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young knighthood.
tjr E. KoXTOK,

Author of" Premiers."

ClfAPT'-.R XV-romimH.

"Ortaiulr. I should like to hear what you
.. ,.,iJ ,av: nnd so would he, if he were here;

h. innn, Herman, you are not going to

a ,-wer respectfully! There is the very sauci,
< -ible twiukle in your eyes at this mo;! there is no use in your trying to

(, .,h v ir lijjs in, to hide under your mrni.tt

And hoth of them, looking in each
face-, went back to boyhood and girli.i I«»>><el>axiJ Itourtil v turnlh.r fr.r

I.

i, n j.in.-ss and affection. 44 Your very rinjfing
u !i!" continued Constance! u How like

ml <Uv> it sounds! How unfortunatei,iii:tntic I used t<> think it! How glad it
! ,,, ;iu' > hear it now so full of health and
1, timm*--*' Vou must have kept it put awar

f.r iii'- all these years. It you had brought it
,,of* n, it would have change! and grown

ier :md less mirthful with yourself.''
V. ; there must be some 4 secret sympathy'

1. - A t-en us. I could not often laugh while yon
Wt-re sighing.

- Dut vou must not laugh now, cither, at the
fir-' friend, who was able to give me any comf,.i!.after I drove you away; or I shall sigh
again.

11..n't: or I shall neven even smile again;
but neither shall I laugh or sneer at that poor
patient female genius of his. The picture is

an from life, evidently; but not, I think,
l( /' the life. Some of the outlines, howfv>, are -o rue. that from them we can, I hope,
r t the others. I should like to know* that
i. <"..i.-tancc; though perhaps, as the
.t;e hi in the newspapers say. when they
in, .in to be especially withering, 4 I should not

umtit -uch a woman as that for my wife,' even

posing.a» they always! forget to ndd.I
i mid have her if I did, and though I can even

conceive it to be possible that, being wedded to

ii.,,. -he might not cure to marry me. HelpM".-tsd,i not grow on every bush, nor even

n i-vi-rr estimable and admirable bush. I
.

in \«r in my life saw but oac woman whom I
did wi-li to marry; [Constance's blush was as

ft and bright as sunshine strained through a

crimson curtain upon polished ivory; her long
' .lied eve-lushes lay basking upon it; and she
hmked most demurely nun like, most suprcmelyliappy;] though 1 have seen many whom 1
iik*d. i.-tecuied, and wished well,very heartily;
and i fancy that this lady of masculine genius
m ht l»e of the nunilier. It seems to me that
n -uinewhat arrogant in us mighty men to
< Uiiu it- masculine, not feminine, everything
thai i- vigorous, true, artistic, and, in short,
wi itL claiming. If she h^s a lyre, she proba'>it it * liere we got uuis.those of us who
irr- ;*.*_ t:y enough to have any, from the gods.

i as ilit-,- chose to sove her. She has as
h agin to charge oars with lioing etfemiiia'alien they sound tweet, a.-, wo hers with

'-ing masculine when it sounds strung. Jf she
thuinjeih, we need not aceusy her of having
-t< ii our thunder. I. for one, will deny her
I«j - Mitt neither of a head nor a heart, even

sin chooses to keep the latter to herself and
Ajiuilo; nay, I think that she must have one,
and a great one, though calm, aud

* At 1 tauie tr. in it«elf,
'I' >«mi*i e unit *y tn,>»tliizi*; *

vie how should she lie let into the secret of
thus.* sin inking sorrows and struggles of her
own ex. which she rises above in her individuallilt*, vet makes her own in order to bespeak

furothers the sympathy aud compassion which
tor hcis. it she does not need.strifes and sor.......v.. a :i._l

»iii< u mm* ucfttriurn a«» viviun nuu s«/ ciuipe-.tly,that they seem, to those loo selfish to
uuth-rstHiid her sclf-forgctfulneas, to be her ©wn,
while the real sufferers remain sheltered and
ui.. \posed. She shows her real retenue and
freedom from egotism by never caring to oomc
forward m }>rt><jria perstnui to explain herself.
Sh<- minds Iter own business; and if other jieoplewill not mind theirs, 1 would rather thaf she
-h -aid laugh than cry. Because,though a woman,
lie i- huiiiau. and ambition lielongs to-J-notmanly (uerelv, but.essential human naturi she

i- ambitious. Her sisters, not daring t(» lie
'strong-minded' enough to look higher, are
aiubiiiuus of tine houses, clothes, and equipages ;
he of tine poems, pictures, or statues. flieir
triumphs are over the rest of her sex ; herijorthe rest of her -ox. A few more women like
her, in the study and the srto/io, and the world
*ili find out and acknowledge that there; is a
kind of power and heavenly tire that is h-mi
nine, or confined to neither sex, and that women,without being in the slightest degree unwomanly,may and do have noble brains, uml
put them to noble uses. 1 like her better far
than her predecessor in review the ' writing
uii-dium.' I localise, in being an artist, she does
not f igt t to be a woman. If her only iiope
Ha- -»-t on artistic success, she could hfirdlybt ;u mi chei-rfully to In- so often balked iu her
tb rt-. If she can lay her ineffectual pun or

pallet to aside, so good-huuoredly, when her
vacant tune expires, it must be, I am pretty
-ure, to go away and perioral the good othtfes of
u good daughter, sister, friend, or neigjilior.I lot- she can say, If this hope is lost, all is not
lost. She must have a brave and great heart
to bear such disappointments so courageously,ai.d never sicken with hope deferred. Iu ©rder
to do so, it w ould seem as if it should lie a goodheart, too. and lean on (iod, though being in
1 art tership with a strong head, early and- duly
M..eked with ecclesiastical history, perhaps it is
a sealed, and appears a heretical, heart to the
bishop and his church. I ask your pnrdou.Am | getting on forbidden ground?"

" Oh, no. 1 am not bigoted ; and I fear he
may !* a little so. (io on. 1 like to hear about
her. If there is such a woman, I wish I could
know her."

" 1 wish you could ; for without friendshipvhe might l>e lonely in the mids* of her strugglesand her triumphs. She is most probably
unmarried; for if she had a husband and childi-n. they would interfere with those regulartit. t-irtcs with Apollo. A woman must usuallychoose between art and wedlock. Either is
euor.eh to engross her, to the exclusion of the
other. She has chosen art, aud is mhre than
con*, at when it smiles upon her, and uncom1autii.g when it frowns. 1 find no coldness,
ut latin r a fine ardor, in her calm, grnnd petcverance.1 do not see how the teasing godto whom -he is so faithful can have the heart tokeep her waiting, so patiently and amiably,day atter day. with the golden apples that shehungers and" thirsts for, and sees but just be}oudher reach, m his stingy hand. No wondershe brings him down with a jerk at last,whenever and wherever she can catch hold ofkun; 1 wish 1 could help her.1 don t quite believe in her absence of iu*ardpromoting: and n* t<» tlmt nr...o.t rt.-

i don t know. If it stings her, she probably willnot think it worth mentioning, but will say,with Mr. Toots, 4 Oh, it's of no consequenee,tuauk you.' She is strong enough to bear it byherself with the help of the wholesome food,>leep, and recreation, which she has stuse*uou_'h to take. She wants her readers to thinkHot about her. hut the heroes and heroines whomshe talks to them about. She does not mean tohave theiu prying into that heart ot her^ at*'hieh .-he looks herselfjust often enough to 9eti* right towards God and her neighbor, ana nooltener. She is not itiiroxptctict. She teesUiany things without her in the world, iu

