
But why did the latter smile so pleasantly when he saw thekitchenfloor concealed entirely fromview byalakeofwater. Theusualghastly sight Isurmised was there after such aneventperhaps, indeed,alittlemore intensifiedinmy case,Ithought,on
account of the violenceof the struggle. There were swimmino- onthe surface various culinary articles (all new and paid for)°too
numeroustomention, the elements

—
half cooked— of as comfort-able adinner asayoung couple could sit down to(theonly alloyto that moment in my otherwise perfect contentment in thethought of anheroic action gallantly performed was the destruc-tion of this dinner), little islands of suet from which gracefulspiralwreaths of yellow, thick smoke floatedupwardstoblackeneverything above water-mark. And the smell

—
well, Brown didnot Uke it. He drew back his head, and remarkedina gentle,
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thatif the rev. gentlemanhadbeenaliveat the time, the challenge
wouldnot have goneunanswered. Isecond therefore the voteof
thanksmostheartily. Proceedings closed with avoteof thanks to
theMost Eev. Chairman,proposedby Mr.John Carroll.

half pitiful, half surprised tone
— "Well,you didn't,Isee,set this

chimneyon fire yourself.""
Set inon fire myself!noj don'tItell you thatit went on

fireandIput itout.""Yes,yes;butyoucertainly tooka funny waytodoit;when
Ilook inat that kitchen it reminds me of a story toldof aman
setting fire tohis house for the purpose of roastingapig.""

What doyoumean?
—
Idonotunderstandyou.""Well, Smith,my verdant youngBenedict, letme give youa

wrinkle. Whenevermy chimney goes on fire
—

but itseldom does,
forIgenerally anticipate that by setting iton firemyself—but in
either case,Isimply puta wetsack acrossthe grate,shut close the
doorsand windowsof the room in which the chimney is,andlet
the firerip— you will find it the most effectual, the most cleanly,
andcertainly themost economicalmethodtoclean chimnies. Youhave made a nice mess, and you yourself,Iperceive,have not
escaped. Ipresume itis to the fire youowe the loss of half your
lefteye-brow and thedingy appearance of your whiskers."

Instinctivelymyhand darted up to the partsindicated, and
downtumbleda handfulof fire ash

—
the remains of acarefully-

cultivated whisker, which had baen the pride and admirationof
twoyounghearts. For the first time in my short married career
Iharboredfeelings ofanger against theyoungpartnerof my life—
wherehadbeen her eyes that she hadnot perceived this terrible
calamity ? Hadnot these ornaments been a source of constant
wonder and admiration to her? How, then,had she allowedme
topresentmyself before that cool,cynicalBrown insuchaplight ?
Iwas touchedinatenderpoint;all my lovewassuddenly turnedinto wrath;butBrown, perfect master of the situation, wenton," there'snohelp for it now,however;so you hadbettercome and
take tea withus;Mrs.B.wont mind the lossof your whisker." I
replied, barely thanking him, and informed him that we hada
priorengagement

—
that, infact,Ihad to take Mrs. Smithoverto

her mother's. A 100k
—

the first time my wife hadseenitinmy
eyes,andit must have been rendereddoubly severeby theloss ofthebefore-mentionedadornments

—
quelled any expressionof sur-

priseat this awfulcrammer. Itwas the first time, andIprotest
it wasalso the last, thatIever lookedat thatbeing exceptin the
way ofkindness;but thenit must be remembered that since that
evening we,or rathershe

—
forIneverwouldhaveanyhandinit-

has invariablysetfire toour chimnies whenever theyrequired that
operation.

