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ment of that artistio excellence for which ho was afterwards
celebrated. He was a devoted student—always sketching—all
day long, all night long, till his health began to fail, and hxg
mother refused to allow him a lamp to work by. He pa}xqte

in oil, in enamel; he etched and engraved on copper. Prints
are said to have been issued from the etchings of this precocious
draughtsman when he was but nine years old. - At tvelve, .he
was employed in oil painting, and was regarded with astonish~
ment by all who knew anything about him. He painted the
Tegend of St. Hubert for the Sire of Lockhurst, and so
charmed that redoubtable baron, that he rewarded him with
extraordinavy liberality. When the boy was fonrteen, he
produced nine circular engravings, tracing the episodes of the
Passion. At sixteen, he had made many valuable discoveries
and improvements with regard fo the preparation of copper-
plates for engraving, and the mixture of the pigments, used in
oil painting. The picture, a fac-simile of which we give, was
executed af the age of eighteen, and, although the subject is
obscure, there is much that is striking and original in the
composition. The style approaches that of Albert Durer, and
is certainly equal, both in grouping and detail, to any of the
productions of that master. Theve is so mu_ch of natural
grace, so much that is true in every figure infroduced, so
much expression in each face, especially in that of the sup-

pliant woman, that, although there is something foreign and |

grotesque about if, the genius of the designer is clearly
exhibited. 518

Precocious in everything, Lucas married young. Iis wife
was wealthy and well-born, for the talent of the youthful
artist made him a welcome guest at the table of the noblest in
the land. Merit was then a passport to good society, and the
Emperor Maximilian became his friend as well as his patron,
TRich, honoured, beloved, Lucas of Leyden became the centre
of a circle; young artists gathered about the painter and
engraver, drew inspiration from his genius, and emulated his
success, Buy reputation has its penalties, The successful
man is often the object of hatred; jealous rivals, who find it
impossible to compete with any prospect of advantage, may
slander their opponent. It is hinted that cerfain Flemish
artists were not only censorious but criminal in their attack
on Lucas of Leyden. He was robed in cloth of gold, he
dwelt in a palace, he gave princely feasts, he was enormously
rich, and his xivals poisoned him. So, at all events, it is
hinted, and the painter fell ill and lingered a long time; but
his life became a slow death—he seldom left his bed for six
years. But he laboured assiduously with graver and pencil, and
ab the age of nine-and-thirty expired, just as his daughter had
made him a grandfather. Precocious Lucas! a strange life was
his—a long life, if we are to measure life by life’s employment,
even though he died before he was twoscore.

Lucas of Leyden bequeathed to posterity a large number of
works. The portrait of himself, of which we furnish a copy
(p- 101), was executed in 1525; the group of the suppliant women,
of which we also give a copy, was completed in 1512. Among
other well-authenticated works of this master, are “The Blind
Beggar,” “Pallas,” on which the artist was occupied on the day
of his death; “The Magdalen,” Calvary,” < Eece Homo,”
“The Adoration of the Magi,” “St. Jerome in the Desert,”
“Herodias with the Head of John the Baptist,” «The Cir-
cumeision,” “ The Virgin and Child.”

As an engraver, Lucas of Leyden ranks among Dutch
artists as Raimondi with the Italians, and Durer with the
Germans, These three artists carried the art of engraving to
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Tempted, bub not Obercome,

OME, now, Ralph!” and the lady
4/ sprang up with a blush and a frown,
and a little flutter of a smile, while
the slipper which she was embroider-
ing dropped to the floor.

“Well, Coz, yowve no business
to look So prefty that ome can’t
help kissing you.” And he stood
there, with his handsome, saucy face,
his bright, amused eyes, his jaunty
air, and the. half mischievous, half
penitent Jook, which he assumed for
the occasion.

e She tried to look serious and dignified, as became

\%%B a wife of three years’ standing. ' Cousin Ralph,
AJE5°  you forget that we are no longer children, and that

18 it isn’t quite proper that you should be so—so
¢| rude.”