heaven, and in hell, which she thinks much betterworth her attention and mine, than anythingwithin her. I like her bt^pr than her predecessor,because, while self-mrgetfid, she Is atill
self-governed. 1 think 1 should even like her
looks better than thow of that possessed victim
of glory. They might, they would be, less demoniac,less maddened and maddening, but they
would be truer, juster, sunnier; oae would be
not unlikely to tind in them, here and there,
amid all their inperfections, reflected glimpses
of the greatest of all minds, the mind of G<>d.
If any of those books fell in my way, I would
take them thankfully, and use them just as the
desired, as magnifying glasses to look through
at life, and help me to see it more clearly f I
would not invert them, and use them to peer
back impertinently at her through the wrong
eud. If 1 could, I would write reviews of them,
such as should do good to that good heart of
hers.as free from paltry flattery as she from
vanity, and letting her individuality as utterly
alone as she does.bestowing upon them heart)'
praise and no less honest criticism, such as
should show her how fi>r the future to polish
away all of the blemishes, of which she would
gladlv be told, for the sake of getting rid of
them." ,

"Oh, Herman," cried Constance, "let me
thank you, for her! Herman.Hennaa.you
deserve your naint;! A brother to all man and
woman kind ! How much better than a brother
to me ? "

" Yes; you thank me, apd from your heart.
You have iteeu taught to disbelieve your own

possession of genius; and yet vou receive a
tribute to its possession and worthy exercise by
any of your sisters, as a tribute to you. Thus
generous noble women think and feel! Nor do
they thiuk and feel so of genius only, but of
learning also. It is true, as the Bishop said,
that scholarship in women is not rewarded so

abundantly as in men, by academical distinctionsand Mutual Admiration Societies. I am
afraid that it may be also true that there is a

very general and very narrow prejudice against
it; because good sense and good feeling are apt
to be in the minority on auy question newly presentedto this prejudiced old world. But all
those just and judicious persons whose opinion
is really worth regarding, like a woman none
the less for being liberally educated, provided
she is uoue the less conscieutious, practical,
gentle, and genial; and such of your own sex,
particularly, as you would choose for companionsand friends, sweet friend, have quite a remarkablehabit of glorying and delighting in
the acquirements and achievements of other
worthy specimens ofwomankind, quite as ifthey
were their owu. It is as much as a man's life is
worth, among the former, to detract from the
latter."

" I may study or write, then, sometimes, if I
will choose you for ray director ? "

' On one or two conditions."
"What ones?" '

" You are not to become a writing medium,
nor to drown your bloom and spirits in printer's
ink ; and your learned labors are to be pursued
at my elbow, so that I may have the honor of
lending my aid to smooth away any possible
difficulties, before they have had time! to chroniclethemselves in wrinkles."

" No, I will never be an author or a scholar.
The conditions are too hard; and so is the
work."

" What! Not ambitious, after all ? "

" What 1 Do not you purpose to allow me a
share henceforth in al^your triumphs?"

" Certainly; all that I have."
"Then I shall want no others," murmured

she. " But now I must tell vou the rest of' Ye
Nunne's Tale." The jpisbop asked ine, further,
whether I had ever published anything. 1 had.
at Uncle Henry's entreaty, a few times allowed
him to have a few of my verses printed in a

magazine."
44 4 How were they received ?' inquired

Bishop Devereux.
444 They were praised by some of our acquaintances,because Uncle Henry told who

wrote them.'
44 4 But were they noticed by strangers,

analyzed, criticised.'
44 4 Not at all.'
44 4 That which doe^ not excite criticism is

usually below criticism. I fear that literarv
fame is not for you and literary flattery will
not fill or satisfy your mind. You are inordinatelyproud, Miss Aspenwall, since you
have given me leave to say so ; but you are
not vain. Spontaneous inspiration you have
not. A masculine nature you have not, and
von cannot whip yourself up daily to long toil
Ty the hope of the even well-earned praise of
those who do not lov< you, and whom you do
not love. To you, the world has nothing to
offer.' ,

44 4 Nothing!" I exclaimed, and stopped.
The word seemeT. to me to come out of my
heart, sounding like i,n echo out of an empty
tomb. *

44 4 Oh, ves," said he<4 I forgot. There is one
thing. You can wear the finest dresses and
drive the finest horsed in Baltimore.' 1 burst
into tears. 4 Daughter, daughter!' said he,
Do not weep so. The world has, indeed, nothingto offer; but I have something, or I could

never have steeled myself to inflict upon you
all this cruel, this necessary, pain. 1 can.I
will.help and comfort you out of this deluge
of tears. You shall be saved, poor dove!
warmed, and sheltered, and taken into the ark.
The world is cruel to you and such as vou.
Coin*- out of it. Come into the only true
church; and you sha 1 find full sco|»e for yourfine full nature, rest for your soul here.and
hereafter, bliss unsia alcalde. Set your ambitionon a heavenly diadem, and von shall wear
it in the train of Mary* for heaven has a Queen ;
and her hands are iu 1 of honors for her faithfulservants, among \ horn is neither male nor

female, bond nor free Her canonized maidens
like herself are caller blessed by all after gen!erations; and unless I deceive, myself very
greatly, there is still an empty place among
them reserved for you. Hear what dignities
she has conferred upon her faithful handinfeids,
oven on earth and before the eyes of men, to
confound their over weening arrogance!' and
then he broke forth i it© one of his wonderful
inprovisations, Herm n ; until the very walls
nruund us seemed C* vanish from my eyes,
while in an eternal tet tple not made with hands,
and in a pageant of TVurful grandeur and beauty,the holy saints, T icresa, Agnes/Catherine,
and the rest, seemedko pass before us in pro
cession, wearing crooms on their heads, and
beckoning to me. 1 xrished to follow them. I
could not bear to hav* the vision fade.

" When he ceased I told hhn how it had
seemed to me. He t aswered that I had seen
more than he was conscious of describing, but
that it was a glimpse of the true reality ; and
that amoug such visions I might pass myearthly life, into suco^realities I shoulo be born
when mv earthly life jras over, if I would but
walk in the footsteps df those saiuts here below,and come out of a .world which had nothingbut emptiness and v»nity to offer me. 4 Out of
the world 1 ' thought I. Oh,

4 Anywherv, «nyrrter*. out of i»>e world '

Many and many a time I had repeated that
liue to myself in those days; and his words
appeared to me strau {el v like an answer to it.

41 But I said nothing. He arose to go. 4 Stay,'
I said. 4 My daughU r,' he answered, tenderly,
4 it pains me too ny eh to look on, at useless
spectator merely of p ;in which I am not suffer!ed to relieve.the pain of one whose sufferiug
iu okflrnor tn mp than mv nwn Thu wAimrlart

has permitted the probe, but now repels the
balm. What can toe surgeou do, but depart
to the succor of others, who have felt already
aud learned to welcome the touch of his healing
hand? I must not nfge you. Wait if you will,
and take time to male up your mind ; but do
not wait too long. .],ife is short. The judge
stands at the door^ At any moment, if my
time is prolonged U> that blessed moment
when you are ready^to reeeive peace, I will
hasten to you, ease your aching heart with absolution,and welcoqw! you into the sheltering
arms of the only t**ie church. In the mean

time, if I send you.i »me books, will you read
them 011 your kuees^tt night and alone ? *

'* 1 did so. I lilted his books. I liked his
I conversation. .But j,either his books nor his

*

C

conversation made me a Catholic. I did not
believe that I should ever be a candidate for.
canonization. I did not see why I could not
be quite as good as a Protestant, as I could as
a Catholic. Besides, being good was not preciselywhat ^ cared about so much at first, i
wanted to do something great. I know it was

very wrong," said Constance, blushing beautiftrfhr.
" Do you, dearest ? Not caring to be goodwould be indefeusible, to be sure; but how can

you know that it was wrong in you to wish to
do something great ? "

" Why.because.I supposed it must be.becausethe bishop told me so afterwards, when I
confessed to him that I was not contented with
doing some dall work, which the Sisters had
given me. You must ask him why it was so, if
you do not see."

