl they had emigrated long
centuries before; that they crected soms of those
stronglholds, tho imperishable ruins of which yot stand
8Love our passes; and timt in this Rixto-Romanseh
tonguo of the Grisons survive tho last utterances of
their lost pocts and historians—iwhen, cousin, I tell
you all theso things, you will, I think, havo guessed
already what the namo of that sucient peoplo must
havo bson?”

Now i happened somewhat unluckily, that M,
Trefalden bad lately read, somesvhero or anotker, a
revicw of somebody's book on this very subject; so,
when tho old man paused, quito warm and tlashed
with his own eloquence, hio found himself prepared
with a reply.

“If, said he, ¢ I bad not taken an impresslon—1if,
io sbort, I had not understood that the Etruscans
wero originally a Lydian tribo—-"’

“You took that impression from Herodotus!' in.
tertupted tho pastor.

4 Noj; for tho best of reasons. I never was Greclan
cnongh to do batto with Herodotas.”

“ ¥rom Tacitus, then?*

 Possibly frcm Tacitus.”

*Yes, Tacitus supportsthat theory, butho is wrong;
20 docs Merodotus, and ho is wrong; so do Strato,
Cicero, Scneea, Pliny, Ilutarch, Vellelus, Iatercalos,
Servius, and 2 host of others, and they aro all wrong
—utterly wrong, cvery ono of them !

“ Bat whero—-"*"

“ Livy supposes that tho cmigration was from tho
plains to tho mountains—folly, mero folly! Docs not
every examplo in history point to tha contrary? Tho
dwellers In plains fly to tho mouatains for refugo; bat
emigratioa flows as naturally from the beights to the
flats, as streams fow down from tho glaciersto tho
valleys. Hellanicus of Lesbos wotld havo us believo
thoy wero Pelasgians. Diopysius of Halicarnassus os-
serts that they wero the aborigincsof the soll.  Gorics
makes thern Phaenician—Bonarota, Egyptian—afle,
Cznaanite—Goarnacel . . . 7

“I beg pardon,” isterrupted Afr, Trefalden; « bat
when I s2id I had understood that the Etruscans were
of Lydisnorigin . . ."

* They wero nothing of tho kind!** cricd tho pastor,
tremtling with excitement. “If they had been hils
conntrymen, would not Xaatus of Lydia havo chroni-
cled thoe cvent? Ho mever even names them. Can
you concelvo an English historian omitting the colonl-
sation of America; or a Spaolsh historian passing
over tho conquest of Mexico? No, cousin, you must
forgivo mo for saying that ho whd'embraces theempty
theorics of Herodotus and Teocltas commits = grice
vous crror. I canshow you such archxological evl.
deneo. - -7

*I assure youw, sald 3fr. Trefxlden, lzagbingly,
+1hat X havo not tho least disposition to do anything
of thokind. It is=a sabject upon which1 know abso-
lately nothing.”

“ And, fatker,” began Saxon, laying hishand gently
op tho old man’s arm, ** I think yoa forget——"

“XNo, no, 1 forgot nothiag,” interrupted hisnnclo
too much posrossed by bls own argument to listen 20
anyona. *Idonot forgetthat Gibdon pronoanced
tho Lydiaa thoory a2 themo for only poets and roman-
cists. I donot forget that Stoud, whatever tho tepor
of his other opialons, stlcist admitied tho unity of the
Etruscas and Rhxtian tongoes, Then thero was
Nicbahr—although ke fell noder tho mistake of sap-
posing tho Etru~cans to boa mixed raso, ho bellovod
tho Rbertians of theso Alps t0 havo boom tho true
stock, and malntalned that they rodacod the Pelzszt
0 & stato of vassalage. Neidubr was & grest =zn, =

fino historian, an enlightencd echolar. I corresponded
with him, coueln, for years, on this vory subjoct; but
I could never succeed §n convincing hin of thoe purely
Rhxtian nationality of the Etruscan peoplo. 1fo al-
ways would havo it that they wero amulgamated with
tho Pelasgians, It wasa great pity?! 1 wishIcould
hava set him rightbeforo ho dled.*

Mr. Trefaldon looked at his vateh.

“ ¥ wish you could,” ho sald; *“but it grows late,
and I shall never fiud my way back before dark, if I
do not at onco bid you good cventng.””

Tho pastor put his hand to his brow in a bewildered
way.

«I—1 fear I havo talked too much,’” he said shyly.
« I havo wearied you. Pray forgiverno. When I be-
glo upon this subject, I do not know where to stop.”

“ This {8 becauto yon know 20 much about it,* re-
piled tho lawyer. ** DBut I have listencd with great
pleasure, 1 assure you.”

 Havoyou? Havo you, Indeed?”

# And havo learned 2 great deal that 1 did not know
before.*’

# 1 will show you all Niebulir’s letters another time,
and coplcs of my replies,” eafd the old man,” ifyou
care to read therm.”

tio was 201w quito radiant again, and wanted only a
word of encouragement to resuwao tho conversation;
but Mr. Trefalden bad hiad more than enough of tho
Etruscans already.

¢ Thaak you,” said hos ** thank you—another time.
And now, good-by."”

“ No no—stay 8 moment longer. 1havoso much to
say to you—s0 many questions to ask. How long do
you stay in Reichenau?”

Somo days—perhapsa week.”!

" Aro you on your way to Italy?”

“Notat cll. I wanted chango of air, 2nd I have
como abroad for a fortnight’s hollday. 2fy object in
choosing Reichienau for a resting place is solely to bo
near you."’

Thoold man’s cycs filed with tears,

“ How good of you!” ho said, slmply. *I should
neverhave ecen you if you had not found your way
hither—nnd, after sll, wo threo aro tho last of our
name Cousin, will you como hore?”

Afr. Trefalden hesitated.

*What do you meanl!” Lo said. * I shall como
agaln of course, 10 MOrrow."’

« I mean will yoa como hero for tho timo of your
stay? I hardly like to ask you, for X know tho “Adler
s far moro comfortable than our little desolato cyrie,
But still if yoa can put up with farmer’s faro and
mountaln babits, you sball havo o loving welcomo.*?

2AIr. Trefalden smiled, acd shook bishead.

« X thank you,” said he, **as much as If I ne-
cepted yoo r hospitality; but It is Impossible. Weo
Yondoncrs 1cad busy foverish lives, and becomo en-
slaved by sl kinds of unhicalthy customs. Your
babits and mino differ &s widcly &s tho habits of an
Esquimaux and a Fricadly Islander. Shall 1 confess
tho trath? You have lust supped—I 2m now golng
back to Reichienau ¢o dinper.””

“To dinner?"

¢ Yes, cight is my hoar. I cannot dopart from i,
wven when travelling; 60 you sco I dara not becomo
yous gaest. However, Ishall sco you daily, and my
young cousia hero must do tho honours of tho neigh-
bourhood to me.”

* That I will,”” sald Saxon, heartily.

2fr. Trefalden then shook hands with tho pastor,
and, Saxon having declared his intention of eccing
him down tho mmounfain, they went away togetber,

CHATTER V1. THX VALURX OF A XATOLTOXN.

As tho two ccusine passed neross tho grass-grown
court-yard, and under the gatewsy, with tho stork's
nest overkead, Ar, Trefalden pointed upto thobroken
scutchoon,

«JIs that a rocord of somo medixral fray?' asked
he.

¢+ Oh dear no!’’ replied the young man, lavghingly.
)y great-grandfather swashcd that heraldry whea
bo bought tho place.””

¢ Then ho was 8 zo3loas Republican?”

¢ XNot ho. Quits the contrary, I belicve. No—ho
defaced tho ehicld decausy tho chitesn was his, axd
tho srms wero not.”

*«JXsoo. Xodid notchooso to live in 2 honse with
aaother men'snamoopon hls door. Thatwasscasidle;
but homight bavo sobstitated hisown.

Baxon’s lip carlod sanclly.

¢ Bah|” 22!2 Lo, ** what d0 we want of arma? Wo
aro only &rmore. We bava no right to them™

¢ Nelthor has any ono clse, X shonld funcy, in 2 ro-
publio liko this,** observed Mr. Trofalden.

“ Oh yes—sou.» havo. Tho Rotzbergs, who l{ved
hero before us, tho I'lantas, the Ortensteins, aro all
noble. Thoy twero counts and knights hundreds of
ycars ago, when tho fendal system provalled.”

# Nobles who subscribo to a democratio rulo forcgo
thelr nobility, my young consin,'” safd Mr. Trefalden,

¢ I havo Leard that Lefore,” replicd Saxon; “butl
don't agree with it.”

This young man had a sturdy way of cxpressiug his
opinions that somewhat amused and somowhat dis-
mayed Mr, Trefalden. Ho had alsoa frightful facllity
of foot that renderod hima diflicult companion among
such paths as led down from tho Chiteau Rotzberg to
tho valley below.

)y good fellow,” sald the lawyer, coming to a
sudden stop, ‘“do you want mo to break my neek?
Iam not a chamois!"’

Saxon, who had been springing fromledge to ledgo ot
tho slippery descent with tho light and fearless step of
a mountaincer to the manor born, turncd back at
onco, and put out his hand.

“ I beg your pardon,’” ho said, apologetically, ¢ 1
had forgotten. I supposo you havenever beeh among
mountalns before?”

¢ Oh yes I have—and I can keep my foet hero quito
well, thank you, if you do not ask me to como down
in a coranto. I havo been up Snowdon, and Cadar
Idris, apd plenty of smaller heights—to say nothing of
Molborn Hill.”

Saron laughed merrily.

Why, what d¢ you know of Holborn 11ill?” sald
Ar, Trefalden, supriscd to find that emall jeit appro-

ciated.

+ 1t is a hill rising westward, on the right bank of
the Flect river.’

4 But you bavo never visited London?”

¢« I havo never been further than Zurich in my life;
but I havo rcad Stowe carcfully, with / map.*’

Ar. Trefalden could not forbear a smile.

¢ You must not supposo that you thereforo know
avything about modern London,” sald ho. ¢ Stowo
would not recogniso his own descriptionsnow. Tho
world has gono roand onco or twico sjoce-his time.””

