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' TOTY.

FHE heavy double rap at the hail-door

. of Terroeverde Manor louse, which
Yoo aronsed Maud La Grange from her task
%{@ﬁf construing Telemague, nud tho voice
. which ecalled her namne, both proceeded from
' 2 very little creature, not quite as tall as the
youthful mistress of the pluntation, and
gcarcely a yenr older. At the sound of the
_ welcome, familiar tones, Madame knew it
. was uacless to expect any more lessons from
her pupil until the Birthday fefe was over,
and Monsieur Mentor had arrived and de-
parted; so, with her blandest tones, the
French Gpverness, allowed the happy beauty
u respite from study for the next weekpand
you may be sure # Missey Maud” gave her o
kiss and a warm ¢ thank you” for the in-
dulgence. .

Hastening down the stair-case, sho reached
the front door cre Townsende, the burly
porter, could open the ponderous onk, and in
a moment more she nad seized Toty, by both
hands, kissed her a Yozen times, and was
hmrrying her visitor to her own room, when
her little guest said i—

# Let us wait for Phillis, Mand.”

¢ But who is Toty ?” asks the reader. *She
has not been introduced to us, and Canadians
(as Britons are in duty bound to be) arc sus-
picious of people not properly introduced.”

You shall have all the particulars!

l Miss Theodora Blizabeth Grade is the

youngest daughter, madam, of Colonel
Theodore Ravenswood Grade, of the planta-
tation of Dnton-Blanc, Lascelies DParish,
Louisiana. Mr. Grade bas four daughters
[ iding  and five sons. lie has a very vast extent of
land that is beautifully ptanted with mort-
gnges. By birth, he is English, and & lineal
descendant of tho Earl of Willoughby.—pro-
bably a nine hundred and ninety-ninth
cousin. IHis wite is a Oreole, and owns
about fifty negroce in her own right. The
only servants Mr, Grade posscsses himself
are his body servant, Uncle Pierre, and Aunt
Phillis, who is the nurse and Ministress Ex-
{raordinary of his danghter Toty. Both thesc
darkies arc so old, and so utter)y uscless to
anybody olse, that nobody would fake a
mortgage upon them.  Mr. Grads has a natu-
ral born genius for spending moncy, and if
he had $5,000 to-day, he would have to bors
row & few picayuties to-morrow to pay his
turn-pike fec, and then, pralmbly, got trusted
on his return telp, He i3 about fifty-five
years old, nnd fortunate in having a wife who
can wear pantaloons when occasion requires.
#“Toty” is Mr, Grade's pet child, and she is
the bosom friend of Maud La Grange. The
two girls were togother in the Convent at
New Orleans for four years, and shared tho
same dormitory, nud their cots were side hy
side. Itrequired all tho carcful surveillunce
of tho Lady Superior to keop them from
sleeping in the samo .bed. They acquired
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nmong the other pupils the soubriquet of
“The Inseparables.” Living nearly eighty
miles apart, they write cach other al least
once a week, and visit each other whenever
they can coax, cajole, or worry the powera
the  he to permit them. It is safe to sup-
puee that, on an average, they pass three
months a year in each other’s society. Of
course, when Maud's birthday approaches,
oty comes at east one day beforehand.
This young lady and Phillis have just ar-
rived by the semi-weekly mail coach, and
Phillis is holding an argument with the
driver, who is an Irishman, on the impro-
pricty of handling Toty's rather rickotty
teanlc with such a recklesaness and disregard
of its safety. Itis finaily dumped outside of
the court-yard gate, and Maud scuds two
servants to bring it safely within the walls
of Terreveras. Phillis again cherges these
darkies not to ‘han'le um so reckless,” and
as # Missey Maud's” cyes are ot them, and
Phillis and Toty are both popular *institu-
tions” in this loeality, the negroes convey
the baggage at o snail's pacc, end as if it
were o packags of g or looking-glass, up
to tho Purple Room, which opens on
¢ Missey’s" private apartment, while Phillis,
pufing like ‘s porpoise in the Doldrums,”
follows after, at the speed of about a hundred
yards an hour.

Poty Grade is as unlike Maud La Grange
as o sun-flower is different from a daisy.
Toty has rather lorge features, splendid
black cyes, luxuriant and jetty tresses, and
a complexion of an almost olive shade.
Many o quadroon is fuirer than Theodora,
atthough the hue is of o very different tinge
from the mixed African color, though ever
so many removes from the fall-blooded
original, French and English, she is a hru-
nette of an agravated description; but the
greatest admirer of blonde wowmen could not
call her ugly. Her figurois beautiful, and
she has the tiniest hands and feet ever artist
grew mad over in attempting to reproduce
on canvass. She is attired ina brown linen
wavelling dress, which fits her little plomp
figure to & charm, and her gypsey flat of
brownish straw is removed by her little
hosiass with a charming naivefe, asshesays:
#Toty, I want to sce your dear little face.
How is the Colonel? Is Mother well? Doces
your brother Sam bother your guinea pigs
any more? lamso glad to sce you, Iknew
you would come, but did not think the stage
would pass so corly. Toty, come to my
room, and we will have such a time! Madume
Leveroux has given me free of that tiresome
Teleinaque, Mr, Mentor—-you Lknow Guardy—
will be here day after to-morrow. Do you
know Le is going to bring me a presont
What do you think itis, Toty? 1 can’t guess,
Uncle Abe thinks it is o husband; but I
can't believe him. 1 don’twanta Lusband ;
do you, Toty? 1had such a nice broakfast
this morning—broiled pigeon. 1 must make
Uncle Abe get pigeons for you, Toty. Oh,
Toty, I nm so glad to see you 7  And Maud
Lkissed her visitor at least fifty times, and
only desisted for want of breath.

Then Toty began jabbering, or chirruping—
for these little girls wero as like canmy bivds
as women—and Maud began laughing, for
Toty was so funny.

« Maud, papa wanted to come along, but
mama said no, You seo ho went down to

- {ToMr. Dacro?” T,

New Orleans the week before lagt, and staid
two days, and had to borrow moncy to get
back. Ie says he thinks hie must have been
robbed. Dear papa! I know how. Oh,
Maud, papa will go to those stupid faro
tables, not to play, but to leok on j and then
he lends his money, or takes all the city to
get a drink with him. e brought guch a
nice dress, though! Dearpapal he isalways
good to me, Maud. I am going to show it
to you. Can’t you get your dress-maker to
mako it up? It is so lovely—white and
green and gold,  Sam is away ot college, and
the littlest guinca pig is dead. Tam afeaid
that imiserable little nigger, Patsy, huvt it
putting it in the wash-tub. Ma was going
to hdve her whipped, but I did not’let her)
for Patsy knew ho better. Patsy cried to
come along with Phillis and 1, bul then she
is too lilgle, and keeps meso busy watching
her tantrums, and keepifig er out of mis-
chief. T promised to bring heradoll. Emily
Hazloton, whom you heard me speak of
getting ncquainted wit' ot New Orleans last
winter,"js married.”™ '

3

“ No. M el

“ Why, you told me she was engaged to
him, I thought, Toty.”

i Yeg : she wnas—but she married a Corpus
Christi gentleman—DMr, Schriefl, She ia
coming to Louisiany, the week after next,
with her husband,and they will be two months

LAl

in New Orleans, unless the fever breaks out.’

Emily never had it.  But papa says it is so
late now, he don’t believe we shall have it
this year. I want her to come to Baton-
Blanc and visit me."

¢« But what became of Mr, Dacre?” said
Maud.

 Why, how silly T am to be surcl I for-
got how I came to tell youl In Emily's
lettor there was a postcript, She wrote me
that Mr. Dacre was coming with your gnar-
dian to Terreverde—that so she had learned
by o letter from Sarah Graham, who lives in
Brownsgville, and who received a call from
Mr. Mentor and the young man. Emily said
in these few lines— 1 want you to tell mo,
dear Theodora (why can’t she call me Toty,
Maud?) just how he looks. Dont ask mo
why I changed, nor question me—[ want to
know that Lansing is well and bappy. I
cannot rest till I hear from you!”

% Why, now I sce,” said Maud. That may
be the gentleman Guardy wrote was coming
with him. ere is the letter. Why did he
uot tell the young man's name 7°

Toty was not good at deciphering Mr.
Mentgrs lcgal, angular hand, so Maud read
it aloud.

t1s that ali?”

“Yeg.”

¢« Why there is some writing on the fourth
page.”

g there? I didn't see it,” said Maud;
and she read it aloud :—*Maud, Mr. Dacre
is a very dear friend, and [ hope you will be
o sister to him, for my sake.”

¢ It is him,” said Maud thoughtfully. 1
feel sorry for him, Toty? Don’t you:*

The girls chatted on for some hours, until
it was timo to dress for dinner, at which cere-
mony, we, of course, sir, would be de trop—
g0 we will witidraw, and with, the-license of

romancists, hurry to the Crescent City to
await the Point Isabel steamer, which is
coming up the.river to her wharf at- the
Southern Leveel )

MAUD'S BIRTHDAY.

If Mr. Robert Daole Owen were beginning
this chapter, he:would be attracted by the “co-
incidence " that #.Toty ” reached Terreverde,
and Mr. Mentor and.Lansing Dacre arrrived at
New Orleans from Brazos St. Inago, on #the
samo day, at the same hour ;" and you may be
sure Egbert lest no time in hurrying to
Terreverde, whic): wds thirty hours’ joutney,
iur order to be-present at his ward's birthday,
Sele. .
The- old gentleman, we should say—but
such men as Mentor never grow old, for
their puroe spirit preserves perpetual youth
in. their hearts—hdd renained: weeks instead
of days in.Mexico,-to give tho first flush of
Dacro's.grief:time to pass away, and in order
that he- might- divert himself by changed
scencs and-p, sensuous existence. In order
that no motal-mouthed but.depraved-doing

" man féﬁajl-é-li&ii;rﬁ@ﬁ vﬁ}gérqblq place to

hang a ‘sermom;.upon, let it be distinctly
understood that Mr. Dacre did not plunge
into debauchery. It is so bard for péople
who live in ice-houses not to throw stonesi

When Lansing Dacre disembarked at New
Qrleans, he was a trifle thinner and many
years older than the sunny day when our
readers: first saw him on the prairies of the
Nueces. In a few weeks of disappointed
love, he had grown into a maturer man-
hood. Left to himself, the sensual, the vin-
dictive, the base might havo trinmphed, but
with Egbert Mcntor ncar him, who had
suffered the same sorrow from the mother
who was sleeping her last dreamless slecp in
that Maryland grave, he could not fall into
the pit-falls of Despair. He never spoke of
Emily Hazleton. Her letter was only answer-
ed the very day he left Matamoras. As he
handed $hs little fote to his friend, no words
passed between them, save these: '

«Will you be kind enough to direct
another envelope like this, and post my
letter inside of it ?”

Certainly,” said Mentor; “ I had written
ono to her myself?

Hc handed it to Dacre to read —

¢ MATAMORAS, Sept. 7th, 1853.

«Mrs, Carl Schrieff will accept Mr. Mon-
tor's congratulations, and he wishes her
many golden returns of her wedding-day.
Her enclosuro was reccived, and duly de-
livered, aud Ler note to himself carcfully
perused,  Will Mrs, Schrieff presont her hus-
band and. parents tho kind regards of Mr.
Mentor T

Lonsing read it without a word. Finally,
he pulled from his writing desk a copy of his
reply to Emily =— '

“You sre free. I thank you for not re.
turning or demauding me to send you again
tho little locks of hair we exchanged m'_hcn_
younger and less wiso than we are now.
May God bless you and yours, Emily!

« Matamoras, September'16th. L. D~

Henceforth, as by tacit consent, the sub-
jeot was dropped betweon .the young. man
and his fricad, save.the sccond evening. of

the voyage from Point Isabel to'Now Orleans,

(&

Qowwe %&&‘ >._-.—-°—-—-
s
4 &
YD

T




P s

—-o——{@@)———o— m-o——-f.(?é@g

‘)

———— .

when Lansing said, as {hey smoked their
cheroots alone on the lower deck :

5 “ Mr. Mentor, please write my father that |
wish to remain South the halance of this
year,”

1 have done so already, Lansing, There
is balm in Gilead. I have rnth in Terre-
virde.”

After this the past was enlirely ignored.

The gentlemen reached the plantation of
Maud La Grange about seven o’clock on the
morning of her birth-day. Toty and her
little hostess were watking in the south
part of the court-yard, and Chloe and
Phillis were enjoying with Uncle Abe, the
luxury of a snail's-pace promenade at the
North-Eastern extremity of the grounds
So busy were the girl canary birds in chir-
| ruping; that the private-carriage of Mr

Mentor wag almost at the Lodge, ere Maud

perceived it, when she ran like a fawn, fol

lowed by Toty, and called Joudly to the
sleepy Isarc to unfasten the gate.

Uncle Abe, however, had his eyes open,
and had quictly reached the carriage-walk,
long before the burly black porter had got
avakened, and expressing his patriarchal
scorn of “dem ornary lazy niggers,” had
the entrance wide open, cre the spirited bay
mares came to a full stop.

Mentor and Dacre alighted; and Uncle
Abe mounted beside Jim, Eghert's coachman,
and after depositing the trunks on the gal-
lery, piloted the carriage to the coach-yard,
and assisted Isnac in unharnessing the horses
and placing them in their stalls, in the open
shed appropriated to the purpose; and I am
afraid a strict cconomist would have thought
Abraham slightly profuse in the use of pro-
vendor; but then *Missecy Mand” always
wanted the best for “de gem'men from de
city ¥

Maud rushed to Mentor, throwing her little
arms about his neck: * Dear Guardy! I am
delighted to see you. Oh, Guardy we will
have such fun to-day! But here is Toty:
don't you remember Toty, Guardy 7”

* Of course Dacre we cannot make fish of
bne and fow! of the othier,” he deplied. *f And
Toty was saluted by Mentor, whose face
fairly scintillated with fatherly tenderness
s he looked at the two girls.

‘ Mr. Dacre, let me make you acquainted
with my pet baby, Maud La Grange--the
dearest little eanary bird in the whole South-
West.”

Dacre took the wee creature’s tiny hand,
and bowed quletly ; and, as he saw what a
child it was, said :

Miss Maud ; I hope every birth.-day morn-
ing of yours, may sce as cloudless a sky.”

 Thank you, Mr, Dacre, But let me jn-
troduce you to Toty.”

Dacre laughed : unsophisticated Maud for-
get every ono did not know Toty as she did.

Toty was not abashad, and as Mentor
whispered : # this is Miss Grade,” Lansing
shook hands and remarked :

‘Miss Grade, you must let me say, ¢ Toty’
too.”