After excusing myself as above to Brown, thatgentlemandid
not say too much, but his eyes said as plainly as they could—"well,your are apretty object, certainly, to go into the presence
ofamother-in-lawjIshould think the best place for youis bed,"
andtook his departure. Then ensued our firstmatrimonialbreeze,
in which Iam proud to sayIhad considerably the best of it.
Over thatfirst experienceof every manIshall draw aveil

—
suffice

it tosay thatabundant tears were shed, and that the writer saidsome verycutting things, asfor instance, inreference to the tears,
thathecouldnot see the necessity of them, as therehadalready
been enough water needlessly expended. Ithink it is from thi3scene thatIfirstdate theuse of the termMadamwhenaddressing
my other half. It sounded, Iremember, strangely in my earsthen,butitis wonderful what habit does for one, Itcomes trip-
pingly off the tonguenow, Iassure you

—
butalas !it has not the

same effect.
The married man can measure the intensity of my disgust

withBrown, whenIvoluntarily, without any pressure from with-
out,offered to take my wife to my mother-in-law's (howmy flesh
creeps whenIwrite the words down). As we were new-comersin
theplaceIhadnoother family to fall backupon, orIwould not
willingly have walked into the lioness' den. It is curious how
littlelove there is between these two classes of the humanfamily—

the motherand thehusbandof herbelovedchild. Butas there
areexceptionsto everygeneralruleIknow of oneson-in-law who
absolutely invitedhis wife's mother to his very house withhim-
self, andstrangetosay thatman still lives outside the walls of a
lunaticasylum

—
Imean outside the walls of a professedlunatic

asylum;but theremustbe somerare old scenes inside thathouse.
Andsuchamother-in-law!oneof thosemaliciousoldfribbles, who
three-fourths of her time is talking drivel and the other fourth
devotes to inflicting sly, maliciousprods on the people whoare
apt to turn rusty ather everlastingfloodof wishy-washynothings.
Active bodied, also

—
giving no sign of caving in

— holding outa
hopeonly that her ceaseless rushing about the house,interfering
by hand and tongueineverything,maycauseher to fallsome day
and tumble down stairs.

That is whatmy friend has brought into his house,andthat
not inthe first gush of his married life, when everything is seenthroughroseatehue,butafter someyears of that state hadpassed
overhishead. Verily he willhavehis reward. X.Y.Z.

There is tobeasecond "Pan-Anglican Synod."*Itwill pro-bably bemuch worsethan the "Comedy of Convocation." Whatcan theseunfortunate bewilderedprelatesattempt ? They cannot
repeat any ofthe creeds together,atleast withhonesty— they dara
not cutoff theEitualists, as a body,by any sentencesuch as that
of excommunication used by the Church of God

—
theydare nottrifle, on the otherhand,either with the free-and-easy,the Broad,

orthe LowChurch. They will have nothing todo,theserespect-
ableoldgentleman,but to dally, to trifle, and tohope themselves
wellout of it. We shall have from them apastoralletterfullof
unmeaning nothings, deploring all sorts of evils,both inclergy
andlaity, butoffering no manly or intelligibleremedy. And for
the simple reasonthatthey are not bishops,andthat Protestant-
ism is only acivil associationarrangedby the State,of largerpro-
portions indeed, but no more spiritual in its character than is"theFarmers'Defence Association'? or the "Beef-steak Pudding
Club."

*

RANDOM THOUGHTS.
-M-

CharlesLamb says that "
the smellof a theatreis worthall the

money,"and for mypartIquite agree with him. Itmay cause
head-ache andnausea and has not seldom doneso withme;but
nevertheless tocomplete my happiness in witnessing a goodplay
wellperformed, a most necessary element is thatpeculiarodour
whichis the combinedresultof escaping gas,nuts,oranges,lemon-
adeanddust. Now the smell of gas anddust ina church is hate-
fultome andcausesseriousderangement tothatproper disposition
whichoneshouldpossess in such a place, and the smell of gas in
one's ownhouseleads to all sorts of disagreeable consequences

