
A LONELY VOYAGE.
Mtee Gekshon, whohasbeen on a visit to London,returnedby
the steamer 'Greece.' He reports thatinmid-ocean, the watchat
the bow reported to the captain that he descried ahead what
seemed tobeapartof a -wreck. A.s it neo.redthe ship the object
was discovered to bea small skiff,and in the darknessthe figure
of oneman was descried. The captainimmediately gaveorders to
stop the engines,and to get the ropps ready to pull theman onj
board. The sea wasrunning high. The skiff came quitenear to
the ship,appearing and disappearingat intervals— now on the top
of animmense wave level with the deck of the vessel, thenext
minute hidden from sight in the billows. The captain, calling to
know who was in the boat, was answered in a strong German
accent:"IamJack Andrews, from Gloucester, Ma,ss." He told
further that he wasbound toLiverpool;thathis skiff wasnamed
fCentennial,' and that he had been out fifteen day. He then
asked the captain to compare reckonings. His was long. 43, lat.
39; the captain's was the same. Andrews informed the captain
that hesleptby day,and before going tosleephe took inhis rud-
der and took down all sails ;duiingsleephis craft drifted with the
waves. He wasawakeatnights. The captainmade a final appeal
tohim tocome on board,stating that if herefusedhe wouldpro-
bably regret it when the vessel was out of his reach. To this
Andrews emphatically answered, "No, sir; good night," and
throwing his sails to the wind was soon lost to sight. Andrews
sits in the centre of hisboat witha lamp burning before him, ex-
posing the dial of whatseemedto be a compass. The deck afore
andaftis coveredwithcanvass,under which, besides the compass
and lamp, were several barrels, containing, no doubt,provisions,
water,etc. NothiDghasbeenheard of Andrewssince thatnight.
■
— 'Troy Press.'

ARCHAEOLOGICAL DISCOVERIES IN ROME

A correspondent of the
'
Daily News

'
writes

—
The other day, at

Monte della Griustizia, near the central railway station
—

in the im-
mediate neighbourhood, that is tosay,of the bathsof Diocietian,
and not a thousand miles from those of Constantine— -the Com-*
mission of the Archaeology cameupon the pipes of lead through
which the water wasdistributed to its various destinations. Each
pipe hadengravedonit thename of its maker, andalso thename
of theproprietor to whom the water conveyedby it belonged— a
speciesof propertyof peculiar value in ancient Rome, if wemay
judge from the laws andregulations withwhich it was surrounded.
Near these pipes was also found a limestone cippus, bearingan
inscription on which the source of the three waters

—
the Aqua

Marcia, the AquaTepula, and the Aqua Julia
—

wasindicated;an
inscription of especial value as supplementing what weknow of
the subject from Frontinus. the elder Pliny, and Vitruvius.
Oddly enough,a privateChristian oratory was foundclose by— one
of those oratories which theRomanpatricians constructedin their
places when Christianity had become publicly recognised, and
numberedempevorers amongitsprofessors. Itbelonged evidently
ito the fourthcentury— the time when the teachingof Christ was
beingcorruptedby asceticism, and that crusade against thebody,
or,as it was called, "the flesh," wasbegun, whichprescribedthe
neglectof ablutions as a virtue, and to which may be traced the
personaluncleanliness characteristic of the Romish capital to this
day. Among the treasuretrove of the Commission is anexquisite
human figure, unfortunately wanting the head; it wasfoundim-
bedded in the wall, like a hamadryad in the oak. Similarly
utilised, on the same spot, was a square pedestalsurmountedby
the bust of a bearded or Indian Bacchus

—
so called in contradis-

tinction to the InfantBacclras, the Victor Bacchus, or the Horned
iBacchus. Returning to the tombs, the Commission have also
!alightedonsome very fine Etruscan vases

—
dating from as distant

a time as the regal or Republican period— andshowing in their
exquisite design and workmanshiphow little even «t that early

!time the artist in pottery had to learn from his modern compeer.'
The excavations on the ViaNazionale have yieldeda rich crop to
Ithe Commission. In.unusually good preservationhas beenfound
1 astatuetterepresenting a traveller as footsoreand weary— hehas
thrownhimself down by the wayside. Heis asleep,and his cloak
is so wrappedaround hi3person as to shelter him alike from the
sunandthe dusty wind. Nothingcansurpass the skill with which
tho folds of the garment have been rendered,or theproportions
of the ""

loosened limbs" or thebonds of slumber in which theyare
held. Near this chefdaware the Commission havealso discovered
ahouse of patricianquality, belonging (so runs the inscription) to
one Avidius Quietus. "Avid the quiet" its owner must have
been, to judge from the remains of theNymphoeum, withits sug-
gestionof themonotonoussplashof fountainsandtheir sleep-invit-
ing influence. The house had been destroyed to make roomfor
Ithe Raths of Constantine, one part being retained to be incor-
poratedwith thenew building to which the rest formed the foun-
dations. Such arc a. few of the more memorable discoveriesmade
by the Archaeological CommissLon of the Roman Town Council
duringa single month

—
discoveries which bring back withaston-

ishing vividness the life of the old Mistressof the World, and at
once widenand sharpen theknowledge of the classical scholar.

AN IRISH SKETCH.