* So I supposo.”

« 1 should liko to take you back with me, Saxon.
Tou'd find mo a betler guido than the medizyal sur-
veyor."”

+To London?"

« Ay, to London.”

Saxon shook his head.

“ Yon do not mean to tell ma that you havo no
curiosity to visit tho most wonderful city in tho
world?"

“Not ot all; but thero arcothierawhich I had ratho
sco frst.”’

s¢ And which aro they "

“ Romo, Athens, and Jerusalem.””

* Then I bavo no hesitationin prophesying thatyou
would bo greatly disappointed in all throe.  Ono is
always disappointed in places that depend for their
Interest oa remoto easoctation.'

Saxon made no reply, and for 2 fow moments they
wero both ailent.  Whea they presently left the last
belt of pines behind them and emerged upoa the level
road, Ar. Trefalden paused and sald:

4 1 ought not to Ictyoun go any further. XMy way
lics straight beforo mo now, and I cannot miss it

I wilt go with you as far as tho bridge,” replied
Saxon.

« But it Is growing quito dusk, aud you bavo thoso
mountaln paths to climb.”

¢+t X conld climd them blindfolded. Besides, we havo
arranged nothlog for to-morrow. Would you like to
walk over tho Galenda to Ifcfiers?”

“ How far is it?" asked Ar. Trefalden, withaglance
of miegiving towards tho wmonntaln In question, which
looked lofticr than ever in tho gloaming.

« About twenty-thiree or four miles.””

¢ Each way?"”

*¢ Of coarse.”

“ X smmach oblized to you,’ sald tho dawyer, * but,
8 I said before, I am not & chamols. No, Saxon; you
must como over to tho Adler to-morrow morning to
breakfzst with mo, and aftes droakirst, 12 yoq liko, wo
willwalk to Chur. X bear it & a curious old place, and
I shonld liko to eo3 it

© 23 you plcaso, consln. Atwhathonr?’

«X fear I X say Ralf-past oight, you will think it
terridly 1sto.”?

“XNot at sll, sizco yoa do not dino till cight st
n!gh‘.."
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¢ Then I may expect youl”

“"Without fail.*”

Tlhey wero notw within eight of the covered Lridgo
and tho twinkling lights In tho village beyond. Afr.
Trefalden paused for tho sccond timo.

* I must fnsfst upon saying good-byo now,* sald he.
* And, by tho way, before wo part, will you be kind
cnough to cxplain to me tho real valuo of theso
coins?”’

1{o took out a handful of looso monoy, and Saxon
examined tho picces by tho waning light.

* My cliarreticr to-dsy would not take Fronch
francs,” continued Mr, Trefulden, ¢ but asked for
Miutz money. When Ioffered himtheso Swiss francs
ho was satlsficd. What fs tho differenco in valuo be-
tween a French and a Swiss franc? What Is Milntz
moncy? Ilow mauy of theso piccesshiould I getfora
Napoleon, or an English sovereign?”

Saxon shook his head.

« I don't kuow,” said he, X havo not tho least
{dca.”

Mr. Trefalden thought hio had been misunderstood.

¢ I beg your pardon,’”” exid lho. ¢ Perhaps I have
not explatned myself clearly. This Mintz money-——*?

« Mdntz money Is Swiss monoy,”’ interrupted Saxon.
* That s to say, tho new uniform coinago voted by tho
Diot of 1820.”

4 1al), what 1s this Swiss franc worth2”

“ A hundred rappen.”

4 Then a rapp I8 cquivalent to a French centimo?”?

Saxon looked puzzled.

* Tho rappon are fssucd instead of the old Latzen,”
gaid ho.

Mr, Trefalden smiled.

“ o don't quito understand each other yet,” ho
safd, taking a Napolcon from tho number. ¢ What I
want to know is simply Low many Swiss francs 1
ouglit o recoivo for this?”

Saxon took ths Napolcon betwoen bis finger and
thumb, and examined it on both sides with somocuri-
osity.

« I don't think it is worth anything at all here,” hio
replicd, as no gavo it back. ¢ \Whatisit?”

 Whatisit? Why,sNapoleon! Do you mecan
tosay that you nover saw ono beforo?’?

+«Idon'tthink I cver did.”

¢ But I know they are curreat hiero, for I changed
ono at Chur.”

Saxon looked as if he could not compreliend his
cousia’s cvident surpriso.

¢ You may boright,*” «aid ho. *“ I cannot tell; but
I will ask my father when I go home. I daro say bo
can explain it to you.”

AMr. Trofalden's amazement was €0 great that ho
took no pains to conceal it.

* But, my dear ellow, ho sald, ¢ you cannot bo un.
acquainted with the standard valuo of money—with
the relativo value of gold and ailver?”?

* ] agcuro you I koow nothing at all about it.”

« But—out it Is incomprehensible.”

“\Why so? Itisa sudject that hasnever come under
my obscrration, and in whickh I take no interest?”

«Yotin tho ordinary transsctions of life—of farm-
ing life, for jnstance, such 28 your own—in tho com-
mon buying and sclling of cvery day—'-

« { havo nothing to do with that. My father man.
azes all matters connceted with tho land,”

« Well, then, ifit wero only asaguido to theexpen-
diture of your own moncy, somo such knowledgo is
neocwary and valuablo.

+ But I have no moncy,” replicd Saxon, with tho
simplicity of 2 savago.

«Nomoney? Nono whatever?”

“Nono?”"

* Do you ncver have Juy 3

* ever.”?

« Ravo you nover had any?”

« Nover in »y lifo.”’

Afr. Trefalden drew 2 long breath, and said no
mo1o.

*That scems to surprico you very much,” said
Saxon, lagghingly.

“ \Well-it does.”

“ Datitnced not. What do I want with money?
Of what uso would it bo 10 me? What should I do
with #t? Whatismoney? Nothing. Nothiag Lut a
sign, tho Interpretation of which is food, clothing, 8
ing, and other comforts and ncoessaries of 1ife. Tharo
all these, azd, having them, need no moncy. It is sof-
Sclenlly platn.”

* Ah, yes, it §s plsin—qaite plaln,” refolned tho
lawycr, sdstractedly. X sce it all pow. You are

porfootly right, 8sxon. You would not know what
to do with it, if you had {t, Goodnight.”

 Good night.”

“ Don't forget half-past eight to-morrow,

“No, no. Good night.”

And 8o thoy shook hands and parted.

Atr. Trefalden was somewheat [ato that evening for
hisdinner; but tho cook at the Adler was an oxpert
artist, and not to be dlsconcerted by so common-placo
an emorgency, It wasa very rechierché Hitle dinner,
and Mr, Trefalden was unusually wel! disposed to enjoy
it. Nover, suroly, was tho trout more fresh; nover was
Mayonnaise better flavoured ; nover had Latitto a more
dclicato aromn. 2r Trefalden dined deliberatoly,
pralsed tho cook with the grace of a connoisseur, and
lingerced luxuriously over his dessert. His meditations
wero pleasant, and tho claret w2* excellent,

‘A eimpleold pastor with a mania for archzology,”
muttered ho, 23 ho sfpped his curagoa and watched tho
smoko of his elgar—**a simplo old pastor with 2 mania
for archxxology, and a young barbarlan who reads
Thoocritus and nover saw a Napolcon!  What a deli.
clous combination of circumstanocest What a glorlous
ficld fos enterprise! Verlly, the days of Ll Dorado
havo com9 back sgain}”

OHATTER VII. PASTOR MARTIN'S THEORT,

Tho pastor bad spoken from his heartof hearts when
ho told Mr. Trefaldon with what solicitudo ho had
oducated Lis brother’s orphan; bat hodid not tell him
all, or even half, of the zcal, humtility, and devotion,
with which ho had fulfilled that heavy doty. Knotw.
ing the full extent of bis responsibility, ho had sceepted
it from tho very hoor of the boy’s birth. Ho bad lain
awako nizht after night, while littlo Saxon was yot in
his cradle, pondering, and praying, and asking him.
eelf how hio should fortlfy this young sonl azainst tho
temptations of tho world, Ho had vwritten out fulla
dozen claborate schemes of education for him, beforo
tho child could babble an articulats word. 1lospent
his leisuro in studying tho lives ot great and virtnous
meD, that hio might theace gatber something of thelr
tutelazo; and, to this end, toiled patiently onco again
through all Ilutarch’s rrabbed Greek, and Fuller's
8till morocrabbed English. Ho compiled formidable
lists of all kinds of instructive books for his pupil's
futuro reading, long beforo his young ears had over
heard of tho penances ending in ¢ ology.” He filted
rcams of sermon paper w'th unodjectionablo extracts
from tlo classio pocts, and mado easy sbstracts of
Euclid and Aristotlo for his solo use and benefit. In
short, Lo lald himself down beforo the wheels of this
baby Juggernaut {n 2 splrit of tho uttermost sclfde-
votion and lovo, giving up to him cvery moment upon
which his pastoral duties held no clsim, and sacrig.
cing oven tho Etruscans for his dear s2ko.

The boy's cducation may almost bo sald to have
dated from tho day on which ho first began to laugh
aud put out Lis littlo arms &t tho sight of those ho
loved. Unclo Martin, In spito of sgomo matornal oppo-
sition, took caro of that. o asscrted Lils positicn at
onco; and quictly, but frmly, maintained it, Ho it
was who taught tho child his fimst utteranco—who
guided his drst fecblo steps upon tho eofk sward ount ¢f
doors—who trained his tooguo to stammer its first
prayer.  Ho tauglht him that God hrd mado tha sun,
and tho stars, and tho groen trees. o led bim to sco
uso and beauty in all created things—oven in tho most
unlovely. Hobrought him up to fear the darkness
10 more thaa tho light; to admiro all that wzs bean.
tiful; to roverenco all that was noblo; to loso overy
thiog that h=gd life. Ho would notecen st ki Live
2 toy thet =ms bolin 80me way suggestivo of grace-
fulzess or service.

