
NEW ZEALAND TABLET.
please." The gentlemanIfirstheardmakinguse ofthis stratagem,
was a bright particularstar in boarding-house qualities. Heused
no brief measures in getting whathe wanted. Hehadaverybighead, large saucer eyes of a bright color,andabald square face",
on which no hair grew. When in the humourhis appetite wasenormous;buthe wasof a hippish tendency,and frequentlywouldvary his indulgence in fceef and mutton by a change to pills,draughts, and mixtures. At such times he would fill the housewith his complaints,enlist everyonehe could in attending upon
him insome wayor other, and,if he came to the table,it wouldbeonly to expresshis astonishmentanddisgust how humanbeingscouldcontinue to eatin such airanner. He had a loud,arrogantmanner,and if not satisfied with what the carver gave him, hewouldbawlout,"Isay,What's-your-name, this is all fat youhavegivenme. Cutunder there for me," andhe would point with his
fat finger to the place he meant. "You have given Smith the
piece that Ilike;"andhis saucer eyes,withtheir indefinablecolor,
wouldlook overat Smith with an expression as if that gentleman
hadgiven himsome dire offence. X.Y.Z

STREET READERS.
The streetsof Paris, whichdiffer inalmost everyimaginable respecttrom those of our own capital, are frequented by a species of thehumanrace almost whollyunknown toLondon. This is the streetreader, whodevours the pagesofhis journalas hewalks alono-, andendeavors with limitedsuccess to combine locomotionwithmentalimprovement. An unusually lively contributor to the 'Patrie'
gives a graphic account of these curiouspersons, some of whomevery one familiar with Paris will remember to have runao-ainstm the course of his walks abroad. The 'Patrie' believes that theexistence ofthe species dates fromno moreancientdate than1830.Before thatyearthestreet readers whowere tobe seen occasionallyweremereexceptionalspecimensbelonging mostly tothepedao-o°-icor theatricalclass. But for nearly the last half century thestreetreader hasbeen a familiar object. Few are those whose toeshavenot been troddenupon, whosehats havenot beenknockedoff,or atleast whosemeditationshavenot been roughly interruptedby thecharge of this misguidedbeing as he flounders along thepavement,me temptation toreadone's paperin the streetsis nodoubt stron°-
inthe Pans capital. Almost every onebuyshis daily paper ataKiosk,andif thenews contained initis suspectedof bein°- excitino-it requires somepatience tocarryit quietly all the wayhome with-out even glancing at the contents. Itis true that there is the al-ternative of retreating into the nearest cafe, or, shorter still oftakingrefuge under the cafe awning-, at oneof thealfresco tablesinvitinglyset out. But to thatmost importantof allmortals eventhis delay is insupportable;and theneighborhoodof thekiosks isat one or twoperiodsinevery twenty-four hoursasort of debatableground upon which eagerreaders, journalin hand, rushin erraticlines against themore sedate folk whoexpose themselvesto theirattack. The remarkable thing is that the street reader has,if theTatrie canbe believed,his favoritehours. From seven to teninthe morning and fromfour tofivein the afternoon are the chosentimes in whichhe indulges in the mental feast. He is, therefore,amember of oneof the industrious classes,often a workingman'sometimesa working woman, shop girl, seamstress, orlady's*maid'Ihefianeur pure andsimple is neverfonndindulging inthepractice—

'Exchange.'

A REMINISCENCE OF THE SIEGE OF STRAS-
BOURG.

(From the French ofM. VictorTissot.)
OnthemorrowIfelt theneed of breathinga little freshair, forevery-thing oppressesyouin these streets, which are at once like a prison,a sewer, and a tomb. Iwent upon the platform surmounting thetower of the cathedral. It was eight o'clock in the morning. Adistant rollinsr of a drum proclaimed the distant reign of order, andthatM the Governor might prolonghis slumbers without fear. Thepigeons swarmedabout theroofs, shakingtheirhumid wings to the sun.To theleft the Vosgesprolonged the line of their calm verdure. Itseemed as if a great peace had descended from heaven upon themurdered (suppliciee) city, belted in by the fortsand ths soldiersofthe emperor.

The watchmanapproachedme."
Youcome fromFrance?"he asked, witheager interest." Yes, monsieur.""
Do they still think of us there?""Undoubtedly.""
Ah! when one looksat the for.c keepingguard below, andcanseeno other coming, one feels inclined to despair. We arehere likethe crew of a wrecked ship;this toweri3the mainmast;and forfouryearsIhavedaily scanned thehorizon, searching invain for thatlittle tricolor sail which will import our deliverance. Alas !eachday

there is but the lengthening whiteline."" The whiteline ?"" Yes,monsieur;the line,or rather circle, within which weareenclosed. You can see the white points united toeach other by ablack thread. There arenine on the leftbank of the river,and threeon the right. The black threadis the railway which establishes com-munication between them. For a moment it serves to transport thsmaterials whichhare been in part providedby the levelledworks ofSchelestadtand Phalsbourg. Itis said that we shall have so wide achain of forts as to render bombardment of the city impossiblel'his will be no evil after all, for the cathedral cannot bearmuchmore. In1870Ithought it wouldcrumble under me."" Thenyou were hereduring the wholeof the siege ?""Up to theburning, monsieur."
"The25thAugust?"
"Yes, the day after the day of the destruction of the greatlibrary. Ah! what nights we passed then. Iawaken sometimesstill dreaming thatIhave below me a sea of flames and aboveme a livid heaven ridged with the burning shells. The Protes-tant church of the Temple-iSeuf, the hospital of the Protestantgymnasium, the library, and ten other house3blazedat once. Thesilsnce of death reigned in the city;one would have said it wasdoomed to die,and, resigned to the sacrifice, was stretching itselfuponthe pyre. The cathedral stood out redly in the light of theconflagration, as though its walls were covered with blood. Theenemy selected this as a guide to the aim, and verysoon theshells jhissed all roundme. They burst everywhere, disfiguring the columnsand smashing the stony saints that seemed to be praying for thevictims. Atlast the day dawned. The fires continued"burning, andthe eyehadvistas of ruin. In the afternoonthebishop went to the