¢ “It’s a fact, May,” gently seating her, and picking
i, up the slipper; © but looking at you sitting there as

T came past the window, with your face bent down
over your work, and your curls fluttering about it, I quite
forgot that you were anything but May Darling, and I Ralph
Upham, your boy lover, who used to tease you from morning
until night, and end by loving you better than ever. You
have the sweet face that used to laugh out on me from between
the lilac bushes at Uncle Harry’s; and I only thought of this
when I kissed it.””

His words had touched some secret chord of memory and
feeling; ‘you would have seen that by the tremulous shadows
which went over the sweet face—by the small, faint sigh that
fluttered out of the lips, red as June rose-buds. g

He had seated himself by her side,and had caught the tassels
of her morning dress, and was swinging them while he talked.

“Those were pleasant times, Ralph; but perhaps it’s as well,
now, not to talk of the past.” i b

“Why not, pray ? There is nothing, surely, in_that fair
picture, in the memories of both our hearts, that we should not
recall it together.”

“Oh, Ralph, you haven’t lost your old trick of talking every-
Dody into just your way of thinking;” and this time the lady
looked up and smiled in her companion’s face—but there was a
little shadow of doubt and pain in the smile.

““And you haven’t lost your old face, May Darling, with its
childlike, wistful lJook—the dear, sweet face, that was the angel
of my boyhood and youth.”

He was stroking the glossy, golden hair, now, with that sort
olf restless grace with which Ralph Upham always did every-
thing.

A deep flush mounted to the lady’s brow. < Oh, Ralph, you
must not talk to me in that way !> and she moved uneasily.

“I beg your pardon, May ; but how in the world can I help
forgetting, every other minute, that you are the wife of another
man? By-the-bye, I want to hear something of this husband
of yours. T shall always owe him a grudge for cutting me out;
but then he must be an incarnation of all excellencies to have
found his way into that best room of your little heart.”

“He is a good, true, noble man ; and he would sacrifice his
very life to make me happy.”

She spoke the words out strong and bravely, as though they

a perfection of which it was then deemed i ble, and the
result of their labour still excites the admiration of artist and.
connoisseur,

A STORE UMBRELL A,
“Wirn some of you take care of me, and let me get u r
your umbrella? My cloak eost on SHilTESTa, sava b thneey
a lady on a recent Sunday, in the porch of one of the chapels
on the Tyne, the congregation having been dismissed during a
violent shower. “ Have you no umbrella of your own, ma’am >
said a young woman, who took her under hers. « Yes,” replied
the lady, “T have one at home that cost me eighteen shillings

1ty ; i
;‘;ﬁx s}; 51 églrs 820 but I set such a store upon it that T dare

expressed a settled of her heart.

“I am glad to hear i, May. Whatever scapegrace I may
have been in times gone by, my heart has always cherished the
warmest desires for your happiness.”

. He saw these words had their effect, and continued, after a
little pause—¢Well, tell me something further about this
husband of yours. Ishe handsome ?*

“No; but fine looking.”

“The world calls him a most promising young lawyer,
Really, May, you can have nothing more to wish for!” watching
her face with' his bright, keen eyes.

“No—oh, no; nothing ! ”

She spoke quick and emphatically, but not exactly with
enthusiasm,

ell, I'm satisfied now, May, respecting your life—fully,
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cntirely; and I need not tell you how my heart rejoices in
his.”

“You are very kind, Ralph;” and now she looked up and
smiled openly and warmly in his face.

I was at Winsted last week. The old place looks justas it
used to do.”.