.. ..Lansing, at once, was charmed by
Maud’s girlish ways—so artless, so throughly
Child-Woman. And as she took his arm

" up tho gravelled walk towards the Manor
House, she caught many sty peeps into those
sad violet-gray eyes, and divined there that
he was lorely, unhappy, and worthy of a
brighter fate. She had read this, as little
“ Missey Maud,” not as heiress of Terreverde ;
and Uncle Abe's exposition of Mentor's pro-
mised present, vanished from her mind ; but
had the idea returned that she would one
day call this young man ¢ husband,” she
would have laughed as guilelessly as if some
one had given her a pet kitten, It was such
o funny idea—a husband! Her heart knew
nothing of the love that men dream of, and
which many beautiful spirits fade from carth
without realizing in its glorious fruition.
He was a gentleman, Guardy’s friend, and
scemed melancholy and good, and littie
Moud’s simple soul realized all that was
pure, holy and beautiful in the Poet. She
thought if she had such a brother, her
happiness would be indeed complete.

Dacre treated her asa bright and promising
child. 'To him, as yet, she was a mere bird,
that might one day bloom into n lovely
flower, and her.tiny hand resting on his arm,

WEE EOBE

seemed 1o him as that of the ittle sister, who,
had she lived, would have been about Maud's
age, but closed her eyes nlmost as soon as
she had opened them on this work-a-day
world.

Breakfast was not long deluyed, and the
quartette seated themselves to enjoy a
Louisiana morning meal. Sosimple, so clean,
sopeacefull Dacre felt the soothing influcnce
of the seenc; and the merry prattle of the
young ladies and Mr. Mentor, who, for the
time, wag the most perfect child at the table,
drove him out of himsclf and beguiled
Memory of her poisoned arrows., Blessed
indeed is 1t that Providence allows no mor-
tal to be forever miserable or happy |

As the day wore on, the birthdny prapare.-
ticns developed themselves, (luests arrived
rapidly, and the oldest and wealthiest
families in the neighborhood gathered
together at Terreverde. The court-yard
swarmed with figures of plainly yet vichly
attired gentlemen, aud gorgeously-robed
ladies. All the young people for twenty
miles about congregated to greet Maud La
Grange on her sixteenth birthday ; and as
cach party of the visitors were accompanied
by one or more family servants, and it was
holiday on the Plantation, the negroes were
in cestasics—many a dusky nymph wearing
silks that would arouse the envy of a country
maiden in the rurai districts of the wise and
frugal North.

A more exquisitely formed, a fairer-fea-
tured assemblage, never sun shone upon ;
“like the lilies of the field, they neither
sewed nor spun, yet Solomon in all his glory
wns not arrayed like one of these.” There
were beautiful women, with large, dark
liquid eyes, and a flowing outline, and grace-
ful dignity of carringe, as difficult to describo
a8 irresistibly felt by the tourist. A few old
planters and their wives were prasent, but
they formed chiefly o coterie by themselves,
and let the young mingle with the young.
There were heads there of which ancient
Rome could alone have furnished cquals in
majesty and stately firmness; but then thig
was oftened by a suavity only Old Spain
could parallel,

The court-yard, with its cool shades, and
the wide galleries abous the mansion, wero
chiefly sought by the guests. Few cared to
haunt the old drawing-cooms and library,
It was a party where hum-drum ettiquette
did not intrude, for being well-bred people,
* Miss Leslic's Behavior Book” was not car-
ried in their pockets. It was a reproduction
on the Western Continent of chivalrous gen-
tlemen and noble ladies—children of a Re-
public yet undisturbed by the bursting of
the war-clouds, and the inroads of the Van-
dals,

Just fancy this scene. That court-yard
alive withat least two hundred human forms,
shining in the splendor of o Southern Sep-
tember afternoon—the very flowers hiding
their gaudy heads beside the loveliness of
the bright fairies and cavaliers about them,
Scent tho magnolias, and gaze at that une
clouded sicy. IHear the music of the violing,
tuned to gay strains by dusky figures. Mark
the plantation alive with negrocs enjoying
the holiday,and not & care upon a single
face. How the figures float before the eye, and
how the dancers on the gallery nre traves.
tied by the dusky servants upon the green-
sward in the distance! See Mentor, at his
years, joining in the dance, until Toty
laughs with girlish glee. Mark Dacre, si-
lent, quiet, forgetful of the past, absorbed
in contemplation of the glowing, living pa-
norama beforo him_. Yonder are lovers,
apart from the noisy crowd of merry dancers,
love-meking in shady groves whero ceats
are placed convenient. Thero are two old
men, looking so wistfully, and wishing they
were young, and light of heart, and freo to
live and love, and hope and do and dare
again. Here you meet Aunt Chloe and
Phiilis and Unclo Abe in dignified converse,
slowly “meandering” from the court-yard to
the ficld—now sharing tho glories of thejr
mistresses, Missey Maud and Missey Toty;
now watching those of their own clags, free
from work, duncing against timo and tide,
Tho littlest picaninny enjoys the afternoon,

and dances with its mate, Color, form,
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light, music, youth, age, beauty, wealth,
llowers, supslune, sky, trees mie all blended
as in one dreamy phantasmagora, and the
sounds of merry voices floal away on the
soft September breezo.

Then come the merry gomes, and crown-
ing the Queen of tho Fete, and when she
sitteth in her bower and the flowers are fas-
tened in her pretty, silken hair, you may he
sure Toty is one of her maids of honor, and
when she is called on to choose a King, and
the young men pass in u tircle round-about
her leafy throne, do you marvel tha* she
gives her hiund to Lansing, who claims
the penal s ere he leads her to the dance.
As for a moment they were seated in that
Magnolin copse, and he touched his lips to
the girlish forchead, down through the fo-
liage came a rellicking gay beam of sun-
shine, and rested like a halo from above
upon their wealth of soft, light hair, almost
the same color, seeming only divers shades
of one golden hue.

Mentor saw it: he accepted the good
omen, and his ¢y«s were 5o moist as he look-
ed up to the vernal throne, that Toty pressed
forward and whispered in his ear: e may
bave her.  He deserves her, don't he?”

Mentor took Miss Grade's hand, and I be-
lieve a tear fell on it, as he answered:
“Toty, those children are very near to re.”

XI‘
MR. AND MRS. SCHRIEFF.

The course of our narrative has, up to
this point, followed Lansing Dacre's path,
and we left Emily Hnzleton and Carl Schricff
as they emerged from the unfinished Cathe-
dral at Corpus Christi, after he had unfolded
his plot to marry her without acquainting
her parents until the knot was tied ; and the
reader must now prepare to return to the
Concrete City, with only such knowledge of
Emily's doings and feclings as has been
gleaned by the few words relating to her,
which have fallen in the course of the last
five chapters. From them the intelligent
peruser will have Jearned :

First—Emnily had married Carl Schrieff,

Secondly—The newly-wedded couple were
contemplating a visit w0 New Orleans at an
carly day, if the fever did not break out,
which was improbable, considering the ad-
vanced scason, ’

Lastly—-Mrs, Schrieff had some acquaint-
ance with Theodora Grade ; knew from her
Brownsville friend Dacre was going witls Men-
tor to Terreverde ; and desired Toty to write
her if he were well, and if he seemed happy.

Herefrom are to be drawn these conclu-
sions :

No. 1.—Mr. Schricff’s plot had succeeded,

No. 2.—Emily wanted change of scene,
and the gaictics of the capitnl, at a season
when the pleasure-seckers were returning
from the Northern watering-places, and New
Orleans was awakening from its summer
sleep and getting ready for the winter cam-
paign.

No. 3.—She cither had a scerct cloister in
her heart, where sometimes she wonld kneel
in secret at the shrine of her carly love, or
else she felt some remorse for her deceit and
desired to know the Boyish Lover had sur-
vived the wound,

¥5™ N. B.—Possibly feminine vanity, cu-
riogity, and a jealousy lest he might wed
some one else, hiad something to do with the
inquiries placed P. S, to Toty's letter, by
Mrs. Schrieff,

«+«.Emily had married Mr, Schricff, and
though her parents were displeased, they of
course recovered their screnity, Indeed,
contrary to Emily’s expectations, her father
took it far more coolly than her mamma,
Mr. Hazleton never stormed nbout the mat-
ter—but his heart went from-his daughter
forever. Ile at once asked Emily and her
chosen husband to his home, and ip.
vited all the guests at the surprise party,
treating them all with scrupulous polite-
ness. His lady, less accustomeq fo control
her feelings, gave Schriefr « & peco of her
mind” opeuly, und told Emily sho % despised
her;” and in half an hour afterwards was
shaking hands with the German, and kissing
the naughty girl and weeping over her at a
great rate.  Oh, these mothers| how much
they can forgive ; what neglect, cruclty, dis-

obedienee they perdon.  They are from our
eradles to our Yraves, if we dio before lhom,
winistering angels, toving us in poverty,
dizsgrace, banishwent: they know no sun.
dering of the cord that binds their hearts o
ours; and they reconcile us to a world that
were desolate indeed withoni their loving
enre.

Mr, itazleton was more terribly just, Iljy
manly sense of right was shocked at the
deception his daughter had practiced upon
her parents and her lover, and while too
proud to evince his indignation, Emily felt
the change in his demennor towards her, and
saw sho was, in his eyoes, o guest, not a chili
of his heart.

Carl hurried the completion of his houso
with all the energy native to his character,
and when nearly ready to be partiaily Labit-
nble. he proposed to Emily n briel visit to
New Orleans, with the double object of
business and pleasure. They could purchase
furniture, carpets and the luxurics of civil-
ized existence, and tako a recreation that
was o novelty to Carl Schrief?

To say Emily was happy, even in the first
days of her married life, would b rs incor-
rect as to assert she was miserable. That
her husband. when with her, Munged hor
sout into n dream of forgetfulness of the
Past is what might naturally be expected,
but there were hours when he was away
from her, engaged at his business, when tho
thoughts of Long Ago would come back to
her; nnd, gradually, the spectacle of tho
man’s moral deformity broke upon her vision.
He was coarse, though intellectual ; he was
strong and over-bearing, and had no chival-
rous respect for Woman in his heart. Utterly
unprincipled, with no notion of Right and
Wrong save expediency, even Emily Hazlo-
ton was shocked as she saw only the worst
clements in Ler own nature, reflected s in
an exaggerated mirror.

Even deccitful women—those who do
many a wrong deed, impulsively—have fino
fibres in their natures, and shrink with
horror from contact with men, daily and
hourly, who'offend every feoling they most
cherish.  Women must worship something :

and while it is true that they nsk to be Joved
rather as women, than idolized as angels,
sad is their lot, when they find the strength
thoy so revered is unaccompanied by tendor-
ness, and grace, and & looking above earth,
upward towards heaven.

This is not morbid sentiment. It is a law
of human life, and you shall find it, dcop
adown the heart of the lowlicst woman in
the land.  Woe be to tho man who dares
to crush it: such fiowers, trodden under tho
foot, ruthlessly, give birth to serpents that
make home o Hades?

Emily did not learn all this in = day, nor
& week, nor o month. There were times
when she was under the fervid gleams of
that dark, magnetic cye, that she believod
she was very blessed in his love. But in this
affection betwixt the twain there was no
purc and exalted clement; there were no
cooling shades from the broad noonday sun;
no drop of water for the parched and burn-
ing lips; the garden of their Union bloomed
with no sweet, modest, violets; it was a
hot-house where only fierce PPassion flowers
grew, that yiclded no perfume to the air, no
cinbiem of Hope, and Rest, and Peaco to the
heart.

Carl Schrieff had won the race, but the
bauble mocked him, and sometimes the pro-
phicey of Inlia rang in his car:

“The panther wooes the sunke and thinks

A dove it s, he wonld beguile;
Fhe poieon mixing, ere he drinkg,
Lt him but pansc o luele while
"The snake, the Ixuither shail suixlue,
The dove shall vanish hke o dream,
"The bitter dregs remain for yot
The grave a very refuge secm,
Carl loved his wife—~as well as ho could
love anything; but he felt that thore woro
chambers in her heart he had no key to un-
lock. Trifles light as air, told him, sho had
not forgotien Lnnsing Dacre, and it made
him bitter to think thut he, the Strong Man,
could not conquer many o fancy that tho
Boy Poct had created. He gaw in her, too,
slgns of a temper like that which had shono

in her oye, when he stung her to tho quick
on that memorablo afternoon, previous to
the evening of their marriage, when ho bad
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s wardrobe, and the tiny shocs, and the dress-
*‘jug-table witl its myrind feminine mysterits,

&)

... Their courtship wag very quict. When he
Lwent away from Terreverde, after & week,

. i A A —— S OSP4 . gy e im r———tr w—— = =

asked her if sho “would be a glave 77 Daily,
he loved her more fiercely, and he felt her
eye exercised power over him, It was as if
he had indeed caged o dove, and it hnd
changed into a beautitul serpent in his
hands. It was o he a battle-grounde—this
marciege, in which one of thein must con-
guery, but alas! he began to feel Emily had
s will of ber own, Once bursting thode tiny
restraints of filinl obedience and womanly
truth, which she bad done by his urgent
wooing, the timid woman was a resolute
queen,

And go Schriefl loved her the more. A
gentle, womanly creature, who would have
trembled at his lightest frown, could have
only won scorn and negleet from a nature
like Carl Schriefl’s ; but a spirit as fearless
a3 his own, ever on the alert to assertits
own freedom, and rebel againgt his oppres-
gions, bad a fascination for the stormy man.

Thus days passed on. No quarrels, and
many cudaarinents, but Emily cverstrength-
ening herself by resisting every encroach-
ment of her hushand’s will : in g0 subtle and
fine a manner, thut he never knew how he
was worsted,

One evening he ca'me home, earlier than
usuul, and called “ Kmily.”

No answer.

Ife culled agnin.

# Mrs. Schricfl says she will be down pre-
gently,” said the servant.

Sceveral moments passed.,

He called again, and then went to the
door of their apartment,

“ Bmily! open the dosr.”

“] am engaged. You can come in pre-
scently.”

He must either force the door or bear it.

By and by Emily comes forth, looking
very beantiful in a flowing pink lnwn.--
“ Carl,” gays she, * go and brush your hair:
I want you to go down to Miss Gore’s with
me,” and she brushes past him - not onc
featurce of her face evincing a knowledge of
the fuct that he was angry,

ile went into the room. He saw the
dresses, like fairy robes, hanging in the

and an air of wondrous neatness in the
apartment, and geated himself by the win-
dow, which over-looked the beach, and
heard the song the waves were singing.
Why did she not call him? 1l bathed his
face, and brushing his hair, went down into
the sitting-room.

1t You are ready” she said, ¢ como!” and
did not cven notice tho delay. Provoking
witeh! But ere thoy had roturned from the
walk she had charmed him, until ke forgot
his grievance, for the time. But these things
rankled in his heart, sometimes when alone
or o fresh wound cante. Heloved her.  She
had an affection for him. They fought, yet
never had had a word of difference. Oh,
these wayward women, what n myriad of
arts, offensive and defensive, they possess.

On the morrow they would leave for New
Orleans.

XIL
THE MASQUERADE.

Several weeks have elapsed gince Maud's
birth-day fete. 1t is late in October; and
on Christmas Lansing Dacre is to take the
heiress of Terreverde to his own heart and

hearth,
Is he fickle?

If an admiration of her childish beauty;
if n veneration for the simple picty of her
life; if regurd for her unaficcted, truthful
womanhood ; if a delight in her guileless
presence; if the mournful pleasure & jaded
man must feel in the purc devotion of a fresh
youry heart; if a sense of companionship
at her quaint marveling as he relateth por-
tions of his life and thoughts and readings,
such as onc might tell to a sister or & mo-
ther, is Love, then Lausing Dacro worthily
wooes Maud La Grange.