" I do not, I must own. It seems to me a
doctrine whose tendency is forever to tie down
great powers to small performances. Do not
you remember the parable of the talents ? From
those to whom much is given, much will be required.This desire to do something great, like
all other desires implanted in us by our Maker,
requires to be hallowed, and kept within its
due bounds. It must not be suffered to de?en- I
erate into a desire to do something greater than
our neighltors, for then it would lead us to
grudge antf envy thein their successes, and to
wish that their works might he the less, that
ours might be greater; but as long as we can
restrain our desire of greatness to a desire to do
our utmost to outdo our past selves, and to
glorify our Heavenly Father by the gloriousdeeds of His children, and, above all. so long as
we keep it, with all our other tastes and wishes,down under a paramount desire to do His will,
whether ia great thiugs or little, it seems to me
that it may tend to His service, and to the comingof His kingdom on earth.

Well, I cannot tell. You must talk with
Bishop. I shall be very glad if you do not find
it wroug ; tor J long to see you great, to have
the rest of the world see you as great as I do, 1
mean. However; what I wanted was happiuess,
or at least forgetfulness, the absorption of all
the powers of my vacant mind, that were
preying upon me, in some grand career. Don't
you remember Michael Scott's demon ? I
had one like bis. I knew that it would tear
me uuless I could find work for it; but, if I
could, I thought that it might do great things.I believed that it was strong; for else how could
it have rent and convulsed mc so? I did not
wiph to coufess nor care about absolution. Hemorsewas not my trouble ; nor was fear. I did
not imagine that eternity had in store for me

any torment worse than the restlessness, aimlessness,and hopelessness, that gnawed away myspirit day by day. A sister infirraarian told me
afterwards ofa state of trance in which the sufferermay lie, incapable of speech or motion, for
hours or days, and even permit himself to be

f>ut into the coffin and the tomb in breathless
ife and conscious death. Such a state, it
seemed to me. was mine, combined with a
mental cramp, which made movement a necessity,and immobility an added torture. MyDestiny bad taken the form of a nightmare, and
sat upon my breast, whispering,4 Hush ! ' when
I wotiTd have cried out, and 4 Be still!' when 1
would have struggled. Do you think many
women lead such lives, Herman ? Do yuuthink one could lead a long life so? Oh, bow
merciful mv find him t<> mo'

" I said something like that to the Bishop,
one day; for, slow as 1 was in putting myselfunder his direction, he was very patient with
me, and came often to see me, watching over
me with a solicitude and sympathy which he'
could not couceal, though he never forced it
upon me. He had often desired me to visit
some of the convents; and now he asked\Aunt
Cora to tuke me to see the Orphan Asylum of
St. Barbara. She was delighted with the suggestion; for she had already taken me to see
all the secular sights in the city, and was almost
in despair of finding anything new in which she
could hope to interest tue.

44 Beautiful, majestic Sister Corona came to
meet us, with a lovely rosy child of eighteenmonths asleep upon her shoulder, with its
dimpled hands clasped round her neck.such a

living picture of Innocence reared bv Holiness !
She always seemed to me the likeness of some
mwdi&val saint, come by miracle out of the
canvas. She welcomed lis with a smile that
was like a benediction, and took us to see the
other little children at their plav. 4 I.->n't it
enough to do your heart good, my dear?' said
she, seeing me smile at one of them.
"'Heart!' cried J, turning almost sharply

upon ker; 41 have no heart; or it is ossified.'
" 4 Oh, no, dear daughter,' said she, with a

sort of cheerful, hopeful tenderness, which she
always had in her voice; 4 Don't think so. It
may have been paralyzed by some rude shock ;
but it will be sure to soften and grow Warm
again, if you do but press a little child to it
otten enough. If you have none at home, come
to me when it aches; and I will lend you ni v
best and sweetest.'

44 4 1 was ashamed to look at Aunt Cora; for
I had seldom taken much notice of my goodhumored,noisy little cousins, except as an interruption.W hen we went home, 1 called them
all about ine upon this sofa and on my knee,
told them stories, and felt better. I had receivedthe first of many good lessons ; and
week hv week, and soon rlav bv dav. I went to

the sisters tor more, and seldom failed to find
what 1 sought, while my heart, and mind, and
imagination, were all fired i»y what 1 saw and
heard among them. Here at last, I thought, 1
had found a mode of life offered to a young and
lonely woman, ueither listless, aimless, useless,
solitary, nor unguided. Among the sisterhood,
I found ardor and enthusiasm: nor yet enthusiasmonly, hut organization, power, obedience,
action, and beneficent daring. Their order
connected them with past ages and far countries.Their individual histories were sometimesfull of romantic interest and adventure.
They never knew, when they rose in the morning,where they were to sleep at night, nor
where the sun was next to rise upon them.
Where they were sent, they went at a moment's
notice, without a word, sigh, or tear, rejoicing
if they were found worthy to suffer in their
Master's cause.even into plague-stricken cities,
where to go was death, and there most joyfully,
because through them lav the shortest Toads
into His presence. They rushed upon the field
of battle, into the thunder and lightning, and
the hail-storm of shot, with hearts as strong and
more fearless than those of their brethren who
went there to wound and to slay ; for to them,
to die was but gain. Here was a career which
angels might well watch and call glorioas. I
longed to share it."

u And well you might, my storm-queen! "

" But in order to do so, Herman, you perceive
that it was ncaMssary for me to become a Cath-
olic, if I could. One might say, indeed, that I
might have learned to lead as useful, religious,and active a life, *s a Protestant; and theoretically,I suppose I might; but practically, I
don't think 1 should. I had yet to learn the
very alphabet of self-sacrifice, obedience, and
humility. I had no habits of regular industry.
r 1-^. J : : J > -1
a wus inaoieni miu njeApcrieiiceu, uuu uuso-

lately needed, belbre I attempted to work by
myself, to serve an apprenticeship to some per-1
son or persons who had a right to set me to

work.every day, show me how to work, and sec
that I did my worfk. Left to myself, I should
but have exerted myself for the poor or sick in a

very ignorant and inefficient manner for a morningnow and then, and then idled a week or a
mouth. I should ilot have wished to enlist myaolfin the immediate service of auy clergyman ; and
cUryi/womcn I did not know where to find out of
the church of Home. It is all very well for Miss

1 Dix togo about the world alone doing good, at he*
age; but, at mine, 1 could not; and, long before
1 was as old as stye, 1 knew that my bodily and
mental powers would have rusted out in idlenessand repining. I don't by any means saythat they ought, you understand, but that theywould. I know it isthe theorv, that ifa nice younglady sits down through all lier youth in a nice
parlor, nicely dressed, and attends to her domesticduties, (whether she has auy, or enoughto occupy her, or not; that does not make the
slightest difference,) by and by some other dutieswill come to her; but, Herman, don't you

irmi I

think there is a little cant about that ? Do you
think that young women arw quite the exceptionsin human nature that they are taught to
consider themselves ? Do you not think that
they, like other persons, need to make some

preparation in their youth fi>r what they are to
Jo, and to do well, in their middle age and old
age ? Am I altogether strong-minded and wrong
in thinking so?" pleaded she, timidly, looking
into his face.