This was opening into a great storehouse of old memories and
associations. Mus. Denisow’s thoughts instantly leaped forth to
grasp them, for she was an impulsive little creature; and she
sab by the sitting-room window with her cousin that summer
morning, and talked of her childhood, and walked amid the
scenes which they two had lived together. Her cousin led her
adroitly up and down the green, fragrant passages of her youth.
The years of the past were his loom, and, like a skilful
weaver, he shot out of it just what devices and patterns he
liked, Tvery word that he uttered brought some new vision
Dbefore his hearer—opened some window to the eastward of her
life. Nothing was too small or trivial for his notice, from the

i t in tho great pear tree, to the swing in the garden.
Denison dranlk in every word; and her face kindled,
and quick laughs rang out of her lips, almost as sweet as the
birds’ songs did ouf of the lilac trees outside, and were caught
and lost in the current of another laugh, stronger and deeper.

Ob, she was a pretty, pretty creature, sitting there with her
blue eyes so full of light, her fair; round cheeks, kindled into
quick flushes, and her glossy, golden cuxls, flickering like lights
about her face.

May Darling had been the only daughter of a clergyman,
who had been for more than thirty years vicar of the church in
the quiet old country town of Winsted. The daisies grew over
her mother’s grave before she could remember her ; and about
the large grave clustered a company of small ones, telling the
number of her brothers and sisters who were angels in heaven,
May was the light of her father’s eyes. She was a generous,
impulsive, fascinating little creature; and her life was much
like the robing’, which made their nests every May in the
branches of the pear tree that grew close to the kitchen door.

She had just touched her eighth year when Ralph Upham
came to the parsonage. He was three- years her senior—one of
those off-hand, sparkling, fun-loving boys, that are sure to be
favourites with everybody. e was the son of the pastor’s
cldest sister’s first husband, and he was left quite alone in the
world when his parents and his stepmother were called away
from if.

So the kind-hearted clergyman received him info his own
f:ﬁ}igy, and he became as a son to him, and as.a brother to his
child.

But Ralph caused his foster-father many hours of anxiety
and pain, for, despite all his bright, merry ways, one could not
fail to discern the lack of truth and fixed principle which the
boy so frequently indicated, and witliout which there is no

ion to build up a character either. good or
beautiful; and as the boy and girl grew up to man and woman-
hood, the old pastor watched with vague regreb their growing
aftachment to each other.

He resolved to send Ralph to college, but he passed all his
vacations ab the parsonage, and, on his entering on his junior
year, May was betrothed to her cousin with her father’s consent.

She had blossomed, in that quaint old parsonage, into a rarely
beautiful girl-woman, and she gave to Ralph Upham all the
sweet flowing fountains of her woman’s faith and tenderness.

But a terrible blow was appointed her, for though Ralph
Upham graduated at college with the highest honours, his con-
duct during the first year of his professional studies made the
clergyman withdraw his consent fo his daughter’s engagement.

May yielded to her father’s will; but her obedience cost her
a long and severe illness, from which she had scarcely recovered
before her father was gathered to his wife and children. Afer-
wards May went to reside with an aunt of her mother’s in
TLondon, and it was not strange that her loveliness won her
many admirers.

Her aunt was, however, a judicious and Christian woman, and
softened and nourished by the rains which had fallen info her
life, the character of May Darling blossomed into new strength
and beauty, and the man who af last won her affections was one
to whom her father and mother in heaven would have rejoiced
to commit the earthly welfare of their child.

May Darling had been for three years the happy and dearly

beloved wife of George Denison, when one afternoon, on coming
out of a shop, she suddenly stood face to face with Ralph
Upham.

The meeting was demonstrative on his side, and embarrassed
on hers, for May had not looked on that graceful figure, and
those rings of bright brown hair, since she watched them
go out of the old parsonage one May morning seven years 2go,
when she was the betrothed wife of Ralph Upham.

No wonder she was fluttered and embarrassed when she
looked into that handsome face; that the old memories arose
and knocked at her heart.

Mrs. Denison had known little of Ralph Upham’s carcer sub-
sequent to their parting, save that he was practising law. He
congratulated her on her marriage, and to her inquiry whether
she should respond with like sentiments, he answered, half gaily,
“Oh, no, May, I am an ordained old bachelor, you know.”