‘Maud wrote to Mcutor she was ill, and want-
¢d to see him and Mr. Dacre. Both camie, and
the Wee Flower that drooped brightened,
“and onc evening Lansing said to Maud:

# Little Sister: we cannot part company

_1 cannot be hero always as your visitor.
May I tako you to my Maryland home, part

s
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of the year? If we nugt flit like the birds
between the North and the South, at least
like the birds we must be mates. Mand,
will you marry me?”

And the young mistress of the old Manor
House said to him, tremblingly :

“ Lansing, I never refused any gift Guardy
gave me. [ hnow thereare chambers in your
heart locked from poor littie Maud; but 'l
go where the doors are open, and love only
you !l 1 die.”

That was all,  They sought Mentor, hand
in hand, and Lansing said ;

“ My dear old friend, little Maud takes
your gift. {1 wish it were worthier her ac-
ceptance.  When may we be one?”

“ Whe:cver Maud says, yea”

“Jet it be Christinas,” answered the
Child-Mistress; * for Toty will be here, and
my people will have holiday for the week.”

# My people!” 1f the unworthy shopmen
who have mortgages on these poor slaves,
but knew the meaning of those words!
« My people!” if the cold North knew the
glowing, queenly, tender affection between
the mistress and the dusky serfl “My
people !’ if the wide world comprehended
all the term implied In the golden, far South-
West, it would be better for humanity.

Strange anomaly {-~the very men who
bave batiled most manfully against abuss
in the system, arc the very men the world
calls “rebels,” ““traitors;” and those who
recognise in Southern Serfdom only chattels,
have been, and ever will be loudest for “tho
Union,” and the Northern W'y upon the
Southern Back ! FEvery ref rm Slavery hag,
or can know, has originated with the brave,
truc men, to whom Gold or Blood is Dross
and Water, so the South can be known of

all men by her works!
v e o v oo I snid some weeks had passed away,

AMr. and Mrs. Car! Schricffy and Toty and the
Colonel are at the Arcade Iotel, under the
charge of Mrs. Colonel Grale; and as the
pet ia by to watch her father, and his better-
half only doles Liim out a half-eagle daily,
the Colonel tarely runs behind his eash ac-
count more then fifty cents per diem, which
deficiency his pet contrives to make good,
Maud La Grange, her cousin Helen, and her
Governess, with Chlot and Abrabam, and
four family servants, as well as Mentor, and
his young friend, arc ail at tho St. Charles,
Lansing's body-servant, old Uncle George,
or “ Gem'men George,” as the darkics at
Chester 1Iall, all call him, has arrived by
the aid of no other care than a certified pass
feom his master, and that venersblo darkie
and Uncle Abe are very fust friends, and dis-
cuss the npproaching union of their master
and mistress with the same ioterest that the
flunkeys about Court gpeak of the wedding
of the last Princess who went abroad, and
with a similar respect. Indeed these dark
appendages to lighter greatness ghine by a
reflected light from their owners, and it hag
frequently happened in the South that color-
¢d gentlemen have come to blows, on ac-
count of a divergity of opinion between them
upon .the respective glories of their sove-
reigns. No doubt, & person of African ex-
traction born free, would feel that this was
degrading ; but then these people were born
in n different clime and condition, and view
Life from the Southern stand-point; and
while we would indignantly protest against
the enslavement of a freewan of any color)
we cannot pity those who are proud and
happy in that condition in which it has
pleased God to call them, nor believe that
the slave to savage masters is injured by be-
ing transferred to Christian,humane serfdom.

... ..Everybody was preprring for tho
grand masque that is to occur this cvening
at the Salon des M— . No less than
threo hundred invitations have been issned,
and among the company wills be names
known and honored from the Potomac to
the Rio Grande. Col. W-———, of Texas,
e, L—— and Major S—, of South Caro-
lina, General B——,of Louisiang, Col.T——,
of Miasissipi, and a scorc of others will os
prezent, whose names now fill tho public
prints of Europe and America. It isalmost
needless to vemark, that no persons Are
admitted until they show credentials, and
that the company comprises people who
havo entre to the circles of any civilized

i e

What a gorgeous scenc! The frescocd
ball i3 lighted by three large chandeliers,
and from the alcoves are branches giving
light. And yet cach burner i3 so softly
shaded, that this biaze of gas offers no pain-
ful gensution to the eye The walls are hung
with evergreens, and flowers are visible in
marble vases from cvery niche above the
side-lamps,

The costumes are generally pla‘n, costly
and magnificent in their simplicity. There
is Night, clad in dark crape, with silver stars
from her veil that falls almost to the floor,
and her mask i3 of black silk, which does
not conceal the high narrow forzhead, and
the close observer cnnnot fuil to note stray
tresses of beau iful amber hair. Do you sup-
pose that woman could walk across the floor,
and that Lansing Dacre would not recognise
Emily Hazleton Schriefll 7

Look at that pretty fairy, with her crown
of leaves and simple dress of clond-lite blue,
and sce her move with hoer tiny stateliness,
and tel]l me, if degpite the green mask, it
is not Maud La Grange?

But who is this, clad in funeral wecds,
with a form like a Peri aud grace like a
Gypsey Queen, that scems to cver hover
about Night and yonder Soldier of Fortune ?
If you had asked Inliy, the fortune-telles,
she might have informed yon ; but not cven
the Master of Ceremonies knew her other
than as Madame Lavesticl, a wealthy widow
in New Orleans for the season, She will go
away cre the ball is ended. or the supper
announced, or the masks removed, for Carl
Schrieff might betray by. some sudden ex-
c'amation the presence of his Indian wife,

Wife not by Iaw, wife not by the statutes;
bt wife by the Indian usage and in the eyes
of Christians who believe the marriage bond
indissoluable. Why does Inlia’s daughter
hover about his pathway? Is Nemisis in
the track of the dark, cruel man ?

That Doctor of Salamanca surely must be
Egbert Mentor, and that Oxford Student
may be bis youthful friend ; but it must be
remembered that in the motley costumes
only Mentor knew Dacre and Maud, and she
knew QGuardy, but not her betrothed hus-
band; until by instinct she recoguised him.

Toty worte the robes of a Tyrolese peasant
girl, and was puzzling her little wits to dis-
cover Maud La Grange.

The Soldier of Fortune, approaching the
Fniry, leads her to the dance, when the Little
Ono says:

%1 want to wait,” and declining the offer-
ed hand she trips up to Night, and the fol-
lowing discourse ensues:

Nieur—¢ Why do you not dance ?”

Fairy —*¢ I don't like Soldiers of Fortune.”

The Oxford Student pas-~es, and says:

¢t Which of you ladies may I claim for the
quadrille 27

Maud trembles, for she knows that hand.
Emily is in & delirium of anxiaty

ilc does not know litile Maud ; und he lends
Emily to the dance, and Maud approaches
the Doctor of Salamanca, and he feels the
Little Onc i3 weeping under her mask. He
has seen it. But then Dacre ¥nows not it
was his betrothed wife he deserted to dance
with Emily.

A waltz follows the quadrille, and without
taking their seats the dancers join the waltze
cr3. Dacre, us he encircles her waist, fecls a
steange thrill, and the truth flashes on him,
as if by lightning He would have fillen,
but the Soldier of Fortune caiches him in
his arms, and seating his wife leads Lansing
out into the balcony, and offers him a glass
of water.

But as ha raiges it to bis lips, the lady clad
in funcral weeds brashes by, as if accident-
ally, and dashes it to the ground, and then
in very deep tones says, “ pardon me: I will
get you water.”

And she takes no notico of Schrieff, but
leading Dacro to the ante-room, gives him
to drink from flagons of water and wine, and
leads him again to the waltz.

The beauty of this woman's movements
no words can paint. Nearly as tail as Lan-
sing, she was so faultless in her exquisite
symetry of proportion, that she towered as
a queen, How the music scemed but as the
breeze that wafted them in graceful undula-

land ng * respcctable,” at least,
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dark masks, marvelled at the poetry of that
tady robed in funeral weeds.

It was not long after the waltz was ended
ere this strange being brought Lansi < and
Ewmily together agnin, and aimost forcing
him to escort them both, ted them (o an
ante-room, that was empty and deserted,
when she suddenly vanished.

Laxstxo.—~ Where ia my other compa-
nion "

Esisy.— Night i3 very dismal to a gay
student like yourself.”

Lassivg.—¢ It was not alway3 so. But
when the stars burn ont, men seek solace in
bouvks ; and Philesophy consoles them when
the Poetry of Life is gore

EuiLy. - “ But the stars wate' over the
student, and sometimes wish the eyes were
turned fo them again, But let us go.”

Laxsig.—% Yes ;" and raising her hand
to hig lips, under the fringe of his mask, he
lightly touched it, and left her as if a surg-
ing gulf of fire yawned at his feet.

He sought Mentor. “Iwish to find Maud,”
said he. “There are three figuies about her
height ; but they are always dancing. Oh,
Mentor, let me find her ; you know her : wiy
did I not know who she was in this throng "

Mentor was calm: “I will bring her to
you; wait here.”

“Maud,” he whispered, “Dacre does not
know you. le is trying to find you, lIeis
wiid to dance with you. Will you come?”

i Yes : but I knew Aim, and ke knew Aer.”

That night Lansing, in self-remcrse, de-
voted all his intellect to make Maud happy.
He discovered Toty for her, who had thus
far defied her own and Mentor's Rivestiga-
tions; and finally ho led the child out for a
German waltz.

How Emily's eyes followed the twain. The
little figure in his arms scemed scaréely mor-
tal, and she heeded not that Carl Schrief
scowled- beneath his mask. At last, to kLis
surprise, she said: “let us dance,” and she
took his arm. OCarl was delighted. Thers
was o smile under his mask now, for he did
not know sle wished to follow that youthful
couple.

A strange contrast was presented by those
four persons.” Faster and faster rang the
music, and swifter and swifter flew the
dancers, yet ever, despite all their wild pas-
sion, and strength, and power, the youthful
pair flouted from them, here, there, and
ovaded their pursuit, They secemed to sail
through space, now here, now there, across,
beyond, away, far off; and never could the
eye follow them, for their paths were diverse,
here and hereafter.

When the dance weas at its height, the
Lady in Black might tsve been seen joining
with o gaily-attired strauger in the walts,
and as she approached the door of the ante-
room with her partner, they brushed against
Schrieff and Emily, as by inadvertence, and
in a moment more had disappeared ; but Carl
staggered and fell upon tho floor with a
heavy sound,

In & moment cvery sound of violin and
flute had ceased, and the throng rushed to
him ; but way-being made, he was carried to
the ante-room, where, after his head had
been bathed with water, he opened his eyes,
and spoke to his wife.

#T am not well, Emily ; we had better go,
I fear™

What was that envenor 3 point thatstung
so, neath his gay dov'det? Carl Schricff
knew the poisoned dagger, fine as a needlo,
well. Delay wag death, indeed. A moment
might win or loso bis life, “Ifo! the anii-
dote I”

(T0 BE CONCLUDED IX OUR NEXT.)
=

Tion Bourcicault has had a single and
clegant copy of * Colleen Bawn,” printed at
the Dublin University press, with likenesses
of himself and wife in character, This i3 to
bo a present to the Queen of England.

Little do tho Jadies who wear silk velvets
know the wretchedness of those who weave
them. Itis.alaborious task.to watch, mend
and regulate tho thousands of threads in tbe

warp, and small are tho wages paid.
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—devuied in faeratre An Mo, Ureti son i Ne ws
—l¢ peinted W Toronts, wkd i tebed v ery Satanday
Tbe terms of eulecnptam are bue Dotlsr am Fily
Cents per aunm. wovaratly f stoamee )
Payents rouy be made we blowa - Bor Foor
Months, Filty Cents, bn tght Mowmbs, One udiae,
for Twelre Montha, One Doldar pud Fuly Cents
A few appevpriate Advertizements will be (nserted
TenCentimivie for the frat busertion, midd Bive Cepts
& hine, BoF ewh subweguent jsertion
Bingle capiey iy bee bk of the New sedvalers in the
vatious Towus ainl Cier of the Proviace, at Fow
Centa vach, N
Alk detrers on basmess should be adiressed to the e
deriaed Al eontnbutions for pablication, snd Bera.
1y cosrespondeice should be 14 the Vadvtor,
VHILLIAM HALLEY, Publisher,
Colbwrive Sireet, Toronto

AGEVIS FOR TUE HOXE JOURNAL,
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¥, E. TUNIS, cLIFTON,
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Enet t—-Meaas, WARNE & ALY, Toroxre,
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hind enough to remember, for & nioment, that
this Provinceis comparatively a nes country
that every slmtar publication tg dled n
prematare death, sud that lettors require
uges to bring them ta perfection

Literature s catholie, it owns no clinse,
ue creed, 1o politles, no preconceived opte
oloas, Its birth is indicative (hat & State
tig passed through the first stages of proneer
dovelopment; Hs death, that o natjon i2 In
the agonies of dissofution

Nothing s readyemade to our hands, It
13 our task, and our pride, and oup wish, to
rally to tho standard of the Jorrvar every
Uterary man and woman In Canada. Hithes
to, they have had no field to cultivate; no
theatre to play In, snd the natursl conge-
quenice s that those with whom letters
mean hfe are writing for American maga-
zines and newspapers, and the amateurs are
elther merely toyirg with thelr pens, or dis-
lieartened and idle,

4 HALL GEORGEH FAUILKNER, M BLHLWAN,
P, DOYLE, &e,

MONTREAL-E. PILKUT.

GUELDI-M, RYAN

LONDON=-R. fiIENRY
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Mr, Loveriar's excellent
oa the Beach,” will be
i‘lue- ®

Wo are pleased at being in & postiion to
aanounce that it witl be succeeded by an
otiginal Cavadian seris] from the brilliant
Pen of My Jumes McCarroll, and o be en.
titled * Night MHawk,” The Issues of the
Houn Joumwin contalntgg this story wil)
be much sought for, and we requeat that
nows-dealers will at once regulate thelr
orders, that we may Luow how to meet
them withont disappofntment. Those de.
+]  #irous of possesainig the paper from the com.
'y mencement should send in thejr subsceip.
tions at once, as the numbery wo have over
are rapidly disappearing,

m
CANADIAN LITERATURN,

! Lat me write the songs of a people, and
I do not care who writes their books or ad.
ministers their Governtent,” way, substan.
tially, the remark of ove whoss namse Irms
'Y, familiar a8 household words Lo every Briton.