[TO BE CON'TIVCED.]
[Copyright ttcurrii atcorUing to latr ]

For the National h ra

JASPER: A ROMANCE.
BY EDWARD SPE1TCE*.

VH.
How Mrs. Flaming Played the Queen.

[(IIAPI'F.U SEVKXTII CONCLt'fED.]
' Woman'* .pile ! You wear steel-ina.il,

A woman take* n In.uarw ilVt from tor breast,
Ami plucks llic delicaimi net die nut
A* 'twere a lose, mid prick* >ou can-full),
'Neath nails, 'nraih eyelids, in your nns rils,.say,
A beast would r >sr, so tortured, but : man.
A human creature, inust not, shall Uot flinch,
No, not for shame ! "

And Mrs. Morninglory found a poison as

sharp uh the wooruLi, in which to dip her nee
dies.
The other leader of the opposition, Mr. Clinquant,was a much more formidable opponent

than even Mrs. Morninglory. The embodimentof selfishness, lie was equally the embodimentof success. Tact, experience, pretension,and uuscrupulousiiess, had seated him
upon an undisputed pinnacle, where he managedto retain his position by the same means
that had helped him into it. Society did not
possess a more attractive, nor, let me add a

uiuic uuugerous meinour man auiicus v^nnquuut,Esq. Under an assumption of frippery,insouciance, and that innocence of charactersaid to be peculiar to the sons of geuius,
he concealed the far-seeing mind of a skeptical,
practiced, secretive schemer. Ever working
for himself and for his own emolument, he
affected ihe simplicity of the wittol, the earnestnessof the deep thinker, the levity of
the bel esprit, as he listed, effectually making
himself all things to all men. Even if any
one managed to solve his character, and acquainthimself with the falseness that lay at
the base, he could not easily refuse this singularman a kind of admiration. For Auiicus
Clinquant had made himself, and solely by his
own efforts had achieved, that success which
gave him prominence. And it was a wonder
to every one how a man of his antecedents
should have been able so completely to assimilatehimself with the society to which he had
climbed up. Born ignobly, in the widest sense
of the word, he had conquered difficulties that
would have totally disheartened an ordinary
man. He had begun as the errand-boy of a

third-rate theatre.the nameless child of a

wretched ballet-dancer, who had left him, and
gone off reckless, to die in we care not to tell
what lowest depth of degradation. It argued
110 little innate power in the man, that now, at
the age of forty, he was a distinguished author,and an acknowledged leader of ton. Most persons,dazzled at his eminence, forgot to inquirethe means he had resorted to in arriving at it.
He himself scarce dared look back at his past,
though he affected to make a virtue of it in his
flippant way, in conversation. He had picked
up, here and there, some little education, and,
beginning upon this basis, had gotten into college,as the proieg6 of a teligious institution, .

which he threw overboard as soon as it was of;
no further use to him. His proclivities were
artistic, and, by a dexterous use of that tact iu
which he was unrivalled, he had gone to Itulv,
to become a painter, under the auspices of gen-tlemen who promised themselves the credit of!
having fostered one of the most deserving of

w
> 70~7igeniuses. In Florence he ingratiated himself

with the artist fraternity, and painted some
creditable pictures. Hut here he began to see

something of society, that material upon which
his plastic lingers most delighted to work. This
was his field, and he was not long without sue-
cesses. Handsome, fluent, brilliant, he found
119 difficulty in marrying an heiress. Return-
itlg home, he had written a book that made
him famous at once, and got rid of his wife,
whose money was all he wanted, and whose
idolatry of him bored him. How? Didst never
see a poor soul sneered to death ? Didst never
hear of those worst of tieuds, sh aits-cmjel, halts-
tcitj'elf Thenceforward his progress was ever!
onward. One of the most wonderful conversa-
tionists, one of the closest readers of charae-
ter, one of the most skillful performers upon the
organ of human passion, he had made but a

single mistake, and bad never once tailed to
help himself to the best. No man was more
in request everywhere; and, unlike most popu-lar fellows, he never forfeited the respect of
those who sought him. Some, perhaps, were
afraid of him, but more believed in him. At
fortv, he was one of the handsomest of men.
Tall, well-formed, graceful, 110 one could gazefor the first time at his eloquent speaking tea-
tares, his Hashing eye, so expressive, so capa-ble of emotion, his quick mobile lip, his breezyrippling Curls, his white, small hand, without
invnllintolnll' ant'vinr* l>«»" A!
.... v»n ntg i«i in. xiuu iu ntni nun

talk, whether he afleeted wit or seriousness, orte
could not help believe, here is a glorious man.
Thank (Jpd! there are not many such glorious
ones in this world of ours.

Not the least among those whom he had de-
ceived was Mrs. Fleming. When he entered
society as the self-mudc man, and the au-
thor of a genuine earnest book that plead elo-
quently for noble principles, she had been pleasedwitli him, attracted towards him as an honest
deserving man. She had helped him forward,
as he meant she should do, uud had given hiiu
credit for all that genuineness of character
which he so well knew how to afleet. She had
patronized and introduced him, so long as she
thought he needed such assistance, ana he had
long been one of those favored ones who w ere
admitted into her select coterie. This was becauseshe really and truly liked hiiu lor what he
pretended to be.the self-made son of genius,
Slightly frivolous perhaps she thought him at
times, but 'twas merely the exuberance of an
o'erflowing fancy. She was proud of him, for
he seemed to her one of those rare examples in
which the earnest striving of a self-helper had
shown itself adequute to conquer and obliterate
the innate snobbery of the parvtnv.Why, then, did Aulicus Clinquant hate Mrs.
Fleming, and why was he at the head of the
opposition to her sovereignty ? She herself1
could not have guessed ; oulv the malice-w-het-:
ted acuteness of Mrs. .Moruinglory had been
able to solve his secret, and so far she held the
reins on him. It was this : the one sole mistakehe had ever made, as a man of the world,
since he entered society, was in regard to Mrs.
Fleming, and he hated her because of that
mistake. Mrs. Fleming had received him, had
treated him well, had evidently taken delight in
his company. He was not a Malvolio, by any
means; self-esteem never clouded his other
faculties to his disadvantage. It was his pride
to believe himself capable of finding out behind
the conventional mask what people really
thought of hiiu. But iu the case of Mrs. Fleminghe deceived himself, or was deceived by his
vanity, for once. He knew his own attractive
qualities, lie saw how much Mrs. Flemiug made
of him, he had studied and mastered the heart
of woman, and.he fancied this queenlywoman
in love with him ! What then ? What indeed
but to win her and wear her, like a regal gem
as she was. Terrible indeed then was the revulsionwhen he found that here was a woman s

heart he had not rightly studied ; and that this
Queen, to wnom ne naa planned to oecoine
Prince Consort, looked upon him simply as a

proteg6, a man of good parts, who deserved the
kindly smile of patronage ! True, she had not

guessed his purposes.had not imagined him

!