1¥ken littlo Saxon was bat two years old, hismother
died; and tho good pastor parsued his Iabour henco-
forth withont oven a semblanco of opposition. Ssxon
tho clder belioved in his brother 23 of old, and do-
ferred to him Inovesything. Afartin did not, porhaps,
balievo quito s0 implicitly in himself; dut, 2s o told
his cousin, ho prayed for lght, sad only strove to
know his daty, that ho might perform it

As timo went on, that daty bocamo dally of more
cxteasivo operation.  Thoboy grew portentously both
inideas and icches. Ho developed analarming appo-
tito for dbooks, a3 well as bread-and-butier, Iis
curiosity bocamo Insatiable, and his {ndastry 3adcfat-
igable. In short, ho perplexed his tator sorely, and
unconscloasly raised up 2 host of dificnltios which had
boen Left quito unprovidod for in the good pastor’s
thoorics,

Fuor Martin Trefaldon had thoorice—very sirangs,

unworldly, eccentrio thoories, Indoed, which looked
wonderfully well upon paper, and had boon proved by
himto his brother over and over again as thoy sat
smoking together by thelr firesido o’ nights; but whicl
had varlous disagrcoable ways of tripping him up,
and leaving him {n tho lurch, now that they camoto
be put into practico.

Cldof and forcmost among theso was his grand
theory about tho Trefalden Iegacy.

{laving persuaded hisbrother to marry,and baving,
a3 It wero, compelled Saxon the younger to enteron
this stago of mortal life, it obviously hehoved him,
aboro zll other things, to arm that lttlo Clristian
against tho peculiar dangersand temptations to which
hls singular dostiny exposed bifm, EHo must bo trained
in hablts of innocenco, frugality, cherity, and self
douial. Lo mustbo taught to prizo only tho stmplest
pleasures.  ifo must bo doubly and trobly fortified
agalnst pride, avarico, prodigality, self-indulgenco,
apd overy othier sin of which wealth 1s fruitful, Avovo
all, argued the pastor, ho must not lovo money. Nay
more, Le must be wholly fndifforent to it. He must
regard it a3 a mere sign—-an expedient—a modiam of
exchapgo—a thing valucless in itself, and desirablo
only b it is convenient. 1lfs childish band
must pever bo sullied by it. 1is innocent thoughts
must nover enterialo it.  Ho shall bo &3 pure from the
taint of gold as the first dwellers in PParadise,

“ Bat when hogrowsup, brother Martin,” soggested
the father ono cvening, whilo they sat talking it over,
as ususl, in tho chimney-corner, * when ho grows up,
you know, and the wmnoncy really falls duc—what
thent”

# \What do you mean, Sax?”

¢+ Ho won't know what to do with it.”

“ But you will,” replied tho pastor, sharply, * and,
after all, 'tis you sro tho beir~not ho, You nover
seem to remember that, brother Sax.”*

Tho farmer made no reply.

¢ And by that time, t00,’* continued Martin, ¢ the
boy will bo old cnough to understand thoriglit uses of
wealth.”

¢ Yon'll teech him those, brotker 3iariin,' said tho
farmer.

¢ You and X togethier,”?

Saxon tho older smoked on In silence for a moment
ortwos; then, laying his hand gently on tho pastor’s
sloovo, ¢ Brother Martin,” ho sald, ¢ thou'rt younger
than I, as I havo reminded theo onco or twico beforo.
I don't believo thatI hiavo a very long lifo beforo me,
I don't feel a3 i X should over inhorit that fortune, or
8co my boy with 2 beard upen his chin.”?

Ho was right. He dicd, 25 wo know, twelvo years
beforo tho century expired, and Martin Trefalden con-
tinued to bring up his ncphew in bisown way. Xe
could ride his hebdy now ot any pace he plessed,
without oven tho interruption of 8 moek question by
tho way; 8o ho ambled on year afiter year with his
cyos shut, and refused to recognlse tho fact that Saxon
wzs nolongeraboy. Xosuado himself wiifully bling
both to his monstacho and bis inches. Ho would not
beliovo that tho timo was already come for discussing
tho fordbidden subjoct. Ho could not enduroto teld
his young Spartan that homust ono day bo rich; and
50, &8 it wworo, bo tho first to raiso his hand against
that fabrio of unworldlincss which it had boen tho
1abour of his lifo to ercct.

Of 1225, howerver, ho had “had misgivings.”” Ho
had begun'to wonder whether perfect Ignorance of
1ifo was really tho best preparation for & career of use-
feloess, and whetheg tho collego 8t Geneva might not
12T proved & beites 30u00! for his ncphew than the
solitndo of Domleschg.

Thusmettersstood when Willlam Trefalden, Esquire,
of Chancery-lane, London, mado his appoarancs at
tho Chiteau Rotzberg; and thus ithapponed thathls
cousin Saxon, tho helr €0 four millions and a half of
funded property, had no notion of the valuo of &
Napoleon,

CHAYTIR VIII. ME, TREYALDXX MEET®
ACQUAINTANCES BT TAE WAY.

Punctosl 23 tho minute-hand of tho quaint littlo
Striss timepleco on tho mantelshelf was Saxon to hie
appolfatment. Tho frst raeisllio chimo of tho halls
hour was Just striking as ho rcached the inn door, and
tho rapld smiting of his fron beel on tho paved cor-
ridor Jeading to the salon drowned tho vibrations of
thoscoond. Xe found tho dbreakiast-tadlo laid daside
sn open window looking tpon the garden znd the
mountaics, and his cousla turning over ths leavos of
2 1arge book 3t tha farther and of the room.
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#¢ 1t 13 pleasant to find ono's scif so good a judgo of
character,” sald Mr. Trefalden, sdvancing with out-
stretchicd hand, “I felt suro you would be truo to
time, Saxon—so sure, that I had sent tho eggs away
to bo poached—and hero they are! Come, sit down,
1 hopo you'ro hungry.*

* Indeed I am,” replicd Saxon, making o vigorous
onslaught upon tho loaf.

“ You scem to he e brought tho mountain air in
with you,” ald Nr. Trefalden, witha half-cuvious
glance at his fresh young chicek and breezy curls, * It
is a glorious morning for walking.”

«That it is, and I havo been up 1o somo of tho high
pastures in scarch of ono of our goats. It wasso clear
at six o'clock that I saw the Glarnisch quito plainly.”

« What {s the Glarnisch—a mountain?”

# Yes—n splendid mountain; tho highest in the
Canton Glarus.”

« \What wino do you profer, Saxon?”

+ Oh, cither, thark you. I like the ono as well as
tho other.”

Mr. Trefalden raised his eyes from tho carto des
vius,

«1Yhat ‘ono’ aud what other® do you mean!”
asked ho.

« The red and the white.”

« You mean vin ordinaire?"”

« Certainly. Why not?”

Mr. Trefalden shrugged bis shonlders.

T don't drink vincgar myself,” said he, “avdI
should not chioose to place it before you. Wewill try
a bottle of our host’s Chiteau Margaux. I suppose
you liko that?”

« 1 don't know,” replicd Saxon. ‘I never tasted
i

¢ [lave you cver tasted champagne?”’

¢ Never.”

« Wounld you liko to do so?”’

«¢Indeed I don't care. 1like one thing just as wwell
es another. These cutlets are eapital,”

Alr. Trefalden looked at his cousin with an expres-
sion of minglcd wonder and compassion.

« My dear boy.” said e, ‘¢ what Lave you done,
tuat you should only liko ono thing as well as
another?”

Saxon looked puzzled.

« ¥t 33 a shocking defeet cither of constitution or
cducation,” continned Mr, Trefalden, gravely. ¢ You
must try to get overit. Don't laugh. Lam perfectly
serions. Xcre, tasto this paté, and tell meif youliko
it only as well as tho cutlets.””

Saxon tasted it, and made 2 wry face.

« \What is it mado of?" gaid he. ¢ What are those
nasty black thiogs in jt?"

#Itisa pits do foiegras, replied Mr. Trefalden,
patbetically, and thoso masly black things aro
truflics—tho greatest delicacies imaginable.'

Saxon laughed heartily, poured some claret intoa
tumbler, and put out his hand for tho water-bottie.

« You aro not going to mix that Chitean Margaox !
cried Ar. Trefalden.

“\¥hy not?”’

** Bocauso it is sxcrilege to spoil tho flavoeur.”

«But I am thirsty.”

« Somuch the better.  Your palate is all the moro
sasceptible.  Try the first glass pure, at all events.”

Saxon submitted, and emptied hisglassat a drapglit.

«That {5 delicions,!” said he,

“You really think go?”

« Uaquestionably.”

* Tou pielis It 42 the vin ordinaire?”’

* ¥ do indeed.”

Afr. Trefalden dretw o deep breath of satisfaction.

* Allons?®”* s2id he. *Then there is some little hopo
for you, Saxon, after all.”

“ Bat——-""

¢ DPat whatl”

Saxon blushed and hesitated.

« But I am not sure,’”” said he, “that I prefer it to
the vin d"Asti)

2fr. Trefalden leaned back in hischair and greancd
aloud.

+I'm sare I'm very sowry,” Jaughed Saxon, with a
comic 100k, half ahy, half penitent. «Dut-butitim't
my fault, is it

Deforo Mr. Trefalden could reply fo this appeal,
there was a rustling of sllk, and a sound gf volees in
tho cormridor, and a Jady and gentleman cntered tho
sslon, conversing carnestly, Sceingothersinthoroom,
they cbecked thomselves. In tho samo fnstant Afr,
Trofalden, who sat partly torned towands tho door,
1080 and exclaimed:

« Mademoizelie Colonnat"

The lady put out hier haud.

# You here, Mr. Trefalden?” 2aid she. * Iadro mio,
you rcmember, Mr. Trefalden?”

The gentleman who held his hat in ovo hond and o
bundle of letters and papers fn tho otlicr, bowed some-
what distantly, and aid he belioved he lmd' had the
pleasuro of meeting Mr., Trefalden before.

“ Yes, ot Castictowers,” replicd the Jawyer.

The gentleman's dark face lighted up instantly, and,
lay ing his hat aside, Lo also advanced to shake ha.. Js.

