general who once pawned a valuable sword—a
sword of honour 1t was—wherewith to buy a
horse, and so mounted, he went forth over the
Alps and conquered a kingdom. The story had
no moral for me, for somehow 1 did not feel
as though I were the stuff that conquers king-
doms, and yet there must surely be a vast
number of men in life with about the same sort
of faculties, merits, and demerits, as 1 have.
There must be a numerous Potts family in every
land, well-meaning, right-intentioned, worthless
creatures, who, out of a supsosed willingness to
do anything, always end by doing nothing. Such
people, it must be inferred, live upon what are
called their wits, or, in other words, trade upon
the daily accidents of life, and the use to which
they can turn the traits of those they meet

with.
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