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¢ Yes ; when I have been to London.’

Winnington started. ¢ And when do you
go there?’

¢ Intwo days. I will come to Warwickshire
on my return—periaps before you have gone
back to Oxford.’

¢ Ah ! that will put allright ! That will be a
renewal of the old time.’

¢ Here’s the letter ; put it carefully away. 1T
have told her Iam unchanged. You must tell
her so0 too .

Winnington shook his head, but said nothing.
They joined hands

¢ And now,” seid Winnington, ¢ farewell. 1
didn’t think our parting would be like this,
But remember, if we should never meet again,
that I never changed, no, not for a momeut, in
my affection to you.’ ]

* Why shouldn’t we meet again? Do
you think me so very ill ?, inquired Ar-
thur.

“] don't know. There are thoughts that
come upon us, we doa’t know why. It wasn’t
of your health [ was thinking. But there are
many unexpected chances in life. Farewell.
You shan’t get up in the morning !

They parted for the night. Arthur, instead
of going to bed, looked out upon the moor. A
wild ans desolate scene it was, which seemed to
have some attraction for him, for which it was
difficult to account. 'When he had sat an hour
—-perhaps two hours, for he took no tote of
time—in perfect stillness, observing tue stars,
which threw a strange light upon the beath, be
thought he heard a creaking on the rickety
old stairs, as of some one slipping on ‘tiptoe
down. He stood up at his window, which com-
manded a view of the top of the wooden porch.
Stealthily looking round, as if in fear of ob-
servation, he saw a man with a lantern cauti-
ously held before him emerge from the house
and walk radidly away. He turned off towards
the left. Over his shoulder he carried a pick-
axe and a spade. They shone fitfully in the
light. He passed down the declivity to-
wards the waterfall, and then disappear-
ed. :

(To be continued.)

PLURALITY OF MITES.

I fell asleep the other evening after dinner.
1 had been dining aloue, and the more serious
business of meat and pudding having beeu dis-
posed of, 1 had sat for some time idly playing
with the cheese, some loose dry crumbly ‘bits
of which were lying about my plate. T fell
asleep and had a dream.

1 tlzeamt that in some strange unexplamed
manner (when was ever anything explained in
dreams ?) my eyes all at once became endowed |
with microscopic power, and happening to light i
upoa a crum of cheese, oeheld a goodly.. calony
of mites. [ watched their movements, As I
looked, they seemed to increase iv size, until |
oould distinctly single out individuals from the
mass, [ saw them striving and struggling with
each other, some of the weaker getting most
cruelly trampled under foot by others who mar-
ched over them; I sawthem toiling with diffi-
eulty up the caseous mountains, or resting qui-
etly in the deep shady valleys into which the
inequalities on the surface of the cheese were
maguified. 1 saw some of the larger plumper-
looking mites hoarding up heaps of the rich
matter that formed at once their food and dwel-
ling-place ; and I saw other leaner ones who,
dlg as deeply as they wouid into its substance,
never scemed able to get food enough to
eat.

Then, as I looked, I thought I heard a sound
like woicesin the distance and by degrees, my
ears partaking of the supernatural powers alrea-
dy ergjcyed by my eyes, 1 caught their accents,
found that I could understand the language of |
the mites. !

¢ What a brave old world is this of ours !'|
cried an old fat mite whom | was watching (he|
spoke Jouder than the others. and so his were
the first words that I caught): * How bounti- |
ful has nature been in placing uvs upon it!|
Here, have we all we want—our food provided |
for us, and be had simply for the picking up. |
Had we been cast upon the dreary void that se-
parates us from the nearest woyld to this, we |
aust have died from hungers Look over you- |
der; what now appears to you a tiny spot in |
the distance, once formed portion of this world |
of ours. Now, it is millions of our longest mea- |
sures from us.’ 5

On hegring this, I could not for the life of me |
refrain from laughing, asleep though I was. |
The distanggobject that he pointed out was one |
of the cru

of cheese that I bhad scattered |
with my knife some balf an hour before 5 the |
dreary void that intervened was about two in- |
“ches of the plate that chanced to be uneover-
ed.

I listened again. The old mite was discoum-’a
ing lesrnedly about the stoms that made up |
their universe. + Look where we will,” he said, |
¢ we find on every side, far, immeasurably from !
us, small specks to all appearance, hut supposed |
to be in reality worlds like our own. [t has {

sion ; some being crushed to death, and others
thrown far from any habitable spot by the con-
cussion.’

