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WHERE THE TROUT HIDE.

AN ANGEL UNAWARES.

By FrRANCEs HoDGSON BURNET.

Nor that he was aun angel, or even that he looked
very much like one; but the fact was, that circum-
stances made the quotation oddly apropos. But, really,
he was a very presentable young man, as far as a strong,
shapely form, a well-featured face and a pair of keen
dark eyes go. Lettie Dallas thought so from the very
moment she raised her head and saw him, to her aston-
ishment, watching her as she weeded her geraniums, one
fine Summer morning.

Jf she had not been so busily employed, she might
have noticed him when first he stopped at the gate ; but,
as she was thinking of nothing but her weeds, she did
not notice him ; so he was obliged — not much against
his will, I imagine—to stand and look at her until she
had finished.

On her first recognition of his presence, the young
lady blushed a little through her berry-brown skin ; but
the next moment she recovered herself sufficiently to
bow and say ¢ Good-morning !” a thought confusedly,
but still with great politeness.

¢TI ask pardon for—for alarming you, Miss Dallas,” he
said, with the least suspicion of amusement in his face.
“But I am the bearer of a note from your rector, Mr.
Clavering. My name is Mal—verson.”

It was rather odd, Lettie thought, in some surprise,
that he was not so ready with his own name as he was
with hers; for he certainly hesitated over it, and added
the final syllables as if from a sudden recollection. But
his manner was so perfectly thoroughbred that it set
her at ease.

“Oh, I was not alarmed,” she said, frankly; ‘ only
surprised a little. Pray walk in, Mr. Clavering’s friends
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are always welcome !” And she began to gather her light
garden-tools together.

She was a decidedly piquant-looking girl, with a pro-
fusion of dark hair and a pair of large, brilliant black
eyes. Really, there was more sparkle than prettiness in
her face; but the gentleman's glance, as it took in her
trim little figure and satirical little dark face, was full of
admiration—which did not diminish when she led the
way up the wide gravel-walk to the house.

He gave her the note when she had ushered him into
the handsomely furnished parlor, and, as she read it, ho
watched her with an expression which had a kind of half-
whimsical curiosity in it. The missive ran :

‘“Dear Miss LeTTIE: The bearer of this note is, I believe, n
traveling artist, who is very desirous of making a stay of a few
weeks at Amberside, for the purpose of sketching our flne scenery.
Ishould be happy to receive him as a guest myself, but the stato
of Mrs. Clavering’s health renders it impossible. May I recom-
mend him to your hospitable hands ? From my slight acquaint-
ance with him, I should imagine any kindness will be gratefully
regarded. Your sincere friend, MaRCUS CLAVERING.”

There was the faintest suspicion of a demure smile on
her face when she folded the note and looked up at him ;
but if she had any inward misgivings, they were not
displayed either in her tone or her words.

““We shall be very glad to accede to Mr. Clavering’s
request, I am sure,” she said. ‘“ We country people are

.always glad to receive visitors. If you will excuse me a

moment, I will tell mamma you are here.”

The suspicion of a smile became a very decided one, as
she crossed the hall to the family sitting-room, and she
gave her shoulders a very dubious little shrug.
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‘“Humph |” she ejaculated. ‘Recommended to our
hospitable hands, is he ? I wonder what Flo and Blanche
will say ?” And then she entered the room and ex-
plained her errand.

Flo and Blanche opened their aristocratic blue eyes
when, after reading the note, their mother handed it 1)
them, and Flo pushed her orayons aside with very em-
phatio irritation and impatience.

“ The idea of such a thing I"” she exclaimed. ‘* What
must we do, mamma ? Just when the Norrises are com-
ing, too ?”

““We can’t do anything but make the best of it,” re-
plied Mrs. Dallas, fretfully, settling herself in her inva-
lid’s chair. ‘We can’t offend Mr. Clavering.”

‘“But a traveling artist "’ said Flo, scornfully.

Flo was the beauty of the family, and could afford to
be scornful.

. “I'1l take care he don't distress the Norrises,” put in
Lettie, with the demure sharpness which was peculiar to
her, and which was not a little dreaded by her elder
sister. ‘“And I don’t think you need be alarmed. He
might possibly be a passably well-conducted individual
il he is a traveling artist, you know. One hears of such
things occasionally.”

