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As it was fashionable to spend the Loney-
®oon in the country, I thought I might try 1o
*pend at least a quarter of a moon, one whole
Week, somewhere out of the everlasting din

Cheapside. But this involved the awful
Recessity of asking stern old Wilhelm Vok-
then. T knew his disposition well. He
Would grant no request, and yield to no soli-
Citation until everything connected with the
Matter in hand was fully and cleatly before

m. He had no peetry, no imagination, no
facalty ofanticipating what one would say;
-out, once fairly in possession of every parti-
cleof information, he seemed to put the thing
I8 apair of scales, and it the balance turned
I your favor he was all benevolence, all
smiles, So it fortunately happened in this
‘e, after sundry grunts and ughs, and re-
derences to my ¢ goot uncle, Herr Crowther,
Who had too much good sense to get marrit.’
Well, Emily and myself now became one—
Fpent & whole week at Richmond—you smile,

ut [ assure you that answered the purpose

‘(A8 well as Paris. The second day after our
Teturn and settlement in our furnished lodg-
ings an old lady in mourning called on dear
mily ; gave her name as Mrs Brown; said
#he had intimately known her excellent mo-
ther, Mrs Grove ; expressing her earnest
Prayer for our prosperity, and departed, leav-
ing & sealed packet addressed to me. Emi-
ly felt rather uneasy about this wvisit, and
hastened to put the parcel into my hands as
%oon as I returned. On opening it I found an
ianer wrapper addressed to my dear wife.
Of course 1 handed the packet to her, saying:
*This is for you, love.” She begged me to
open it ; :I did so. It contained a letter to
Emily, and, to our utter astonishment, no
less than forty Bank of England notes, value
Afty pounds each. In great agitation I read
the letter. Of course T have the original, but
I remember it word for word. It ran thus:

* Dear Mrs Brompton,—]1 thank God that,
for gyour master's sake, as well as for your
own, it ie in my power to help those whom I
greatly eateem, and who onght to have no
meed of my help, if my late respected master
had not been ill-advised by a bad man. This
man, knowing that master did not wish Mr
Alfied]Brompton to marry, but to be a bache-
lor like himself, and knowing, toe, that mas-
ter had made a will, leaving most of his mo-
Mey to his nephew, told a number of faise
things about him, and about you, dear young

dy. This man, rogue as he is, wanfed to
&et the money to himself. Well, as T had

n thirty years in Mr Crowther's service,

and had been, indeed, his housekeeper for
most of the time, he sometimes told me, when

e was in good humor. what he intended to
4o with his money. When I heard that he
'Was not to leave anything for Master Alfred,

was in great trouble ; but as it was no use
trying to change his mind, it occurred to me
lhatﬂ should try to prevent the worthless
Jellow who was at the bottom of all this ha-
ving it all his own way. So, one evening,
when I brought in the "hot water after tea,
and put down the tobacco, and made every-
thing thing as cheerful as possible, hoping
that be would speak pleasantly, Isaid,‘Please,
wir, is there anything else I can do for your
comfort 7 ‘No; comfort,eh 2 Thank youa,
Betty ; what's the matter? I had putm
hand to my head ; it was reaily aching wilz
thought about your dear husband, as he now
is. ¢ Not much, sir, I replied. ‘ Come, out
with it; what is it, Betty? ¢ @h,sir, [ have

men wondering what I am to do, should ]
grow unwell, and not be able to work, and
have to leave your service where I have been
80 comfortable for—for—’ ¢ How long, Bet-
1y * “Nearly thirty years, sir. Bless me!
s it possible? How time fliies., But you
surely have saved something, Betty, haven’t
ou ¥ ¢ Yery little, sir; but I daresay it'll

enough, as time is very uncertain, and'—
‘ Time! Dont preach. "Old maids never
die, I shallbe dead first; and now, mark—
don’t ‘interrupt me—your long and faithful
services shall be rewarded. Go now. This
‘was enough; T knew that his word weuld
be kept. The very next day the lawyer call-
@d. Well, when master died and the will
was opened, the lawyer said to me, * Betty, I
congratulate you. You are now a lady for
life.” Mr Crowther has generously left” you
A legacy of two thousand pounds” [ was
speechless with surpmise and joy—surprise
that he should have left so much to me, and
joy that I should be the means thelping)'ou
to begin the world with something, “The
money is not mine : it is yonrs. May a bles.
sing go with it! 1 have as much saved as
will keep me, for T need very little; but
should T ever nced help,1 will call upon you ;
but you need not seek me. Ibeg you will
accept my boon. With many fervent prayers
for your prosperity, lam your humble ser-
vaat,
Berry Browx!