Then came a mite, apparently much older
than he who had already spoken, and declared

e knew of his own knowledge. that the worlds
around must, to a great extent, resemble this.
Long, long ago, he recollected that the whole
formed one enormous mass, vast bey ond all con-
ception ; that by degrees, wirh fearful shocks,
the worlds they saw in the far distance were,
one by one, detached and flew off into space.
He was too young when these disruptions hap-
pened, to know much about it; but, he had
pondered on it since, and felt convinced that all
existing matter, their own world, and the thou-
sands that they saw around them, once formed
one mighty whole ! :

A derisive shout of laughter followed this
assertion. The thing was to preposterous to be
believed. The younger mites, especially, were
boisterous in theiv incredulity. They were not

omng to be taken in by tales like that—they

new better. There was no other world be-
sides their own. 'The bit of cheese they dwelt
on was the only bit of cheese that ever was or
would, or could, be habitable, See what a size
it was. No mite could walk round it in a life-
time, If what they bad been told was true,
how insignificant would this great world of
theirs become, compared to the enormous
whole! How utterly insignificant the indivi-
dual mite! No, no, there was no other habi-
table cheese, .

The old mite shook his head, and spoke not.
For my own part, I felt half tempted to con-
vince the sceptics of their error by scraping all
the crumbs togetber in my plate, and thus, once
more uniting their scartered universe. But I
had heard of the disasters that ensued whenever
these convulsions, as they called them, did oc-
cur ; and, having by this time conceived an in-
tetest in the tiny disputants, I spared them
and continued listening.

‘Come, now,” exciaimed one of the incredu-
lous young mites, with an air of one about to
puta poser, “if you have told us true, and
everything around us is cheese like this we
live in ; if there really exists as much cheese
as would make a thousand of our worlds ; why
may there not be even a thousand times as
much as that agein!  Why may there not be
cheese enough in being, ‘to form a million
million worlds,—all fit for mites, to live on, eh ?’

* Why not, indeed ! the sage replied. *For
my part, I believe there is.’

*Ho!ho! ho tho!” There was not one
mite in the whole community that didn’t fairly
shake its tioy sides with laughter at this wild
assertion.  They all declared the old mite must
be in his dotage. They kicked and cuffed him
cruelly, and even threatened %o expel him from
the cieese he stood on, and so compel him to
find out the truth of his own theory by endea-
vouring to make a pilgrimage to one of the dis-
tant worlds he spoke of.

Then, other mites came upto join in the
discussion. There was one who had been a
great traveller (how proud the little fellow was
of his experience ! he had been nearly half-way
roand the crumb of cheese they all resided
He astonished his hearers by declaring that, in
spots that he had visited, there were objects
visible in the distance utterly unlike the litt]e
specks they saw from where they stood. Ope
in particular was more than fifty times as big
as any they could see ; but, even this was no-
thing when compared with the great world they
lived in. 3

(Mistaken mite! The object that you saw
was the Jistant lump from which all your pig-
my worlds were shaken!)

As to there being other bits of cheese inhabi-
ted besides their own, the traveller would not
hear of it. It was true that there were other
mites dv.'elling in distant portions of their
world whose manners differed in several ways
from their own. (His audience seemed surpri-

| sed to hear that even this could be; but he kad

seen them, so there was no disputing it.) But
as for other worlds of mites, the thing was too
preposterous !

‘Then came another —a mite of most imposing
aspeet, and attended by a long train of follow-
ers, 1soon found out he was the monarch of
the eolony 1 was observing., With royal con-
descension, the sovereign mite paused to in-
quire into tbe subject of discussion, On being
told, his majesty grew wroth, and vowed it was

high treason to suppose there could be any other l

communities to govern than the wel! known
and established nations of their world. It was
av insult to the dignity of the few favoured
mites who divided the sovereign sway among
them, to think that there were others who in
their ovn spheres might be no less potent ,(or
eren more potent—which was a horrible and
blasphemous thought!) than themselves, So,

the poor mite who broached the theory aboyt |

ather worlds was ordered to recant on pain of
death ; and the fact was established unmistake-
ably, by royal edict, that there was no cheese
—could be no cheese—inhabited but theirs,
Then Iawoke, roused from my afternoon

been said, iadeed, that they possess inhahitants | dream by an Italian boy beneath my window,

like ours ; but that we cinnot know. Convul-!
sions do occur sometimes that bring two worlds |
together ; but. when this happens, those resting -
mear the spot where the phenomenon oceurs sel-
dom survive the shock. Whole nations have |
been sometimes knowa to perish in the colli- |

grinding on his orgin Home, Sweet Home,
It chimed in well with what I bad been dream-
ing of. No place hke home! No people Jike

but the globs we liveon. No cheese that mites
can dweil in, bug our own particular crumb !

on.) |

*

' Yet cheese-—and mitey cheese—is. sold by
tons! Yet suns and systems roll around ; tne
planet we inhabit, is but one atomina mighty
group ; that, in its turn, an atom in another
mightierone, Where shall we stop? Clus-
ters of satellites revolving around a world : clus-
ters of worlds revolving around a sun: clusters
of suns revolving around—what

Take physic, pomp! Pride, get thee hence !
How little any of us, men or mites, can com-
prehend what may exist heyond the limits of
our one especial crumb—whether of earth, or
cheese !

i

OLD DIMAIDS,

AX old maid; was once asked to subscribe
for a newspaper. She answered, * No, I always
make my own news.”