Flo dropped her white eyelids contemptuously, and
turned to her crayons again. Lettie always was too much
for her when it came to words, even if she was the ‘ ugly
duckling ” of the Dallas establishment, and the only ref-
uge under her ‘‘impertinence,” as they called it, was a
magnificent disdain.

But, as their mother had said, they could not offend
Mr. Clavering ; so when Lettie suggested the propriety of
some one’s proceeding to receive the gentleman, to offer
him some welcome, in default of an alternative Mrs. Dal-
las rose and went to the parlor prepared with even more
than the usual amount of refined frostiness.

Mr. Clavering’s protégé smiled the cool whimsical smile

again, when Flo greeted him with the coldly well-bred
inclination of her handsome blonde head, which Lettie
most cordially detested ; but he did not appear at all em-
barrassed, and set aside the snubbing in embryo in a
quiet, non-recognizing style which was very amusing to
one young lady at least. That young lady was Miss Let-
tie. As I have said before, Lettie was the ¢ ugly duck-
ling ” of the Dallas family. Flo and Blanche had been
beauties from their cradles —¢‘ real Dallas beauties,” as
their mother said, sighing over the brunette skin and nez
retroussé of her youngest daughter. Tall, fair girls they
were, with delicate, creamy skins and quantities of fash-
ionably blonde hair; but Lettie was nothing of the kind.
She was merely quick-witted and piquant-looking, though
certainly her black eyes were magnificent, and had a trick
of opening themselves wide under their lashes, which was
as universally admired as either Flo's pink and white or
Blanche’s gold.

This little girl’s chief characteristic was energy (she
was & little girl—the sort of a girl people call petite, be-
cause it suits them better than our English “little ")
and this same characteristic was the cause of much right-
eous horror in the family circle.

“It is of no use talking to Lettie,” Flo and Blanche
would say, when she had horrified them by some new
declaration of independence. ‘ You may as well, at once,
give her her own way, for if you don’t she will be sure
to take it.”

To tell the truth, the opinions of the three sisters were
not unfrequently at variance. Lettie made friends wher-
ever she found people whom she liked, whether in society
or out of it, frequently calling down upon herself great

indignation through her selections. Old Mr. Clavering
was her prime minister and adviser, and she often made
him the confidant of her half-comical distress.

““You see, Mr. Clavering,” she would say, with a little
sparkle in her eyes, on coming out of an aristocratie
fracas, “I am naturally democratic. I am ashamed te
confess I don’t like the Browns, Joneses and Robinsons
any less because they are Browns, Joneses and Robin-
sons, instead of Fitzgeralds and De Burghs. It's awful,
of course, but it’s true.”

But, whatever was said upon the subject, it generally
ended in the young lady carrying her point. Neither Fleo
nor Blanche cared to face the sharp little battery of satire
which she was so well able to turn upon them. If the
beauty had been given to her sisters, the brains had cer-
tainly been bestowed upon Lettie, and she made good
use of them in s diplomatio style which was, now and
then, very refreshing to observing people.

On this occasion she was rather refreshing to Mr. Nal-
verson. Apart from two or three country-seats, and Mr.
Clavering’s rectory, Amberside could boast of scarcely
more than a few cottages to give it the name of a village,
and, accordingly, any sojourners were obliged to be en-
tertained at the different private establishments. In this
manuer the gentleman had been thrown into Mr. Claver-
ing’s hands, and I have already shown you how he was
transferred to the Dallases.

The first evening of his experience was really not par-
ticularly encouraging. Flo was frostily polite, Blauche
was gracefully inditferent, and poor Mrs. Dallas’s efforts
at preserving a medium of traveling -artist patronage
were, on the whole, slightly ludicrous.

But when Lettie made her appearance matters altered.
She had been obliged to go out after introducing him im
the morning, but when the tea-tray was brought in she
followed it. :

She was quite a pleasant surprise to Mr. Malverson,
with her scarlet cheeks and sparkling eyes, and before
she had been in the room ten minutes his face had again
brightened wonderfully, and he found himself compar-
ing her with her Juno-like sisters, with a result whick -
was not at all favorable to the Junos.

