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first edition, of the "Elements" of Sir Charles Lycil, what he

meant to indicate, by a rude sketch which he drew on the

stone before us, and which, to the base of a semi-ellipsis, sorric

what resembling a horse-shoe, united an angular prolongation

not very unlike the iron stem of a pointing trowel drawn from

the handle. He had evidently seen, long ere it had been de

tected by the scientific eye, that strange ichthyolite of the Old

Red system, the Ucpltalaspis. His story, though he used to

tell it with great humor, and no little dramatic effect, was in

reality a very sad one. He had quarrelled, when quite a lad,

with one of his fellow-workmen, and was unfortunate enough,

in the pugilistic encounter which followed, to break his jaw.

bone, and otherwise so severely to injure him,. that for some

time his recovery seemed doubtful. Flying, pursued by the

officers of the law, he was, after a few days' hiding, appre
hended, lodged in jail, tried at the High Court of Judiciary,
and ultimately sentenced to three mouths' imprisonment. And

these three months he had to spend-for such was the wretch

ed arrangement of the time-in the worst society in the world.

In sketching, as he sometimes did, for the general amusement,

the characters of the various prisoners with whom he had

as-sociated,-fromthe sneaking pick-pocket and the murderous

ruffian, to the simple Highland smuggler, who had converted

his grain into whisky, with scarce intelligence enough to see that

there was aught morally wrong in the transaction,-he sought

only to be as graphic and humorous as he could, and always
with complete success. But there attached to his narratives

an unintentional moral; and I cannot yet call them up with

out feeling indignant at that detestable practice of promiscuous

imprisonment which so long obtained in our country, and which

had the efIct of converting its jails into such complete criminal

manufacturing institutions, that, had the honest men of the

community risen and dealt by them as the Lord-George-Gor
don mob dealt with Newgate, I hardly think they would have

been acting out of character. Poor Charles had a nobility in

his nature which saved him from being contaminated by what

was worst in his meaner associates; but he was none the bet-
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