¢ Thus, my friend,” said Mr Brompton, ‘you
tee the meaning of the letters B. B. B.—Beity
Beown's Boon.

IMTORTANCE OF MORAL EDUCA-
TION.

Uxoxr whose care soever a child is put
to be tanght during the tender and_flexible |
years of his life, this is certain : it should be '
one who thinks Latin' and languages the
lerst part of an education ; one who, know- i
ing how much virtue and a well-tempeyed i
soul is 1o be preferred to any sort of learning
or language, makee :t his chief buslnesn.m
form the minds of his scholars, and give
that a right disposition ; whick, if once got,
though all the rest should be neglected,
‘would in due time produce all the rest ; and
“which, if it be not got, and settled so as to
keep out ill and vicious habits— all other ac- i
eomplishments will be as nothing.—ZLodke.

MADAME IDA PFEIFFER.
ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE.

Oxx of the present female wonders of the
world is Madame lda Pleiffer, Vienna, who
has probably, within a few years, trf\vglled
more extensively than any other individual
—1man or woman—taat can be named. A
writer in Sharp’s Magazine, who sometime
since, mes this extraordinary woman on a
pilgrimage to Jerusalem, and who 1ecently
again saw_her in: London, gives the following
account of his interview with her. y

I reached the house, hurried up two flight
of dirty stairs, tapped at the door of an office
differing in no respect from the thousand dark
and dingy ones in the city. * Come in, was
the response ; and on entering, in the sha-
dow of the room was, sure enough, the well
remembered face of my old fellow traveller,
who rose and received me with satisfaction.
1, too, was rejoiced, to find no change for
the worse in the appearance of my {riend af-
ter so severe an ordeal as a journey round the
world. ‘

There is little in the person or bearing of
Madame Pfeiffer to mark her outasa heroine.
Her age may be (for in such cases we may
orly presume to guess) veiging, perhaps upon
fifty, her stature is small, her figure slight,
her features plain, her dress homely, and her
whole appearance the very reverse of com-
manding. Her manner is remarkabiy quiet,
notto say-even humble ; and it is only in
conversation with her, when her dark eye
kindles into animation over the recital of
some passage in her travels, that one per-
«eives any outward manifestation of the cour-
age and enthusiasm that so remarkably dis-
tinguish her.

After exchanging our mutual congrptula-
tions, the conversation (which was carried on
in French, Madame speaking English but
wvery imperfectly) naturally turned upon the
subject of her “recent journey. Reminding
her of eur ouriginal meeting on the shores of
Palestine, and of the irdifference with which
she endured fatigue and hardship on that ocea-
sion, I playfully observed * that I considered
she had served her apprenticeship to myself,
and that I had always boasted of a pupil
who had left her tutor so infinitely behind.
She admitted that it was even so, and that
her power of bearing privation, tested in
that journey, together with ihe taste for tra-
velling she then acquired, had led her to med-
itate still more extensive wanderings. ;

¢ It was alter my journey to lceland, which
followe d that into Palestine—’ ;

¢ Iceland ! my dear Madame,” 1 exclaimed,
with a sudden start.” * Why, I had not the
slightest notion you had ever visited thatcoun-
try)

,"011 yes, and published & book about it
was her quiet reply ; and she immediately
resumed. ° After this Iceland journey, then,
I left Vienna and embarked a¢ Hamburg for
Rio Janeiro, and after remaining some time
on the coast of Brazil, penetrated into the in-
terior, visiting the savage tribes, and crossing
the coatinent of Soutlt America, reached Val.
paraiso, which as you know, ison the shores
of the Pacific Ocean. Thence I crossed over
to the Island of Tahiti, whereduring my stay,
1 was upon the most intimate terms with the
Queen Pomare. Leaving that beautifu] spot
1 crossed the wide Pacific Ocean to Canton,
with which city I was much delighted.’