+# Forgivo me,” bo said, ** I did not remember that
you were n fricnd of YLord Castictowers. IHave you
scen biim Jately? I hiopo you areswell. Thisisa chare
mivg epot. Ilavo you bieen hiere long? W have only
this moment arrived.”

1o asked quoestions without waiting for replics, and
spoko hurriedly and abstractedly, as if his thoughts
wero busy clsewhere all the time. Both Lis accentand
his daughter’s were slightly foreign, Lut hus was more
forcign than hers,

“I only camo yesterday ** replicd Mr. Trefalden,
¢ and I proposo to stay licro for a week or two. May
ono venture to hope that you are about to do the
samo?*?

Tho young lady shook her head. Ier father had
alrcady moved away to the opposite side of the room,
and was examining his Ictters.

o are only waiting to breakfast while our vettu-
rino fecds his horses,” said she, “and we hope to
reach Chur in timo for the mid-day train.””

+ A short sojourn,”” said Jr. Trefalden.

“Ycs; I am sorry for it. We have travelled by
this road very oflen, and elways in haste. The place,
Ian sure, would repay investigation. It isvery beauti.
ful.”?

¢ You como from Italy, I sunpose?”

*Yes, from Milan.”

“And are, of course, devoted as ever to the good
causol”’

Hercyesseemed to flash and dilateasshelifted them
suddenly upon her Interrogzator.

< You know, Mr. Trefalden,’” said she, ¢ that wo live
for no othier. Butwhy do you callitthe ‘good’ canse?
You havo never joined us—yon havo nover hielped us.
I had no idea that yon deemed it a good cause.”

¢ Then youdid moinjustice,” replicd the lawyer,with
an unembarrassed smile. ¢ The liberty and unity of a
great peoplemust be a good cause. I should Yiush for
my opinions if I did not think so.”

*Then why not give us the support of your name?"”

¢ Beczuso it would bring no support with it. T am
an obseureman. Ihaveoncither wealth norinfluence.*

¢ Even if that wero 8o, it would be of little import-
tance,” said dademoiselle Colonng, cagerly. * Fvery
volunteer Is precious—us en tlic humblest and weakest.
Bat you are neifher, Mr. Trefalden.  You are far from
being an obscure man. You are a very brilliant man
—nay, I mean no complimeat. I only repeat what I
have often heard. I know that you have talent, and I
am sure you are not without influence. You would bo
2 most welcome accession to our sfafll””

s Indecd, Mademoiscllo Colonna, you over-estimate
me in every way.””

*X do not think s0.”

T oughtalso to tell you, that I am a very busy man.
My whole life Is absorbed by my professional dutjes.”

¢ It is always poseible {0 find time for good decds,”
replicd thelady.

¢ 1 fear not always.”’

+X¥nfin, we are not exacting. To those fricnds who
ez givans but their names and their sympathies, we
are grateful,  You wiil ¥< onn of these, X am sure.”

« Itis better to give nothing, than to give that which
is wortiless,” said Mr. Trefalden.

Mzdemoiselle Colonna et this reply with a slight
curl of hier lip, and anotlicr flash of her maguificent
CFes.

“Those who are not for Italy are against her. 2r.
Trefalden,” sho said coldly and tarned away,

The lawyer recovered his position with perfect tact.

*I cannot allow Mademoisello Colonna to mistake
me a3 second time,”” ho said. I sho docs mo the
honour {0 valze my poor namo at more than itsworth,
I can but placo it at her disposal.’”

* Are you sincero?”’ she sald, quickly.

«Undoubledly.”

s You permit us the uso of your name?**

Alr. Trefalden smiled and bent bis head.

*“Thavksin tienamo of tho cause.”

# Bat, signora——"’

* Bat what?*?

“You will forgivo mo if ¥ desiro to know in what
manner you proposo to make my namo serviceablo?”

¢ I shall enter it on our general committee 1ist.”

#Js that all?"’

AU neftlier moro nor loss.”

BMr. Trefnlden's faco showed neither satisfaction nor
diseatisfaction. It was perfeetly placid and indifferent,
like his smile. MMademolsello Colonna looked at him
as if shie woulld rcad him through; but shio could
do nothing of the kind.

It you repent of tho permission you havegranted,””
sho began, “or object to tho publicity of———-"*

“ No, no,” interposed tho Iawyer, with alittie depres
catory raising of tho hand; * not st all. It gives mo
much pleasure.””

“If, then, on tho contrary, you choose at sny timo to
favour us with moro active aid,” continucd she,
“you need only writo to my Father, or Lord Castle.
towoers, or, Indced, any of tho honorary sceretarics,
and your co-oporation will meet with grateful and im-
mediato acceptance. ‘Fill thien, no demand will bo
made upon your time or paticnce.”’

MMr. Trefalden bowed.

‘“Ilave you many such drones in your hive, sige
nora?” asked hie,

* Iundreds.”

* Bat they can only be incombrances.”

‘“Quito tho contrary. They aro of considerablo
value, Their names give weight to our caunse in tho
cyes of tho world ; and tho printed lists which contain
them find their way into crery court and cabinet in
Europe. Forinstance, I have Lisro 2 papen—-"

Sho paused, glanced towards Saxon, and dropping
hier voico to 2 whisper, said:

“Your guide, I supposo? Doecs he understand
English?”

« Perfeetly,” replied Mr. Trefalden, answering the
sccond question, and taking no notico of tho first.
* As well asyou, or mysclf.’”

“ Dio! Havo I said {oo much? Is ho safe?”’

«¥ wonld answer for him with my head, if even ho
had understood thio purport of our conversation—
which lie has not done.”?

* Yot can you bo sure of that?”

¢« Becauso ho is a wild mountaineer, and knows no
moro of politics than you, Signora Colonna, know ot
tho cornmon law of England.”

Tho young lady took a fblded paper from her pocket,
and placed it in Mr. Trefelden's hand.

¢ Read that,” sho said. ‘' Itis from Rome. Yousre
aware, of course, that Sardinig—**

Her volce fell againto awhisper; shoedrowthelawyer
away to hier father's table, spread thoe docnment before
him, and proceeded to comment upon its contents.
This sho did with great carnestness and animation, but
in a tone of voice audiblo only to her listener. Mr.
Trefalden was all attention.  Signor Colonna, his thin
hands twisted in his bair, and his clbows resting on
the table, remained absorbed in his papors. Saxon,
who had not presumed to lift his cyes from his plate
whilo the 1ady stood near him, ventured to glance now
and then towards tho group at the further end of the
room. Having looked once, he Jooked again, and
could not forbear from looking. It was not at ail
strango that bo should do s0. On the contrary, it
would have been strange if he had doneothicnriso; for
Saxon Trefalden was gifted with n profound, almost a
religious senso of beauty, and he had never in hislifo
seen anything so beantiful as Olimpia Colonna.

Tol - continued.

FozooDEY Tonacco.~If tobacco havo now intem-
perate devotocs, at the ‘outset it had fatempirato
cnemies. King James tho First's ¢ Counterblast'” is
searcely worth notice, beeause, had King Jamio beon
wise,hewsld nothave thrown stones at tobacco, norat
enythingelse. Sonafling wastho form of tobacco-taking
which scems to havo excited tho greatast aversion.
The Sultan Mobammed tho Fourth, of all peoplodn (&2
world, prohidited it in his dominions, vnder pain of
death. The Grand Duke of dMuscory (Russiawes not
then what it is now) pitilessly hung every wretch who
wascaughtintho act of soufling. Tho iiing of Persia
commuted that punishment to the milder penalty of
cutting offthosnuffers' noses.  Jamestho Firstof Fog.
1and, and Christian tho Fourth of Denmark, contented
themselres with Inficting monoy fines, or simplo whip-
plogs. Topo Urban the Eighth issued 2 Ball, excom-
masleating poople who should indulge in snuftaking
In church.  Deterrent storics dro 2150 told of pooplo
who had 0 dried op their brains by takiog snuf, that,
sflor death, a litllo black lomp was alf that was fouzd
remaial o skoll,
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WISDOM OF TIIE ARABS.

—

4 FREXCH gentleman feeling tho interest which

the French nation has in becoming acquainted
with the intellect of #tssubjugated colony, is publish-
ing in the Jeevue Contemporaire, g serics of gems of
Penrges Arabs. The thoughts are given in the pictu.
resque diorder in which they eropped up, and were
cullected for tho most part in frequent couversations
held with Abd-el-Kader, duning his compulsory resi-
dence in France, flere are some of them.

Fortuno hias only a singlo cye, and that is on the
top of her ead.  So long as sho does not seo you, she
will call you by the tenderest names ; sho will treat
youlike hier favourite child, and load you with benefts.
But one tine day sho will take you in her arms, raise
you up on high, examino you attentively, and then
repulse you with dizgust, exclaiming,  Be off; booft’
with you ! You are not my son.”

Three things in this world try tho rarest patience,
and make the sagest lose his reason : the compulsion
to quit ong's native spot, the loss of fricuds, and sepa-
ration from lier we love.

Lovo begins with a look, exactly as a fire begins
with a spark.

A sage beholding a hunter who had stopped to con-
verse with a pretty woman, catied to him, <O thou,
who pursuest and killest will beasts, bavo a care Iest
that woman do not catch thee in bernets.”

An Arab was asked, ““ Do you bes ¢ in tho end of
tho world ?'—*Yes, ho answered. ¢ Sinco X lost my
wife, hglf the world has already disappeared; asd
when I die, in turn, the other half will vanish also,

She sent word {o me, ** You sleep, and we are sepa-
rated.r Xreplicd, *Yes; but it is to rest my eyes
afler tho tears tbey have shed.””

1Ie who greedily secks honours and richies, may be
compared to a mau suffering trom thirst which hotrics
to quench with the water of the sca. Thie moro hie
drinks, tho more he wants to drink, until at last be
dies of drinking it.

When Allah has a mind to ruin the ant, he gives
him wings. The insect, filled with joy and pride, takes
his flight. A littlo bird passes, sces him, and snaps
hmup,

Fo kill, or to be killed, is the lot of men.