There was not an atom of affectation about her, either
in her trim, coquettishly pretty dress, or her brilliant lit-
tle face, and it amused him to see how she exercised her
power in the family circle. She took a chair at the table,
and upset Flo’s dignity entirely with her first' candid
speech to their guest.

She talked to him just as she would bave talked to the
Emperor Napoleon if she had chanced to meet him—with
a pleasant essence of demmureness in her little satirical
speeches, and the most natural little air in the world
ruling her desire to please. Once or twice Mr. Malver-
son found himself smiling, it was so evident that sle
had taken him under her protection.

“I hope you won't be disappointed in Amberside,” she
said, regardless of Blanche’s look of horror at her famil-
iarity. ‘“I know all the prettiest views, and I will show
you the Cairn Stones to-morrow.”

His eyes met hers with a sudden pleasure which a less
natural girl would have blushed under, but which only
made her smile frankly and feel pleased that she had
spoken.

“ Thank you,” he said. “I am much indebted to you,
Miss Lettie, and I am quite sure that Amberside won’t
disappoint me.”

His thorough ease of manner pleased Lettie. Hia
cool, indifferent amusement at any attempt at patronage
proved that he was not accustomed to it, but at the same
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time his well-bred self-poise made him simply indiffer-
ent, and nothing more.

If he had been awkward and uncultured, Lettie would
have defended and protected him, from principle ; but
ag it was, she had taken one of her sudden likings to
him, and her heart was in her work.

She left the room at about ten o’clock, and did not
return again ; but Malverson could hear her passing up
and down stairs, and once he caught a glimpse of her in
the hall, with a bunch of bright little keys dangling at
her waist and & very business-like expression on her face.

As he was going up to his room to retire for the night
he met her coming down, holding the same little bunch
of keys in her hand, and she nodded her shining black
braids gayly.

‘¢ Pleasant dreams !” she said, and ran down the stairs,
jingling the keys merrily.

But at the bottom of the flight she hesitated a mo-
ment, and at last turned her bright face upward to him
and spoke :

«If there is anything I can do for you while you are
here, will you be sure to tell me of it, please ?” she said,
straightforwardly. “I always take care of Frank, when
he is at home, and I like to do it.”

She did not blush over it; she said it quite frankly
and unceremoniously. But the face on which the lamp-
light shone was so tempting and bright-looking, that
Malverson wished frantically that he might have had
the right to stoop and kiss it as he thanked her.
~ But when he turned into his room and shut the door,
there was a touch of amused mischief in his eyes.

“Jove I' he said, laughing softly to himself. ¢ This is
likely to prove even more interesting than I imagined.
What would my lady mother say, I wonder ? Bravo,
little Miss Lettie !”

The first thing he saw in the morning was little Miss
Lettie again ; and little Miss Lettie, on the way from
the garden, in a bewitching working costume of brown
holland, and a still more bewitching hat, with a bright-
blue ribbon tied round it and fluttering in ‘her crisp
black hair, was even more sparkling than ever.

¢ Go into the breakfast-room,” she said, rolling her
gloves together. ‘Flo and Blanche are not up yet, and
mamma always breakfasts up -stairs ; but I will pour
your coffce out for you, as you wish to take advantage of
the morning coolness.”

He saw her through the open door hang her blue-rib-
boned hat up in the hall, and then she came into the
room with cheeks like scarlet roses.

“I met Mr. Clavering when I was out yesterday,” she
said, taking a seat behind the coffee-urn, ‘‘and he said
I must give you the benefit of my experience. I don’t
sketch much myself, but Frank does, and I always went
with him on his wandering expeditions.”

¢ Frank,” repeated Malverson —¢¢is that the Frank you
take care of ?” )

“Yes. I forgot—you didn’t know. He is my brother,
but he is in Berlin now, studying medicine.”

Mr. Malverson took another muffin and smiled. This
was 8 very charming little girl, he told himself for the
twentieth time, as his glance took in her trim figure and
big black eyes. Frank was a lucky fellow. One would
not object to see such an irresistible, brilliant little face
as that at the head of one’s table, even for three hun-
dred and sixty-five days in the year, and there were not
many women who would stand such an inexorable test as
that.