Out upon you ! vile slanderer of a respec-
table class of women ; no old maid ever said
that : it is the offspring of *your own brain.—
“ Old maid,” indeed | you ill-natured, disap-
pointed, crusty, rusty, old Benedict ; we un-
derstand your hit. Somewhere in the wide,
wide world, there dwell a high-minded, intel-
lectual woman, to whom you have had the im-
pudence to offer your hand and heart, and
she refused you. (Of course no sensible wo-
man would have married her inferior ;) and so
you are taking wholesale revenge upon. the
whole sisterhood, that your bloody knife may
reach the heart of one individual, you worse
than savage !

* Always make my own news.” If she had
a taste for manufacruring monstrosities, she
would have a model not a_hundred miles away
we are thinkings Old maids are not news-
makers or news-mongers any more than others,
They are modest, kind, and unobtrusive—the
friends of the sick and sad, the companions
of the lonely ; and if they do know more of
what is going on in the world or in families
than certain people like to have them, it is be-
cause they are often at the bed of the suffering
where the right hand forgets its cunning, and
the lips their lying smile. They are there
when the poor wife, tossing from side to side of
the sick bed, gives vent to her long pent agony
in words, and betrays the secret of her hus-
bands neglect and unkindness. The old maid
is there when the mistress of the house makes
out the list of guests for the evening party, and
hears her say, I will invite Mrs Blunderhead,
because heyr Kushand 18 a millionaire, and Mrs
Bagpipe, becauge she is fashionable ; and Mrs
Lexicon, because she is the successful author of
a book, (I hate every one of thcmf but poor
Mrs Clark, who was one of my earliest friends,
| cannot have come, for she is poor now ard
does not belong to our set.”

The * old maid is there when your tailor’s
and butcher s bills come in, and you cannot
pay themy; end your beggar cousin is turned
awgy without a s?xilling, although you bought a
beautiful span of bays yesterday, and this after-
noon are going out with them in the new car-
ringe to ereate a sensation as you dash through
the fashionable streets. She is there to wit-
ness all yoor weaknesses and defects, and little-
ness and decit—there, because she is the only
reliable friend of your family, and constantly
needed as a companion and counsellor, because
she is wise and discreet. And you accuse her
of * making her own news.” Goodness gra-
cious ! we wonder she doest’t choke upon the
secreis she has locked up in her own bosom for
your sake.

Were we an old maid, wouldn't we be a tra-
velling newspaper ?  Yes and printed in inch
square Jetters at that. Wouldn’t we tell —
You wouldn’t hate us for merely knowing what
happened right under our nose ; you might hate
us because everybody knew the same thing.—
Oh, shame ! a burning shame, to fling so course
an epithet forever in the face of a class of irre-
proachable women ! Man ! is there not among
your relatives one old maid—one intelligent,
self-denying, benevolent, unobtrusive and lady-
like sister, aunt, or cousin ? If so, for her sake
cease this ridiculous warfare upon all old maids,
who would be the happiest women on earth if
they could realize how much misery is the re-
sult of ill-assorted marriages, and how few, com-
paratively speaking, marry well.

HOW TO GET A WIFEB WITH
£ FORTUNE,

# Jacques Bonhomme,” a Paris correspondent,

relates the following anecdote, which he locates
jin that city :—
« A young man of fine family, though impo-
! verished by the revolution, aspired to a post
| under government, 10 occupy which it was
necessary to fumish a cevtain “sum 1o deposit
in security. Our hcro.could not obtain the re-
| quisite amount from his friends, and, at last,
| hit upon an expedient to put an end to the diffi-
culty. He caused an advertisement to appear
in one of the journals, a8 follows : —

“A young man, occupying an honorable po-
sition, wishes 10 marry a lady well brought up,
and pos.sessed of two hundred and fitty francs.’