an aspirant fur her haml.lie was too shrewd
to commit himself in auy such matters.but
why had she not ? Oh, 'twas a bitter thought 1
Because.it was evident to him, as a conclusion
he could not escape, however he might desire
to do .because she had uever perhaps contemplatedthe possibility even of his daringto presume so much, to aspire so high 1 Howsoevermuch she may have deemed him " audax
omnia perpeti" he felt that this was a hyperboleofaudacity that she had never dreamed of.
From |he day that this conviction forced itself
upon lip mind, he hated her, and resolved, if by
any mehns he could, to humble her to the dust.
His hatred of Mrs. Morninglory was only secondto his hatred of Mrs. Fleming.for the
former had guessed his set-ret, ana was not
mmiaa it* «» ~

"
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«m lauuini^ uiui auvui ix.uux ix was
second, and he determined to employ her as
his instrument. Together, in quiet but profoundalliance, they laid their plans for the
undermining of the fair citadel that stood so
calm, so apparently impregnable, in the broad
sunshine, o'erlooking and o'ertopping all, as
bright Alhambra o'erlooked^and q'ertopped the
Moorish Vega.
Such were the elements of the opposition,when Mrs. Fleming resumed her place as leader

in society. Such they were, Strengthened somewhat,but still perdu* and altogether undemonstrative,when, at the end of? n yvar, Jasper fled
from home, and left no indtpx as to where he
was to be sought. The reader, jjerhaps, maythink that this circumstance would have had a
tendency <1to banish he^front the world; but far
otherwise. After that event, she rather seemed
to enjoy society, began to acquire a real fondnessfor company; for while in company,thought was, if not driven off, at lea$t deadenedand robbed of its intensity. What that tender
proud mother suffered, no one may say. Whateveragonies racked her in private, and however
much she gave way to griefand despair in the solitudeof her own chamber, she preserved an unbrokenfront for society. Her eye may have insensiblyacquired an anxiety of look not previouslythere ; her cheek may have grown slightly paler,and less perfectly full in its ontline; her step
may have become a little less springy and elastic; her hair may have concealed here and
there a newly-intruding silver stratid, but her
smile, her gesture, her words, her gaiety, were
still the same, still Mrs. Fleming's, still incomparable.Her son, she said, like most young
meu, had gone 011 his travels.it was the nature
of youth to grow impatient of one place; the
very birds, you know, irk of their nests, and.
even half-Hedged, seek to fly away. She believed
he had gone to California, a fine field for adventureand the study of character. She was
not certain exactly wfien to look for his return.
Eh bien! She knew he was doing well, and
was used to his being away from her; so it did
not matter much. She did not believe in bringingup childreu with an apron-string tether.
They can best take care of themselves who
learn to do so unassisted. And all this she
would say in the quietest smiling manner, inter1uding it with gay remark and pleasant inquiry.But this mode of disposing the question did not
satisfy the astute Clinquant. He suspected
some mystery, and gradually he found out that
his suspicions were just. He could make Mrs.
Fleming wince when Jasper was his theme, andhe failed not to do so frequently. By assiduous
study, lie and Mrs. Morninglory partially solved!
the mystery, and gradually laid their toils.

Meantime, the Queen reigned on in her own

regal fashion. With company in the cities,
having company at the Hall, she lived over

ii£um nit- uays 01 nor eariy mumplis. Suitors
numerous enough kneeled at her feet, stout
Congressmen, who wnnted female influence to
help their political schemes; dry old millionaires,who wanted to enjoy life and keep " an
establishment," now that the palsy of age was
already shaking them ; earnest men, who found
a kindred soul in her; and mad infatuated
youths, kneeling, full of Byronic frenzy; and
she put them all away, disdainfully, kindly, or
laughingly, as it pleased her fancy". She chaperonedyoung girls i-to successful matches, as
of old ; crushed snobbery, as of old ; patronizedworth, as of old ; and society was prouder of
nobody than of Mrs. Fleming.And so, a year passed on. Jasper had been
away a year, and no news of him, save that letterto the gardener; and that enclosed pawnticket,being redeemed, had given her his little
watch, to be kept locked up in casket, and
cherished as only mothers kuow how to cherish
such things. No other news of him. Good
God ! could she contemplate the thought 1 Upouwhat wide waste of waters, on what desert
shore, in what vile company, was now that cherishedson ? Or, jK.*rhaps he now languishes,poverty-stricken and diseased, in some hospital;
or is lying, bleeding out his dear life, in some
forlorn forest; or those bones, bleaching upon
yon reef.whose are they ? not hit.ah, death,
sooner than such a thought! yet it will come.
Or, that wicked-eyed shark, darkly Hashingunder the green waters, what dear life has perishedinto his maw ? And thou art dancing,and feasting, and being called merry, the while!
And for what? Why will he languish, or bleed,
or bleach.or, at best, why does he wander
hopeless, forlorn, penniless ? Why, indeed, but
to satisfy the urjpngs of thy pride.My pride,which even he himself styled accursed, and Hed
from, as men flee from the Church's anathema,
or the sorceress's malison 1 Away the thought!'tis madness! On with the dance! Let us
think not, but live !

Ah, but there are griefs the stoutest, soul
dares not even try " to live down."
And so, Jasper had been away a year, and

Mr. Classic had become a fixture at the Hall,
and there was to be a grand ball in the city in
two weeks' time.the last of the season.to prepaid*for which, Mrs. Fleming had resumed the
usual apartments at her hotel in the citv.

VIII.
How Jasper Cruised in the Flirt.

The good ship Flirt, of Nantucket, John
Hussey, master, was "going out" after spertnwhale.She was an old tub of a ship, at some
former period of her existence painted white
with blue lines, but now all streaked and stainedwith tar, and rust, and slush, and peeled off
blister-fashion as to her paint, and patched as
to her sails; for, though only four months from
port, she had come 44 round the Horn," and the
irate old Storm-King had dealt her a shrewd
buffet. She had put into one of the inlets on
the western coast of Patagonia, and, by way of
variety, her crew had exercised themselves for
a week in killing seal. She was now sailing on
a due northwest course, and twenty-four hours
from land. Her mast-heads were manned, as

the whaler's always are, and the Captain was

pacing the deck, just before high-noon, longing
for the inspiring shout of 44 There she blows ! "

Suddenly the look-out forward stretched his
neck, and gazed with eager inteutness towards
a single spot in the Ocean.

44 Sing out 1" shouted the Captain,44 What do
you see ? sing out! "

44 Can't make her out, sir,'" said the seaman ;
then, as if confirmed, he shouted, 44 Yes.it's a

boat."'
44 Where away ? "

44 About two points on the starboard bow.
she's drifting, but it seems to mc there's a man
in her." 1

4' No harm to ascertain," said the Captain.
The ship's course was altered, so as to run

down the boat, which, as they neared it, was
seen to be idly floating along, lifted gently over
the long Pacific swell, and yawing lazily to the
lazy breeze. There were two human figures in
it, they saw, as they drew nearer, but they
seemed dead.at least, they took no notice of
the approaching ship, nor of the hail to catch a
line. A boat was lowered from the ship, and a
few strokes of the oar brought them alongside
the estray. It was a stout whale-boat, and the
human figures were what had been men, but were
now more like sun-dried mummies, than aught
else that could be imagined. One figure, the
mummied frame of a large old man, was seated
in the stern sheets, his bare gray head bent
down, and his bloodless hands clenched and
powerless by his sides. Lying upon his back
in the bottom of the boat was the other mummy,with his head supported in the old man's
lap.a young man, scarce so brown as the
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other.his mouth agape, as if the muscles of the
jaw had not strength to do their office, and his
eyes closed. In the boat were also to be seen
the feathers and bones of a penguin and the putridskeleton of a seal, all of which had been
eaten, save a portion of the head and the distendedviscera; a broken calabash, also, and a
sun-shrivelled bladder. Cut, in great, straggling,1unskilled letters, on one of the oeuehes, the rescuersread these few words :

44 Perished, off' the coast of Patagonia, JasparFleming and B "

The open jack-knife, which still lay beside the
unfinished inscription, seemed to indicate that
the inscribing hand had refused to do further
duty.

lenderly those rough sailors raised up the
cadaverous famine-victims, and with simultaneousimpulse placed their hands over the
gaunt ribs, in search of a throb from the sluggishhearts.

