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From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. 

TWO KINDS OF HONESTY, 

Some few years ago, there resided in Long 
Acre an eccentric old Jew, named Jacob Ben- 
jamin : he kept a seed shop, in which he 
likewise carried on—not a common thing, we 
believe in London—the sale of ‘meal, and had 
visen from the lowest dregs of poveity, by 
industry and self-denial, tilt he grew to be an 
affluent tradesman. He was, Indeed, a rich 
man ; for as he had neither wife nor child to 
spend bis money, ror kin to borrow it of 
him, he had a great deal more than he knew 
what to do with. Lavish it on himself he 
could not, for his early habits stuek to him, 

- and his wants were few. He was always 
clean and decent in his dress, but he had no 
taste for elegance or splendor in any form, 
not had even the pleasures of the table any 
charms for him ; so that, though he was no 
miser, his money kept en accumulating, 
while he now aud then wondered, what he 
shoulld do with it hereafter. One would 
think he need not have wondered long, when 
there was so many people suffering {rom the 
want of what he abounded in; but Mr Ben- 
jamin, honest man, had his crotchets like 
other folks. In the first place, he had less 
sympathy with poverty than might have been 
expected, considering how poor be had ounce 
been himself; but he had a theory, just in 
the main, though by no means without its 
exceptions—that the indigent have generally 
themselves to thank for their privations- 
Judging from his own experience. he believed 
toat there was bread for eveiy body ibat 
would take the trouble toearn it: and as he 
had had little difficalty in resisting temptati- 
on himself, and was not philosopher enough 
to allow tor the varieties o! human character, 
he bad small compassion for those who inju- 
red their prospects by yiewding to it. Then 
he had found, on mole than one occasion, 
that even to the well doing.assistance was not 
always serviceable. Endeavor was ielaxed, 
and gratuities, once received, wele looked lox 

again. Doubtless, part of this evil iesult 
was to be sought in Mr Benjamin's own de- 
teclive mode of pioceeding ; but Irepeat, he 
was no philosopher, and 10 matlers of this 
sort he did not see much farther than his nose 
which was, however, a very long one. 
To public charattes he sometimes subscri- 

bed liberally ; but his hand was frequently 
withheld by a doubt regarding: the judicious 
expendituie of the sands, and this coubt was 
especially fortified after chancing to see cone 
day, as he was passing lhe Crown and Ane 
chor ‘L'avern, a concourse of gentlemen tuin- 

ed out, with very flushed faces, who had been 
dining together for the benefit of some sava- 
ges in tne Southern Pacific Ocean, accused 
of devouring human flesh—a practice so ab- 
hortent to Mr Benjamin, that be had subscri- 
bed for their conversion. But failing to per- 
ceive the connection beiwixt the diner and 
that desitabie consummation, his name ap- 

peared henceforth less frequently in printed 
lists, and he felt more uncertain than belore 
as to what branch ot unknown posierity he 
should oequeath his fortune. 

In the meantime, he kept on the even te- 
nor of his way, standing behind his counter, 
and serving his customers, assisted bya young 
woman called Leah Leey, who acted as his 
stiop-woman, and in Whom, on the whole, he 
felt more interest than in any body else in the 
world, insomuch that it sometimes glan- 
ced across his mind, whether he should not 
make her the heiress of all nis wealth. He 
never, however, gave her the least reason to 
expect such & thing, being himself incapable 
oi conceiving that, if he entertained the no- 
tion, he ought to piepare her by education for 
the good fortune that awaited her. But he 
neither perceived this necessily, nor, if he 
had, would he have liked to lose the services 
ot a person he had been so long accustom. 
ed to. 

At length, one day an idea struck him — 
He had been teauing the story of bis nadie. 
sake, Benjamin, in the Old Testament, and 
the question occurred to him, how many 
among his purchasers of the poorer class— 
and all who came to his shop personally were 
af that elass—would brirg back a piece ol 
money they might find among their meal, and 
hd thought he should ike to try a few ol 
thetn thal were his regular customers. The 
experiment would amuse his miud, and the 
money he might lese by it he did net care 
jor. So he began with shithngs, slipping 
one among the flourbefore he handed itto the 
purchaser. But the shillings never came 
hack—peihaps peoble did not think so smail a 

sum worth returning; so he wept on to halt- 
crowns and crowns, and now and then, in ve- 

vy particular cases, he even ventured a gui: 
nea ; butit was aiways with the same luck, 
and the longer he tried, the more he distrust- 
ed there being any honesty 1i the world, and 
the more disposed he felt to leave all his mo- 
rev to Leah Leet, who had lived with him so 
jong, and. to his belief, had Bever wronged 
hima of a penny. 