The lot of wonen iz, t0 drag the lengthy folds of
their garments along the ground.

AD Arad woman was asked, What do you think of
a young manof twenty ?

Ho is, she said, a bouquet of jasmine.

And of 2 man of thirty?

That opois a ripe and well flavoured fruit. 3

Aund of 2 man of forty years?

He isa father of boys and girls.

And of a man of fifty?

Ho may pass into the category of preachiers.

And of 2 man of sixty years?

I ois good for nothang but to cough and groan.

He who has never hunted, nor loved, nor trembled
at tho sound of music, nor sought after tho perfumo
of flowers—do not say that he isaman. Say that he
is an ass,

The Lest of wives is shie who bears a son yet unborn,

Wholeadsanother by the hand,

And whoso steps are followed by a third.

I am vanquished by love; but sheas so beautifulthat
my defeat is no humiliation.

By Allab, I would not cspouse a widow, were her
cyes the eyesof a gazelle.  All hier affection is for ber
1ato husband, all hier thoughts are with the dead.

Do not attach yourself to g craocl man; sooner or
Iater you will find him as pititesz for your as he is for
others.

Do not speak of anything which you would notlike
to have repeated to-morror.

Never remain nlono with a pretty woman, even if
you aro obliged to occupy your time in reading the
Koran.

When s young man marrics, tho Demon utters a
fearful cry.  His fellows immediately crowd round
him, and inquire the subject of his gricf. * Another
son of Adam,” he answers, ¢ bas just cecaped out of
my clotches.”

To teach carly, i3 to engravo on marble;
To teach late, is 20 write on sand,

Repentanca for 3 day, is Lo start on a journey, withe
out knowing where to find shelter for the night.

Repontance for a year, is to sow seed in your ficlds
out of s¢ason.

woman without being proporly edified respecting her
fumily, ler temper, and her beauty.

Lifo 13 this: I'or a day of joy, you count a month of
gricf, and for a month of pleasure, you reckon o year
of palu.  Thero i3 no strength except in Allah

Ordinarily, a man is better towards the close than
at the commencement of his carcer  Why?  Lecause
then he has gained in knowled o, in experience, and
in resignation. & tewper Is more even, ho 3 less
subject to be carricd away Ly passion, and Lie has ac-
quired ascttled position in tho world.  But is the case
thio sawe with a woman? By nomecans. Mer beauty
passes; sbo bears no moro children; she becomes
wmorose, uncivil, aud her temper gets sourer and
sourcer,

If, therefore, any one informs you that he has mar-
ried & woman of a certain age, bo assured that he has
accepted two-thirds of the ¢vil which tho Jife of
woman confains.

Do not meddle with what does not concern you,
Recollect that when the hounds are furiously fighting
for a morsc} of meat, if they sce a jackal pass, they set
off together in pursuit of him.

When 2 woman has adorned her cyes with kool
and dyed her fingers with henna, and has chiewed
mesteka (the gum of the lentisk), which perfumes the
breath and whitens the teeth, sho becomes mwure
pleasing in the gight of Allali; for she is then more
beloved of hier husband.

Nevermarry a woman for her money—wealth may
make hier insolent: nor for hier beauty—her beauty
may fade.  Marry her for hier picty,

Iho goods of this world rarcly bring happiness, and
they almost always exclude us from the benefits of the
next.

e who bears patiently the faults of his wife, will
reccive from the hands of Allah a recompense similar
to that which e accorded to Job after his long sufs
ferings.

This world and the next rescmblo the East and the
West; you canuot draw near to thic one without turn..
ing your back on the other.

‘Fhe best way of getting rid of an cremy whose
sentiments aro clevated, is to pardon him. you so
make him your slave.

Destiny hias 2 hand furnished with five iron fingers.
When she chooses to submita man to ber will, she
claps two fingers on his cyes, thrusts two fingers into
his cars, and placing tho fifth on his mouth, says,
* 1old your tongue."”

Havoe you done good?—it leads to paradisc.

1ave you done evil?-jt conducts you to bicll.

THE YOUNG CHEMIST.

————

Lrssox I,

TEST RNEQUIRED TO PERFURM TUE EXPERINENT 1IN
TS LESRON, SOME TINCTGRE OF IODINE (RALY
AN OUNCE IN A STOIERED BOTTLE).

T was seen, in Lesson 11, that starch is insoluble in
cold water, bt if boiling water be pouredonit, a
jelly will be formed ; take some of this jelly whilo ot
and add adrop of the tincture of iodine; o cl.\:mgo will
be perceptible; but, assoon as the mixturo cools, the
colour becomes blue; apply heat, and remark that this
blue colour disappeare.  Mence tinclure of iodineisa
test for starch, with which it produces a blue colour;
but the starch must becold. The young chemist may
now test various vegetablo substances with tho tine-
ture of ioding for tlie presence of starch; frst take
somo thin slices of potatoes, and touch them with the
end of a glass rod dipped in the tincture of jodinc, a
deep blue spot will result.  Oranges and lemons may
Ve tested in the samo manner, as well as tho young
buds of almost any growing plant, when the blue spot
in every case will demonstrate tho presenco of starch,
As starch is insoluble in cold water, perhaps itmay be
asked how it thereforo enters into the circulation of
vegetables, nor docs it asstarch, bat it is converted by
the organism of vegotables into other principles, of
which sugar is thechicef, and it ischicfly in the form of
sugar that plantstake itin. Here we cannot fail to
admirethe wisdom of the Creator, forbad thisnourish-
ment not been deposited in an insoluble form it would
have been washed away; but, existing in tho form of
starch, it is freo from this contingeney. Tho compo-
nent parts of starch are, carbon, twelve parts; hiydro-
gen, ten parts; and, oXygen, tenparts; or, as ciemists

Repentanco for s wholo lifetime, is {0 marry &

writo it in symbols, Cas K 30 O 10,

Cane sugar i3 composed of, carbon, twelvo parts;
Lydrozen, eloven parts; oxygen, cleven parls; or, by
symboly, Ci2 Hat Oj1; 8o that tho only difference
between starch and sugar, chemicatly, is tho addition
to tho starch of ono part more of hydrogen and oxy-
gen. In fact chiemists can very readily convert starch
{nto sugar by buihng it with weak sulphuric ncid; but
the experitnent would b tuo elaborate yet for  young
chemist.  I€ sugar Lo sdulterated wath starcly, it can
easily bo detected by the apphication of tho tincture of
fodino test.

Lessox 1V,

A DIIXTURE OF SALT, SUCAR, STARCH, ANXD BUTTER
BEING OQIVEN—TO BEPARATE TIUEM,

Materiuls and Tests Ilequired. — Some sulphuric
cther, m a stoppered bottle, and the rest as in preced-
ng Jessons.

As tho object of this analysis is qualitive, not quan.
titive; and as the manipulation of butter is none of tho
cleancst, moreover as ether isan expensive chiemical,
tho quantity of butter to be experimented upon need
not exceed what can be taken on the point of a pen-
knife; indecd it would bo aswell to limit tho total
mixture operated on to the amount which can licona
ten cent pieco.

The mixture of salt, sugar, starch, and butter being
made, it is best to separate tho butter first.  I"ut tho
whole into o test tube, and agitate with a little ether,
which wall dissolve out the butter, leaving tho rest in
soluble, allow tho mixturo te settle, and pour off the
hiquid. Continue to wash with ether until a drop of
the liquid evaporated leaves no stain on a slip of glass
evaporate the ethereal solution of butter in a silver
tablespoon over the spirit lamp, when the butter will
remain.

The materals being thus f-e2d from tho butter
should bo exposed for a few minutes to a warm atmos-
phere, for the purpose of driving off any cther which
may remain; and, this being done, add cold, distilled
water to the mixture; agitate, and allow the liquid to
clear; pour off the clear part, which will contain the
sugar and salt in solution, and contiguo to add water
until a drop gives no cloudiness with nitrate of sitver,
or, being evaporated, leaves no stain on a glass slip;
the starch, of course, remains behind.  Evaporato tho
solution of salt and sugar o dryness by means of a
water bath as explzined in Lesson I, and scparato the
sugar from the salt with alcohol, as also explained in
that Lesson, when the four materials will have been
separated which composed tho mixture,

During tho performanco of ¢vaporating the alcohol
and cther away in tho preceding experiments, it may
occur to tho student that some process ought to Lo de-
vised to obviate such waste; and, to attain this object,
chemists have recourse to distillation; but 28 this ree
quires the uso of a certain apparatus, which wonld
oembarrasza young chemist in his analysis, the alcoholic
and ctherial vapours have been allowed to go to waste,
but at some future period directions will be given so
that this waste will bo prevented.

From tho foregoing analysestho following factshave
been brought prominently forward, which thestudent,
it is hoped, will keep in memory: ‘

1st. That tincturo of iodino is a test for starch, but
the starch must be cold.

2nd. That butter is soluble in ether.

3rd. That salt, sugar, and starch are insoluble in
cther.

And, lastly. By means of ether the purity of butter
may be ascertained, especially in relation to common
salt.

Suppose it is required to know what proportion of
salt there is in a given quantity of butter, procced thus:
first weigh a portion of the wholelump, say an oarnce,
and add ether until all the butter is dissolved out as
explained above; the salt remadning when dried and
weighed, will give the proportion there is of that
material in an ounco of tho butter, from wheneeit can
readily Lo determined the amount thcreisin the whole
quantity.

Brineineg Ur.—A person’s character depends a
good deal upon his Lringing up. F¥or instance, a man
who basbeen brought up by the poliee, seldomn turns out
respectably.

TIARDAIEARTED ART.—*Steel your heart,” said g
contiderato father to his son, “for you aro going notv
among somofascinating girls.’—*Ywounldmuch rather
steal theirs,” says the unpromising young man.
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FATHER IGNATIUS.

LONDON READER.