—
it

is worsethan achimney goingon fire.
Indeed,withsome prudent and economical housekeepersthelatterevent is lookeduponinanywaybutas acalamity. Iremem-

ber when,shortlyafterIfoundbliss in this worldby joiningmy
fate to that elderly party who sits opposite assiduously working
somearticleof attire for herdear scapegraceof a son, who, heavenbless her innocent soul,is,Ihavenodoubt,atthis present writing,
breaking the very heart of some hard-worked usher by whathe
joyously termsalark. His fond and deludedmother thinks that
her darlinghas toomuchheart toplaypranks onhis master

—
that

he is toolike hisfather. Dearwoman! shehadnotthe misfortunetomeetmeuntilmy larking days werelong over. Iremember,I
say, that our one chimney took fire through a toogenerous useof firingmaterial by a member of that much-abused class— the
maidof all work. What a row there was,tobesure!— How that
stout lady opposite did scamper and flit about!

—
How she and

Mary-Jane,the aforesaidcook, laundress, butler,andchambermaid
did get in the way of a certain active young fellowwho shallbe
nameless, and how that agile young man

—
now to my certain

knowledge15 stone weight and to whom a stick is an absolute
necessity— got buckets, water and ladders as if by magic j what
gallons of waterhe poureddown the flaming throat of that fiery
furnaceat theimminentrisk of beingburnedor scalded todeath.
Whatabattleit was

—
how the flamesleaptatfirsthigherandhigher,

andhow he also leapedbackwards and forwards like onepossessed
in the presence of all his frightened but admiring household;

—
how at last after a desperate conflict valor

—
true valor

—
as it

always should do
—

won the dayj— how the victor was duly re-warded,according to the custom of " thebravedays of old," with
apewterpint of foaming beer, tendered to the champion by thetrembling hands of a lady whose admiring and flutteringheartsaid asplainly as eyesandheartcould say it

— "such another deedandsuch another championthis worlddidneverwitness,"and thechampion,Iassure you, rested well satisfied with his deed
—

butnot forlong.
This-world is fullof crosses. Inthe words of the song which"

MadameBishop" made sopopular,"The fire was goneout, thehouse wasall dark, and we were kept waiting for tea;" inplainprose, we had no fire to cook our humble evening meal. Ourneighbor Brown's fire, therefore, was put into requisition, andBrownhimself came down to look atthe dying ashes ofmy enemy.
He could only put his head inside the kitchen door, togo any
further wouldnecessitate wading ancle deepinwater. But whatwasitcaused the lines of Brown's satirical face todeepen? Heknew there had been a fire and a terrible one, for I, the ex-tinguisher,hadtoldhim so— he could not be ignorant, therefore,
ofwhat toexpect;he was toooldastagernot to know,Ithought,the appearances of such a battle-field after the conflict. True,Ihadnot gone into details

—
Ihad with difficulty left themuntil wereached the scene of the conflict. ThenIthought, like the manwith the panorama, whousedtodescant inmy youth so eloquentlyonthe movingpicturesand tell us of thebattles,sieges, fortunesthat the various illustrious persons depicted therein hadpassed,

and who neverfailed to inform us that that figure on the leftofthe picture,ladies and gentlemen, mounted on the whitehorse isthegreat Napoleon Bonaparte, In like mannerIdeterminedtoreservemyfull descriptionfor Brown untilIcould illustrateit by
pointing out the scarp and counter-scarp,the exactspot where thebattleragedmost furiously, where the scaling-ladder wasplaced,etc. Imerely remarked to Brown, on the way down from hishouse, whetherhe was aware when Eome wasburning andNerofiddling,any attempt had been made to stay the fire;Browndid
not recollect,but he rather thought not, as it wouldhavebeenefforts thrownaway. His companion was of a different opinion,andrather inclined to the belief that it wouldhave beenagoodthing for Nero's reputation if Brown's companion had been an
ancient Eomanof those days. Italso passed through his mind
that things mighthave turnedout differently if he hadbeenalive
twocenturies agoat the greatfire of London,but hesaid nothing
ofthis toBrown.
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