* What's this you have put into the gruei, 
Mary © said a pale, sickly-looking man, one 
avening, taking something out of his mouth, 
which he held toward the feeble gleams 
emitted by a farthing rush-light standing on 
the mantlepiece. 

«What isit, father © enquired a young girl 
approaching him. ‘Isn't the gruel good ” 

‘It’s goad enough,” replied the man ; ‘but 

= 

here's something in it: it's a shilling, I bes 
lieve. i 
‘Its a guinea, I declare !" exclaimed the 

| girl, as she took the coin from him and exa- 
mined it near the light 
A guinea ! repeated the man; well, that's 

the first bit of luck I’ve had this seven years 
ormere. It never coanld have come when we 
wanted it woise. Show it us here, Mary. 

{ * But it’s not ours, father, said Mary. ‘I 
paid away the last shilling we had tor thé 
meal, aud here's the change.’ . 

* God has sent it us, girl! He saw ourdis- 
tres, and He sent it vs in His mercy I said 
the man, grasping the pieces of gold with 
his tin bony fingers. 

‘It must be Mr Benjamin's,’ returned she. 
‘ He must have dropped it in the meal-tub 
that stands by the counter. 

* How do you know that? inquired the 
man with an impatient tone and a halt angry 
glance. * How can you tell how 1t came into 
the gruel ? Perhaps it was lying at the bot- 
tom ol the basin, or at the bottom of the 
sauce=pan. Most iikely it was.’ 

* Ob, no, father,’ said Mary: 
since we had a guinea’ 
‘A guinea that we knew of; but I've 

had plenty in my time, and how do you knew 
this is not one we had overlooked ?’ 

* We've wanted a guinea too much to over- 
look one,” answered she. * But never mind, 
father ; eat your gruel, and don’t think ot it: 
your cheeks are’ getting quite red with talking 
so, and won't be able to sleep when you go 
to bed. 

‘I dom’t expect to sleep, said the man, 
peevishiy ; * 1 never do sleep. 

* Ithink you will, after that nice gruel! 
‘said Mary, throwing her arms 1ound his neck 

and tenderly kissiug his cheek. : 
‘And a guineain itlo give it a‘relish foo, 

returned the father, with a faint smile and an 
expiession of archness, betokening an inner 
nature very different from the exterior which 
sorrow and poverty had encrusied on it. 

His daughter then preposed that he should 
.g0 to bed ; and having assisted him to un- 
dress, aud arranged her little: housenold mat- 
ters, she retired behind a tattered, diab-colo- 
red curtain which shaded ber own matuass, 
and laid heiselt dewn to rest. 
The apartment in which this little scene 

occuired, was in the attic slto1y of a mean 
house, situated in one of the narrow courts 
or alleys beiwixt the Strand and Diury-ane. 
‘I he iuinituie it contained was of the poorest 
descrivtion ; the ciacked window panes were 
coated with dust; and the scanty fire in the 

grate, although the evening was cold enough 
to make a laige one desirable—ail combined 
to testify to the poverty ol the inhabimnis. 
It was a sorry retreat lor declining years and 
sickenss, and a sad and cheerless home tor 
the fresh cheek and glad hopes of youth ; and 
all the worse, that neither ‘latker wor daugh- 
ter was * lo the manner born: for poor John 
Glegg had, as he said, plenty of guineas in 
his time : at least, what should have been 
plenty, had they been wisely husbanded.— 
But John, to describe the thing as he saw it 
himself, had always * had luck against him. 
It did not sigrily what he undertook, his un: 
dertakings invariably turned out ill. 