Thece was & desp thought in the apparently
flippant saying; for 1t 1s only duloers that
semeth profound mt the first reading. In.
deed, thers is .mothing which presanits »
greater contrast than the simple, easy diction
of many of the most world-known . Engiieh
periodicals, and the ‘ponipous, inflated as.
‘sumption of diguity of.atyls, which iy the
besetting sin of, some - of our. Journatisty;
Jjuat ns an entire disregard of grammar, and a,
A sleaglik-, would-be-conversationa) manner
'R is the charscteristic of nany of the Yankee
‘] dallyand woekly presses.
: “ Heavy wording” is not, by any
d  necessacily profound, any more than o lip-
;

story, “Down
«concluded o our next

shod, indecent carelassuess i spigrammatic ;
asd iu tho remarks we are about to ke, it
-1 sinoerely hoped that our -contemporaries,
whose thonsand-and-ane virtues we Tespect,
and whose generous encouragerasnt we ap-
‘1 preciate, will 204 bo offended, or auppose, for
& moment, we mean to soarl at, or lsctore
our saalors, and poss!bly supertors,

Bince the Joux Jo was boru, the
publisher s often asked the qusstion, both
by lstter and in person, « Why do you mot

* manke Jour papar more strictly locsl 7 Home
stories, homs essays, home postry, bome
liternture are what the Canadian public moss
crave.”

1:6e precisely because thet is-what we
‘ot desire 40 give you, that thig publication

-

it must be the wotk of Years of patient
toll to derelope Canadian literature, Physts
cal weaith iv not created in a day; nor cac
the world of thought be made fruftfyl In a

week or & month Every post brings us
letters from all quarters of the Provinee,
cheering our Iabors, by indicating far more
materinl nwaitipg tncouragement than we
had deemed could possibly exist, when for
years it has sceraed the study of partizan
Presses aud prejudiced persons to disconrage
literary people as useless, and lterary jouze
nals as unwelcome guests, In our dealre to
devclops the titeratuse of Canads, we must
work with such matetials as ate at our come
mand : work with no immediste hope of pe.
cumary emolument ; work with the expecin-
tion of being misconceived by the malicious,
and persecuted by the prejudiced; bLut
cheored by the reflection that the best intel.
lect of the Provinos, and the mogt oultivated
of the gentlemen of the press, have hade v
God-speed in our labors, and promised us nt
thelr havds support and kindly notice,
Browght by business associations for Fears
into contact with the newspaper men, not
alone of thie Provines, but of many gentle.
men across the border, we have learned to
appreclats thelr strugyies, as well ag the
difficultios -in the path of a publication
striotly-devoted' to letters; and ft fs our
wish to vbtain the frisndship of the many,
while we cannot sacrifics our enterprine by
Listaning to the carpings of the few,

To obtain a1 much original matter M
possible Jy, manifestly, the only WAy £0 on.
courage- home authors; but.we cannot re.
fuse contrfbutions from American literary
men of note, while Boston and New York
lournale own no narrow proscription of
writers on the score of birth, ¢repd or posi-
tion ; and ‘while willing and anxious to give
the preference to Oanadian writers, we conld
not, if we had even accepted contributions
too crude for publicstion, have ptinted thd
amount of original matter we are doing, had
we shut our columna aguingst the two Ameri.
can writers who have favored ug already, and
whose articles bave bitherto besn welcome
to the columns of periodicals ang pressey
that are largely patronised n both Upper
and Lower Canada; and, with two or three
dissenting voices, their writings have not
only beea eagerly sought by the pablie, but
warmly recognized by the press of botk the
West and the Exst,

In this age of the world, it is utierly 1dle
10 denounce fction and postry; 20 do so,
arguss not only a natrowness of feeling, but
* alender store of education, Neither can
an editor always compel writers to walk on
stilts, or express just Ads or the Jovanar's
oplolons ; to do w0, would be Miibaral, and
A0 attempt 10 constraln men of lotters In o
mede that would bs ug indignantly ay Juatly
resented.

As in the éase of the author of « Downon
the Beach* for example ;—~Thers ary lﬁlny
views entertained by that writer that are
Dot those of the paper } but they are nataral
Yo & man who has resided ‘for Years in the
far Sonth, and who by many ties s bound to
thet section. He obtained warm and cordial
recogaition asa wriler of talent fn Louisiana
aad . Toxas, (albeit somewhit ecoantric In kis
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i and thewgh we Way criticise some

of hts pocullaritios, it is roarcely libemt 10
atow our dissent from his pecudinr upiniuny
to prejudice us against what is meritorious
in his composltions , nnd i s possllle that
between the warm occadonal outbursts
against the North, and our frequent fecking
of Indignation rt what wo conceive his
errors aud the ervons of the South, lero may
be m middle view, which, prechsely colnciding
with neither, ia substantially 8 true one
Every tourlst hnows the fidelity of big dea-
enptlony of life tn the Gulf States

Trao lterature is very chantable, and
Fancy cannot be confincd by geogiuphical
boundaries or narvow Hnes of pect o) paity
While authors, ns well ag teaders, are hound
by certain prinelples of morallty recogrized
by all Christlan nations, let us sitow 1hem
all reasonable freedom, and if any thought
inadvertently croeps fnto the Hous Jourxay
that seems objectionable to older snd wiser
heads, our calumns are open o any refuia.
tion of what & correspondent conceives to be
an ¢rror, 20 long as courtesy of tone, correct-
neas of expression, and terseness of style
charncteiize ifs contents

Theso few hints have been thiown out
hastily, as we could not reply by mal! tu ali
the frendly letters we have received, nnd
weo would close our romarks by expressing a
wish that the best lntellect, scholatship and
Youth of the country woxld ald our efforts to
fostor Canadian Literaure, -

e o e e —
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BO0CIAY LIFP.

BY A H, BT, GRINALN,

—

Gop created Hie beings with capacities
for social Intercourse, He did not intend
that life should conaist merely in thres score
years and ten-mto eat, drink, and steep—
with habits, wealth snd tradeathese bless-
fngs ulone, will not give vitality to the
mechanism of existence. Unconscious hp-
manity requires t0 be awskened, Know.
ledge, Truth, Laowe, Gociness, and Paith,
must be possessed by man before ke beging
to live the life that hiy Crestor designed
him to,

The good of soclety demandy
A sound mind fn & sound body may be a
great bleming, but, soundness of mind
without mental aoquirements gives & man
1o falr pretensions to merit,

There are various kinds of knowledge ;
howerer, man is not expecied to learn every
kind, but he must not allow hiy mind to re.
main & barren desert, or & forest overgrqwa
with weeds and brambies, Not an hour that
Paases but calls for an exercise of our judg.
ment upon some one thing or other relative
to our family, neighborbood or government,
It Is necessary, then, that we improve our
understanding, fnform our judgment, ang
treasure up useful knowledgh, and acquire
the necessary qualifications to make us use-
ful and honorable memmbers of society, and
thereby escape the danger of plunging inio
Tolly and guilt,

In exrly times the Youth were trained up
to be nseful to their country, and wers
taught to do alf they could 10 promote its
welfare,  This course of lustrection pro-
Queed characters and Actions creditable 1o
reflect upon, and beg kindled in the bressts
of thousands a Iaudable ambitlon to Imitate
those virtyes that have sppeared admirable
In others, Very many people are restrained
from associating together ta do goad owing
to couventional forms, They do not wish
to become identified with any society lest
they may subject themselves to the frown of
dome sect, or the anathess of soms synod,
or the fashion of some clique, or the laugh
of some clab  Under, thege inflnences haye
tasny nobl impuises gnd high thoughts been
suppressed ~neighbors have been afraid of
each other, their hands haye beon bound and
their feet fettered. Would that thers ware
more Jorful freedom Ju .the sacis inter.
caurse of rommpnitios aad Individoaly,

Belfishness destroys many of the sourcay
of bappiness to by derived from socia] 1
and makes slaves of jtg subjacts, who fuel it

Edueation,

uelieﬂopnrtoompuy: It is humen na-
ture to be happy and miserable by timee;

fe, language by

"
{tmt, it a to bo regecited that too many of
Adum's enlog toortals prefer the privitege
of aluays being miserablo, Agaln, there
wie there in the wortd who Emagine them.
selves po exalted in intellcet and Influence
As to cause them to bahiave with arrogance
towards others. This class of persons,
howover, does not always ftiumph -4} ¢jr
sthemes are often nipped in the tud —ang
soctality and good feeling allowed to take
the place of discord and confusion,

Life has no charms without friendahip,
Virtue, purity of manoers, an elevated soul,
and a peefect [ntegeity of heart, rendey
friendship truo and tasting  To bo safe snd
sure In the means of promoting our soctal
happivess, we sliould gelect our companfons
from the society of the good and virtuous,
Courlesy and politenoss towardg those
smoug whom we mingle promotes socud
bappiness, We should, in our intercourse
with ono another 1o tife, avold glving of.
fenco  Bluntnest and Gothic freedom are
not always agreeable companions In soctoty,
fome people aay thero fx a pleasure in what
they call “speaking thelr minds.” Bug
what tuay be an urtifiels} pleasure to them
18 often: & pain to: those vwhowo feelings
they lutended to wound There are thoss
who atining at honor and teputation, try these
means,
derlsion, Illnature has ever been hated,
while civitliy s alwuys courted and esteoma
ed, Narrowness of mind often incapaci.
tates men from taking a correct
the complicated influencos that cause Incon-
sistencies in thelr actions | thence [t {s that
& want of prudence and decency are prace
ticed awmong the bulk of mankind, Thenoe
arise bickerings and dlsscnsions tnatead ot
gunerous and hearty good.will.

Men are too apt, while engaged in dispu-
tations, to hesap nonssnse
the hesds of thelr opponents, when reason
and truth could be as bandily employed.
We ought to keep our minds fres from pase
sion and prejudice, aa they give & wrong
turn to our observations, both on persons
and thinge. When we desire to make pro.
Per obscrvations, let solf) with il i1, Iufle
ences, stand ugide, as far oy possible, A
great deal of yoclal bappiness 1y destroyed
through the thoughtlessness of many who
soen1 never to by done speaking evil of theje
fellows. It fs an old rule, but neverthelesy
& good one, that gur conversation should
Tather be laid out on things thag on persony,

Impertinencies of discourse, and reproach.

e3 of the tongue, should not he tolerated in
the soclal circle, It tg o misfortnne that
mankind act more from habit than refleg.
tion, Man is & bundle of babits. I he
habituates himself to be abrupt and dles-
greeable in his manners, he becomes a frul-
sance in the gocial gsthering, and hig ab-
sence would always be preforred to his
presence, On the contrary, if he be s man
of good principles, information mng socigl
qQualities, his acquaintance is sought after
by the good and wise, and be is at onge
Placed in & positioy to benefit Lig neighbors
intellectually ang morally,
How. necessary it is, then—in order to ful-
fil the designs of Providence—that we, in
common with others, become possessed of
those wocisl qualities and right principles,
which will render our days pleasant hers,
and ensure us & peacefyl departure from this
tracaient atate,

""—'——“-__,,_,
[For the Home Journal, )
ON BYX® AND THXIR LANGUAGRE,

BY Marvy,

Trovent may be 3aid 1o bave thros utter-
ances—thoss of the tongue, gesture ot action,
and the eyes; and although it would seem
ta ba the duty of the former o do all the
work, yet the Intter does much of it, and
does it more trutbfully, Kyes are varid in
their expression,
their covers, like suspicioua setinels, ques-
tioning and demanding the passports of all
that pade, Others look deflance, hate, and
all that iy

could. Thers are eyes that melt you into
Pity, as you Yook into their depthe; oyée
that melt Into oompassion the stonfest hearts,

Bome look out from wnder .
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but they often reap contempt and

view of all

and repreach on .
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ns they tell of the huidehips which the nind
or the body undetgors ; exes that genrch the
soul 1t its inner and mont seeret chambers,
hud like o many deeply-learned chanists,
stand at the door of the laboratory of hu-
man wature, and phice all that homwan oa-
ture’s touguo utters in the crucible, and
reduco cach speeels that it gives forth into
ita simple elements of truth or fadsehood—the

tangue uttering the sound, and the eyve
stamping it with o value
Watch that stolen utterance between

Amelin’s and Tlenry’s eyes——not a gound haa
been ereated, not a lisp exchanged, and yot
n long, deep, and soul-fitling conversation
has been going on, not a syllabte ont of
place, not & word mispronounceld. ¥ Look
m straight in the face, and say that again,”
says onc to another, and the tongae again
pronounces, and theeye saysits true or fulse.
“You heard those courtcous remarks, n
little while ago, between John and Edward 77
“Yes” Ab, yes! But did you gee Edward's
cyes as they said, * wait awhile, until the
coustraints of society are oft) and then you
shall answer to me lor your insults and your
parcasms.”  There are cyes that speak so
pure and noble a language, and have so ole-
vating and ennobling an influence upon ns,
that we feel mote at cuse withourselves, and
that the world leans less heavy on us by
their giving us cven but apassing glance on
the street.  Eyes again, that when we meet
them, they bid us eaamine the strength of our
watch-chain, or gee if the pocket our money
is in is sceurely buttoned. [Lustrous eyes,
that speak a sunshiny language to avhomso-
cver they rest on. Languishing eyes, that
speak of voluptuousness. Cold grey cves,
that freeze us, Eyes there are, again, of
which we have not the alphabet—~they can-
not bo read, but, like some undecyphered
hicroglyphics,nay mean anything or nothing.
But who is thero who has not seen the fond
Llue eyes thai look out their puie and noble
langunge, cheering and bright—great wells
of love, from which we draw the moisture
that irrigates the heart and keeps it free?

Oh! those mysterious aqueducts to the
Liuman soul, through whose lahyrinthic chan-
nels flow sunshine and sadness, joy and
griefl— by what mysterionsly wondrous power
have their materials been compounded, and
whence the source of their inexhaustible
beautics? Without them, what were nature,
cven mmid all her loveliness, and what were
man? But with them to guide ws, we be-
hold the profusion of nature, the rich and
varicd hues in which she bedecks herself,
and we can, with their miraculous aid, trace
the lightning's flash or follow the streawmlet ;
we can observe the terrific leap of the mighty
Niagara in its hurry to the ocean; or we can
roam through the untrodden paths of space,
revelling in the mighty grandeur of the
heavens.

g e snamt)
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@he Glitor's Round Tnble,
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vv.. Y1Icigho!” said we, as the sanctum
door opened, and admitted a bevy of beau-
ties, and half a scorc of the most sentimen-
tal-looking gentlemen that over pestered
an Editor, and delighted the lady public,
“fricnds, you have gathered in increasing
numbefs about this circular picce of furni-
ture, that unlike the handicraft of the mere
mechanic, improves with ags.” ‘Is it real
maliogany 77 asked Mariette, #Ifitis rot,
young Miss, it won't remain long in Canada.
You cannot humbug these people. For in-
stance, my dear lady, we all know your
pearls, in that ring, arc genuine. People
herenbouts once were poor  Nous avons
change toul celu. Nobody confesses poverty
or murder, and to wear real diamonds when
paste are so much brighter in the day-time,
is very singular.” The young ladies all said
we were ‘ a provoking creature,” $0 after
making onc Yankee, who will smoke and
talk nud put his feet on our marble mantel-
picce, throw away lis jack-knifo and stop
making the young poctesses laugh when we
wero talking, wo began on the theatro in
general and the Royal Lyceum in parti-
cular t— .