44 This one is alive I" was shouted.
44 Aud this one, too! "

The motion seemed somewhat to revive the
elderly one, his dry lips opened a little, and he
whispered :

44 J asp., boy, raise the signal; I hear blocks
a-creaking."

But the other gave no sign of life beyondthat faintest fluttering at the heart.
44 Give way, my hearties," shouted CaptainHussey, as they were taken aboard his boat, the

other towing astern. 44 Give way, now, like goodlellows, aud we'll save them yet. Caboose ahoy 1"
hailed he, 44 kill that old hen, and make some
soup. Lively, now ; lively, lads."

boon they were alongside, aboard, and the
Captain and mates, with tenderest care, ministeringto the starvelings, dropping rum betweentheir dry, cracked lips, moisteuing their
inane eyelids aud their shrivelled palates with
water, feeding chicken-soup to them out of a
snoon. until, hv niirlit UwiWN1- .- ~wi..
i 7 , ~j - n---r .-""J ".w, »"»«

to clasp the Captain's hand in hi8 feeble, bonyfist, and murmured :
" All right, Cap'u ; I'm coming round once

more; only fetch Jasper up, and God Almightybless ye."
And Jasper himself had opened his mouth

for the careful dole of water, had opened his
languish eyes, and motioned unceasingly for
more, more of the God-given drink.
We have no need to tell of the long struggleof those starved men with death, and how at

last they conquered.feebly, slowly, but finallycouauered.and, in a month, wheu the ploddingold Flirt was well out in the pleasant latitudes,and had taken, " tryed out," and stowed away,
some two hundred barrels of oil, the two were
once more able to walk the deck and tell their
story. Save the seal and the penguin, they had
had nothing to eat for a month.-during which
whole time they had rowed uortbward from
Fuego, hoping to catch some vessel.and the
seal had become so putrid towards the last, B.
B. said, funnily, that they could only swallow it
by holding tight upon their nostrils with thumb
and finger, and sitting to windward during the
buzzard's ineal. They had battled through it,however^ and though still fine specimens of the
Calvin Edson type of mortality, were ready for
work. Would they join the ship's company, out
for a three years' whaling voyage ? An oarsmanand a harpooner had been lost otf Assumption.Nothing would suit them better.
B. B. was bred to the harpoon, could strike a
biscuit at thirty yards ; and Jasper, thanks to his
boyish training, could pull as good an oar as
any, slim and white though he was. The young
man had the sinews of an Indian under that
aristocratic tliiu skin. So they signed the ship'sarticles, and were assigned for wages: to B. B.
ilie one-hundredth, and to Jasper the threeIiuudred-and-twentieth" lay," or share in the
proceeds of the cruise.

" This is not the golden land, is it, B. B. ?"
said Jasper, ruefully, to his comrade, " not to
touch land for six months, perhaps a year, and
cruisiug all the time after whale iu this old
grease-pot. Phew 1 what an 4 ancient and lishlikesmell' the old Coquette has^ She's as
greasy a flirt as the fat favorite of the King of
Dahomey is reported to he, who weighs two hundredand forty, and lubricates herself daily with a
pint of palm oil 1 What would my lady-mother
say, were she to see me in these tarred ducks
and this check-shirt, my only wardrobe? Perhaps'twould please her to see the prodigal
among his husks;" and his brow grew dark.

44 ftay, J asp., my hearty, that's not the way to
look at it. Think if we had gone down with
yon poor Captain, or stayed bv you poor lool of
a mate, or had been anywhere else iu our boat
except in the path of an empty whaler with
sharp lookouts. You and I would have been
scraping acquaintance with Davy Jones, eh?
stray shots in his old locker, would we not? As
tor thy mother, 1 doubt not but she'd think thee a
better inan than she knew thee before, lad, for
thou wert very cream-faced and afraid of tar
when thou first eame aboard the Clipper."44 And now?" said Jasper, looking at his
rather horny palms.

II. B. chuckled at the youth's vapity, as he
slyly winked and said :

44 'Tis a thing to he proud of, eh, lad, that
hard hand. Why, look ye, Jasper, I take it
that when a man works thi* kind o' work who
has no need to do it, he is sorter spoiling God's
pattern, whereby he was meant for somethingelse, and is not really working, but playing."44 I)o I not earn my bread?" asked Jasper,indignantly.

44 Aye, and thy meat too, for that matter; but
thou doth it sjiitefully, like the shark snaps at the
caboose leavings. Such grub don't sit easy on
a man's stomach. Thou hast sense enough,i_J 1 * J - «

i;iu, iu uu my aura as me ri'si uo, out ni ncart
thou art every inch as finiey as when tliou used
to sport white gloves and run after the gals
ashore. The sea is for the likes of me, Jasper,
not for such as thee."

44 The sea is for me too," began Jasper, fierce-
lv, " and I shall never "

44 There she blows! Then? she blows.blows.
ows! There, she blows! " Sang out the masthead,and Jasper did not stop to finish his sen-
tence as he hurried to his place in the boat,
and rowed after the whale, losing it, however,
spite the oaths and persuasions of Captainand mates, vociferously yelling from their steeringposts.
So the old Flirt went on with her cruise,

bowing to the long Pacific swell with the quaint,
stately clumsiness of an antique minuet dancer.
And, as she went on, strength grew into the
sinews and flesh upon the bones of BrawnyBack and Jasper, and they revelled in the wild
though toilsome life of the sperm-whaler.

In regard to the incidents of this cruise of
the Flirt, the ship in search of such a vulgar
thing as sperm oil, the Jasper in quest of so intangible,evanescent a thing as contentment,
we shall not enlarge. And we shall leave the
reader to decide uj>on the question which naturallysuggests itself: whether was the ship's objector Jasper's the nobler? Canst solve me
this problem ? Canst say positively whether
John Hussey's smoky 44 trying-out" of whale-,blubber for oil, and, thereafter, for hard dollars,
was a base, ignoble pursuit, in comparison with
that of this Childe Harold Jasper, fleeing a griefhe was countgeless to face, and toiling till his
palms hardened, to tire down his soul's unrest?
It is a very debateable matter, I conjecture, and
one not easily to be settled. However, it is
with this soi-nrof/ant Childe Harold, and not
with barrels of oil nor " flakes " of blubber, trypots,harpoons, and such like, that we have to
deal, and I must therefore refrain from telling
of the Flirt's wanderings and " reef-rovings :

"

how they encountered the Typhoon in the
China seas; how they coasted Japan ; how they
visited among the green geramv islets of the
Pacific, dropped there by the fleeing Titans,
and shaped into glorious bowers by the fairies
and mermaids; how they hunted the whale off
Silieria, even venturesomely following him far
into the Polar seas ; nor how finally, leaky and
crippled, they put into Golden Gate, and the
crew fled few the new El Dorado.