How she could laugh, to be sure, and how white her
little even teeth looked against her red, red lips when

she did laugh ! Her mouth and eyes were her best feat-
ures, poor little, merry, ‘‘ ugly duckling,” and it took
him some time to decide which were the most capricious
in its power of expression. Once he decided that it was
the mouth, but that was when he was not looking at the
eyes ; and before he rose from the table he had almost
decided that her downy brown cheek, with the soft dusky
red on it, was quite as lovely as her fairer sisters’ cream
and roses. Altogether, if ever a young lady served as
sauce piquante to a gentleman’s breakfast, Lettie Dallas
did that morning.

‘When Flo entered the breakfast - room, the sight she
saw from the opened window made her shrug her grace-
ful shoulders again.

‘“Mamma !” she exclaimed, indignantly. It is per-
fectly ridiculous. There is Lettie in the garden weeding
the geraniums and talking to that man as if she had
known him all her life. 'What would the Norrises say ?”

Mrs. Dallas only sighed fretfully. She was not the
strongest-minded woman in the world, and Lettie was
too much for her as well as for other people.

The young offender in question made her appearance
in the course of half an hour, bringing a letter, which she
tossed on the table with a pleased face.

“It is from Munich, you see, mamma !” she exclaimed,
drawing off her garden-gloves. ¢ Frank left Berlin a
month ago with that ¢ familiar’ of his — Captain Pierre
Malmaison. He says the captain is coming to America,
and proposes to give us a call, and that we are to be sure
to treat him well. You had better keep your frisettes in
order, Flo and Blanche, in case of a surprise. He might
come any time, you know, and he is only one remove
from a peerage, and has a rent-roll of twenty thousand
per annum besides.”

Flo flushed a little. Captain Pierre Malmaison was a
hero among the Dallases in virtue of Frank’s enthusi-
astic praises and his own aristocracy. They had never
seen him, but they had heard quite enough of him to
convince them that he was un don parti in all respects,
and it is just probable that Miss Dallas had some pri-
vate plans of her own on hand.

But there again an idea presented itself. The idea of
the Norrises meeting Mr. Clavering’s protégé had been
bad enough ; but how could they introduce a traveling
artist, even if he was a presentable one, to Captain Mal-
maison ?

““That is easily settled,” said Lettie, with no incon-
siderable spirit, when Flo had finished her hospitable
speech. ¢ The gentleman has enough good taste and
discrimination to discover how welcome -he is. He told
me this morning that he expected to shorten his stay to a
few days.”

I hope he will,” put in Blanche, complacently. ¢ The
Norrises will be here on Friday.”

A little quiet arching of Lettie’s satirical eyebrows was
the only answer.

Mr. Malverson did not appear to have made much prog-
ress in his sketching when he returned home. Lettie
was in the kitchen, making a cake for one of Mr. Claver-
ing’s pensioners, when he came back, and he walked
coolly up the garden-walk and stood before the window
watching her for a moment, as she stood at the dresser
with her hands in the flour and her sleeves rolled up.

She was slightly surprised to see him ; for instead of a
portfolio, he had a brace of birds in his hand and a gun
over his shoulder, and he raised his hat, smilingly.

“May I lay my Nimrodian offering at your feet ?” he
said. © *“ The pencil gave place to the gun this morning,
Miss Lettie.”

-
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“But I thought you wero going to sketch,”_ said | round her pliant little waist; but the baking operations
Lettie. - ' had brought out all the bright glow on her cheeks and a

*80 I was, but the birds tempted me so, I borrowed a | sparkle in her eyes, that won an admiring glance from
gun from i good-natured individual, who was willing | the gentleman as he handed her his spoils,

“ ALL DOWN [”

to lend it me for a pecuniary consideration. Will you «T have been unfortunate,” he said, pointing to a rent

receive the fruits ?” in his sleeve. ‘‘I must thank your sweet-brier fog' that.”
* With many thanks,” she answered. * Bring them She gave it & demure little glance of ivzspechfm. )
into the kitchen, if you please. I can’t come out.” “It can be mended,” she said. 7 you will wait

Her plump, tapering arms were floured to the elbow, | until I have finished my cake, I will cor:e into the par-
and there was a very sensible-looking white apron tied ! lor and darn it for you.”
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¢ A thousand thanks |” was his langhing reply. * My
first speech was a mistake. I should have said I was fort-
unate.”