¢ Of course,’ I remarked, ¢ you do not mean
the interior of the Chinese quarter, into
which Kuropeans are not allowed to pene.
trate ¥

‘ Indeed Ido,’ was her reply. * Iam, per-
haps, the only person that has gone through it.
1 must admit that the attempt was 1ash, but
I could not overcome my coriosity.  Madame
Gutzlaff, the missionary’s wife, assured me
she had never ventured to think of such a
thing. :

¢ But how did you contrive to accomplish
it ? I inquired.

+ I hired two netive Chinese to show me
about,’ was ber reply. * Onreaching the pro-
hibited entrance of the ¢ity, it occurred to me
that if I paid them there they might go off and
leave me. I was therefore obliged to resort
to z little stratagem. Making a sign therefore
that I'had no money, but showing an order
upen one of the English houses of business,
expressing in the same way my desire to go
through it to the Euglish quarter, they con-
sented to accompany me through the streets.
Such a sight had never been seen in Canton
before. The people gathered in crowds ; the
women held up their childien as I passed
along, the curiosity and amusement of the peo-
ple were prdigious, and your gracious Queen
on the opening of the Exhibition, could hard-
ly be more run after than was my poor mag-
nificent self.

¢ And were you not horribly afraid !" I en-
quired. * Not in the least, was the reply.

* And did you meet with no insule?

* Not the slightest. Nothing could exceed
the civility of the people. After traversing
the city, my Chinese gnides brought me to
the house of the English meichant, who
would scarcely helieve that I had come out
scathless from so unprecedented an enterprise.
Well, from Canton I visited several of the
Principal parte of China; and thence touching
at Singapore mede my way to Ceylon, wheie,
not satisfied at remaininrg at Point de Galle,
I visited the capital, Kandy. Calcutta was
the next point of my journey. 1 ascended
the Ganges on the deck of the bungalow,
went far into the interior, examined the an-
liquities, Visited the courts ot some of the
native princes, by whom I was kindly re-
ceived, and, satisfied with my survey of India,
returned 10 the cosst, embarked for the Per-
sian Gulf and then ascending the Tigris,

looked in upon Dr. Layard in the midst of
his excayations at Nineveh,’

Such a narrative of adventure, and from the
mouth of a female, might well take away
one’sbreath. 1 really seemed to be dreaming
as I looked upon the frail little body before
me, and heard her describe a devious career
like this, with far less excitement of man-
ner than the mistress of a cockney. board-
ing school. would .throw into her aecount of
the perils of a Journey to Bologne, ‘. What
next? I inwardly exclaimed, as Madame,
renewing her narrative, quietly went on,

¢ I entered upon a rather dangerous journey
among the countries accupied by the wander-
ing tribes of Kurdistan. Here I more than
once fell into the hands of robbers.’.

‘ You surely were not alone on this occa-
sion I’ I exclaimed.

* Entirely so,’ she replied, ‘and to that
cause | probably owed my complete immu-
nity from outrage. What could they, do?
They saw before them a poor, unprotected
woman, advanced in years, and with. all she

gossessed in the world done up in a small

undle. They would stop my horse, gaze
upon me with astonishment, and then suffer
me to pass cn unmolested. On one occa-
sion, being exhausted wita thirst, 1. begged
for water from the leathern bottles they car-
1y it about in, and they gave it to_me imme-
diately.

* Then there are many more Robin Hoods
than have ever been commemorated in song;
there is honor even .among thieves. . Human
nature is the same in the forest of . Sherwood
and the wilds of Kurdistan ?’

¢ Well,’ she resumed, ‘after I had done with
the Kurds, I made my way through Persia
and Circassia ta the s{lores of the Black Sea,
along which I sailed to Constantinople ;
thence to Greece, Sicily, and ltaly, and so
back to my own door at Vienna, after an ab-
sence of three years. And now guess, what
do you think this journey cost me %

Having already observed the simple and
self denying habits of my old companion. I
was prepared fora ratherlow estimate. But
when 1 considered-the mere distance she had
gone over, without allowing her anything to
eat, I mentally named a figure (a sum ol seve-
ral hundreds) which some experience in tra-
vel led me to fix upon as the very minimum
of the expense. ~ What was my surprise then
when she declared that she had performed
this extensive series of wanderings into the
interior of s0 many countries, for the insignj-
ficant sum of a hundred and fifty pounds!