ROTIHER (or Father as somo call him) Ignatins
B tho Norwich Monk lias been deserted by oo of
s Lest men, beeauso hie insists on reserving tho sacra.
ment fur worship and benediction, contrary to the ea-
press rubric, and alfo, becauso ho offers, at any rate,
recondary worshap to the Virgm, Oue brother, Stan.
islaus, who had come over frorm Rome beeause ho dis
approved of these very things, felt it Lard that they
shiould bo forced upon him there—1o could not recon-
cilo them with the primary duty of obedienco to tho
Church; and so, sacriticing what hie hield to bo the mi-
nor obligation, ho lefi Norwich and went over to 3r.
Zrchier Gurney, priestofa very Righ-Church place near
tho Madeline, and a bellever in purgatory, prayers for
the dead, and other abominations to the truo Irotes.
tant. Mr. Gurney gavo him advico and money; ho did
tho same, after, to two other monks; and tells us pite
cously that the whole affluir costhim over 152., whick ho
hopes somo good Cburchman may make up to him,
*sinco it was spent in an endeavour ¢a do good on de-
finite Church-of England principles.” Father Ignatius
gavo them most affectionato letters; but mado no con.
cession, and demauded unreserved obedicnce.  Ono of
tho three, Mr. Gurney thinks, s not a true man;
another scems to havo applied his money in an un-
authorized way, In fact, if Father Ignatius has any
work to do, hic is well rid of troublesome, if not suspi-
cious, persons liko Brothiers Cleaent and Maurus. It
is alittlelaughablo thatiehile  the revival of Brother-
hoods’” {sa matter of which most of u3 aro still discuss.
ingthe possibility, the * brothers” should bavealrpady
begun to complain of the ovils of centralization, and
tho desirableness of different “ orders,” with different
heads of different ternperaments, so 88 to suit the dife
ferent natures of thoso who join, A Mr, Walker, who
was for ten days at Claydon, and then wrote a book,
thinks it is not too great stringency, but notkeeping to
rules, which is ruining Norwich, It isrcally (says he)
not a monastery atall but a mission. 3r, Lyno tries to
combine tho two; lic makes the monks keep tho rule
of silence, whilo Lo is ¢ constantly receiving visitors,
and chatting with them in his own room;' ho keeps
the monks to the dict of tbo order, while he, cone
stantly preaching, &c., lives what they call Juxuri-
ously. Aboveall, ho never consults them, as the rale
of St. Dencdict bids all abbots do. * Brother Mau-
rus’s*’ book on ‘the scandals at Norwich’ is adver-
tised; but « Brothier Stanislaus” disclaims indignantly
all ghare in §t, and says such things should be kept
within their own walls. As for Mr. Lyne, we fancy it
would puzzlo cven the Bishop of Oxford to get much
useful work out of such stubborn stuff None of his
vagarics, however, can excuso tho way in which ho
occasionally gets treated. It was bad coough just
lately at Manchester; but infinitely worse not long
before at refined and courtly Bath; where ot the
cleventh hoar, after the Wilis stating prices of cdmis.
sion wero printed, the Mayor refused to allow any
charge to bo roade (the roecting was to havo Leen held
in tho Guildhall), so that the room was invaded by tho
unwashed, and their Ieaders and abettors, thospeaker's
temper was sorely tried, tho confusion becamo inde-
scribable, and a savage mob waited for the Father out-
side, and cut thotracesof n carrisge which o chanco
visitor bad driven over, thinking by so dolng to binder
Mr. Lyne's cscapo.  Thoworst of it was, tho most out-
rageous among the crowd were peoplo who, from their
social position, certainly ouglt to have knotwn better.

MISCELLANEA.

AXECDOTES OF TRE INDIAN MUTINT.~Dunng the
timo that the cholern raged 50 severely, a man had
been carred to the dead-house who bad only swooned,
and on recoveriog himself was naturally very anxious
to get away from the unplicasant companions with
whom he had been Jodged. There was o Sepoy sen-
try near tho door, and on tho supposcd defunct beat-
Ing against it with all his mightin desperato anxicty
to get out, the Scpoy, nowiso Gisturbedat thisunusual
Intident, challenged in duo form, and demanded
*Who comes there?” The clamour for liberation
belng renewed, the Sepoy, no doubtimagining that it
was an unroly ghost who wanted his Lody buried be-
foro tho regular time, replied:  *Theroaro no orders
for opening tho door, and besides, your box (coflln)
bas not yet come.””

Tbo following incident shows tho reckless daring
crinced at times by our soldiera. Two non-commis.

sioned officers found timo to make a wager ofa trifling
nature, as to who would bo tho first to enter tho bat-
tery; they nccordingly strained cvery nerve to ne-
complish tho object of their ambition; but sharp us
they were, they wero outrun by a privato of their
corps, who boro away tho palm frum all competitors.
On cutering tho Lattery, tho nou-coms. discorvered
their rival upon tho growd, whilst cluse by him was
Iying a Grenadier Sepoy, buth of whumn were trans.
fixed upon cach otlier’s bayonet; in this state they
lay glaring at cach other, whilst the crimson tide of
lifo was fast receding from them both. Upon the en-
try to the battery of Brigadier Showers, hie excluinied,
when looking upon his brave countryman, who was
fust dying, * I never saw a British soldier die in a more
lionourable position.’

WELLINGTON AND oBEDieNcE.—That Lord Wel-
lington never forgave disobedicnco to orders, what-
ever might be tho Justification, i3 well known. The
fullowing anecdote is an illustration of the fact.

The day after Vittoria, Norman Ramsay (whoso ¢x-
ploit at Fuentes d°Guor, when at the head of his troop
he charged and broke thoughalarge body of French
cavalry who had surrounded him, forms the themo of
ore of Napier's mostcloquent pagesjrasaccompanying
tho army then in pursuit of the flying French; passing
him on the read Lord Wellington ordered Ramsay to
tako his troop to & village then near, adding that if
thero were orders for tho {roop in tho course of the
night he would send them.  Early the following mor
ning Ramsay receiyved orders from a staff officer to re-
Join his brigade. Io at onco proceeded to do so,
when ho was ract by Wellington, who angrily order-
ed him to bo put under arrest, and his troop handed
over to Captain Cator, for having disobeyed his or-
ders in not remaining at tho villago until ho received
further dircctions from himself. This measure nearly
broke tho soldier’s reart, to Lo thus separated from
thoso he had led through so many a bloody field, and
the parting was keenly felt by the oflicers and men.
Lord Fitzroy Somersct and the swhole of Wellington®s
stafl, as well as Colone! Dickson and the officers of the
artillery, mado cvery cffort to move his Lordship in
Ramsay’s favour, but to no purpose. Sir T. Grabam
addressed a letter to i on tho subject which made
him angry with that oflicer, and it was nottill three
weeks afterwards that Ramsay was restored to the
command of his troop. His name was omitted, how-
ever, in tho Brovet that camo out after the battlo of
Vittoria, and ho did not receivo his majority until the
conclusion of the war, though nonehad carncd it so
fithfully and so well. Obedience before everything,
was the Duke’s motto.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

A. II., Toroxto.—\Wo arc obliged to you for your
suggestions, and may possibly avail ourselves of them
in future numbers. Literature in Canada does not pay
23 8 profession; hence,whilejwo believo therois plenty
of literary ability in our midst, circumstances have
failed to developit. It will all como in good time,
doubtlcss, and then we shall beablo to fill the Reaver
with original matter. Mcanwhilo wo must bo
dcpendent upon cminent British authors for our
Serial Novels and Tales.

CLERICUS—Weshall carefully exclude all objection.
able and sensational articles from tho READER. Our
object, announced in our first issuo is to supply a
living, healthy, Cavadiau Journal which shall supplant
papers of the Ledger and Waserly stamp.

CLERICTS LoXDON.~—~Arrangements for a chiess
column arcalmost completed. We shall be glad to
reccive original problems from our friends.

T. S.—Qur political position is ono of cntire inde-
pendence; we knotw no parties in Canadian politics,
and cannot Jend ourspaco to vituperativeatiacksupon
3r. Brown or any other public mav.

Erpey T.~Tho manuscript is received, but wo fear
itisnot of sufficient gencral interest for publication.
Try again.

T.S. B.—You aro refreshingly cool, but wo deem
ourselves quito able to tako caro of our own interests,
and must declino your proposition.

Quir. Communication rcceived—iwill havo our
attontion. .

CAYADIAN LASSIE~TWrites to ask if wo will give
our opinion after tho manner of English Teriodicals,
on things generally interesting to Jadies, such as the
stylo of hapdwriting; colour of thebair, &o. Weanswer
yes, Our fuir countrywomen will always find us
devoted to their servico,

PASTIMES.

i

Wo shall occasfonally test tho ingenuity of our
readers by presenting them with a batch of Enigmas,
Cunundrums, Anagrams, Problems, &e., tho elucida-
tion of which may tend to brighten tho long winter
covenings which nso now rapudly approxching. Wa
destre to make the READER an ever welcomo guest at
tho fumily fireside, aud shall fpare no pains to do so.
Will our friends obligo us by fornarding any original,
or well selected matter, suitable for this department
of our Journal?

RIDDLES.

1 Iwent into nwood and got it, I sat down to
look for it, and brought it home becauso I could not
find it. What was it?

2. Why i3 tho letter W like & busy body?

3 Yartof afoot with yudgment transpose, and thoe
answer you'll find just under your nose.

4. Why do pioneers go before an army?

6. What {s the name of that city, a word of one syl
Table, which by taking away two letters becomes g
word of two syllables?

6 What is the most pleasant music inthe ball room!

7. A word thero is of plural number,
A foe to peace and human elumber;
Now any word you chance to take,
By adding s you plural make;

But if you add an s to this,

Iow strange the metamorplios is!
Y'lural is plural now no more,

Aud sweet '3 what bitter was before.

ENIGMA.

I've sometimes a tail,
I'm oft withiout ouc;
1'vo sometimes a head,
Then again nary one;
Head-less or tail-less
Quite perfect X am;
But yet atthe best,
T'm only a sham.

CONUNDRUMS.

1 When is butter like Xrish children?

2. Alady asked a gentleman how old he was? Mo
replied, *“\What you do in ceverything.” What was
Lis answer, and what hisago?