¢ Frank was right,” he said to himself, as he passed up
the hall. ¢ Little Miss Lettie is the dash of lemon in
the Dallas negus.”

She came into the parlor when her cake was baked,
and mended his coat, as she had promised. It did not
take her very long to do it ; but if the truth was told, I
think Mr. Malverson would not have been sorry if it
Lad — the long, ocurling lashes drooped so darkly on
the velvety cheeks, and the small brown fingers were
so nimble.

The remainder of the day the visitor was absent. He
was going to make up for lost time, he said, as he took
his portfolio, so he did not reappear until tea-time, and
then he found Blanche and Flo discussing the Norrises.
They had just received a letter announcing that their
friends would be with them the next day, and the subject
was in full flow when he entered.

‘“Norris, did you say ?" he asked, quietly, at last. "** Is
it possible they are the Norrises of Clitheroe ?”

Flo turned round and opened her blue eyes in a sur-
prise which was anything but dignified ; but she could
not help it. What could a traveling Dick Tinto know of
the Norrises ?

“ Mr. Norris's country-seat in Virginia is called Clith-
eroe, I believe,” she answered.

““Ah !” said Mr. Malverson, coolly, *I believe I know
themn. Met them at Baden last year. The youngest was
quite & belle ; they used to call her Lalla Rookh, for the
sake of her dark eyes.”

Flo looked slightly puzzled, and condescended a well-
bred survey of the handsome face and fine figure of her
incubus. Who could he be? Not a common artist, at
least. “‘Traveling artist” had always signified to her
something like a sign-painter who would paint your por-
trait, be paid for it, and sit ¢ below the salt.” But per-
sons of that kind did not often spend their Summers at
Baden-Baden, and would certainly not know so much of
Annie Norris. Could she possibly have been making
herself slightly ridiculous ?

Nothing but the indefatigable Lettie’s coolness saved
the sudden silence from being absurd. She went on
talking, as she loitered over her chocolate, with the easi-
est air in the world ; but, for all that, she was barely
ably to hide the flash of irresistible fun which would
danco under her lashes when she met Mr. Malverson’s
quizzical eyes.

But when the young ladies retired for the night, the
restrained curiosity broke forth.

‘“ Who in the world is he ?” said Flo.
you an idea ?”

Lettie was at the mirror, ¢ doing” her hair, and she
shook the gypsy-veil over her shoulders.

‘““He is a ‘traveling artist,’ my dear,” was her some-
what malicious reply. ¢ Don’t be too rash, Flo ; travel-
ing artists might go to Baden accidentally without being
gentlemen ; and, as to knowing Annie Norris, perhaps
he painted her portrait.”

“I don’t believe him !” said Blanche, who didn’t often
say anything. ¢ It’s arrant nonsense. He know the Nor-
rises, indeed !’ :

““Well, we shall find out to-morrow,” said Flo, with a
dubious expression. And she went to bed, and dreamed
that Captain Malmaison had turned out to be an itinerant
peddler, and lhad eloped with the Bride of Abydos to
. Daden-Baden.

And on the morrow they did find out.

¢ Leottie, kave

Mr. Malverson was absent when the Norrises came, and
acoordingly the young ladies had an excellent oppor-
tunity to pursue their investigations. They were sitting
together at the parlor-window when Flo broached the
subject. .

“By the way,” she said to Annie Norris, *“I believe
we have an acquaintance of yours here—a Mr. Malverson,
who met you at Baden last Summer.”

¢‘Malverson !” said Annie. “I don’t remember him,
I'm sure. Maude "— turning to her sister —¢‘ did we meet
a Mr. Malverson at Baden ?”

‘“We met Captain Malmaison,” said Maude.
do you ask ?”

¢¢ This gentleman’s name is Malverson,” said Flo, ‘“‘and
he is an—artist.”

‘““Then we don’t know him,” answered Maude, decid-
edly. ‘““We met no one of that name.”

Blanche and Flo exchanged glances; but before they
had time to speak, the door opened and the obnoxious
guest made his entrance.

He came forward smiling, and with outstretched hand,
and both the fair visitors rose with exclamations of pleas-
ure.