quarters of GeneralMundolsheim, where the GrandDukeofBadenwas giving his amateur aid to this appalling tragedy. In thenameof humanity the prelate besought theGrandDuke to solicit thesparingof the churches, the hospitals, the public edifices, and thesuburbs,wherein there was a laboring and inoffensive population. But theprince did not receive him,andGeneral Werder replied thatthe sickand the childrenwere elementsof feeblenessto a besieged town whichhe could not allow to be removed. The moment night fell thebombardment recommenced with double fury,and it was nowthe
turn of t'^e cathedral, against which the Germans flung bombafterbomb. Iwas on the staircase, whenall at onceanobus came withahissing that made me tremble from head to foot. Itcamecrashingthrough theroof and then burst. A column of smoke roße and en-
wrappedthe spire, and from this black mass leaped out enormoustonguesof flama. Ithought allwas over. The shells succeededeach,
other with fearfulrapidity,giving stroke onstroke tothe rent,battered,
andburningedifice. Theglass ofthewindowswasshatteredtopieces;thebellsshook andclanged;and the debris of iron and stone fell tothe pavement below with a noise loud enough to waken the dead.We ran upon the platform and cried aloud to the city for succor.The tocsin pealedits lugubrious notes. The firemen arrived as thezinc roof wasgiving way,but theyhadnothing to do. The fireburntitself out from wantof foodon which to live. Ah!monsieur, what
moments. Ten timesIbelievedthe cathedralwasabout to perishanddisappear. Itwasthe sight of the flagthatcheered ourspirits throughthe ordeal. It floated up there above the flames, victorious, andbraving ihe projectiles of the enemy."
Iraised my eyes,butit was not the tricolor which reigned inair.The Prussian hadplantedhis sombre standardon thiscathedral whereFrance, in vestments of mourning,never ceases to recite the Acts ofFaith andof Hope.— 'N.Y.Tablet.'

THE BISHOP OF ORLEANS ON THE FRENCHCLERGY.
A beief report is given in the 'Galignani's Messenger' of thespeechof theBishop of Orleansin the Senate,in reference to thereductions madeby the Chamber of Deputies in thepayments tothe clergy. Monsignor Dupanloup observed that an attentiveperusalof the Budget had revealed to him some sad things. Inorder, however,not to cause any embarrassments,he would°acceptinadvance thepropositions of theFinancial Committee,but couldnot refrain frompointing out that about three thousandcommunesinFrance were without cures;agedpriestshad noasylum;andthose in active service were worse paid than in any country inEurope;andstill,notwithstanding these facts,adiminishedcreditwas demanded! Was the countryhonored by showing itself soparsimonious inaffairsof religion ? Thereductionproposedwouldalmost wholly apply to country parishes. Eelative to the freeadmissions to the training schools for priests, France required3,493 additional cures inorder thatthe religious servicesshouldbeproperly celebrated,so that the present moment was nob suitablefc-*lor suppressing the three hundred free admissions. The stipendsof many of the country cures scarcely enabled the recipients tolive;thepriestsinmany large towns had positions scarcely moretolerable,and the subsidies granted by municipal councils werebecoming less frequent. Touching on the question of cures whowerenot resident inthe communeof their functions, theri»ht revsenator declaredthat there was no abuse. The real object was torespond to the most absolute needs of religious worshipin com-munes where theredidnot existanyresidencefor the cure Afterreferring to thebitterchargesmade against the clergy,heaffirmedthat he could reply in the wordsof Jesus ChristHimself—" Wehavedone manygood worksamong you,for which of them do ye
stoneus?" But he was far from wishing thatany complaint orbitterness of feeling- should go forth from the French episcopacy
whichwasesteemed throughout the world,and wasattached to theChurch and to the chair of the Vicarof JesusChrist. Itwishedforeverything that gave vitality and grandeur to the nation Thebodyof the priesthood in the countrywas actuated by the sameviews;itsmembers werepoor,simple,anddevoted;andwhenevertheir wasagrief toconsoleoraservice toperform,theywerealways

CaptainBoytonhas accomplished the feat of swimming downthe riverfrom Turin toFerrara,a distance of 540 miles. Onreaching the latter place he is utated to have been received withcreatenthusiasmby the foreign as well as the Italianresidents. InNothe swam from Turin to Castel Nuovo in his life-saving drees,260miles, in83 hours but was obliged to leavetha water, felling thatafever,caused by themalarious atmosphere of theriverand his exer-tions, was coming upon him. He was laid up for severaldays atCastelNuovo. Onstarting again from that place,howeverThe £m-pletedthe journey down the Po to Ferrara,280 milesin96 wl,S?k£«tfujS*. ThUh6 6tate"* be the^«^aa^a
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