But the glance which accompanied the words could not be
misinterpreted, and Mys, Denison kuew. that Ralph Upham
meant her to understand it was for her sake that his heart
could never hold another love.

He accepted her invitation to call, and the next day—bub
you know this, reader.

Ralph Upham was a skilful reader of human nature, and he
was a bad man. Perhaps not exactly. so, as the world goes, but
he was bad in comparison with a truly good and noble ideal.
Vanity and selfishness were the great underlying motives of his
life. e was impulsive and susceptible, capable of rising into

temporary appreciation of all that was good and true in man or
woman, but incapable of a noble, persistent life. The stream
was corrupt at the fountain, and his was the more dangerous
because of his fascinating social qualities. No man was a
greater favourite with women, and no man ever studied their

hearts and characters—their hidden lives of emotion and
2 5

feeling—iwith more analytical shrewdnes: he did.

He had conversational powers of no ordinary kind, and, as he
was sympathetic and reflective, he had a remarkable degree of
social pliancy and adaptation’; he could be brilliant, tender,

6 1 the time and ct d ded d
nothing stimulated his vanity so much as the knowledge of his
success in awakening an interest in the hearts of women; and,
wicked and contemptible as was this object, it had become a
habit and a passion with Ralph Upham.

There is no question but something of his better nature had
awakened in his interview with Mrs. Denison ; for all that was
freshest and best in his heart had loved the beautiful girl with
whom he had passed his boyhood and youth, But he was re-
solved to ascerfain whether his old power over her was entirely
gone, and he was bad and base enough to sit beneath the roof
of another man’s dwelling, and leave no effort untried to awaken
in the soul of his wife those feelings and associations which it
could only be wrong to him for her to cherish for one moment.

«Ts it possible ! one o’clock ! T have been here three whole
hours !>

Ralph Upham glanced at the French clock on the chimuey-
piece, whose silvery voice had just swung through the air.

“Where have these three hours gone to ?” exclaimed Mrs.
Denison, I had no idea ib was eleven.”

“Neither had I. You will pardon me, May, for engrossing
so much of your time. They have been pleasant and precious
Tiours o me;” and now he took her hand with the freedom of
a brother, and something of the tenderness of a lover, and
clasped the soft, White fingers in his own. *“But there is no
use ; I must come back to the hard, barren present, from the
dear old lanes where T have walked to-day with you, May—
where we walked together in our youth;” and then he re-
peated, as though half to himself, those exquisite verses in
Longfellow’s « Gleam of Sunshine”—

« Here yuns the highway o the town,
There the green lane descends,
Through which I walked to chureh yith thee,
Oh, gentlest of my friends!

« The shadow of the linden trees
Tay moving on the grass,

Between them and the moving boughs,
A shadow thou didst pass.

« Thy dress was like the lilies,
And thy heart was pure as thoy';
One of God’s holy, messengers
Did walk with me that day.”
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Then there fell a little silence. Mrs. Denison’s golden lashes
were dropped low over her blue eyes, and her companion
fancied they were blurred with something which did not let
Ter see clearly the half-finished embroidery in Ther lap.

«VWe dine at two, You will stay, Ralph? I want to pre-
sent you to George.”

«Mhank you. Nothing would afford me greater pleasure ;
Dbut T have an imperative appointment at that time, I shall,
however, be disengaged at four, and with your permission, will
call at four, and take you to drive in the park.”

She looked up, a little doubtful and disturbed. :

«Oh, come now, May, you won’t hesitate to grant so slight a
privilege to one who was for so many years your brother? Say
you will go; for the sake of old times.”

T think I will go, Ralph.” :

He bent down and kissed her cheek ; this time she did not
reprove him, but she turned away from the door and listened to
his parting steps; and then she sat down, and sobs shook to
and fro the delicate figure of May Denison.