Besides, does not Jaspers Journal exist in
tangible manuscript, fairly put together, and
legible enough for ordinary purposes? and are
not all these things, and many more enrions
particulars, shrewd observations, abstruse reflections,and ahsurdest ravings, contained
therein, in suflicieut bulk ? Of a surety, yes.

Jasper might be the aian and the neaniau,
ready with jest and steady at oar, reckless,frank, and open-handed, a sufficiently accurate
coitjf of the " able-bodied " mariner he was ambitiouserewhile of becoming ; but he was also
the boy and the lover, impatient of evil.

u impiger, iracanUtis, inasorahiliv, km,"
gloomily cursing fate, (i. ev himself,) as if he
were the revenaiU and transmigrated re-embodi
ment of "tristis Orestes," and moodily ponderingover his woes, those stupendous woes, transcendingall previous woes of any previous poormortal 1 \\ ork, hard work, would make him
sweat and sleep, but idleness brought back the
shadow and the dreams which he could not shake
off. One good feature in his case, however, was,
that, working or idle, he could always sleepand ply a sturdy knife and fork; was even wont
to smack his lips over the daily gill of rum, and,withal, so perfect was his digcstiou, that one
would have fancied him in the possession of an
ostrich gizzard. Still, he was not yet purgedenough.better jump into yon try-pot, .1 asper.and let them "try oijt" the crass murkiness
that haunts thy brain; perchance 'twill make
good oil.

[to be continued.]
A BOOK FOR THE MILLION.

We cordially commend the following enterpriseto the attention und patronage of the
public. The distribution of such a work among
the masses could not fail to produce a most

salutary effect. It will be equally well adapted
to North and South, aud we trust that hundreds
of thousands of copies may be distributed
gratuitously.

New York, December 1, 1858.
Dear Sir : If you have read and criticallyexamined the work, you will probnbly agreewith us, that no course of argument so success-

tully controverting the practice of Slavery in
the United States, and enforcing a precise and
adequate view of its prostrating effects, material
and moral, has equalled that of the volume
entitled " The Impexdixu Crisis of the South :
How to Meet It," by Hintou Rowan Helper,
of North Carolina.
No other volume now before the public, as

we conceive, is, in all respects, so well calculatedto induce in the minds of its readers a
decided and persistent repugnance to Slavery,
and a willingness to co-operate in the effort to
restrain the shameless advances and hurtful
influences of that pernicious institution.
The exteuaive circulation of a copious compendof the work in question, among the intelligent,liberty-loving voters of the country, irrespectiveof party or locality, would, we believe,

be productive of most beueficial results ; and
to this end we trust you will assist us in carryingout a plan we have devised, for the gratuitousdistribution of One Hundred Thousand
copies of such a compend.which, if contracted
for and published, will contain about two
hundred pages, and be bound in pamphlet form.
One Dollar per copy is the price of the book,

in its present form. One hundred thousand
copies of the contemplated compend, which, on
about two hundred pages, would contain very
nearly all the matter now embraced in the
regular volume, can be had. well printed, on

good paper, for $16,000.sixteen cents each.
This amount we propose to raise in such sums
as you and other good friends of a good cause
feel disposed to subscribe.

In all cases, when convenient, contributors
to the cause will please make their subscriptions
in the form of drafts, or certificates of deposit,
payable to the order of the Hox. William H.
A n'thox, 16 Exchange Place, New York City,
our Treasurer and Disburser, who will regularly,through the columns ofthe Tribune, acknowledgereceipts of the same.

Strict account will be kept of all receipts, and
if the money is not expended in the manner
indicated above, it will, in due time, be returned
to the contributors.

Every )>erson who subscribes Ten Dollars or
more, will, if timely application be made, Ik?
entitled to as many copies of the compend, for
distribution, as he may desire, not exceeding
the number that the amount of his subscriptionwould pay for at net cost.

Subscribers' names, with the sums severally
subscribed by them, in all cases where the
amount is Ten Dollars or more, will appear,.r..i,«n<.»;...iu .,,...,....,,1 «i.- ~r
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the compeud.
Corresponeence or personal interviews in

relation to this enterprise may be had with any
one of the undersigned, who will be pleased to
receive subscriptions in aid of its speedy eonsummation.
An early response from you is respectfully

s< 'licited.
W*. H. Axtiion, 16 Exchange Place, X. V.
SaML. k. Skwai.L, 46 Washington st.. Boston.
Wm. B. Thomas, Cor. 13th and Wilbur .its.,

J'hiladelphia.
Wm. McCaolley, 138 Market st., Wilmington,Delaware.

' Lewis Clephaxe, Washington D. C.
Cassius M. Ci.ay, Whitehall, Kg.
Francis P. Blair, Jun., St. LovLt, Mo.

Houses in Italy..A letter from Florence,
if; the Providence Journal, makes especial
nention of the solidity of Florentine houses.
They are built of stone, and last for centuries.
A conflagration would be next to impossible.The city could hardly be destroyed by fire. In
few houses is there sufficient combustible materialto make a blaze great enough to communicateto the adjoining house. '1 he ceiling of
the first story is almost universally a brick arch.
These arches, in some houses, are also carried
through all the upper stories. The floors are
in every case of brick, ground to different degreesof smoothness, or of cement, handsomcly
pginted in imitation of inarhle. Wherever it
can be done, plaster is substituted for wood, as

iij the casing of doors and windows, or other
kinds of ornament. What, by our mechanics,
is technically called " furring," is unknown
there.
Whoever goes to Italy, as many do, expectingto find the principal part of the buildings of

marble, will be disappointed. Marble structures
form the rare exception instead of the rule.
Full ninety per cent, of the buildings of Italy
have stuccoed or plastered exterior walls. This
i.1 true of Naples, Rome, and .Florence, and it
is of Munich, Dresden, and Berlin. No countryof Kurope, with the exception of France, is
so well supplied with stone of various kinds for
exterior construction as the United States of
^ortb America. It is on the inside and not
upon the outside of churches and palaces that
6ue sees the most liberal expenditure in mosaic
pavements and panellings, in marble columns
a^id entablatures, and altar decorations. There
is no doubt that more marble has already been
i£sed in America in exterior construction than
i.i all Italy.
r

.. Divisibility or Matter..A curious calculationhas been made by Dr. Thompson, the
veil-Known English philosopher, to show to what
tfegree mutter coulu l>e divided, and still be
sensible to the eye. lie dissolved a grain of
titrate of lead in five hundred thousand grains
<jf water, and passed through the solution a
current of sulphuretted hvdrogen, when the
whole liquid became sensibly discolored. Now,
a grain of water may be regarded as equal to a
drop of that liquid, aud a drop may be easily
*pread out so as to cover a square inch of surlace.But, under an ordinary microscope, the
millionth of a square inch may be distinguished
Ly the eye. The water, therefore, could be dividedinto five hundred billion parts. But lead,
i» a grain of nitrate of lead, weighs 0.62 grain ;
ah atom of lead cannot weigh more than
),310,000,000,000th of a grain, while the atom
<f sulphur, which, combined with the lead, rcnVerudit visible, could not weigh more than
-2,015,000,000.that is, the two-billionth part

of a grain. A billion is a million of millions.
If a person were able to count at the rate of two
hundred in a minute, and to work without in*
permission twelve hours in a day, he would take,
to count a billion, 6,944,044 days, or 19,025
'ears 319 days. But this may be nothing to
the division of matter. There are living erea-

tures so minute that a hundred millions ofthem
uiay be comprehended in the space of a cubic
inch. But these creatures, until they are lost
to the sense of sight, aided by the most powerfulinstruments, are seen to possess organs
titted for collecting their food, and even captur
ing their prey. In reckoning the size of such
atoms, we must not speak of billions, but of billionsof billions.