....Don Crsar de Bazan is a rollicking,
carcloss Spanish scrio-comedy. When Ma-
thews and Vestris appeared in ity eria tho
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petile comedy of “ Faint Heari,” you wonld
have sworn they were figures, qudidenly en-
dowed with life, that had slepped from Ve-
nsques’s cansass, every immortal lino of
coloring glowine with vital warmth.

Like Garrick, Charles Dillon, who is play-
ing u brief re-cngagement at the Royal Ly-
cewm, has o talent for comedy. In fuct, we
had almost said o geniu, friends, but that
i3 a word the people on the other side of Ni-
agara tiver adulterate like their ground cof-
feey and fine-cut tobacco. It is doubtful if
any man can be a great delineator of hitman
passions, whe is blind to human follies.—
Why, our puctici} friend from St. Cathe-
rines knows very well that Pathos is own
brother to Humor. Al! you shake your
head, Misz Funfangle, and think we should
suy sister. Notat all. Pathos and Humor
arc mascnline, Who cver knew a woman
capable of enjoying a joke she had to pay
for? No lady ever could see she was ridi-
culous.

Mr. Dillon’s Don Casar is the best we
have ever seen on the British, American or
Spanish stage ; for the play is a paraphrase
of a comedy by somebody none of you ever
heard of; and hating an argument, or a
very old gentleman who i3 deaf, we won't
give you his name. Chbatles Dillon never
over-acts; never for a second forgets that
under the gay doublet there is aman’s heart.
You never fail to remember Don Ciesar is a
nobleman—a scion of the proud race he re-
presents. e is sorry for his creditors. It
cannot be doubted he would pay, if some one
would loan him the money The Marquis
of Manager Porter, and the Don Jose of Mr.
Carden were very well rendered, and Miss
Wilkes as Lazaniilo was inimitable, The
action, grace, spirit she threw into this mi-
nor part were highly artistic. Julia Elliott’s
Maritana we would prefer to be silent about,
for three rensons: she is a pains-taking ac-
tress, a lady of talent, and a pretty woman;
but entirely failed to comprehend the Span-
ish ballad singer and dancing girl trans-
formed to the Countess de Bazan. No woman
of Madrid ever locked, moved, or spoke like
her. We say this kindly. It was a part out
of her line. Indeed torender Maritana well
is what we have never scen done on & Cana-
dian or Amecrican stage. All in all, how-
ever, the picce was effective : we hope to sec
it repeated, and that Miss Elliott may im-
prove. The critic who is honest is not the
enemy of the player folks. Besides criticism
is only one man’'s opinion. Probably nincty-
nine in a hundred would not form the same
conclusion; yet the hundredth man's ap-
plause is what makes reputations.

... The Westminster Review for the April
quarter has a paper on ‘Voltaire’s Ro-
mances and their Moral,” that is so tho-
roughly appreciative, that it goes to dis-
prove the old saying: ¢ there are two kinds
cf nature—human and French.” The com-
mon iden that Voltaire was ar Atheist or
infidel, or inflicted any dangerous wounds
on Cliristian logic, is, of course, an absur-
dity, although, strange to say, many edu-
cated peopic believe it.  Voltaire never
reasoned : he felt. The thin, nervous, spite-
ful littlo man!—he was as free from cold
sceplicism as candid breadth ‘of mental
vision. With all his faults he had some
virtues. Ho almost hated Atheists; and a
genuine human grievance made him wild
till he launched his arrows of poisoned wit
at the head of any one who caused or de-
fended it. Ho was a poor reasoner—a grand,
glowing furnace of honest indignation, who
hit even the Good, if he could but make sure
of the Evil. Like most men the worlC owe
much to, he not only had his claims repu-
diated by posterity, but got villified into the
bargain. The only temarkable thing is, he
ever found any one brave enough to lift a
whisper in his extenuation. But men are so
kind to onc another!

....Warne & Hall send us the Eclectic
for May—the best Magazine in the world,
beeause the Literary Highwayman who con-
duets it nevor stops any traveller-article not
inlaid with diamonds. Robbing all the best
magazines in Rurope, the Eelectic defies
competition. It may be rascally, but then
it is nccessary; and fame makes the debt

A v w—— . bt — -
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tested paper of dead iiterary men. Bven ir
authors were chented entirely, it would still
be admirable, We thank the enterprising
firm who first remembered we had a Round
Tabile,

oo Stella” sends thiz gem from an
Englizh paper : —

“Lady Isabella Finch, daughter of the
Earl of Winchelsea, wus lady of the bed-
chamber to the Princess Amelia,  Lord
Bath, one evening, having no silver, bor-
rowed a half-crown of her; he sent it next
day, with a very gallant wish that he could
give her a crown. She replied that though
he could not give her a crown, he could give
her & coronet, and she was very ready to
accept it"”

If the noble Lord did not du it, he wanted
taste. The woman who had so much wit
wotld have been & fortune to any man,

++..Those terrible Seven lssays and Re-
views that have created such » terror among
the lovers of orthodoxy, nre familiar to our
friends. “ George” sends us, from a Lon-
don paper, this extract. To those who are
fonder of denouncing than reasoning, it is

indeed
A WORD OF ADVICE,

Denounce Feayste and Beviewers,
Hang, quarter, gag. or choot themn—
Excetent planz=~provided that
You firat of all refute them,

By all means let the Hangman Lurn
Their awlu! ook tenshes,

But dont cxpect o settle thus
Their heteredox hashes,

Some heresies are so mngrained.
E’en burnmg won’t remove them,
A shorter and an easier way
Youw'il find st-=to disprove thetn,

Be this, riﬂhl reverends, your revenge,
For souls the best of ctre—

Es-ay Essayists to upset,
Aud to review Reviewers,

+...It i3 our deliberate conviction that
however great it may be to write like Addi-
son, it is far greater to write like yourself.

... Whoever sent us Once @ Week shall
be remembered deily,

..~ The literary press of London, as well
as of the States, is gaiving a higher tone, as
the lower strata of society get educated up
to it In this scnse of doing the hard work
of Letters, even Reynolds and Sylvanus
Cobb may be tolerated—as, in time, the mass-
es want better mental pabulum—but without
food adapted to their past condition, better
presses would have fewer patrons. Unmized
Evil is very scarce. Does it exist at all 72—

Abk! yes. It is quite plain, for there are
people who belteve in it, They prove the
Jact.

«»..Warne & Hall bave sent us Ballou's
Dollar AMonthly for July. It is, in fact, a
reprint of the Flag of Our Union and Draw-
ing Room Companion, with a little original
matter. If letters are to be measured by
the square inch, it is the cheapest magazine
in the world.

Fuw, Fuets, and Hancies,

B e e e R U S e e R P e N ]
“The Mother of States” is having an unex-
pected visit from some of her children.

Any merchant may make his house a cus-
{6m house by attention to his dufies.

A short time ago a man became so com-
pletely ‘“wranped in thought,” that he was
tied up, labeled, and scnt off on the ¢ train
of ideas.”

A henpecked husband writes :— Before
marriage I fancied wedded life would be all
sunshine ; butafterwards Ifound out that it
was all moonshine,”

The lady-principal of a school, in her ad-
vertisement, mentioned her female assistant,
and the ¢ reputation for teaching which she
bears ;" but the printer~—carcless fellow—
left out the “*whick ;" so the advertisement
went forth commending the lady’s ¢ reputa-
tion for teaching she bears.”

A newsboy of Cincinaati having gotstuck
on his stock of papers, cried lustily: “ Ere's
yer mornin’ papers—=all about Jeff. Davis be-
icg hung—only three cents.” A victim
remonstrated with him on the deccption,
whercupon the youngster remarked: “If Jeff,
Davis’ been hung, I'd asold all my papers
afore six o'clock this morning, and yer
wouldn’t got it fur threo cents nither” The

quits. It may go to pay some of the pro-

man passed on.
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| Pocts’ Eolum,

PURE METAL.

The following poem, from an unknown
pen, is worthy the exalted genius of the age.
“ Clang! clang! cling! clung?” How the
anthor rolls out the celossal symplonies of
the sons of vulean, and helds you in his
pouderous grasp as if you were a pigmy!
As you read, the red sledge of your blocd,
quickening a3 in sympathy, showers its
blows like hail upon the glowing anvil of
your heart. The Plough, the Cbain-cable
and the Sword are here thrown out in such
stupendous relief, in such magnificent pro-
portions and colouwzing, that we involun-
tarily strain our cyes in the hope of catch-
ing a glimpse of the giant swwho forged them
thus, among the first men of the day i~

Song of the Forges
Clang, clang! the mnuasive anvils nng—
Cinng. clang! a hundred hamnmers swing;
fake the thunder-rattle of a tropuc sky
The mighty Llows still multiply;

Clang, clang!

Say, Lrothers of the dusky brow,
What urc'y&]?}'l’mug anuy forging pow ?

Clang. elang-—we forge the coulter now—
‘The eoulter of the kuudly plough ;
Sweet Mary, inother, hless ottt toil;
Muy its broad furrows still unbing
"Fo genial rams, to swit and wind,
The most benignany soil.

Clang, clang—our coulter's course shall Le
On mnauy a sweet and shejtered Iea,

By many a streamlet’s silver tide,
Amidst the song of 1he moring bind«
Amnidst thelow of the sauntering hLerds,
Arnudst soft breezes which do sty
Through woodbine hedges aud sweet May

Along the green hill's sude.

When regal sutumn?’s bountcous hand
With wide-spread glory clothes the lad;
When to the valleys, from the brow

Of each resplendent slope, is relled

A ruddy scu of living gold
We bless=webless the Provon|

Clang, clung—again, my mates, what glows

Bencath the hammer’s potent blows?

Chnk,.clank  we forge the Graxt Cnax

Which bears the gallant vessels sirain,

sMidst stormy winds and adverse tides ;
Secured by thig, the good ship Lraves
The rocky roaditead, and the waves
\Which thunder on her sides.

Anxious no tmore, the merchant sces
The tist drive dark before the breeze,
‘The stonnrcloud on the hill;

Calinly he rests, though far away

1n boisterous climes bis veseel lay,

Reliant on our =kill,

Hay, on what sand these links shall sleep,

Fathois beneath the solemn deep?

By Afric*s pestilential shore—

By many an jeeberg, lone and hore—
By mauy a palmy westem isle
Bashing in spring’s perpetual emile—
By stormy Labrador?

Say, shall they feel the vessel reed,
Wheit 10 the Lattery?z deadly peal
The crushinng Ureadside makes reply?
Or clse, as at the glorious Nile,
}lold gruppling ships, thot strive the while
For deatb or victory,

1lurrah! Cling, clang! once more, what glows,
Dark brothers of the forge, Leneath
The iron tempest of your blows,
The furmace’s red breath ?
Clang, clang—a burning totrent, clear
Amd Brltuu, of Lright sparks, is poured
Around aud up in the dusky ar,
Az our hanmmers forge the Sworn.

The sword b—a name of dread ; yet when
Upon the frecrman’s thigh ntis Louind,
While for his altar and his hearth,
While for the laud that gave him binth,
‘The war-drums rol, the trampets sound,
Yow sacred is it thend
Whenever for the trath and right
K tlashes it the van of Sght;
Whether in some wild mountain pass,
As that where fell Leondas,
Or on some sterile plain andstem,
A Marstou ora Bannockbum;
Or mid Beree omgs and bursting rilly,
The Switzers! Alps, gy TyrePs hills;
Or, us when stk the Armada’s pride,
1t glcams above the stormy tide;
Still, still, whene?er thedatrle word
Is Liberty—when snen do stand
For justice and their natice iand—
Then Heaven bless the Swonrn,

P

According to Haller, women hear hunger
longer than men; according to Plutarch,
they can resist tho effects of wine better;
according to Unger, they grow older and are
never bald; according to Pliny, they are
geldom attacked by lions {(on the contrary,
thoy will run after lions ;) and according to
Gunter, they can talk faster,
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THE TWO TIIMBLES.

A STORY FOR LICTLY FOLKS.

¥

BY THE CUTHOR oF ** A TRAF FOC I A sInBRAM Y

Wark youever in o carpenter'a shed, little
folks 2=a large shed, with its piles of shav.
ings, its strange, quaint-looking tools, its
endless pieces of weod, of all shapes and
§izes 1—Dbecnuse if you ever were there, you
know what it iz to play in What a mjy ste-
rious awe hangs over the tools we must not
touch, and therefore lovk at with longing
eyes—What a delight to buikl houses there,
with those pieces of wood, so much nicer
than our owa neat box of bricks at home ~
What fun the piling up shavings to * pre-
tend” it’s a bontire ; and the stitl greater de-
light of having the hamwmer and the nail-box,
and driving a whole row into a picce of
wood, with no earthly object but to make
the same noise as the carpenter!  Such plea-
sures as these were being thoroughly enjoy-
el by a little bright-cyed, dark-haired,
gipsy-looking child, one warm snmmer af-
ternoon, when I shall first introduce her
to you Her name is Jessie Hay ; she i the
second child of one Atfred Ifay, the village
carpenter ; and, perbaps, it may be owned,
his darling ; for in spite of the never-ending
scrapes into which she continually got, she
was so merry, so clever, and so winning,
that he coulll not help loving even while he
scolded her. AMrs. Hay said her father spoilt
her—but I don't quite think that; Mrs Hay
made the mistake too of.en made with child-
ren - she thought if a child was quict and
never worried her, it was good; but if, on
the contrary, it was full of life and restless—
ness, it required constant correction. So it
happened that the little meek-faced, quiet,
unexcitable Lucy, Jessie's eldest sister,
rarely meurred her mother's displeasure,
whi'st poor Jessic was in constant disgrace.
Mrs. Hay had never been fond of children
before she married; and though she had =
natural love for her own, all their © little
ways” irritated and vexed her, Exquisitely
clean, neat, industrious, and remarkably
quiet herself, the mess which children make
wasg a source of real paint to her Zthe ringing
of their fond, eager voices—the impatience
to be heard and attended to, however much
she was engaged lerself - the spoiling of
their clothes—the destruction of books and
playthings—all combined to prevent her
finding any pleasure in her children. She
loved them with o tender, anxious love,
which made her willing and desirous to
spare them from pain or ill-usuage; but she
wished in her heart that she and her hus-
band had shared their home alone—that the
spotlessly clean ctoth she loved to spread on
the table was never soiled with dirty fingers
and clumsy ¢ upsets;” that the nicely-snept
floor was never strewn with broken rubbish
nor shreds of linen; in short, that she could
sit down peacefully to enjoy the neat home
she took such pains to keepso. Lucy being
a naturally quict, duil child —she had trained
her to her notions of right and wrong, so
that before her mother, Lucy was never in
mischief, always neat and clean, and sup-
posed by her, and all who visited the cottage,
to be & model child; but Jessie—wild, rest-
less, joyous Jessie—was her mother's per-
petual torment, and, as I have said, con-
stantly in disgrace. And let me pause o
moment to address you, the * Young of the
Houschold”—I who love you all, from the
tiniest baby cradled in its mother’s arms, to
the sturdiest boy or girl among you~rich or
poor, high or low—the lordly infant in his
silks and lnces, as well as the cottage child
in its patched, and, it may be, dirty pina-
fore—let me tell you I can understand how
it was that Mrs, Iay did. not like children,
and how it is that so many do not; how it
is they are so glad to shut them up in their
nurseries with their nurses, or turn them
out in the streets to play—amywhere so they
are rid of them—because you forget, most of
you, the good old proverh, “Little children
should be like old men's beards, seen but not
heard.” You should try to remember that
there is a time to play and ho merry and
noisy ; and a time to be.silent and quict;
when you must be contented not to beino-
ticed, nor engage attintion; but to gteal
away in some littlo. corncer, and' be,.so still
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that no one shalt know you are in the room;
4 timo to ceaze the eager questionings, to
rest the restless feet; so that it may be said
of you, that, though always i the way, you
are never out of the way.