He was born in Scotland, and had passed 
‘a great portion of his lile there ; but. untortu- 
nately for him, he had no Scotch blood in 
“his veins, or he might have been blessed with 
some small modicum of the caution for 
which that nation is said 10 be distinguished. 
His father had been a cooper, anc when quite 
a young man, John had succeeded to a well 
established business in Aberdeen. His prin- 
cipal commerce consisted in furnishing the 

retail-dealers “with casks, wherein to: pack 
their dried fish ; but partly from good-naturg, 
and partly from’indolence, he allowed them to 
run such long accounts, that they were apt to 
overlook the dept altogether in iheir caleula- 
tions, and to take refuge in barnkiupicy when 
the demand was pressed and the supply of 
goods withbeld— his negligence thus proving 
in its resnits, as injurious to them as fo him. 
sell. Five hundred pounds embarked in a 
scheme projected by a too sanguine triend, 
tor establishing a ‘local newspaper, which 
¢ died ere it was born; and a fire, occuning 
at a time that Johu had omitted to renew his 
insurance, had seviousiy damaged his resour- 
ces, when some matter of business having 
taken him to the Isle of Man he was agreea- 

“it ds long 

4 bly surprised to find” that his branch o! rade 
wh iéh had of late years been alanningly de 
ining in Aberdeen, was there in the most: 

flourishing condition. Delighted with the 
prospect this state of affairs opened. and eager 
to quit the spot where misfortune had so un- 
relentingly pursued him, John, having first 
secured a house at Ramsay, returned to fetch 
his wile, children, and merchandise, to this 
new home. ‘Having freighted a small vessel 
for their conveyance, he expected to be de- 
posited al their own door; but be had wn- 
happily lorgotien 10 ascertain the character of 
the captain, Who, under pretence. that if he 
entered the harbor, he sheuld probably be 
windbound 161 several weeks. persuaded 
them to go ashore in a a small boat, promising 
10 hie-to till they had landed their goods ; but 
the boat had no sooner returned to the ship, 
than, spreading his sails to the wind, he was 
soon out of sight, leaving John atid his fami- 
ly on thej beach, With—io recur to his own 
phraseology—* nothing but what they stood 
up in’ 5 

Having with some difficulty found shelter 
for the night, they proceeded on the toilcwing 
morning ina boat te Ramsay; but here it 
was found that, owing to some informality, 

i the people who had possession of the hovse 
refused to give it up, and the wanderers were 

chbliged to take refuge in an inn. The pext 
thing was to pursue and recover the lost 

goods ; but some weeks elapsed before an 
opportunity of doing so could be found ; and 
at length, when John did reach Liverpool. the 
captain had left it, canying away with him 
a considerableshare ot the property. With 
the remainder, John. after many expenses and 
delays, returned to the Island and resumed 
his business. But he soon discovered to his 
cost, that the calculations he had made were 
quite fallacious, owing to his having neglec- 
ted to inquire whether the late prospeious 
season had been a normal or an exceptional 
one. Unfortunately it was the latter; and 
several very unfavorable owes that succeeded 
teduced the fumily to great distress, and final: 
ly to utter ruin. 

Relinquishing his shop and his goods to 
his creditors, John Glegg, heart sick and wea- 
Ty, sought a refuge in London—a proceecing 
to which he was urged by no prudential mo- 
tives, but rather by the desire to fiy as far as 
possible hom the scenes of his vexations and 
disappointments, and because he had heard 
that the metropolis was a place in which a 

man might conceal his poverty, and suffer 
and starve at his ease. nntroubled by imper 
tinent curiosity or officious benevolence ; and 
above all believing it to be the spot he was 
least likely 10 fallin withany ot his former 
acquaintance. 

But here a new calamity awaited him, 
worse tean all the rest. A fever broke outin 
the closely crowded neighberhood in which 
they had fixed their abede, and first two of 
his three children took it, and died ; and then 
bimself and bis wife—rendered meet subjects 
for infection by anxiety of mind and poor! 
living—were attacked with the disease. He 
recovered— at least he survived, though with 
an enleebled constitution, but he lost his 
life, a wise and patient woman, who had been 
his comforter and sustainer through all his 
misfortunes—mistortones which, alter vainly 
endeavoring to avert, she supported with he- 
roic and uncomplaining fortitude; but dying, 
she leit him a precions legacy in Mary, who 
with a fine nature,and the benefit of her mo- 
ther’s precept, and example, had been to him 
ever since a treasure of filial duty and tender- 
ness. 
A faint light dawned through the dirty 