‘¢ Captain Malmaison ! exclaimed pretty Annie, gayly.
“Who in the world thought of meeting you ? Why
didn’t you tell us, Blanche, or was it a surprise ?”

" The gentleman shook hands cordially, his handsome
face as cool as ever, and then he turned to Flo.

I must ask your pardon for my unintentional decep-
tion,” he said, with just a touch of quiet satire in his low
voice. ‘‘Mr. Clavering made a mistake—though a slight
one. I am Pierre Malmaison.”

Flo only bowed. She could do nothing more.

Maude and Annie had so much to say that it was fully
half an hour before Pierre Malmaison found an oppor-
tunity of exocusing himself to Lettie, but he managed it
at last.

As they passed out of the room to go to dinner, he
detained her a moment on his arm.

““Ought I to ask pardon ?” he asked, mischievously
““You shall judge.”

Lettie colored.

“I think you ought,” she said, laughing in spite of
herself. -““But I think it possible you are excusable.”

¢ Frank sent me,” he explained, taking the tips of the
pretty fingers he had drawn through his arm, and look-
ing down into her brilliant face. ‘¢ He told me to come
and ‘see Lettie.” I came to see Lettie, and behold the
result! A friend of Mr. Clavering’s had sent word to
him that a young artist was coming to Amberside, and
would be glad of his patronage, etc.; and because I
chanced fo carry a portfolio, and make some inquiries
about the scenery, he arrived at the natural conclusion
that I was his friend's protégé. Now, Miss Lettie, am I
to blame for Mr. Clavering’s mistakes, and the sudden
spirit of mischief which prompted me to encourage
them ? Perhaps I may sometime explain to you that I
had a deeper motive—if you will give me permission—
but before we go to dinner, please to say you will forgive
me.”

Now, it is not a natural thing to suppose that s.a
would say she didn’t forgive him, so she looked up from
under her black eyelashes, and laughed and saig, ¢ Yes I””
And Captain Pierre Malmaison led her in to dinner, quite
forgetting to release the little finger-tips until the last
moment at the dining-room door.

Of course you know the end. Without such an end it
would not have been necessary to write the story. Six
months after the Norrises’ visit, Frank came home ta

“ Why
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hand over Lettie to Captain Malmaison, only one remove
from a peerage, and with twenty thousand per annum
besides.

Flo and Blanche acted as bridesmaids, and looked
beautiful —¢ real Dallas beauties I” But to this day thoy
have not forgotten the dreadful mistake they made when
they entertained an Angel Unawares.

BRIGHT BITS FROM THE LETTERS OF
JOHN LOTHROP MOTLEY.

MACAULAY.

*Tum face, to resume my description, seen in front, is
blank, and as it were badly lighted. There is nothing
Juminous in the eye, nothing impressive in the brow.
The forehead is spacious, but it is scooped entirely away
in the region where benevolence ought to be, while be-
yond rise reverence, firmness and self-esteem, like Alps
en Alps.”

LoRD BROUGHAM,

“The whole visage is wild and bizarre, and slightly
eomical, but not stern or forbidding. Like his tongue
and his mind, it is eminently 8cotch—sharp, caustio, rug-
ged, thistleish. The top of the head is as flat as if it had
been finished with a plane. The brain-chamber is as
spacious as is often allotted to any one mortal, and, as the
world knows, the owner has farnished it very thoroughly.
The face is large, maseive, seamed all over with the deep
farrows of age and tliought and toil ; the nose is fantas-
tic and incredible in shape. There is much humor and
benevolence about the lines of the mouth. His manner
is warm, eager, earnest, cordial.”

MAXIMILIAN oF MEXICO.

“He is about thirty, has an adventurous disposition,
some imagination, a turn for poetry—has voyaged a good
deal about the world in the Austrian ship-of-war, for in
one respect he much resembles that unfortunate but
anonymous ancestor of his, the King of Bohemia, with the
reven castles, who, according to Corporal Trim, had such
a passion for navigation and sea affairs, ¢with never a
sea-port in all his dominions,” aud ever and anon relieves
his prose jog-trot by breaking into a canter of poetry.
He adores bull-fights, rather regrets the Inquisition, and
eonsiders the Duke of Alva everything noble and chival-
rous and the most abused of men. It would do your
heart good to hear his invocations to that deeply injured
shade, his denunciations of the ignorant and vulgar Prot-
estants who have defamed him.”