0>TETE thing Ireland may well be proud of and that is the faithof her
people. Aperson vuay vis.t Italy andFrance and in those countries
no doubt will see many pious souls, but inIrelandhe sees, as a gene-
ralthing, a roo.l, pious people. Ou Sundays, from earlymorn to
noon,at which time the lasb mass is generally said, the churches are
crowded, and not crowded by people who go to mass simply to com-
ply with the laws, bub by pious people who go to their duty,Isup-
pose at leasb twice amonUi. The numberof communicants that may
be seenapproachiug the holy table is really edifying. And this may
not only be witnessed on the first or second Sunday of the month,
but on every Sunday during the year. But it is not alone in the
churches that the peopleof Ireland areremarkable for their goodness.
Enter any o!i theplacesof amusement,any of the public houses, and
youhear no cursing or swearing, no obsceue language so common in
othercountries. The only personIever heard utter the most sacred
namein Ireland, in an atvftcl manner, was a young swell who had
just arrived from ilia States. He was looked upon by those who
heard him as being somewhat insane. InIrelandyou see but very
little drunkenness. The law inreference to selling liquor on the Sab-
bathis very strict, andeven if there were no law toprohibit the sale
of liquor,Ithink the people would use but very little of it. One
thing is certain, the Irishman at home is good. If ina foreigncoun-
try he proves to be an)thing else, his fall may be traced to the bad
company with whom, ona'l s des, he is likely to become acquainted.
In America they, as a general thing, are looke.l uponas nofc being
worthy of much notice, but if the American would take thepaius to
travel through Ireland, and study the manners and customs of the
people,he would find themin respect to morality andreligion, defy-
ingcomparison with any other country in existence;whilst inap-
pearance they are far superior to the sickly Yankeo, andinintelligence
and education nothing inferior, although they have not thepublic
school si/stem to give them high-toned knowledge, that of late has
made the American and his nation the laughing-stock of the world.—

Correspondent of
'Lake Shore Visitor.'

HABITS OF AUTHORS.
We are told that Charlotte Bronte used to sit patiently andI
laboriouslywriting,dayafter day, witha lead pencilinlittlepaper I
books made byherself, whichshe held close to her eyes— for she j
■was near-sighted— all absorbed in her own imaginations, a,s if her
characters were real men and women,whose minute history she
was puttingonrecord. And the language stood in the j>encilled j
manuscript almost asit afterwarddidon theprintedpage, for she j
thought no time was so favorable for fastening upon the right |
word as the moment of composition; and if it did not come
naturally with the idea,as in her case it usuallydid, she waited
for it,anditsuggested itself and fell into its place. Such was the
fidelity of this woman, whoneverputher hand toabookuntilshe
was sure thatshe hadsomething to say.

Edgar A. Poe used to think over his subject \mt\\ it was com-
plete inhis ownmindbeforehe took apen to write,and his manu-
script was exceedingly neat and eloquent; while, on the other
hand, N.P. Willis, who was to appearance the most off-hand of
journalists, was in the constant practice of changing thephrase-
ology of his articles, over andover again, evenafter they hadgone
into thehands of theprinter,and the sheets weredisfigured with
many erasuresandalterations, showing that theparagraphs, which j
show as if dashed off on the spur of the moment, were inreality
constructed withthe utmostpains.

Another of the fastidious was Lamb. He wrotevery slowly,
and everyword was subjected to the severest criticism, and the
one whichexpressedthe nearest shade of meaning was fixedupon.
Macaulay made ageneralplan on large sheets of paper, with lines
far apart; then filled in, crowding sentence upon sentence, untili
the whole wasa marvel tosee,and whenchange for the better,or I
illustration or amplification seemed impossible, copied in a fair
handfor theprinter.

Sir WalterScottsaid that whenhebegan
"Waverly" he had:

no idea what would come of it;he had no plot at all. In the
morning he would think it over awhile, then rash on, and the
characters took careofthemselves, andit all cameout right in the
end. Whilehe was engaged on his novels,he became subject to
attacks of cramp in the stomach, and he layonasofa anddictated
nearly all the "Bride of Lamuiermoor," and the whole of the"Legend of Montrose." When a paroxysmof pain againseized
himhe wouldstop withagroan,and then begin whereheleft off.
He used toarrange inhis own mind theportionfor the day before
his amanuensis came, whichwas teno'clock, when he wouldcom-
menceandgoright on,sustaining allthe characters, anddetailing
the conversation withoutconfusion or mistake, and sointerested
that sometimes he wouldspringtohis feet and act itallout.

Thesame thing as towant ofplanis said tohavebeen trueof"Pickwick" andsome of the novels ofThackeray. The author of"
Pendennis" and "Vanity Fair," was wont to dally with his

subjectbefore he sethimself to work,starting withhalf aquire of
paper,on apart of -which he made comic pictures,aparthe tore
up, andon the remainder, afterwalking about in the most doleful
manner,hebeganin earnest.

Dickens, inhis earlier days of authorship,wrote only whenhe
felt in the mood,butafterwardbecame thoroughly systematic,and
whenthehour came he wasathis table,allotting acertain part of
the day for work,and from this rule nothing could tempthim to
depart; for it was upon persevering industry,not specialinspira-
tion, that he depended. Southey was another of the methodical
writers. His days -were indeedallbusy;for, as he said, speaking
of supporting his large family,his means lay "inaninkstand."

Surroundings, circumstances and the hour have all been
potentialin their influences. Christopher North chose thenight,
andsat in his shirt sleeves, in a small study,at a table littered
with papers,books and pictures around, writing rapidly with a
quillpen,his thoughts kindling moreandmoreas the hours went
on. Campbellroseearly anddidhisworkbeforebreakfast. Carlyle
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takes a good vigorousEnglish walk of several miles, far enough to
gethimself into aglow, andthen is readyfor his pen.
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