<« Don’t, George, yow'll tumble my hair,” and the lady drew
her head back with an impatient movement, and there was a
quiver of petulance in her tones.

George Denison bent forward, and gazed earnestly in his
wife’s face ; it looked cold and forbidding.

“What’s the matter, little lady ?*

“Why—what makes you ask ?*

“Because, when a man comes home to dinner, he likes to
have the smile and kind word that he’s always used to.”

The words touched May Denison, for she was an impulsive
little woman ; part of the coldness went out of her face as she
leaned forward, saying, < Well, excuse me; I was just a little
absent-minded, George,”

At that moment the bell rang for dinner.

George Denison was not, socially, a brilliant or fascinating
man, but to know his character long and deeply, was to respect
and love the man. His affections were singularly warm, and
deep, and constant, but his habits were reticent and undemon-
strative, and it was with difficulty he overcame them. But he
was a man honourable, generous, noble, with the springs of
poetry and tenderness lying deep and serene in his soul; not
flashing up readily to the surface, in all graceful acts and words,
but flowing through his life—still, strong, perpetual currents.
He loved his beautiful young wife, as only such a man could,
the woman of his heart’s election.

“Oh, guess who's been here to-day ?” asked Mrs. Denison,
suddenly, in a pause of the conversation at dinner; for the
little cloud had quite passed out of her face.

“T can’t, dear. Anybody that I should be glad to see 27

T hope so. It was Cousin Ralph Upham.>

The young lawyer put down his knife and fork in his sur-
prise. ‘:,Wlmt! that old beau of yours ?

“How long did he stay #*

“Oh! some time. You know we had a good deal to talk
zﬂ)?‘ut—of our old home and the days when we were children,”

1y didn’t he remain to dinner, and give me a chance to
look at him ?”

“He had an engagement, or he would have done so. You've
never met him ?””

“ Never.”

Then there fell a little silence. betwixt the husband and wife,
and, somehow, both felt uncomfortable, especially the gentlo.
man, who half unconsciously linked his wife’s manner, on his
return home, with this visit of her old friend, for May had
acquainted him with her engagement to her cousin.

Mrs. Denison opened her lips to speak, and then closed
them, while a thought darted through her mind—< What is
the use of telling George? I can just take my drive with
Cousin Ralph, and say nothing to him about it;” for she had
an infuition that the announcement of the invitation would not
be ]:;g:cel;xble to her husband.

ut she put aside the thought the next moment, f
to honourable for tho slightesb conoenlment. e
Well, you will probably have an opportunity to meet
Cousin Ralph at tea, as he invi i
tw? ‘Aﬂ'ﬁl R nfternoon_’ylted me to drive for an hour or
“And you accepted the invitation 2
“Certainly. You do not object“.:”

There was no immediate answer, but May read her husband’s

g
2

«Oh, George ! you are not so absurd as to mind my _going.
out for an hour with my cousin, and the old companion of
all my childhood ?” .

«Why don’t you add, also, your old lover ?”

The blood flashed into the lady’s cheek; for the speech
wounded and irritated her; and it was one that, in a better
mood, her husband would not have made.

«Tt would not be very wise or delicate for me to say it before
a jealous husband.”

Phe answer stung him, “You can apply what terms you
like“ to me, Mrs. Denison; I simply wish to know if you
accepted the invitation 2>

«Of course I did ! She said it defiantly, tapping her little
feet on the carpet. “Have you any objection to urge ?”

“No; you will doas you like; I never lay my commands
upon my wife. It is against my principles.”

The dinner was finished in silence ; George Denison sab stern
and pale, May flushed and lowering; and the husband rose
from the table and went out without so much as bidding his
wife good afternoon.