Lucy lay bad learned this lesson, but un-
happily she had only learned it to serve her-
self, not because it was right and good ; and,
moreover, it was not 3o much merit to her
to be still as it would have been to Jessie,
becauze it was no trouble toher.  She liked
to be qnict—wshe lihed to listen to what other
people said—and above all, she liked the
sugar-plums  and  half-pence, and sweet
words, her mother Iavished on her for being
“s0 good.”

On the afternoon when I tell you Jessie
was so happy in the earpenter's shed, Lucy
was quictly seated in a corner of her mother's
best room, listening to the conversation be-
tween her mother and a visitor who had just
arrived. At last, her mother returned to her
and said—

“Lucy, love, where is Jessic ?7=in mischicf
somewhere, I'll be bound !”

“1 don't know, mother,” answered Lucy,
meekly., ¢TI think I saw her going into
father's shed.”

“ Into father's shed !
wouldn’t have her go there. I never saw
such a naughty child in my life. I declare,
Martha,” continued the mother, addressing
the visitor, “ [ don’t know what to do with
her; you'd never think the children were
sisters, or had been brought up alike. Lucey's
always quict and good, and no trouble ; but
as to Jessie, she almost drives me distracted,
Go and tell her to come here directly Lucy i
she shall have bread and water for dinner,
for not minding what's said to her.”

Now do you know, Lucy knew well that
Jessie was not in the room when her mother
had snid she did not like the children to go
into the shed, and she had quite forgotten to
tell her sister so; but, fearful of getting
scolded herself for not mentioning it, she
allowed ler mother to believe Jessic was
wilfully disobedient. She found Jessie very
happy among the shavings, and, beckoning
lier out, gaid :— ' ‘

“Oh! Jesgie, Aunt Martha’s here, and
you're to come in ; and mother said we were
not to go into the shed any more, and T for-
got to tell you. Don’t say I forgot, Jessie
dear—pray don’t; mother will be go cross.”

‘“ All right,” said Jessie, cheerfully, and
throwing down her bundle of shavings, she
ran into the house with her sister. 1ller hair
hanging in rough, disordered masses about
her face, with. pieces of shavings sticking to
her clothes, and her little brown hands any-
thing but clean, Jessic certainly did not
present a very elegant appearance; but the
honest glance of her loving brown eyes won
her aunt’s heart at once, and the angry re-
buke of her mother was interrupted quickly
by Aunt Martha, whe, taking the rough head
kindly between her hands, said :~

“Dont scold the child, sister: we have all
been children once; and this is g loving,
honest face, that can’t helong to g very
naughty child, I think.”

“She is a naughty child, Martha. What
vbusiness had you in the shed, when I said
you should go there no more 2—it’s not a
place for girls., You should bide at home
with your needlework, or vour hook, or
something, quict and steady. [ shali never
makeo anything of you, I fear.”

Jessic made no answer, only still kept her
steady gaze on her aunt’s face, as though 1o
discover it in truth she had found a fiiend.

“Your aunt’s going to dine with us,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Hay ; “so go and muke yourself
tidy, Miss, though you'll only get bread and
water for your dinner. Go on, Lucy dear,
with your sister, though I don't know that
you want doing much to—you're always
tidy.”

When the children had left the room, Aunt
Martha made it a pacticular favor to herself
that Jessie should be forgiven, and have her
dinner with the rest; and.as Aunt Marctha
¥ & . favored individunl—a rich rola-

—her request was granted, and pour
‘Iittle Jessio was permitted to partake of beef
and pudding with the rest of the family.”

She heard me say 1

Before Aunt Martha went avway that night,
she and Jessic were fast friends. She gave

each of hor httle nicces o sitver thimble, and
smd  that sho hoped she should see them
when she eame again, and that they would
show her some of the work they had done
with them,

Jossie was very sorry to see her aunt go
away, and called after her as she turned the
corner of the stieet—* Do ¢ome again soon "
—for which she got notlnng but an angry
push from her mother, for her annt was too
fur off to hear what zhe said.

Jessio and Lucy went to school in the
village : and they would have been there to-
day, only it was Saturday, which is always
a holiday.  Un Monday morning they both
started ofly earrying their thimbles in their
pochets, proud enough, as you may suppose,
of having silver ones.  They bad some little
way to walk, and Luey kept taking hers out
of her pocket and tlourishing it about on her
finger. Once or twice Jessie snid—

“Take care, Lucy—you'll lo.» it” But
Lucy only gave her some pert answer, and
went on, At length she gave her finger one
uniucky twist, and off flew the thimble ; but
where had it flown to?--that was the ques-
tion : It was not to be seen anywhere. The
road had just been repaired, and was full of
stones—doubtless, it was among them. DBut
if so, where would their search end ?—not in
time for them to get to school, certainly.

“You run on,” said the good-natured
Jesgie, “and I'll stay and hunt. I don't
mind «» scolding so much as you do, and if |
do los¢ my place in the class, 'l soon pick
it up again.”

“But I wanted to show my thimble di-
rectly I got into school,” said Lucy, begin-
ning to cry.

Jessie could not bear to hear her ery, so,
taking her own thimble out of her pocket,

she snid—
“ Take mine, then—they're both alike—

and I can have yours when I find'it. There,
do run on, dear, and den’t cry any more.”

“ Oh, thank you, dcar, dear Jessie, youare
80 good,” said Lucy, quickly leaving off cry-
ing; and, taking her sister’s thimble, off she
ran to school, whilst Jessic remained busily
looking for the lost onc. ]

It was a quict little village, and but few
persons were to be seer about it; but those
few who did pnss asked her what she was
looking for, and some even helped her for a
few minutes, but in vain ; so, fearing certain
disgrace at school if she did not soon make
her appearance, she turned away, determin-
ing to have another search on her return, The
village clock struek ten as she entered the
school; she was reoeived, of course, with an
angry rebuke, an order to go to the bottom
of the class, and the information that she
wag to be “kept in? She would not have
carcd for all that so much as if she had
found the thimble; for the gratification it
would have afforded her sister would have
been her consolation. Butnow she had to tell
her that it was not found, and the fuct that
she was to be “kept in " would prevent her
having another search for it. At twelve
o'clock Lucy went home without her, and
Jessic remained to finish » tagk that had been
set her, and which would at least take her
half an hour. One or two children who
lived a long way off had brought their din-
ners, and sceing them cat theirs made Jessio
feel very hungry ; but though they alt good-
naturedly offered her a picce she would not
stop from her task toeatit. She got it done
at last, and was permitted to go homne.

Her mother saw her coming, and opened
the door to her.

“You naughty child \” she said'; “T'I1 take
care and let your aunt know how well yon
have kept her pretty present--you careless
litle thing youl 1Iv's useless to give you
anything, it's broken or lost dircotly ; and
now, do you think I'm going to give yon
any dinner, coming i just as it's half over 7"

“Yes, yes, mother,” said her father, “ give
the child some dinner; she didn't lose the
thimble on purpose.”

““ Ah, Henry! that's the way you go on; I
shall never do anything with her while you
take her part;—come and eat Your dinner
then, as your father 8ays s0.” But poor
Jessie had flung herself down in one corner
of the room, and was weeping bitterly; the
geolding, the ioss of her place at school, and

her dinner, mattercd notliing, but that her
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sister, whomn she had tried to serve, should
have told an untiuth about her, was hard
indeed.

“ Come, come, luasic,” said  her fathef,
Kindly ; “doen'ttake on 80 ; eat your dinner--
you did not mean to lose the thimble— Aunt
will forgive you, il he bound.”

Rut poor Jessie sobbed on-— her little heart
felt breaking--she could only say, “1 can't
cat any, dear father ;" she would not say that
Luey had told an untrath, And 80 hor
father went out to work, and her mother
cleared her untouched dinner nway—nnd
still poor Jessic sobbad in the corner. At
length it was time to go to the afternoon
school, und her mother told her, if she was
not ashamed to be seen such o figure, sho
had better go off with her sister. Slowly
rising apd drying her eyes, and pulling down
her bonnet and cloak from the peg, which
sho threw on certainly without the least re.
gard to appearance, she followed Lucy out
of the cottage,

* Jessie, dear,” said Lucy, a3 soon ns they
were oulside, “ 1 am so sorry; I'll buy you
some bull’s eyes—-I've got a penny.”

Jessie must be excused for feeling so angry
that she could not answer. Lucy went on
—* Mother said, as soon as I went in,
* Where's Jegsie ' and 1 said you were kept
in for being late ; and she said, ¢ What made
you late? and I said you stoppett looking
for the thimble. I didu't say your thimblo;
but she flew out directly, and said she'tt beat
you for losing it, and I was afraid then to
sny it was mine; and she asked direetly for
mine to put away, and kissed me for having
got it safe, when I gave her yours, and I
could not gay anything, Jessie. I should
dic if mother was to scold me as she doces
you; but Il run back and tell her now,
Jessie, if you like.”

Lucy had said. this in an eager breathless
manner, gazing carnestly with cyes filled
with tears in her sister's face. Jessio's
anger vanished al once, and she said, ¢ No,
Lucy I'm used to scolding; better mo than
you. Mother won't sny any more if I go
home with a cheerful face, and I shall be no
worso off than before I had n thimble; keep
mine and welcome, and let’s forpet it.” And
ns she spoke these generous words, the little
girl remembered the story in Holy Writ of
him who was falsely accused, but came at
last to great honour, heartily forgiving thogo
who had injured him. And her step soon
recovered its lightness, and her loving faco
its glandsome smiles; and ker joyous laugh
rang out the londest as with the rest of her
sehoolmates she saunted home that evening
in the light of the setting sun,

A few weeks after, their Aunt Martha
cime fgain to see them; and, after somo
litile conversation, requested to sec tho
thimbles and the work that had been dono
with them
“ Oh, Jessic lost hers next day! a careless
little thing ; and Lucy asked me to take caro

of hers, 30 no work has been done wi.h it—
bat I can show you Lucy's; and, unlocking
n box, her mother produced the thimble.
Aunt Martha looked at it all over, silently,
for a moment; and then ealling Jessie to her,
snid very kindly.-

“ Where did you lose your thimble, my
dear 7"

Poor Jessic looked first at her mother, then
at Lucy, and.then on the ground, before sho
replied ; but finding they said nothing, sho
answered —

“It was lost in the street.”

“And what were you .ving with it in tho
street ?”

“Lucy and I were going, to school.”
“Did you lose it out of your pocket, dear ?
tell mo the truth.”

But this was too much for Jessie, and with
atrembling voice she said— y
“Please don'task me any more, dear Aunt
Martha.”

“Thers is no occasion to ask you any
more, my dear litdu gil; I know it all.
This is your thimble and the lost one is
Lucy's. Tmarked them, in case of any dis-
pute; thero is the Iitile cross I placed insido
Jessie’s ; Anne,” slie continued, turning to

the mother, who was looking from one to
the other in amnzement,.but suddenly sho

exclaimed'—-

“Let mo see tha thimbloe a moment. It
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is Lucy's—at least, the one you guave her;
for | marked hers directly, kuowing how
often there's quarrelzabout things  There's
the mark on the edge | made with a knife”

Lucy gave a sigh of relief, but Jessie way
perfectly bewildered, knowing so well it
was her own thimble ; how could it bear the
mark her mother had pliaced on Lucy's ?

“Well,” said anunt Martha, ‘CiUs very
strange ; but Um by no means satisfied, The
other thimble may yet be found, and if iy is,
we will look at them carefully together.
And now, Anne, I want you to let Jessic
come hume with me for a day or two."”

How Jessie's ecyes brightened up at the
thought —what joy to ride home in the cart
between her aunt and uncle on that jovely
summer evening ; what delights were antici-
pated from a visit to uncld’s farm !

After o few happy days Aunt Martha
brought her back, having quiety won from
her the story of the lost thimble; she was
now determined to see the child righted,
aud Liney, if possible, shamed out of her de-
ceitful and treacherous conduci; but before
she could begin the subject Mrs. Hay said—

Oh! by the bye, Martha, the Jost thimble's
found. An okl man working on the road
picked it up, and carricd it home to hia old
missis, who brought it to me last night, as
she'd heard we'd lost one.  lere it is, but
beat and lattered cnough Iee not had
time to look at them together.”

“ Look here, Anne; here's your mark, but
no cross of mine  This is n sad story of a
little girl’s deceit.”

Finding that all hope of longer conceal-
ment was at an end, Lucy threw herself down
before lhier motler, and, with passionate
tears and sobs, interrupted with supplica-
tions for pardon, told all the truth: how
Jessie had so generously given her her
thimbie ; and how she, as she came home,
remembered that her mother had marked
hers; and so she had borrowed a knife of a
Loy to make a similar mark on Jessie's.

The poor mother was, of course, deeply
‘diktrdsed” at this proof of “her fulvburile
child’s duplicity-~but in consideration of
"her having at length told the whole truth,
and through Jessic's -earnest entreatics,
Lucy was not punished: the misery she
herself had felt ever since the deception had
been punizhment enough.

This incident, however, worked a happy
change for Jessic. Her mother could not
but acknowledge her generous conduct, and
by Aunt Martha's advice, tried quite a new
kind of treatment with her ; so that, though
she lost none of her bright joyous spirits,
she learnt to keep them in proper check;
and, in gratitude to her mother for her alter-
cd manner and increased kindness, sirove
to be quiet, gentie, and tidy, as she
wished Lier to be. On Lucy the lesson was
not lost; and though her character was
never go fine as her sister's, she never forgot
what she had suffered in this, her first at-
tempt at deceit and falsehood, and wrestled
with the temptation whenever it assailed
her. She kept the battered thimble always
by her, and often, years after, in winter
evenings, by thelight of the wood fire, she
would tcll her own littlc ones, as a lessonand
a warning, tho story of the Two Thimbles.

Orviental Ingenuity.