8. What rclation is that child to its own father, who
is not its father’s own son?

4. Why may carpenters reasonably doubt the exists
cncs of stone?

5. Why is Westminster Abbey liko a fender?

6. Why isa railway train like aflca?

ANAGRAMS.

Tho letters composing tho following words are cap-
able of being re-arranged so as to form other wwordsor
sentences having some intelligible rcference to tho
original words:

1. Catalogues.

2. Radical Reform.

8. Matrimony.

4. Sweet-heart.

7. Tarishioncrs.
8. Tenitentiary,
9. Revolution.
10. Telegraphs.

5. Astronomers. 11. Lawyers,
C. Elegant. 12. Masquerade.
PROBLEMS.

1. Supposing Nelson’s Monument to be 95 feet high,
the statuo itself 12 feet—and thooye of tho observer 6
feet from tho ground. It js required to ascortain tho
distanes of tbo ¢yo from thic monument, so that the
statuo shall appear the )argest, or mathematically
speaking, subtend the greatest possible angle~De-
monstration required. —F.H.A.

2. A gardencr draws 2 roller at the rato of two mises
an hour; the roller §82 fect O inches wide. In what
timo will horoll a quarter of an acro?

3. I£3 men or4 women can doa piccoof work in
fifty-six days, in what time will one man and one
woman perform it?

4. There 3 o fall upon o stream of 11 feet, dovwn
which 22,400 1bs of water descend per minute, and on
which there was erected a waterwhee! whose modo-
lusis -6. What is its horse power?

Answers to tho sbovo riddles, &c. and solutions to
the Problems will sppear in Ko. & of tho READER.

Correspondents favouring us with Problems for in~
sertion will plesse append the solations,
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A VERY DELICATE OIL, much used fn Russian
cookery, 3 expressed from the seeds of tho sunflower,
and is prepared by enclosing them in bags, and stoep.
Ing them in warm water, after which the vl 1s expres-
s, 1§ safd to be as sweet a3 butter,

INDELINEE BLACK IsK vor WRITING 0N ZINC —
The fullusing ingrodicnts Lo said to funin un sedelible
black ink for writing ou zine:—Tako 30 parts of ver-
digris, 30 of sal-aninoniac, 8 ot Jamp-black, 8 of gom
mabie, and 300 of water, disolvo the gum m tho
water, and pour it over the othier ingredients, well
mived and reduced 10 powder. A quill pen should
be used for writing

Tho Russian papers announco that a contract has
been entered into between tho Russian Government
aud that of tho Umted Stateg, for tho constructiun ot
& telegraphio bue from the most advanced castern
post of the present telegeapbic system in Russia, and
San Fraucisco it Laldoriua,

Microsorical. Crun —A Microscopical Club §s
about to bo estabhished i London. Dr. Lancaster
will be its first Presudent, and 3Messrs, I Jo Nevo
Foster and M C Cooko its first Vieo Presidents, A
comnuttes of amateur microscopists hias been chosen,
Mr. Hardwicko elected treasurer, and Mr Bywader
seeretary  ‘Theclub hias been established tor tho pur-
poso of affording to microscopists in and aronud tho
metropohs, appurtutaties for wecting and exchanging
tdeas without that ditlidence and constraint which an
amateur naturally feels when discussing scientulic sub-
Jeets in tho presenco of professional men,

WASTING MADE LXASY.—Dissolvo half a pound of
sal-soda, and tho samo quamtity of hard soap, fu halfn
ﬁallun of boiling water, cach separately, FPour a httle

viling water over a quarter of & pound of quick lime.
If quick, it witl bubblo when tho water {3 applied.
!loi? tho dissolred lime and soda together for twenty
nunutes, and then put ail into a jar to settlo.

Tur, ELecTiio L1GAT AT SEA.—Somo interesting
experiments Lave {ust been mado at L'Urnient, on
board the Coligny, {he object of which is to utilizo the
clectriclightatsea. By meansofasubmarine reflector.
tho water was itlumnated to s great depth, so that
was possible to lonk down from the dcc\; and seo the
{ish, attracted by the light, swimming round tho lamp
as if in an aquarium A kind of diving-bell, witha
larpe grlass eye §n ono side, and arranged to supply atr
to o diver, was also let down toadepth of thirty-cight
fathems. By neans of this nplmnraxus, it will e casy
to fuspect submaring construciions, to tish, coral, &c.,
and recover wrecked property.  Signals were likewise
eachiznged, by meaus of the electric light, between
the Coligny and tho semaphore of Belle-Isle  Theso
w.llctent apphicatious ot the electric higlit were made,
in yresenco of a mulitary commission, by the inveutor,
M. lazin. cisil engineer, of Angers, and were found
1o give satisfactory results,

AYX OPTICAL EXHIBITION, known as ¢ Proteus,” has
been shiown for some manths past at the Polytechnic
Iustitution  Tho apparatus comnsists of a square
calanet, which, when brought upon tho stage, is
opened, and shown to be apparently cmpty A person
cuters the catanet, the door is closed, and, after a
short time, isreopened, when a different person leaves
tho calnnet. The appearance of emptiuesss {3 pro-
duced by placing two mirrors of the samo height as
tho box and wmerting in tho contre.  An obsenver si-
tuated in front will, of course, sce in these mirrors the
reflection of the ornamental gmpnr with wlich the
sidex aro covered. Tho reflecting surfaces are so ar-
ranged that no object in 1o room isseen in them. By
this meaus, an appearanco of flatness will be mven to
tho back. Tho mirrors turn on hinges, thus aliowing
a 'mson to conceal himself in_the triangular spaco
betund them  When the exlabition is concluded, the
rurrors are folded back ngainst the sides, The box is
then really what it appears to be, and a great show s
made of “striking the back, which was, of course,
omitted at first,

A NEw LappEn.—An ifnteresting trial was made
Iately, in tho spacious courtgard of tho Archinto
Yalace, at Milan, with what tho foventor, 1’aolo 'orta
callsan * girladder * It cousists of several picces,
wiuch, with a rort of carriago as o basis, can be fixed
ono on the top of another. A height 0f 90 f2. was thus
reached in & very fow minutes. The apparatus may bo
bent down to an anglo of 45, and I8 capable of carry-
ing heavy weights. “Tho principle, it is stated, can bo
adapted to ‘xonnblcbndgcs, which can be put together
in an equally shozt time.

IMPROVED LURBRICATOR~Mr. Richard Townsend,
of Sheflield, enginecr, has obtained letters patent for
an improved tallow cap or lubnceator for tho cylinders
and valves of steam engines, steam hammeors, and
other purpotes, which consists priccipally of o closed
vessel of & cylindrical or other shape drovidted trith a
tap at tho top, and also a sccond tap avunp bottom; so
far it islike an ordinary double tap cup. Tho upper
tap is furnished with an open cup, in which is o per-
forated plate or sievo fur preventing any impurities in
1ho tallow or oil from passing into tho vessel. This
tar and cup aro {or charging tho vessel with taliow or
oif without removing any screw plug, thero is aleoa
second small opening drilied dfa onally or otherwiso
through tho plug of this tap, which, when tho tap is
apened, atlows the air in the veseel to escape at the
sldo as tho tallow or oil descends from the open cup.

Sivpre BUrTER-COOLER.—A sirmnplo modo of keep-
ing butter in warm weather, where Ico is not handy,
is to invert a common flower-potover tho butter, with
soma water in tho dish in which tho batterislatd. Thoe
orificoat tho bottom may bo corked or not. The porons.
noss of the carthenwaro will keep tho batter cools Xt
will bo better still if tho pot bo covered with a wet
cloth, the rapid abstraction of heat by external ovapo-
sation causing tho batter to becomo hard,

—

WITTY AND WHOIMSICAL.

Soxz wives aro so Jealous that they don‘t 1ike their
epouses to embrace a tajr opportunity.

Wiy aro peoplo who stutter not to bo reljed ont—
DBecauso they aro always breaking their word,

Tir SOl MARTER'S TuasT.~Tho fair daughtars
of Canada. may they add virtue, to beauty, subtract
ouvy from friendsinp, multipty amiablo nccomplish-
ments by sweetness ot temper, divede timo by gocialit,
and ecuttumy, and reduce scandal to its lotocse denomi-
nation by a modest Christian deportmont.,

A LApY in Parisrecently gayve aconcert ather houso
*“ Do you hko tossini?”* siid shio to ono of her guests.
¢ Rossini! tndeed 1 dos ho is my favourite composer.’
¢ Aro you familiar with his *Barber’?” (of Soville)
« Uh, dear no,” was the reply, ** I always shavo my-
sclf.”’ .

A Gevirs.—A fast youth was taken from college by
his fathier to asolicitor remarked to by an articled clerk.
The agrecment was tade, and the solicitor remarked
“ For tho first 8ix months from to-day you wiil not
receivo any salary, after that £80 a year.’—** Very
well, kir,” gaid the youth—*' 1 sbail returtat the eud
of six months.”

In an Indian presidency, a Exropean judgo complain-
cd ton natn o suburdinato of the perjury practised an
his court. ** Yes,” rephied the native, **itisvery bad.
I havo neser hnuwn it anywherosgo bad. lieroyou can
hire auy number of witnesses to swear that black is
white fur funr aunas (sixpency) a hiead ; but inmy nativo
district you caunot hire them for less than eight annas
(a slulling).”

AAMMA eBCRED.—Ilow awkward you are!'”
£aid alady to her hittlo daughter. f do not hold my
licad down ; Z7donotturnin my toesas I walk; fdonot
lean my olbows on tha table./’—* I beg your pardon
mamms,”’ said the cluld, whowas really awell-behaved
fittlo creature, ¢ butaro you not rather foud of prais-
ing yoursclf?”’

AX old farmer went to his landlord to pay his rent,
putting on a lung tace, to correspond with the oceas
sfun.  On entering tho house, bo eand that the times
wero so hard that ho cuuldn’t raise the money, and
dashing down abundlo of notes onthie table,excigimed
“There, that's all I can pay * Tho munoy was taken
up and counted Ly tho laudlord, who sad, * Why,
this is twico as much as y ou viwo me.”"—* fHang it, givo
it me again,"” said the farmer. **I'm dashed if' Y dadn’t
take the wropg bundle out of yoy pooket.”