Tt was outrageous, cruel !” exclaimed Mrs. Denison, as she
walked up and down the room, slipping the rings round her
small fingers, while the tears stood still on her cheeks. “To
think he is angry because I am going out with Cousin Ralph !
1 shall just have my own way for once. Oh, dear! if things
had only turned out differently!” She did not finish the
sentence; she was fairly frightened at the angry, repellent
feelings which gathered gloomily in her heart against her
husband.

And as Mrs. Denison leaned her head on the table, a
book which her arm brushed away fell heavily at her feet.
She picked it up. It was a small prayer-book, with covers of
crimson velvet. The leaves had dropped open, and her eyes
fell upon the marriage service, and those solemn, mysterious
words flashed through her soul—¢ And live together according
to God’s holy ordinance.”

They stilled the storm of passion and pride, of gloom and
bitterness, which had gathered in her soul. Mrs. Denison sat
down and thought what depth and holiness of meaning dwelt
in those words, and what that sacrament was which set the
two apart, and shut them up from the world—husband and
wife.

« And live together according to God’s holy ordinance,” not
simply in word and deed, but in thought, in feeling, in spirit,
forbidding all wanderings of the heart, all foolish imaginations,
making each to the other tender, pitiful, forgiving, self-
sacrificing—just as God, the Father, interpreted those words
when, standing at His altar, she had taken on her soul the vows
of her wifehood.

There was a long, sharp straggle in Mrs. Denison’s mind ;
but she was a Christian woman, and she knew whence strength
would come for her weakness.

“Well, little lady, all ready ?”

Ralph Upham asked the question in his pleasant, assured
way, as he played with his whip.

There was a little pause, and a liftle flush crept up and
settled itself in the sweet face. Then the answer came, low and
steadfast, “Ralph, you will have to excuse me from driving
with you to-day.”

“Why, May, is it possible you are not going?” surprise,
disappointment, and chagrin combining in the tones.

“Thero are reasons, Ralph, and good ones, which I do not
consider myself at liberty to mention, which make it best for
me to ask you to excuse me.”

“Can’t o it, May,” in_that graceful, positive, off-hand way
that:tils usually so irresistible with ladies. “I’ve set my mind
on it!*”

It was hard to resist the look which gave the right point and
emphasis to these words, but Mrs. Denison did not waver.
““Ralph,” she began.

But he broke in, taking the soft fingers—* Come now, May,
you won’t be so absurd or squeamish as to refuse your
brother this little pleasure, for the sake of those other long-
ago times that one of us, at least, can never forget ?

It was harder still to resist this last tone and look ; but if she
faltered a moment her voice was steady and earnest as it
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answered—<T have notr declined your invitation, Ralph, with-
out duly considering if, and therefore it can be of no use to
urge it.”

Ralph Upham’s handsome face darkened, and his eyes flamed
out suddenly. I see the drift of all this, May. Your husband
is not willing to trust his wife with me. do hate a man
who can set so low a value on himself that he’s afraid his
wife may fall in love with an old friend, if they happen to
be brought together for an hour.”

Ralph Upham had gone further, and revealed more of his
true character in his disappointment and chagrin than he
intended.

Mrs. Denison lifted her eyes, and confronted her guest with
a quiet, steadfast gaze; he would not have known how much
he had stirred her if it had not have been for the deep flush in
her cheeks.

“Ralph, you forget that George Denison is my husband, and
that you must not speak thus of him, in his own house, to his
wife.”

Ralph Upham was thoroughly crest-fallen, but minds like his
are seldom susceptible of real contrition, and it was with a
feeling of petty anger and wounded vanity that he answered:

[See page 10,

“T beg your pardon, Mrs. Denison ; I shall never offend you
50 again. Good afternoon;* and he turned toward the door.

And then the memory of their childhood, and her father’s
love for Ralph, came over May Denison’s soul, and she sprang
toward him with outstretched hand. Ralph, do not let us
part in anger. Come back and take tea with us to-night, and
you and George shall be friends.”

“MThank you; I shall leave town to-night. I wish you all
Thappiness and prosperity, May,” but, somehow, the tones belied
the words, and so did the cold, polite touch of his fingers as he
bade her good afternoon.