window on the morning succeeding the littie | 
event with which we opened our story, when 
Mary rose softly fiom hei humble couch, ! 
and stepping lightly to where her father's 
clothes lay ona chair, at the foot of his bed, 
she put her hand into his waistcoat pocket, 
and extracting therefrom the guivea which 
had been found in the gruel the preceding 
evening, she transferred it to her own. She 
then diessed herself and having ascertained 
that her tather still slept, she quwetly leit the 
the room. The hour was yet so early, and 
the stieets so deserted, that Mary almost 
trembied to fied herselt in them alone: but 
she was anxious to do what she pee om 
her duty without the pain of contention. John 
Glegg was natwally an honest and well in- 
tentioned man, but the weakness that had 
blasted his life adhered to him still. They 
were doubless in terrible need of the guinea, 
and since it was not by any means certain 
that the real owner would be found. he saw 
no great harm in appropriating it ; but Mary 
wasted no casuistry on the matter. That the 
money was rot legitimately theirs, and that 
they had no right to 1etain it, was all she 
saw ; amd so seeing, ske acted unhesitatingly 
on her convictions. 
Shehad hought the meal at Mr Benjamin's, 

because ber father complained of the gwality 
of that she procured in the smaller shops, and 
on this occasion he had served her himself. 
From the earliness of the hour, however, 
though the shop was open, he was not in 
when she arrived on her errand of restitu- 
tion ; but addressing Leah Leet, woo was 
dusting the counter, she mentioned the cir- 
cumstance, and tendered the guinea ; which 
the other took and dropped into the till; with- 
outackuowledgement or remark. Now Mary 

bad net restored the money with any view to 
praise or reward : the thought of either had 
not occurred to ber ; but she was, neverthe. 
less, pained by the dry, cold thankless man- 
ner with which the restitution was ac- 
cepted, and she felt thata little civility would 
not have been outof place on such an occa- 
sion. 

(To be continued.) 

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. 

A LITTLE TOO LATE. 

There is a class of persons who appear to 
be brought vp under the sad fatality of 
being always a little too late. This seems 
to be the rule of their life, for it takes place 
with surprising regularity. Jt would almost 
appear that the clock by which they reguia- 
ted their actions could not be made to keep 
pace with the common time piece, and they 
were fated to abide by its tardy movement. 
They are not found to be occasionally late. 
but are invariably so many minutes behind the 
proper hour. After careful examination, we 
have discovered that the space of ten minutes 
is the common degree of difference between 
this order of menand the rest of mankind 
Among them are some of the most diligent 
laborious. and calculating of our species: yet 
they are ten minutes too late for every occu- 
pation. 
A gentleman of our acquaintance, who is 

subject te this mental affection, if so if may 
be termed, is one of the most fhrewd and ac- 
tive persons of the neighbourhood ; kut nobody 
who knows him expects him to be ir time 
for any engagement at home or abroad. Ten, 
minutes are always allowed for his appear- 
ance. His friends have offen rallied him on 
the subject, and he takes their banters with 
the utmest good-humopr, knowing himself to 

be in fault, although this consciousness 
does nothing towards curing him of the ma- 
lady. He has sometimes suffered 2reat ine 
convenience in his transactions with stran-" 
gers, and even sustained pecuniary Joss 
through his tardiness ; but he seems to have 
no moral power to sted over the little chasm 
by which he is separated from the marching- 
hour of the world. He wasadvised by an ac- 
quaintance 1o rise a little earlier than uswal 
one fine summer moiding, that he might eve:- 
take Fataer Time, and keep beside him all 
the day. With considerable eflort he did rise 
at ha lf-past seven instead of twenty]minuntes 
to eight, but he was not at his business till 
ten minutes past nine. His fiiend did not 
understand the nature of the disease, but 
thought it originated from sloth: no suck 
thing—he isa most industrious man. We 
four.d, however, upon very careful investiga- 
tion. that there is a tincture of carelessness 
about bis habits; yet only a tinciare. In 