Dr. Lardner, in one of his recently-published
scientific works, endeavors to convey to tbe
reader some Idea of the enormous speed of the
locomotive ghing at the rate of seventy miles
an hour. Seventy miles an hour is, in round
numbers, one hundred and five feet per second,
that is, a motion in virtue of which a passen-
(;ci io tai i uu wvtT »un,|*uvc jama ut'iwei'ii

two beats of a common clock. Two objects
near him, a vard asunder, pass by his eye in
the thirty-fiftli part of a second; and if thirtyfivestakes were erected by the side of the road,
one yard asunder, the whole would pass his
eye between two beats of a clock ; if they had
any strong color, such as red, they would appeara continuous flash of red. At such a speed,
therefore, the objects ou the side of the road
are not distinguishable. .When two trains hav
ing this speed pass each other, the relative velocitywill be double this, or seventy yards jut
second; and if one of the trains were seventy
yards long, it would flash by in a single second.
To accomplish this, sup]>osing the drivingwheelsseven feet in diameter, the piston must
change its direction in the cylinder ten times
in a second. But there arc two cylinders, and
the mechanism is so regulated that the dischargesof steam are alternate. There are,
therefore, twenty discharges of steam per second,at equal intervals ; and thus these twenty
putt's divide a second into twenty equal parts,
each puff having the tweutieth of a second betweenit and that which precedes and follows it.
The ear, like the eye, is limited in the rapidity
of its sensation; and, sensitive as that organ
is, it is not capable of distinguishing sounds
which succeed each other at intervals of the
tweutieth part of a secoud. According to experimentsthat have beeu made, the flight of u
cannon ball was t»,700 feet in one quarter of a

minute, equal to five miles per minute, or three
hundred milea per hour. It follows, therefore,
that a railway train, going at the rate of seventy-fivemiles per hour, has the velocity of uuefourththat of a cannon-ball.

The Oldest Meetixg-House..The old
(UuitarianJ ineeting-house of the first parish in
Hingham was erected in lG81-'2. It is the oldesthouse of worship in New England, and said
to be the oldest in the country, (except one in
Jamestown, Ya., which has ceased to be occupied,)and, for aught that appears, tnay still 4
serve the parish for fifty years to come. The
pastorate of this church has been vacant but a
little inure than two years since IGiio.a periodof 223 years. The house is nearly square on
the ground, with what is called a hip-roof; or
lour roofs.ouo on each side, rising to a poiutin the centre, and the apex crowned with a be!4*..J Tt .. .

iry uuu spire. 1 ins arrangement permits lili>
bell rojie to tall into the broad aisle, except that
it is drawn up into the attic whenever the house
ia to be occupied. The old house attracts much
attention t'roui visiters and stringers.

Several years ago, it was the custom of the
churches in town to suspend service i at their
respective houses on the afternoon of Fast day,and assemble in the old " ship," so called, to
listen to a teinrtcrance address from some one
of the pastors, each taking his turn. On one
of these occasions, a.s Uev. Mr. Dyer, then a

comparative stranger, was spunking froin the
high old pulpit, not observing the proximity of
the pulpit haul]ks, he threw out his hand a little
too tar, and up went 'one of the glass shades
with numerous nipid somersets, till it nearly
reached the old sounding board ; then changing
its course, it came down, barely escaping the
head of the l'resident of the meeting, who sat
below in front of the pulpit, and was shivered
to atoms at his feet.
The incident caused a slight merriment for

the moment, and will uul soou be forgotten bythose present. It is mentioned simply as one
of the events connected with the old house.
The present pastor of the society was ordained
July 2d, DjUli, and though rising of eightyyearsol age, yet walks the streets with more
elastic step than many nu n ol fifty..Cowji tyatioHolitt.

Diri'kkemi'es in the Ciukch..I remember
once, at Morton College Chapel, t May, 1844.)
while Archdeacon Manning was preaching an

eloquent sermon on the eternitv ol' reward and
punishpicut in the future life, f was looking at
the ro* of windows opposite, ami 1 saw that
there were seven, all different in pattern and
construction, yet all harmonizing with each
other and with the building of which they
formed part ; a symbol they might have been of
differences in the Church of Christ. From the
varied windows opposite I looked down to the
faces of the congregation, all up-turned to the
preacher, w ith expression how different 1 Faith,
liope, fear, in the open mouths and expanded
eyelids of some; a sort of silent protest in the
compressed lips and knitted brows of others; a

speculative inquiry and interest, or merely ad
miring acquiescence, in others.as the high or

low, the wide or contracted head prevailed; and
all this diversity iu organization, in habits of
thought, ill expression, harmonized tor the time
by one predominant object, one feeling! the
hungry sheep looking up to be led! When I
sigh over apparent disagreement, let me think
of those windows in Merlon College Chapel, and
the same light from heaven streaming through
them all! and of that assemblage of liumatt
faces, uplifted with the same aspiration, one
and all.. Mr*. Jammon.

Richk*.-.On a sultry, hot summer day, an
honest old man was plowing his own tield, when
suddenly, under the shade of an oak, he beheld
a godlike figure slowly approaching him. The
man started back.

" I am Solomon,*' said the phantom, iu a

confiding voice. " What art thou doing here,
old man ? "

" if thou art Solomon," was the reply, " how i
canst thou ask me 'I When 1 was a youth, thou
didst send me to the ant; 1 saw its method of
living, aud it taught me to lie diligent, industrious,and persevering, and gather the superfluousfor a stormy uay. What 1 then learnt,
1 still continue to do.'*

M Thou has studied thy lesson but half," repliedthe spirit; " go ouce more to the ant, and
learn from it also how to find rest and quiet in
the winter of thy years, and how to enjoy that
which thou hast hoarded up.".From the German.
Schools..Now, although, as I have said

before, there were no souls aud uo need of
schools aud languages for CJod's sake and the
Scriptures'.yet were this alone a sufticieut
reason for establishing everywhere the best
Mi-lwmlu for line* jind i/irl* that tli« wirlil hu*
need of skillful men and women, in order to
maintain its secular condition. The men
should he lit to govern the laud and the people ;
the women should he well able to guide and
preserve house, children, and servants. Now,
must such men be made out of boys, and 6uch
women out of little girls; therefore, it is importantto train and educate little boys and
girls aright for such a work.. Martin Luther.

Makbiace op Kikukud..A hill has passed < .

the House of Representatives of Georgia, 6y a
vote of tilty-six to fifty-two, prohibiting the intermarriageof first cousins, under a severe

penalty, and cutting off the inheritance of issue.
I'hc preamble to the hill asserts that many deformationsof mind and body are of congenialorigin, froin the practice of near kiudred intermarryingwith each other.

Oo*vf.rbatiox..Liberty is a fine thing; it's
a great help to conversation, to have leave to
say what one will. I have seen a woman of
quality, who has not had one grain of wit, entertaina whole company the most agreeablv in
the world, ouly with her malice.. Vanbruyi,
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