« P'wo nundred and fifty trancs are but fifty
dollars, and, as there are many women in the
world who would be glad to purchase a young
handsome, and honorably connected busband
{ on such moderate terms, it was quite naturai

. ourselves, no country but our own, no worlds | that the advertiser, in the course of three days

{ during which his notice appeared in' public,
{should have received many Jetters and applica-

tions. The young man addressed a note to each
of the applicarits, appointing toa place and hour
when he would meet them altogether; and
politely inviting all to come and look at him.
On the evening indicated, they came, and, it
is said, the company numbered full two hun-
dred women. “When all had assembled, tke
young man ‘ organized the meeting,’ and made
a speech, in which he thanked these ladies for
the honor they proposed conferring upon him,
¢ But? said the self-possessed young gentleman,
‘ you must understand, ladies, perfectly well,
that I cannot marry you all, moreover, you are
all so charming’ (many of them were horrible
witches), ¢ it would be utterly impossible for me
to choose amongst such lovely creatures. This
then, is my proposition :—Consider me as an
object put up at lottery. You number two
hundred ; make two hundred tickets, at two
hundred and fifty franes each, and tke

sum realized shall be the fortune of the lady
who draws the lucky number, and whom 1
pledge myself to marry immediately.” Th
hesitated a moment, but the youth was good-
looking. and the ladies were anzious to marry.
One of them determined to accept the proposi-
tion, and the rest followed after likea flock of
sheep. As if to reward our venturous young

friend for his courage, his fortunate stars direct-

ed that he should fall to the lot ofa youthful
and pretty girl, whose greatest fault isan un-
happy passion for practising on the piano.—
True to his word, ti)e young man married her,
and at last accounts, the couple thus strangely
brougl}’t together were passing a pleasant honey+
moon.”

‘MADRAS.

TrE scene in the Madras roads is the brighteat
and liveliest possible. The sea is completely
studded with ships and boats of every size and
shape, and the boats filled with crews even more
quaint and picturesque than themselves. But
none can compare to the catamarans and the
wonderful people that manage them. Fancya
raft of only two logs of wood tied together at
each end when they got out to sea, and untied
and left to dry on the beach when they came
in again.  Xach catamaran has one, two or three
men to manage it: they sit crouched upon
their heels, throwing their paddles about very
dexterously but remarkably unlike rowing, In
one of the early Indian voyager’s log books
there is an entry concerning a cutamaran ;—
This morning, 6 a. m., we saw distinctly two
black devils playing at siugle stick, " We wat-
ched thess infernal imps above an hour, when
they were lost in the distance. Surely this
does portend some great tempest, It is very
curious to watch these catamarans putting out
to sea. They get through the fiercest suxf
sometimes dancing at their ease on the top of
the waves; sometimes hidden under the watexrs
sometimes the man completely washed off the
eatamaran, the man floating one way the cata=
maran another, till they seem to catch one ano-
ther by magic. The houses in Madras are so
airy and large, and the air.so light, that one
does not feel the heat so mnch as one would in
Italy, where the temperature is the same,—
The rooms are as large as chapels, and made’
up of doors and windows, open day and night.
So many curiosities are seen that it is diffi-
cult to describe them ; jugglers, tumblors snake
charmers, native visitoxs, &ec., cause a constant
bustle. i

THE BEAUTIFUL MYSTERY OF
INFANCY,

THERE is no sentiment more natural to
thoughtful minds than that of reverence for
childhood. Many sources’ both of mystery and
love, meet in the infant life, A being so fresh
from non-existence seems to promise us some
tidings of the origin of souls; a being so visi-
bly pressing forward into the future makes us
think of their tendency. While we look on
the ¢ child as the father of the man,’ vet cannot
tell of what kind of man, all the possible varie-
ties of characterand fate appear for the mo-
went to be collected into that diminutive ¢on-
sciousness ; that which may be the germ of any
is felt as though it were the germ of all; the
thread of life, which from our hand that holds
it, runs forward into distant darkuess, entwinés
itself there into a thousand filaments, and leads
us over every track and scene of human things ;
here through passages where poverty crawle,
there to the fields where glory hasits race ; here
to the midnight lake where meditation floatg
between two neavens, there to the arid sands
where passion pants and dies. Infaney ig a0
natumlgy suggestive, it is the representative of
such various possibilities, that it would be
strange did we not regard it with a feenng af .
wonder.

When Nelson’s famous signal was given,—
¢England expects every man to do his duty,—
two Scotchmen were standing by, one pul-
led a long sour face, and said, ¢« Ech, Sandy,
there’s naething there abouy puir auld Scotland V'
¢ Hoot, mon ! said Sandy, ¢ Scotland %ens weel
her bairns always do their dutv. It only &,
hint to these El}glishers.' :

Bome times since & Yankee entered a store
to sell some brooms. ‘I'he storekeeper said he
woul_d take the hrooms if' he would take half his

4y 10 money, and the rest in geods, ‘The Yan-

¢e complied and after réceiving his money told
the storekeeper that he would take for his pay in
goods, half the brooms.