“What! I didn’t expect to find you returned so soon—and
alone ? ”

George Denison said these words as he opened the door
of the sitting-room, and found his wife seated by the window
with her sewing, as sweet and perfect a little home picture
as ever gladdened the heart of a husband; and, somehow, it
took away half the coldness and bitterness which had been
in his heart that afternoon.

“ Cousin Ralph stayed only a few minutes,” answered Mrs.
Denison.

There was a little pause. The young husband did not come
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forward and kiss his wife, as was his habit. e removed the
papers from his $ocket and laid them on the table.

«Did you have a pleasant drive?” He asked the question coldly.
<] have not been out, George.”

“Have not been out?”

“No.»

«Didn’t your friend come for you ?”
“Yos,”

¢ And why did you decline going with him? >

She opened her lips to speak ; but something shut the words
back in her though

ier husband sav
softly on her bright !

. “May, was it for my sake ?* His voice was scarcely above a
whisper, and it was not quite steady.

She bowed her head. The young husband lifted Lier silently
in his arms, and sat down in the chair; he held her very close
to him, and he whispered softly—

“ My own, precious wife!”

Then her tears broke out, a quick torrent; bub they were
tears in which were neither sorrow nor shame—tears of peace
and gladness—and they flowed amidst sweet, soothing caresses,
that healed whatever of pain was left in May Denison’s heart,

And at last, when the tears were over, or only Juung in still,
bright drops on her lashes, she told her husband all that had
been in her heart that day.

< Wil you forgive me, George 22 . ~

And his eyes—those deep, beantiful, brown cyes—made full
and satisfactory answer. .

And sitting there they held, afterward, a long, sincere, loving
talk, such as two can have who come out from doubt and
darkness into perfect knowledge and peace—and Zove, which
comprehends both the others.

And May Denison learned then, as she never had befoxe,
how her husband loved her, and what she was to him. And
when, in the bright, serene years of her after wedded life,
May Denison looked back upon that day, she blessed God that
when she was “ tempted” she was not_“ overcome.”

Oh, young wife, reading this story, has it for you, too,
neither message noxr warning ?

he came towards her and laid his hand

The Anphitheatre at Capur,

Carua—lately the scene of siege operations, of a well-sustained
defence, and still more ably-conducted attack, of. a battle and a
triumph which sent the soldiers of King Francis to the right-
about, and planted a Sardinian flag in place of Bourbon colours
—Capua was a place of note in ancient times.

But this was ancient Capua, not the Capua of the present
century—not the Capua that Swinburne calls “a neat little
town,” that Simond describes as ¢ an ngly, dirty place,” and for
which few people seem to have a good word to say—but Capua
of old was a famous place. It did not occupy the site of the
present city ; it was more than two and a half miles away. It
was one of the richest and most magnificent places in Italy;
the commercial prosperity of its people, the, amazing fertility
of its territory, were unexampled. And here it was that
Hannibal took up his winter quarters after'the campaign of
Cannze, for which proceeding that redoubtable soldier has been
severely taken to task by modern strategists, and young cadets
have found fault with him, and have shown what ought to have
been done under the circumstances. £

Under the circumstances, perhaps—we say it with great
reverence for Hannibal critics!—perhaps that great soldier
understood his own business best, and, notwithstanding all that
has been said about his troops becoming enervated by luxury.
if is certain that they managed to defeat soveral Roman armies,
and. maintained themselyes in Italy for a dozen years, 4

‘Well, ancient Capua was, as we have said, a city of magni-
ficence and grandeur unsurpassed in Italy, with one exception—
that of Rome itself. The remains of Capua’s ancient glory attest
the power ,and opulence of its people. The shouts of « Viva
Garibaldi ! have lately echoed among the ruined walls of its
amphitheafre: those ruins are remarkable for extent and gran-
deur. Beside them there are some interesting mementoes of the
ancient Capuans; but the Amphitheatre is the principal object