LINCOLN, GRANT AND FARRAGUT.

President Lincoln, Motley describes by saying : ‘ He
seemed to have a window in his breast.” To Grant he
pays a high tribute, by saying : ¢ Grant has the look of a
plain business man, which he is. I doubt if we have had
any ideal so completely realized as that of the republican
soldier in him. I cannot get over the impression he made
dpon me. I have got something like it from women
sometimes, hardly ever from men—that of entire loss of
self-hood in a great aim which made all the common in-
fluences which stir up other people as nothing to him.”
Of Farragut : ¢ The old Admirable — bona-fide accident,
Jet it stand—is full of hot, red blood, jolly, juicy, abun-
dant, equal to anything, and an extra dividend of life left
ready for payment after the largest expenditure. I don’t
know but he is as much the ideal seaman as Grant the
ideal general, but the type is not so rare. He talks with
everybody, merry, twinkling-eyed, up to everything,

fond of telling stories, tells them well ; the gayest, heart-
iest, shrewdest old boy you ever saw in your life.”

TeE HOME OF THE BISMARCE FaMmILY.

~“Iam there all day long. It is one of those houses

where every one does what one likes. The show apart-
ments where they receive formal company are on the
front of the house. The living - rooms, however, are a
salon and dining-room at the back, opening upon the
garden. Here there are young and old, grandparents
and children and dogs, all at once, eating, drinking,
smoking, piano-playing and pistol-firing (in the garden),
all going on at the same time. It is one of those estab-
lishments where every earthly thing that can be eaten or
drunk is offered you; porter, soda-water, small beer,
Champagne, Burgundy or claret, are about all the time,
and everybody is smoking the best Havana cigars every
minute, Last night we went to the theatre.”

BisMARCK TO MOTLEY.

“Jack my dear : Where the devil are you, and what
do you do that you never write u line to me ? I am work-
ing from morn to night like a nigger, and you have noth-
ing to do at all—you might as well tip me a line as well
as looking at your feet tilted against the wall of God
knows what a dreary color.

“Lazy old chap, what keeps you from thinking of
your old friends ? When just going to bed in this mo-
ment my eye met with yours on your portrait, and I
curtailed the sweet restorer, sleep, in order to remind
you of Auld Lang S8yne. Why do you never come to
Berlin ? Let politics be hanged and come to see me. I
promise that the Union Jack shall wave over our house,
and conversation and the best old hook shall pour dam-
nation upon the rebels. Do not forget old friends, nei-
ther their wives, as mine wishes nearly as ardently as
myself to see you, or, at least, to see as quickly as pos-
sible & word of your handwriting.”

Another, dated 1863 : ¢‘Your battles are bloody, ours
wordy ; these chatterers really cannot govern Prussia. I
must bring some opposition to bear against them ; they
have too little wit and too muoch self-complacency —stu-
pid and audacious. S8tupid, in all its meanings, is not
the right word ; considered individually these people are
sometimes very clever, generally educated—the regula-
tion German university culture ; but of politics, beyond
the interest of their own church-tower, they know as lit-
tle as we knew as students, and even less ; as far as ex-
ternal politics go they are also, taken separately, like
children. In all other questions they become childish as
soon as they stand together in corpore. In the mass, stu-
pid ; individually, intelligent.”

TaE Librarian of the Bodleian has just issued an elab-
orate and interesting report on the collection under Lis
charge. The Bodleian succeeded the ancient University
Library, which existed in the fourteenth century, bunt
which was dispersed during the reign of Edward VI.,
when the superb collection of illuminated manuscripts
was publicly burnt. The present library was got to-
gother by Thomas Bodley, Fellow of Merton, between
15698 and 1602. There are now upward of 500,000 vol-
umes in the library, and the collection is enormously,
but judiciously, increased every year. The only larger
libraries in existence are the British Museum, the Biblio-
théque Nationale at Paris, the Royal Library at Berlin,
the Imperial Library at St. Petersburg and the Royal
Library at Munich.
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