T heard of another ingenious way of de-
tecting a pilferer. The party who had been
robbed drove a wooden pin into the floor of
adark inner room,and annointed it thorough-
Iy with o preparation of hing or asafoctida
Ile then assembled his scrvants, one of whom
he knew must be a thicf, and, after a preli-
minary ccremony to awaken their supersti-
tious fears, ho snid :—"Now go into tl.mt
room singly, and lay firmly hold of that pin;
the guilty party will stick to it, the others
need have no fears.” The servants having
gono in and roturncd, one at & time, their
haunds were examined, and all but one weroe
found to smell strongly of asafwtida. Tf;at
ong, was of course, tho thief; as, knowing
himself to be unobserved, ho had not touch-
ed the pin, for fear of sticking to it, as he
had been told he would ; and his houso being
scarched, the stolen .property was found
therein.—Residence al the Courl of Neer JAli
Moordl,
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Oui portfolio, as it rests on yonder table,

i3 a formidable looking object; and could

the vulgar eye penetrste into the cosy,

Bohemian-looking room where we write,

the atoresnid oculis vulyaris would learn a

good many things it has never taken in at

one coup d'eil,  From our window the beau-
tiful bay glistens in the afternoon sunlight,
and the schooners at the wharves gseem a3
enchanted trees, in the Persian fable, that
had the magical property of showing all
colors to all eys, Now, us a critical corres-
pondent, whose praige is pleasantly acidu-
ated with wholesome rebuke, remarketh:

“ A little more learning is requisite in a

literary paper. Remember yon are writing

for Canada, and the classics are in better
odor here than the accacia bloowms or the
violets,” Very good now, we maintain,
in the fuce of the whole University of Toron-
to—big-wigs and little-wigs; red gowns
and black gowns-—that the Persinn Tree
was only a type of a great truth which is
thus differently rendered, by different peo-
ple, to wit, namely :—

Exautsi: ¢ Be all things to all men.”

Yaxkep: “Play smart.”

Sovtnenx-AMericaN : “ Magnolin Icaves
change colour”

Seaxisi: ¥ Cual Tiempo; lal el tienfo”

Now, we ask our critical correspondent,
if that is not learning cnough for one num-
ber of the Hoxs Jourxan? If he will give
ug : “ Be all things to ail men,” in idiomatic
Russian, Turkish, Norweginn, Swedish, In-
dian, cte. ete. ete,, he will do more service
to letters than he can do by criticising a
man old cnough to be his great grand-father ;
and if he cannot, let any LEARNED MAN teil
us how to render this, idiomatically, in any
language not generally studied by young
ladies in short frocks, and young gentlemen
without beards, and we will thank him and:
printit. Siz words analysed and exhausted!
will teach more than oll the dictiomaries,
Johnson, Walker, Webster, nnd the entire
bevy, or as the Yankees say, *f co-boodle”
of learned people of the genus asinus ever
could impart. We would rather meet 2 man
who knew all about ¥ stove-polish,” than to
listen to graduates who had o smatlering of
all things under the sun, and a Anowledge
of nothing in ali creation. Our critical cor-
respondent must take & joke as well as he
gives ong, and say, as we do, * Monsieur Je
tous remercie.”

A. M. P. K.—Your kind letter, thankfully
received. One of your contributions will
appear in the ¢ Round Table” next week.
We will think about the * Children’s Cor-
ner.” He who can write to children well,
may address sages without fear.

Ropa.—We cannot and will not, under
eny circumstances, listen to any onc who
does not give us a real name—not for publi-
cation—but as a guarantee against plagiar-
ism or trickery. 1f you fear to trust us with
your name, we fear to trust your production
in our JovaNaL. We don't say this unkindly,
Roba; send us your name, and we will
talk kindly to you. Masked people arc our

aversion,

J. G. A.—One of these days tho publisher
will write you. If you tunc your harp sim-
ply to gladden the cars of Canada, you are
welcome to an audience-chamber in our
columns. If a  professional,” desirous of
the substance instead of the shadow, sing to
wealthier crowds. Do you understand ?
Hope you will help us, for in uvoing so you
benefit your class, and will gain larger
honors, than in inland villages. Do you
sce, mon ami?

J. F. T. sends us two poems, written in
two handwritings, on two different kinds of
paper. We shrewdly gurmise “J. F. T.”
knoweth us, and we know “J. F.T.” We
excuse “J. F. T.” for the half sheet, es an
old friend, but beg him not to do so again,
as ono must have a great partiality for an-
otlier to forgive o half-sheet letter.” Next
time ©  him write a friend, on a whole sheet,
and gave us four pages of himself instead

-

oF two. Regardez vous, mon ami! We horo

——

annex one of his poems and mean to et the

other rest, until n. xt wecek, or week afier-

wards., The veusification in these stanzas is

tolerable ; bhut writing manuseript on fwo

sides of your paper is rascally, “J. ¢ 1.

“ Don’t do it again, Ual,,'an thou lovest me 2"
THE LXILE,

el

BY J K. T,

A weury teaveller from afar
Waus wont o’er Inlls to wend;

No rest bad be, no joy 10 mar,
For he was far from home.

He loved las ome, the dearest spot
O gootd Tahiuds sl

Though far from there wax cast his lot
Of woe, and endless toil,

His way-worn look, his heavy sigh,
s sad, refleeting mien.

His silvery beard, ana glarmg eye,
Showed former days of sheen.

He was sinede from lus fnnd,
That land of * sunuy heams,?

Where attists of all times have planncd
The olyects of their dreamns,

He lay reflectiug, tneath au oak,
Beside a gentle ol

Awd it a silviey votce he gpoke
These wonds—his foremost will :

tOh! loved Maha~father-land !
May I return to thee!

And join the remnant of my band,
The noble and the free!

1 tong agaiu to scc thy shores,

The land that gave e hirth,

To win agam my phmdered stores,
Aud zing with wonted inieth,

But now su exaled wretcham I,
And dvomed afar to roam,

But st my heart shall ofien fiy
'l'o thesz dear ones at homet?

St. Carnerixes, 14th June, 18561,

MarierTe.—We are sorry to reject; but,
little girl, you must learn to spell ere you soar
among the poets. Morcover, pet child, your
grammar is fearful. Do not despair, how-
ever, You may yet marry the richest man's
son in all Canada. 1f you were born with a
silver spoon in y- «r mouth, thenr your folks
must have stolen it very Intely, for *par-
venue” is engraved upon it—that's all,

A. C.—Many thanks. Your letter is filed
for reference  As to your question, ask the
lady pupils.

A Crerovyax sends us a copy of & sermon
in verse  We will look at it when we have
more leisure. Thank you.

W. K. wants to know, why ¢ While the
College system of New York is considered
& failure, do some parties wigh to introduce
it into Canada?” The reason is obvious.
Some people would have a change any way,
and if the moon and stars were not hung up
80 high, somo reformer would try to pull
them down and light the world at night
by gas-burners.

D. M. asks this question. As we do not
know enough to answer it, will some mem-

ber of the society give this paper the infor-
mation? Here is the query:—

“At what tune and ander what circumstances did
ke Ormuge Society first originate in frelaud 0

J. E.—Neafic is in New York. His Great
Britain campaign was successful.

Taeatre-Goer.— Sce Northall's *f Before
ond Behind the Curtain”” Long & Brothers,
New York, can send it you for §1.

P. M., Montreal.—We cannot answer such
a question,

M. H, Guelph—No. You had botter con-
sult a good barrister in your neighborhood.

J. B. R—Filed for insertion. P:int this
week or next.

Savov.—Wo have read of no authentic
date fixing the date of birth of Florence
Nightingale. Somec writers say that she was
born in Florence, Italy, in 1823, and to that
city, is indebted for her pretty name, For
the romance of the thing it will be as well
to believe in the latter statement.

Lord William Poulat was said to be the
author of a pamphlet called # The Snake in
the Grags.” A gentleman abused in it sent
him a challenge., Lord William protested
his innocence, but the gentleman insisted
upon a denial under his own hand. Lord
William took a pen and began: ‘ This is to
geratify thdt the buk called ¢ Tho Snak—"'"
“Oh! my lord,” said the persom, “I am sa-
tisfied ; your lordship has already convinced
me you did not write the book.”

Che Ladies” Eabinet,

A et S oV -

HOW THIS CAME TO THE “nBouk JOURNAL.”

The numerous little gilt-edged, lavender
scented notes that have accumulated on the
Editor’s escretotre could notalways be thrust
into the great, cumbrous portfolio, where
manuscripts and letters awaiting examina-
tion are harried out of sight, nor could they
be placed on the Round Table, where the
authora crowd every weck to chat with us;
s0 sccking the Publisher one very suuny
afternoun, when he was unusually good
bhumored, we conjured him to furnish the
sanctum  with a Kosewood Cabinet, lined
with satin and perfumed with the rarest
odors of tropical flowers. Yestlerday said
Cabinet was cutrusted to our custody, and
here aredeposited all letters that appertain to
the Ladies’ Department, from which they are
from time to time drawn forth, as well as
sucit extracts as appertain to the fairer por-
tien of creation; and if any of our lady
patrons make uny new discoveries in dress,
in embroidery, in the clegancies of life, it
is expected they will forward them to the
“ Cabinet” for the benefit of their sex.
And it is not to be tolerated that any red-
be-whiskered, clumsy geatlemen will be
thrusting their harsh visages where they are
oot invited. sndeed, we want the masculine
part of the world to keep their eyes, nose,
and finge:s ont of this column of the Houe
Jounyasn aliogetber, If they are caught in-
truding, they must not complain if some
tiny band boxes their lopg ears. ’

A MATTER OF PACT -PROPOSAL,

,There i3 a cool method i the following
that few ladies would fancy, Only to think
of what a bear-garden society would be, if
there were many such * gentlemen” :~

A party of ladies and gentlemen were
laughing over the supposed awhawardness
attending a declaration of love, when a gen-
tleman remarked thatif ever he offered hjm-
gelf he would do it in a collected and busi.
negs-like manner, “For instance,” |e
continued, addressing a lady present,  Njgg
S———, 1 have been two years lvoking for o
wife. I am in-receipt of about three hun-
dred a yeat, which is on the increase. Of
all the ladies of my acquaintance, [ admire

'| you the most; indeed, I love you, #nd would

gladly make you my wife.” ¢ You flatter
me by your preference,” good-humoredly
replied Miss & , to the surprise of all
present; I refer you to my father.”—
“ Bravo!” cxclaimed the gentlemen. *Well,
I declare " said the Jadies, in a chorus, The
lady and gentlemdn, good reader; were war-
ried soon dfter., Was not that a modest way
of * coming to the point,” add a lady-like
method of taking a man at his word 2"

HCW TO PICELE MUYTON '‘HAMS.

# A Lady who has no time for sentiment,”
and thinks the Hous Jourxar “should be
usctul,” sends us this recipe :—

Procure a plump leg of mutton; wipe it
dry, and put it in a pickle made of threo
gallons of soft water; one lb, coarse sugar;
two oz saltpetre ; three 1bs. of common salt.
BRoil the above Ingredients together, remove
the scum as it rises, and immerse the mecat
when cold. In two on there months' time
the bham will be excellent for -baking or
boiling : a slice cut out and broiled is very
go d. It may be smoked, butis by many
preferred without that process.

HOW TO CLEANSE GLOVES.

Ladies of an economical turn of mind may
profit by the subjoined :—

Put the gloves on your hand and wash
them, as if you were washing your hanisin
some spirits of turpentine, until quite clean:
then hang them up in & warm place, or where
there is & current of air, and all smell of the
turpentine will be removed. Or else wash
them with soap and water, then stretch them
on wooden hands, or pull them into shape
without wringing them ; next rub them with

s

pipe-clay, or yellow ochre, or a mixture of

the two in any required shade,-made into a
paste with beer; let them dry gradually,
and, when about half dcy, rub them well, so
as to smooth them, and put them into shape;
then dey them, ‘brusk out the superfluous
color Other.colors may be employed to mix
with the pipe-clay besides yellowachre. To
dry-clean gloves, lay them out flat ; then rub
into them & mixture of finely-powdered ful
let’s ‘carth -and alum ;-sweep it off with a

‘brush, sprinklo then'with dry bran and whit-

ing; lastly, dust them well. . This will.not

do if they are very dirty.
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Prince Alfved was at Montreal on Tuesday,

Mrs. Bairow, the actress, i< ill in Boston,

John Brougham leaves England for Mew
York this fall.

Bureh, the Chieago banker, who perse-
cuted his poor wife 3o cruelly, has fuiled,

Mr, Murray, of Toronto, is about issuing a
Business Ditectory.

Proctor, the American tragedian, greatly
pleases the theatre-goers in “bonny Dun-
dee,” Seotiand.

Herbert Coleridge, grandson of the World's
Coleridge, died lately. Ife inherited some
shadows of the Poct’s genius.

The London 7imes ina calm and elaborate
article shows how absurdis the wiath of the
Northern papers against England when her
position is strict neutvality.

Miss Theody Dickinson, late of Brattleboro,
Yermont, snd recently deceased, left the
income of her dwelling-house for the benefiv
of Lier pot dog, a small cur about the size of
two cats. After the death of the dog, the
property reverts to a nephew.

Mr. Dillon has been playing at the Royal
Lyceum to good houses. Mis Brutus is a
masterly petformance. lie is too stout to
attempt Rirhclieu. He has enough hend,
but too much body to portray the wily
Cardinal.

The London Canadian News says Mr.
Quinn was sent to Europe, some time ago,
to bring into notice the valuable descriptions
of tiber produced in Canada. His repre-
sentations at Liverpool and Glasgow are
likely to lead to good results, the News
says.

The Albany Journal says:—' No great
nation was ever involved in war for which it
was so utterly unprepared as ours. The
great defect of our war preparaticns is the
want of rifled cannon. If) in the first con-
flicts we are checked—if disaster nwaits
us—it will be attributablo to this cause, Old
army (or fogy) habits, and red tape) have
obstructed an essential reform in this respect.
While every fort and battery of the rebols
is réndered destructive with rified cannon,
we are lamentably deficient in this indis-
pensable.”

The election goes actively on at home,
Mr. Brown addic:sed a large meeting at St,
Lawrence Hall on Monday night. A meet-
ing of both partics was held at the samo
place on Wednesday night, when Ar.
Crawford wds to address the public. The
meceting, however, broke up in o row.
We have mo interest in the canvass,
of a partisan character, and Lope all our
friends will vote just as they think best. The
country will exist no matter whether Cypher
or Popkins triumph.

Reynolds' Weekly Miscellany pronounces
Mr. G. F. Train’s street tramways to be im-
practicable. That paper says :— Our ver-
dict is an impartial one, recorded after due
and deliberate observation of the working of
the two tramways above alluded to. In the
first place, the iron frames on which the cars
move must inevitably disable a vast number
of horses employed in vehicles which have to
cross the iron parallels. In the second place,
the stoppage of one carriage on the tramway
necessarily entails that of many more ;
whereas at present, when an omnibus stops
to deposit or take up a passenger, the otherg
behind drive by without let or hindrance.”

Tho American theatrical war drags its
slow length along. Some skirmishes of no
importaunce have taken place. Mi. Lincoln
is at work on his message which will suggest
calling out 50,000 men, and ask 200,000,000
dollars, to prosecute the war vigorously,
Congress meets on July 4th, s also, do the

W dtews,

AN N

Democratic State Conventions in many of

the Northern States, The Federal army
scems to be in want of rifled cannon ; the
South baving sceured moat all those that
wers owned by the Federal forces. A battle
at Mannssas Junction seems imminent. Wo
have no space or inclination to print the
absurd rumors sent by telegraph from tho
other side. Mr, Russoll's lotters contain the

otly reliable news obtairable from the South.’
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Let Shopmen Read.
All that is valuable in this world is to be

had for nothing. Genius, beanty and love
are not bought and sold. You may buy a
rich bracelet, but not & wdll-turned arm on
which to wear it; o peart necklace, but not
n pearly threat with whichitshall vie  The
richest banker on earth would vainty offer
his fortune to be able to write a verse like
Byron One comes into the world nuko’l,
and goes out naked. The difference in the
fincness of a bit of linen for & shroud iz not
much  Man ig o handful of elay which
turns rapidly back again to dust, and which
is compelled nightly to relapse into the no-
thingness of sleep, to get strength te com-
mence life again on the morrow ~—£merson.