THE LADIES’ TREASURY.

of attention, and deserves all the praise that has been bestowed
upon it. More than a hundred thousand people could assemble
within its ample inclosure, and the old architects built their
theatres so that everybody could see and hear, whatever part of
the building they occupied—advantages not always considered
by their descendants—so that a hundred thousand people could
assemble in the theatre with the certainty of witnessing such
scenes as make the leart sicken: blood and groans,a hard
struggle for dear life—a battle to the death; man against wild
beast, or man against man, each one more ferocious than a wild
heast. Mo witness such spectacles Capua sent forth her grace
and beauty,as well as her manhood and her strength : ladieslooked
on until the sands were moistened and crimsoned with blood, were
impatient of delay as the dead were dragged away, and the arena
made ready for another. combat. Happily, the amphitheatre is
aruin; the sports which were exhibited within it are likewise
overthrown: such scenes are now never witnessed. Spain still
kills her bulls in the cireus, but the taste for such displays of
barbarity is rapidly passing away, even in Spain. We live in a
better and wiser age than that of the old Romans; but the ruins
of an amphitheatre, like that of Capua, bring up before the
mind’s eye the scenes which those stern men of antiquity
delighted to behold, and which their ladies regarded without a
shudder, and makes us thankful that such enjoyment is un-
known to us.

“Yothing tv Dol”

“X wish I was married, never to ruc,
< 4 Plonty of money, and nothing to dol !
Sang Jight-hearted Mary Perry, as she busied herself putting
away the children’s playthings for the third time that day.

Mary had an artistic taste, and brightened things as il by
magic. Her brother would often say, “8is, you aro a faivy
queen;; ’tis true T never saw you turn a pumpkin into a coach
of gold, or lizards into footmen, but you have an abundant stock
of sunshine varnishing everything. = You take the children and
teansform. them from untidy Tiitie X)mps, till they look nice
enough to be kissed and fondied. And as for me, your fairy
wand_ is;aliays over me.” Mary still went on singing, not
complainingly, but as if only, desiring a little change.

« &'othing todo!” Dear Mary, that time should never come ;
such as you were not put into the world to do nothing. It
seems hard, sometimes, that such a bright gem should not have
a_golden sefting, and that you are so much occupied with
domestic cares while so young; but the love of a gentle mother,
and that of your brothers and sisters, is your rich reward.

There is no Woman that should have ““nothing to do.” Ifina
situation where household cares are not demanded of her, there
is a heavy weight resting on her shoulders. Society calls with
urgent voice for the discharge of duties which must not be
neglected. If a mother, her children will be viewed with
scrutinising eyes, and her example be held up for more humble
ones to follow ; and what great claims this same society has on
her for the manner in which she governs her domes

‘What an empire is a woman’s home ! what power is hers !
what ability tobless, or to curse ! By her eflorts, falsehood may
become truthful, and vanity humble; prisons and the scaffold
be cheated of their victims, and the acts of her life become
prayer and thanksgiving,

How much less preaching would be needed if those in high
stations were triily the servants of the poor and ignorant! {h
is not only to give food and clothing to the suffering, but it is
the moral influence,—the living, acting, Christian spirit,—which
will evangelise the world.

It has been truly said, that “there is no refinement like
holiness,” and certainly there is no politeness to equal that
which should exist in @ well-ordered home. The woman who
is the true lady as well in the kitchen as elsewhere, who can
instruct her servants in true usefulness, who can bear patiently
the wrongs that these unruly spirits would heap upon her, is
delivering, silently but surely, a life-long lecture so pure, so
eloquent of truth and charity, that her footprints on the sands
of time may be hardened into marble, but can never be washed
away ; and the crown of purity which gathers around her brow—
unseen of earth—and the peace which fills her heart, will be
her talisman af the gate of heaven.
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