A TuovGuTrrL HUSBAND.~A marricd lady, who
was fu the habit of spendwwg somg of her timo in tho
society of her neighbours, and was thereforo nearly
always out when her husband roturned home, bap-

ened ono day to be suddenly taken ill, and sent her
Ru»band m great hasto for o physiclan.  Tho husband
ran a short distance, but saddenly returned, anxioust
exclaiming, * My dear, whero shall I find you when
como back.”

STeERNE, Who used his wifo very ill, was ono day
talkang to Garrick in a fino, sentimental manner, in
praiso of conjugal love and fidchty, ¢ Tho hushand,”’
snid Sterne, *“who behaves unkindly to his wifo,
deserves to have his houso burnt over us head 72— If
you tluulk g0, sad Garrick, X hopo your houso is
fusured.”” We give the abovo for what it isworth, but
should iko to hnuw tho name of the Iusurance Come.
pauy Garrick expected s friend to ineuren,

Tie LATe Archbishiop of York was a great wag as
well as & great smoker. ¢ Al thero youare” cricda
indy who surprised him ono day with a pipo in his
mouth, '*atyour ;dolnqam: '+ Xes, madame, replicd
le coolly—'"burning it."”

STtaYs wero quito unhaown in Russia unhl Peter
the great danced with some Hanoverian Iadies on s
journey to Yomerania. Quito astonished, tho mopareh
exclammed to his swto after tho ball. ¢ What con-
fuunded hard bones these German woman bave,*”

WoRK 1% HEAVEN.~Cuflee was so convinced of the
lowlincss of his position—that labyur was his naturai
lot—that he was indifferent as to a future state, belie-
ving that **they'd make auggers work, cven if lhio

0 10 heben A clergyman tned to argue him out of

iis opinion, by representing that this could not be the

case, inasmuch as thero was absolutely no work for
him to do in neaven.” Ilis answer wag, * Qb, you go
way, massa, I knows better. If there no work for
colourcd folks up dere, dey’ll mako ‘cm ekud tho
clouds away.”

Love AXD BEEV.—A bachelor uncle, to whom his
nicco applicd for advico on the question of choosing
betweess two suitors, ono of whom was rich and tho
other poor—tho latter, of course, being tho most ard-
ent, aswellasthe favounte lover—scutentious) f replied,
« My dear, tho question being stripped of all iltusory
clements, your choico slmplfv lies between Jovo and
beef. Now, lovo isan idea, while beefis o reality. Love
you can get along without; but beefyou must have
Therefore, make suro of your beef.**

¢« FaNOY,” said Sydncey Emith to some ladies, when
Lo was told that uno of the girafles at the Zaological
Gardens had caught a cold, © 2 giraffo with swo yards
of sore throat.”

A 18v6ENT0US HINT —A parishioner, who had got
tired of his pastor’s weak sermong, and wanted to

ive Inm 1 hint on thosubject, complained to i ono
gay that lus pew was too far from the pulpat, and that
ho must purchaso ono nearer.—** Why, ** said tho
parson, “*can't you hcar distincly?"—** Oh, ves, 1
can hear well cvough.”’— an’t yourco plainly?*’ ~
« Yes, 1 can sed poriectly well''—! Then, what can be
tho trouble?”~* ¥Why, there aro 30 many in front of
me, who catch wlhat you say first, that by tho timo
yoxizr;};orda rcach oy cars thov are a3 fat as dish
water,

g I

TuACRERAY used to relato with great gleo tho
following humorous story :—An Irish gentleman, well
known fu town, and from whom tho character of tho
Mulligan was {mnly drawn, walkhing in tho park with
a roung friend, recefved a bow from Dean Stanhope,
Who wis passing by, aud said to his friend, ina rich
broguo, *“Ihat'sa dano!** Oh, 1no,” replied tho other,
* yuu're mistnken; it's Me, Stanhope, an Englishman,*’
Upon which tho vifended Mulligan thundered forth,
* * Tis not s Dano of Swedon that I mane, surr, but p
dauo of tho Chureh,” .

LET No SHOEMARER GET BETOND 118 LAST.—A
shuemaher in the provinces, who says he married o
sccond wifo under tho mistaken supposition that the
{irst was dead, wants to know what ho s to do about it,
now that No. 1 has turned up.—~Auswer: “ Lot the
cobbler stick to his lase.”

CoUuRT FAVOUR.—A gentlemsan who had been long
attached to Cardinal Mazarin, and was much esteemed
by that great minister, but littlo assisted in his fluances
by court favour, ong day tohl Muazarin of his maw
promisesand hisdilatory performances. Tho cnrdmn{
who had a great regard for tho man, and was unwil-
ling to lose his fnendship, took s hand, and, leading
him futo lus library, explained to him the many de-
mandsmaduuruunpcrsoum lus stationas minisicrand
which it would bo politic to satisty previous to other
requests, as they wero founded on scrvices done to tho
State. Mazarin's compamon, not very contident in
tho minwster’s veracity, replicd, * 3y lord, all the
favour I expect at your hands is this, that swhenever
wo meet in public you witl do mo thohonourto 1ap mo
on tho shoulderinthe most unreserved manner.”” This
roquest was at onco acceded to, and in two or threo
years tho friend of the cardinatbecamo a wealthy man,
on tho credit of tho minister’s attention to him.
Mazarin used to laugh, together with his confidant, at
tho folly of tho world fn granting their favour to
persons on such elight secunity.

A PRINCEIN A “Fix.""~)Madame doStacl’sdavglter,
tho Baroness de Broglic, was an extraordinary beauty.
Hlicerchermsmagesuch animpression on YrincoTaley-
rand that in contemplating thiem Bo was often deficient
in Lis attentions to ber bighly gifted mothier. Quo day,
being on a party of picasuro on tho water, shio endea-
voured to confourd him, and put tho question :=*" It
our vessel wero to bo wrecked by o storm, which of us
would you strive to save first, mo or my dnughtcrr"—-
“AMadame,” instantly replicd Talleyrand, *‘with the
many talents and acqui ts you [ , it would
boe au aflront to you to supposo that you cannot swim.
I should therefore deem it my duty to save the baro-
Bess first.'®

PoAacning INCIDENT.—~Robble, a wellknown elarac-
ter in tho lhighlandsof Scotland, wasinveternidy fond
of venison and often indulgod in o littlo priveto deer-
stalking on Lis own account. One day catching sight of
what 150 conceived to boa tame déer, and thiukin
that * a tamo deer might carry as much whito on hiz
Lriskot a8 a wild ant, and maybo a littlo mair,” could
not, though dangerously near tho house, resist having
a shot atit. Tho shado of somo clumps afforded an
casy approach to it, and soon off went his old gun liko
a twelve-pounder, knocking over tho * deer,” with
which IRobbic at ouce grappled, Tho ¢ deer” lashed
out in an awkward style for Robbic, who howover
stuck to himill startled by tho loud laughter of Robert
and Sandy jhis two brothors, who had been witnesses
of tho scene, when tho ** deer’’ started off with alum.
bering, uagainly gallop, and £¢t up a foue and trinm.

hantéray. Robbio arose as if petrified, and, dashing

his fist ot his own car, exclaimed. ¢ On, Gosh bless
me, a cuddyt”’

AN APFECTIONATE. WIrE.~In several oftho villa.
ges of the Pyrences the mountaineers are fn tho babit
oftraininﬁ animals for the purposo of exhibition. The
prefect of Perpignan passcd through one of them fn
company with an officer of gendarmes, Tho latter
pol: *ed out to the magistratea woman whoxe husband
—3a bear trainer—had been devoured by his pupilata
moment Wwhen insﬁnctgot tho better ofcducation, «“X
havo nothing left,” said tho woman: *“ Iam sbsolntely
without o roof to shelter mo and the poor animal’=
** Animal!”’ exclaimed tho astonished prefest; ¢ you
don’t mean to eay that youn keep tho bear that devou-
red you hushand?”’—"Alas?’’ gho replied, « it is all
that'is Jeft to mo of tho poor dear man.”

CAXYOX AXD BucRARAN.~Ovr youthful joker tells
us that a Miss Buchanan, onco raliying her cousin, an
oficer, on his courage, said, ** Now, Mr. Harry, do you
really mean to tell mo you can walk up to 2 cannon’s
mouth without fear?”’—** Yes,”” was tho prompt reply,
* or a Buckanan’s cither.” Aund e did {t,

“ YA Az Yu Go.”—This littlo maxim haz bin mod-
cstly at the sarviss ov tho wurld for ages, supported by

no pertickler pretenshuns tew rheterick, cadense, or
pom((ms riod, but brimfull and running over with
praktikal philosophico and plebeiansonee, adapled te

tho latitcde ana longtitude of every humin kritter. )
kontanes within its foro blessid monasilliables an
analasis ov welth; ftis fortin's steppin stone, anda
letter ov credst nun kan distrust whereever it goas, It
iz the right bower of ckonomeo and maid ov honnur
tow plezzure—fillz thoday hours with kwictand drives
the baliff from tho mto dreem. | * Yay azyu go,” and
yu wil kno how fast yuro & going, how jur yu havo

one, and When it §stimo tew stop. Tradesmen will

ow when they meet yu, and det with its hungr(
wolf tred will gtarvoon yorotrall, ** Y'ay oz yu go®
temperzJuxury and chastens want, adds digaity tew
tho poor man, and grase tew tho sitch man m‘ongs
nun and iz Justiss tew all. Hero izan antidoto for
tauch that iz tho p.tilosopher's stone; hero §z 2 motto
for rmanhood; hero iza leaven for cuny sired tump.
Yaun, mnn.‘{x:y az yu ﬁo. and whin Ju gits old yu will
not depart from §t; other vartucs will sartinly cluster
abont yu; and whinpatur hands in her last bill yu will
bo pwl tho better prepared to * pay 82 Fu go.”—-Josn
BILLINGS.



