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CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE.

EEAFTER L

\.,-'!E'.EDU wT IPSDEN, aged tweaty-live,

income cizhween thousand pounds per year,
constitution -eguine, was unhappy ! This might
surprise some people; but there are gertain
hlessings the non-possession of which makes
more people discontenied than theld possession
renders hapry.

Foremost among  these are fwealth and
rank;’ were 1 to udd *beauty’ to the list,
such men and women as yo by fact, ot by
conjecture, would hardly contradict me,

The fortunate man 15 he who barn poor, or
nobody, works gradually up to wealth and con-
sideration, and having pot them dies before he
finds they were not worth so much trouble.

Lord Ipsden started with nothing 1o wing
and naturally lived for amusement. Now, noth-
ing is so sure to cease to please as pleasure, — o
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Chrishe folbusfons,

amuse, as amusement.  Unfortunately for himself
he could not at this period of his hife warm 1o
politics: 56, having exhavsted his Londen clique,
ke rolled through the cities of Europe in his car-
riage, and cruised sts'shores in his yacht.  DBut
he was not happy !

He was a man of taste. and sipped the arts
and other knowledge as he sauntored Europe
round,

BBut he was-not happy.

What shall T dar " said Tennuyd.

¢ Diislinguish vourseli,” said onz,

f How ¢

Mo immediate answer.

* Take a prima donna over,” szid another.

Well, the mao took a prima donna over,
whick scolded its maid from the Alps to Dover
in the fagua Toscoaa without the Poeca Ro-
maet, and sange in Lendon without applause ;
because whal woes down at La Scala dozs not
eenerally po down b 1 Teatro delia Regina,
laymarket.

So ther my Lord strolled jnte Russia.  There
he drove a pair of horses, one of whom put his
head dewn and did the work ; the other pranced
and capricoled alongzide, all urconscious of the
trace. He seemed happier than his working
brather ; but the biped whese carcer corre-
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sponded with this playful animal's, was not
happy

At length an evert occurred that premised 1o
play an adagio vpon Lord lpsden's mind, e
fell in love with Lady RBarbara Sioclair: acd
he had no sooner done this than he folt, as we
are all apt 1o do on similar oceasions, how wise
a thing he had done !

Besides a lovely person, Lady Barbara Sin-
clair had a character that he saw would make
him; and 1n [xce, Lady Barbara Sinclair was,
10 an inexperienced eyes the exact opposite of
Lord lpsden.

Her mental pulse was as plethoric as his was
languid.

She was as enthosiastic as he was cool.

She took a warm Interest iy everything.

She believed that govermment is a science.
and one that poes with copia rerbornm,

She believed that in England government is
administered, not by oa set of men whose sala-
ries range Mrom erghty o Ave hundred pounds
a yvear, wand whose nampes wre never heard, but
by the First Lord of the Treasury, and other
groal men.

Hence she nferred that it matters very much
to all of us in whose hand s the rudder aof that
state vessel which goes down the wind of public
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4 Christie Jolusmne,

opinion without veering a poiat, let who will be
at the helm,

She also cared very much who was the new
Bishop, Religion —if not religion, theology —
would be affected théreby.

She was enthusiastic about poets; imagined
their verse to be some sort of clue to their
characters, and s on,

She bad other theones, whish will be indi-
cated by-and-by ; at present, it is enourh Lo say
that ber mind was voong, (healthy, somewhat
original, (il of fLire snd [zith, and cmpty of
experience,

Lozd Tpsdea Toved her! Tt was ecsy 1o love
her,

First, there was not in the whole range of
her mind and bedy one grain of affectation of
any sort. '

She was abways, in point of fact, under the
influence of some male mond or other, gener-
ally some writer. What young woman 15 not,
more or less, a mirror ¢ But she never imitated
er affected ; she was always herself, by whom-
sQever coupred.

Ther, she was beautifu! and eloguent. Much
oo kRigh-bred 1o put a restraint opon her natu-
ral manaer, she was ofien more natve, and even
brusque, than your would-be aristocrals dare to