( all he does one small flaw may be detected 
by a minute observer. He forgets to sav 
something, thongh it is a mere trifle; he 
omits one of his engagements;dbut one of no 
importance ; he nanates an incident very 
nicely. but leaves out one of the circumstan- 
ces. He dresses in a neat style, but probably 
goes out without a handkerchier (it is in the 
pocket of his other coat). or there isa hole 
in one of his gloves which he has neglectsd 
to have repaired ; and he sometimes comes 
home having done all his business, but with 
out his umbrella or walking-stick. 
We hoped that the punctuality of raii- 

ways might possibly cure our neighbour, as 
he frequently had occasion to travel a particu- 

i lar road. He used seldom to take a place 
| in the etage-coach lest he might be too late 
but trusted to their being a vacant inside or 

. outside seat, with which he was content. 
! But when the business was important, and 

he had previously secured a seat in the vebi- 
cle, tha guard knew his habits, and for the ex- 
pected douceur compromised the hour of 
starting by finding some cause for five mi- 
nutes’ delay ; and if this did not suffice, the 
coachman drove warily through the streets 
till the passenger overtook them ina * Han- 
som's patent’ at full gallop. But the * Fair. 
tiader” was knocked up by the railway. Ma- 
ny were the warnings be now received that 
the steam-trains, like time and tide, waited 
for no man, and he buckled up his courage 
for the next occasion. Being advised that he 
should be at London Bridge ten minutes 
before the time of starting, he made a des. 
perate efiort to be punctual. He rose before 
half-past seven, but was not ready for break- 
tast till five minutes past eight. He lost the 
other five minutes in opening his portmanteau 
to put in a small article which he had forgot- 
ten. Still, he was ready to enter the cab at 
ten minuues to nine, and it was not a full 
mile to the station. He congratulated him- 
self upon the ease with which the distance 
would be cleared, and already began to hiess 
the railway tor curing him of his inveterate 
lateness. Mr Cab drove lustily, and reached 
the north end of London Bridge at precisely 
five minutes to nine. Two or three minutes 
were amply sufficient to land him in the 
bookirg office. He had never been so early 
in his life for he would have two minutes to 
spare, But, alas! some coal-waggons block- 
ed up to the way and caused a stoppage on 
the bridge ; and when the cabman had extri- 
cated his vehicle and dashed furieusly into 
the station, our friend heard the gnard’s whis- 
tle while paying for his ticket. He was told 
to run : and as he gained the platform, he saw 
the train move off majesticatly before him, 
like a ship in full sail. ‘Stop, stop? The 
coach had often stopped for him: but steam 
engines have no ears, and the engineer is 
deaf to every sound but that of the whistle.— 
So he had to wait two hours for another train. 
When he reached his destinaiion, his friends 
who were to wait at the station with a car- 
riage bad gone home, not expecting him to 
come that day : 50 he hired a coach and drove 
10 their residence, entering the parlor just as 
the servant was clearing away the dinner 
things. Though much mortified. he laid the 
whole blame his disaster upon the thoughless 
wagoners who obstructed the bridge : and 
next time instevd of starting ten minutes ear- 
lier, ke went round by a differen: way. We 
have several physicians, physiologis‘s and na- 
tural philosophers on this subject, asking 
them to explain the phenomena of this habi- 
tua) lateness : but we cannot learn the cause 
of the complaint, nor obtain a remedy for our 
very worthy friend ; so that we fear he must 
continue to the end of his life * a little too 
late, 

From * Pictures of Rural Life in Austria 
and Hungary” By Mary Norman, 

WINTER IN GERMANY. 

When we reached the depths of the valley 
and the wood, which extends into it from the 
heights above, had begun to darken our way, 
we sndden!y heard a most unwonted sound 
proceeding from the Black Forest which 
crowns the projecting roek ; it was as though 
thousands or rather milions of glass tubes 
were rattled together. The Black Forest 
was so fer off that we could not hear ary 
sound therefrom distinctly ; this strange noise 
therefore, bursting forth as it did amid the si- 
lence in which heaven and earth were enve- 
loped, had a most startling and impressive 
‘effect. Wee had driven somepdistance farther 
here we cond Stop the horse, who had just 
begun to scent home and had quickened his 
pace ; when he halted there was nothing to 
be heard but an indistinct rustling in the 
air, not at all like the distant roar which we 
bad heard before, and which had drowned the 
noise of the animal's hoofs. We drove on 