The next time I met Madame was at the
hospitable house of a friend. She had been
making the most of her short stay in London,
had visited the principal objects of interest,
and been present at the inauguration of the
Glass Palace by her Majesty. She confessed
that the vastness ot London oppressed her,and
it is not one of the slightest instances of her
courage and self-reliance, -that she boldly sal-
lied forth one morning to make her way on
foot from Hackrey to Piceadilly, with noth-
ing but an address card, and the merest smat-
tering of English, to guide her in her devious
course.

The conversation turned upon her present
plans. Far from her taste for travel having
been satisfied, it seemed only *to have grown
by what it fed on.’ and she was already pre-
paring for a second voyage around the globe,
Although scientific research was not {o be
expected from a solitary woman, yet her tra-
vel bad ot been withoat fruit, since she lad
made collections in botany and entomology
which formed a valuable addition to the mu-
seum of Vienna. < The Austrian Government
had nnt merely paid her for these, but had
made kera present of a hundred pounds to-
wards the prosecution of her further adven-
tures, while the professors had given her in-
structions in the best mode of preserving spe-
cimens, and collecting objects of value to
science.

Her present views were to go by the Cape
to Austialia and New Zealand, and thence
to Borneo and the Islands of the Indian Arch.
ipelago. She had already taken passage and
was to sail during the following week.

Reverting to the manner in which I had re.
discovered her, T observed that it was through
a New York newspaper, under the head of
¢ What is talked about,’ stating that she was
in that city,alter performing her voyage round
the'world. - What was my surprise to learn,
then, ‘that she was never there in al) her
life,’ and that the statement was a pure mysti-
fication, like so many others in which our
transatlantic brethren seem to delight. It
was this account,’ I remarked, “ that has com.
bined your adventures with a robber; sta.
ting, moreover, that you had valiantly d;fend-
ed yourself, and cut off one or two of your
adversary’s fingers with a knife, and {hat
1 suppose is also an invention of the editor's.

* On the contrary, she replied * it ig strict.
ly uue. T was travelling ‘through the wild
interior of Brazil, in company with Count
——, whom, you remember, made one of our
paity to Mar Saba and the Dead Sea. ‘We
were attended by a single servant, and having
understood that the road wag safe, had neg-
lected to provide ourselves with defensive
weapons.  On passing throngh a secluded
spot, we were suddenly attacked by a power-
ful negro,armed with 'a sword! 1ie rushed
upon the count, who, being unable to parry
the blow, received a severe wound, when 1
drew forth a clasp knife which 1 earried about
my person, and in the excitement of the mo-
ment rushed upon the yobber and eut him des-
perately in his hands. ‘The servant flew on
the robber, the robber attacked the count,
whom Iin my tury sought to defend, though
drawing down vengeance on myself, but as
our r'\dversnry was powerfol and well armed,
the issue would bave been fatal to.usull, bad

not some travellers, attracted by our ecries;
huiried up to the spot, Whereupon the negre
fled.

. Did you receive no-injury in‘the'confliet ¥
1 inquired. s
. ‘Farfrom it; 1 bore away with'me  lagt-
ing memepnto,’ was the reply, as'shethen ex-
tendgd her arm, enveloped ina muslin sleeve
and invited me to make an examination of it
As T did so, my hand sunk with sickening
eeasation into a hollow, the token of ‘a deep
and ghastly wound which ‘she will carry te
the grave.

Reminiscences such as these filled up the
remainder of our intexrview. 1 was disap-
pointed in'my hope of seeing this extraordin-
ary woman again. She has set sail upon her
long and perilous enterprise at a time of
life whén ‘more persons are only anxions to
Tepose calmly by the fireside for the remnin-
der of théir days. Notwithstanding! the old’
Proverb eoncerning the * pitcher and the well,’

et us earnestly hope that she may returm

safe and sound to her home, and add another
chapter to the record of her most maryéllows-
experiences. 3

From the Inverness Couries. -
T. B. MACAULAY,

THE HISTORIAN.