The Iron Dulke!s Orntorye. ©

The ovatory of the Duke of Wellington
was the least of all his claims to renown.
First in war, in diplomacy, and in the coun-
cils of his sovereign, his speeches in parlia-
ment were but the natural expression of lhis
experience, opinions, and purposes. His
mind being clear, his views practical and
sagncious, and his objects singularly direct
—his speaking was plain and to the point
Without fluency or art, and without skill in
argument, he spoke out what his strong
sense and judgment prompted. He address-
ed an audience whom there was no need to
convince, They hung upon his words, and
waited upon his opinions; and followed as
he led. The reasons of such a man were
often weighty, but they were reasons which
had determined his own course, and might
justify it to others, rather than arguments
to prove it right, or to combat opponents,—
May.

Exccution of Catherine Howard,

Since that time, on the afternon of the 10th,
the queen, after some resistance, and with
some difficulty, was taken down the river to
the Tower, preceded by o barge containing
the lord privy seal, several members of the
council, and n number of servants, The
queen followed in a small close barge with
three or four men, and as many women.
The Duke of Suffolk came behind as a rear
guard, in a large boat crowded with hig re-
tinuo. When they reached the Tower stairs,
the lords disembarked first, and afterwards
the queen, in a dress of black velvet. The
same forms of respect were shown to hor as
when she was on the throne. Two days
after, being Sunday, the 12th, in the even-
ing, she was instructed to disburden her
conscience ; she was to die the following
day. She desired that the block on which
she was to be beheaded might be Lrought to
her, that she might learn how she was .o
place herself. This was done and she made
tho experiment. At seven o'clock the next
morning, all the king's council, except the
Duke of Suffolk, who was indisposed, and
the Duke of Norfolk, presented themselves
at the Tower, with o number of lords and
gentlemen, amongst the rest being the Earl
of Surrey, the Duke of Norfolk’s son, and
the queen’s cousin. The queen herself was
shortly after beheaded, in the same place
where Anne Boleyn suffered. A cloth was
thrown over the i)ody, which was taken
away by some ladies, and Lady Rochefort
was brought out, who scemed to be in a
kind of frenzy till she died. Neither one
nor the other said much, except to confess
their misdeeds, and to pray for the king's
welfare —Pilgrim.

A Mystery at ‘Washington.

Nearly four years ngo a box of about ten
feet long and two broad was deposited by a
stranger at the wine stoie of the late John
H. Buthmann, of this eity, with an_intimn-
tion that it would be asked for in three duys,
a3 it was to be sent South, This box has
remained in that establishment ever since,
much to the annoyance of the former and
present proprietors, who, when they had oc-
casion to have it moved to make room for
wines, were necessarily compelled to use a
large force to effect & change in the loca-
tion, with the observance of all due caution,
a3 hints hud been thrown out that it might be
an infernal machine. The other day, how-
ever, the top was removed, and disclosed a

small brass model of o cannon, (similar in

JounyaL may yet take o

shapo to the great gun sent through this eity
abouta year ago,) with a railway, on which
itwas to be worhed, No fu ther investigation
was made, bunitis evident from the verygreat
weight of the box that it contains comething
else relating to military matters, which it
might be well for some scientific ollicer of
the Government to examine,— National In-
{elligencer,

Lorenzo the Magolticent.

A strange cxistence truly, was that of
Lorenzo! After working with all the power
of his intellect and his will at the making of
new laws which would crush out some lhst
vemnant of liberty——after using his influence
to obtain some new decrce of confiseation or
sentence of death, he would enter the Plato-
nic Academy, aud dispute with vehemence
on virtue and the immertality of the soul—
issuing thence, nnd mingling with a couple
of utterly depraved young men, he wonld
sing lus carnival songs (of infamous cele-
brity), and give himself up to wine and
women-—then return home again, and at
table, in the Socicty of I’nlci and Politian,
recite verses and disconrses on poetry~—and
to cach of these pursuits he gave himself up
so wholly that each scemed to be the whole
aim of his lifc  But the strangest thing of
all is, that in the midst of such a multiform
ex:stence not a single action can we find
stamped with true virtue and generosity,
cither towards his people, his intimates or
his kindred; and, surely, were the case
otherwige, his indefutigable panegyrists
would hardly bave negiceted to record it, -~
The Story of Suvonarola and his Times.

e

“STILL THEY COME.”

Following we reproduce as many of the
kind notices of our brethren of the press,
not already published, as we can find space
for this week. A host of others (and indecd
many of them too flatiering) are in our
drawer awaiting their turn. The public
will seo that the press of the country is
unanimously with us :—

Tur Homx Journar.—\We have recerved the first
mitnber of a literary paper, bearing the atove title,
published by Mr. Win. Hulley, of this enty, It affonds
us pleasure to introduco the Hoxy Jovnyar, which is
gol up m a workwunlike inauner, and contaws a large
wmouut of mteresting reading mutter, It 1 at present
the only purely hteracy paper in the Provinees. It
ought, therefore, to obinin a hberal support froin the
Canadian public.=Christian Journal, Toronto.

Tar HoMe Jounyap. —'I'hie is the thle of'a new Iter-
ary periodical published m Toronto, by Mr. W, Halley,
Readers have heretofore patronized journals of this clats
from the United States, but now that we have one of ut
very ligh order m our midst, of a superior caste to
many that cinanale from among our neighbors, und at
as chieap a rate, woe say patromse it by all means. The
floMe JounNaL 18 izaued at @1 60 per aunum.  Mr.
Henry is agenl.—ZLondon Prototype.

Tur Homk Jovrnat.—We have received the first
nunber of this new periodical, published nt Toronto.
12 contemts are well selected, and s oryal mater
indicates u practited pen.  We con consclentiously
rccommend at to the public, nnd do most heartdy wash
1t long hfe siid prosperity.—2fontreal True Witness.

Tur Homg Jourxar.—This 13 the title of a new
weekly, devoted 1o Literature, Art, Musie, Critncizms
and News, publishea m Toronto.  I'he ty pographical
appearaiice of the JourxaL equals, if it docs not sur
puss, that of nuy other paper in tho rovince, The
aclechions nre imade wath good taste and Judgment, and
the oigmal articles are gut up with nblity.—Ottaen
Tridune.

New PArrr.—We have received the first number of
o new paper published by Wi, Halley, Toronto, and
ealled the Hoye Jourxar., Itisto ben weekly. fannly
newspaper, devoted to luemture, art, musie, eriticisn
and news. 1t is well prnted, and the matter judicious-
ly sclected. It will no doubt prove a welcome visttor
in l!w family, Subscription price only $t 80 peran-
num, pela wvariably m advance.—~Lrangford Expositor.

"Litk HoMg Jouryan isthe ntle of & new fucnly news-
paper, the fiest and second numbers of which we have
recewved from the publisher, W, | lalley, Coliwrne-st.,
Toronto. 'T'his publirauon is deserving of more than a
passing notice, It comes forth the tepreseniative of
Canadian serial lterature hitherto an unfortunate trbe
i Canada, the brevity of she.r existence lnving ntimi-
dated many « taleated man of ledters, and tepressed
those scintillations of gemus which have shone so
brilllantly a2 other lands.  'The task of csmialhhing and
sustaming a truly valuable publication of this kind in
Counda Is one of zome difficulty; but the country is
advancmg, und the attempt 2eems o have been under.
wken in the right way, We therefore wanl to Mr,
Hulley our heany eucouragements that the lloue
Poaiton far m advance of the
Ledger.  Such a paper has been o desideratum, und we
hopc. to see: it conducted with such caution and nbility
that it mnay never be superseded by othery, bt retnnin
tha first of 1ts clnes, ‘Typogeaphically 1t ia comnplete 3
and l'ho onginal and selected matter is high-loncd:
umusing and instructive. Tt ums 1o bo pure; refined,
and morul, and thus far we must suy that the promise

—o<GE—o—

s been hepte May e nomonds lecheions 1ol
wineh disginecs amd distigues Aarevicun japera ol tos
And never enre the asdipenous produets of the < g
terary sob of Cnnanday, Bt iy overy eaterprise o
whirch this progrossave yo ney counisy gives bt Lo of
so poble aoeharacicr we o cnbist an erthusisie prdo m
supporting aative tdont ond heie prodictions e
st story 13 a0 Soathern Vale, from e ncrvons pen of
L F Loverdges s, FPhe Cansdian puthor, Jumes
M Corroll, abse makes b appeasanes i the sl .
Feromud the thard numidber ooto contmn o conteld nion
o 1 1P Arey MeGee, ML P For 2 Behl ineratige »
the dovrsag 19 perlings not Zeht enonahy, Wt will no
doubt «oon become stapted o the place whieh it m o
oceupy I pubiished werhly e low price of
one dollar naid o hait b advanee —Brighton Flog,

Tux Hove Jounx it 13 the name of o new Inerary
sounial publishied wToronta by Mo €W i Jaalhcy,
The Joury b s tstetully gotten upy very neatly prniga
od and prosents a hmdseme appearnee, 9 Pown on
the Beach ?—a tale ot the South—prouases to Le un
mtenscdy mteresung <oy, We hope the paper wi
meel the cieourayeinenl jmtly et la— syr Chaerger,

Houk Jour~sar.—This 1 the ttle of o weehly Inerary
ournal published i "Coronto. the fiest aed &ocond ning-
bers of which we have reeened Mo devotad eubirea
Iy W literary nmtters, nud deserves to be oncoumgad,
The first number commences wih @ thnihing taie of
Southen nie, by B, I Loveendge ; and it bhos ulso
many able articles on mierestny subyeets, 1 he sevond
number has some very fine contributions from the pens
of good wrters, and, o pussible, 18 wmore Interasting
than the irst number. Wo wish the enterprise stecess,
Tho JouraaL 1s published by Mre. W, Hulley, of the
Montreal T'ype Foundry Ageney,—Erie News

HoMy Joursan.~TFus 13 the wtle of a new literary
paper, just issued m “Foronto, the @irst number of wiieh
18 anour table. It ic n Intge and handvome sheet ; non-
pohtrenl, und devoted ennirely to the homoe eirele, Lrom
what we have read ot it, we woukl decidedly recomea
mend it preference to the “siung-whang ? jouraals
of the American Unon. It 13 published weehly, n
§1 L0 per ummum, Addrers, WV, Halley, Publisher
‘Toronto.—British Canadian, Semeve.

A Nxw Paren.—~For a long time back the Canadian
public have felt the want of a cheap mnl entertainng
fannly papery 10 tahe the place of the intfecent, trshy
Yankee publications with which the country i+ fooded
but, from some reason or other, no real eitord to present
thie people with such a journal seemsa to have huennnde,
ull watlun the pust week or 1wo, when Mr, W.Mlalley, n
gentleman well qualified for the task. published m ‘l'or-
onto the first number of the Hoxk Jounaar, a nently
primted eight-pagredy lierary paper. well eateulated 1o
prove a welcome visitor at every family firesido,
“Down on the Beach,” atye of the South, from tho
pen of Mr Loveridge, i commenced in thu first iim-
ber, aul protmises 1o rn out veey inferestmg.  Tho
Houg Jovnvan is designed to give Canndian taleny a
naturad ficld to display itses i, and wo trust to see i
well supported, ax it 13 the only paper exclusively deyot.
cd 1o Itorature in the Jagl L i Canucks. —~Crange-
m.:le Sun. ey o

P'nx Hour Joug~yat,—The above 18 the title of o
new hiterary jfmﬁm |}|:miihvd in "Torouto, of which we
have received ihie fitst number, It isa vory nent sheety
of good mize, and weli printed.  Wo hope it may
receive the support of the people of Canaday, in prefer-
ence to tho cmenations from the Atnetican Preas. Mo
Home Jounaaw 1s kept for salo by M. Jatfmy, Book
Store, Post Ottice, Waterloo,— Waterloo Chrosiele,

A NEW LiTeRARY PAren ror Caxaba.—The Hox
Jounryarn is the name of & paper devoted entieely o
Iterature, Just started in Uoronto by Mr, Wi, Ilulley,
It 15 neatly printed and contalns somo choice rending,
e recommend it to our readers, and hope they will
suppott it on the prncipte of “home manuluctures,”
mstead of sending theie money ont of the ceunlry for
New York Ledzers nnd suel) like.—IAlton New Era,

Tz Hoste JourNaL—~The first numier of thiz hand.
somely prmted sheet 13 on our mble, Mr. Wiliam
ttalley, anold frend of ours, s the Pubhialier. Judy
mg from the first number, wo doubt not at will runk
high as a lnerary paper. $1 60 per year.—Elora Obser-
ter.

Tug Hoxr Jovrvar.~We have recerved and wel-
come to our table the tirst number of (his literury jour-
nal, publisned by Mr. Willaun Dalley, 'Toronto, Its
typographical appenmuce is very credituble, and it
containg u large amount of onginal Iteeary matier, and
amnss of judieious sclections—price $1 £0, wm ndvance.
It is time the reading portion of the prople of Conada
shoult try 10 sustuin n htemry jounml of their own,
after o many fulures, and prediet for the Homg Jovn-
NAL a successtul career, as the growing tastes of the
bublie are begmmng o nauseate at the cheap trush
with which the country is flooded. We hope now te.
have o home hteratnre—u fickl for the display of it o
talent, and if the Hoste Jounxar nizintuing the eame
degree of excellence w future numbers that 2 displuyod
unthe first, we prediet that it will bave u hbernl sup-
port.— Welland Reporicr,

Tue Home Jourxat.—We lave received the fisst
number of the Homs Jounxar, a very ueat-quarto
?!‘wet, published by Mr, Wiliam ialloy, Colbomu-st,
toronto.  §1 13 filled with very niteresting reading init-
ter, und published at the low price of one dollar and »
Ilf per annam, Laterary publications huve not hither-
to Leen long hived in Canada, and we wialt the 1lomk
Jour¥ar belter success than iy predecessom have ob=
tined. A large amount of money js atnunlly paid cut
of Canada for the ephement literature of the United
States—much of it of an inferior chinemeterin the shapo
of Magzines, Weeklies, &e. &e. "I'he puper Luloro
us iz far superior 1 many of these nupartations, mul we
should hiope to aee sur home produciions bester nppres
cinted and encowaged.  “The first number contnins he
commencement of “Down on the Bench; u story of
the South, by 1. I, Loveridge,? und the 4o Adven-
tures of @ Night; by Jumes McCarroll, 15sq.  Mr.
McCarroll is one of the most popular writers in Cunada,
and will prolably be u frequent conteibutor 1o the JouR-
Nar,—Drampton Times.
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