Twere is a common
streets well known to al
with their notabilities,
sturdy, energetic man.
face, and large staring, and very bright hazel
eyes. ' His hairis cut shors, and his hat flung
back on the crown of his head. ' His gait is
firm and decided, with a little touch of pom-
posity. He is ever provided withan umbyrelia,
which he swings and flourishes, and 'batters.
on the pavement with mighty thumps.  He
seems generally absorbed in exciting and im-
pulsive thought, the traces of which he takes.
no pains te conceal. His face works, his tips
move and mutter, his eyes gleam and flash,

estrian of Londom
who are acquainted
He is a short, stout,
He has a big round

' Squat as is his figure, and not particalarly fine

the features, there is an unmistakeable air of
mental power and’ energy, approaching ta
grandeur, ebout the man. He is evidently
under the influence of the strong exeitement
of fiery thought. People gaze curiosly at
him, and stop to staré when ie is passed.” But
he heeds noone—seems, indeed, to have ut-
terly forgotten that he is not alone in his
privacy, and pushes on, unwitting of the ma-
uy who stare and smile, or'of the few who
step respectfully aside, and look with euriosi-
ty and yegard upon Thomas 'Babington Ma-
caulay,

Occgsionall however, the historian and the
poet glVes'stiI(heer vent to the mental im-
pulses' w_lucl! appear to be continually work.
ing withinhim. ~ A friend of mine lately re-
cognised him dining in' the coffee room’ of
the Trafalgar Hotel at Greenwich—a fashion-
able whitebait house, which it appears he
frequently patronises. He was alone, &8 he
generally is, and the attention of ‘more thar
one of the company was attracted by his pe-
culiar muttering and fidgettiness, and by the
mute gestures with which he ever and anon
illustrated his mental dreamings. “All at once
—it must have been towards the climax of
the prose or verse which he was working up
in his mind—=Mr Macaulay seized & massive
decanter, beld it a moment suspended in the
air, and then dashed it down upon the table
with such hearty good will that ‘the: solid
crystal flew about in fragments, while the nu-
merous parties dining reund instinctively
started up and stared a* the curious jeono-
clast. 'Not a whit put about, however, Mr
Macaulay, who was well known to the waic-
ers, called loudly for his bill to be made ont
atthe bar, and then, pulling with a couple of
Jerks, his_hat and his umbrella from a stand,
clapped the one carelessly on hjg bead, and
strode out flourishing the other,

S]{eciql Judgments.—* Do you believe in
special judgments, husband 7’

¢ Yes, my dear.

* Did ever any of them happen to you, hus-
band ?

* Yes, my dear”

* What was it husband ¥’

* When 1 married you, my dear.

A Doctor once returned a, coat to a tailer,
because it did not fit him. The tailor after-
wards seeing the doctor at the funeral of one
of his patients, said to bim—

‘ Ab, doctor, you aye a happy man.’

* Why so?

¢ Because, said the tailor, ‘ yow never
have any of your bad woik returned on your
hands.’

¢« Father, what does the printer live on
Why child ? ¢ Because you said you hadn’t
paid him  for four years and still take the pa-
per. ¢ Wife, spank that child.,

Noble Reply of a Liltle Boy~Tt is related
that when the children of Kossuth were or-
derved to be brought'into the presenee of the
tyrant Haynau,the youngest son, a'boy of five
years, could not be prevailed upon 1o speak
while in his preser.ce, but quietly folded his
arms and looked calmly into the “face of the
haughty man; when asked bv his Iriends
why he was silent, he ‘replied.”* Do you
suppose that I would speak to that'bloody
man’

¢ Tell the mistress that T have torn the enr-
tain,’ said a gentleman lodger to a female do-
mestic, * very well, sir, mistress will put it
down as rent.’

It does one good to look at you, as the fox
said to the chickens, when he found the wall
too high to leap. )

Before thou marry, be sure of a kouse
wherein to tarry.

*




