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DISAGREEMENT BETWEEN THE VANES.
	"Blown about by every wind."--S. Somebody

I have more than once had occasion to notice, that the vanes on our different churches did not all point the same way. There would be several degrees of variation--sometimes more, and sometimes less--differing, from twenty or thirty, to one hundred and eighty.

This is very vexatious, and even embarrassing, to a person who is so unfortunate as to belong to any of the churches, and therefore cannot place implicit faith in the wind announced by any one of them.

It was but a few days since, when the weather had been for some days in a very doubtful state, so much so as to puzzle even the most weatherwise, that I had designed setting out on a journey, and wished, if possible, before committing myself to the road, to be satisfied that I should not be presently caught in a rain.

I went out, therefore, and took a peep at St. Paul's. It will certainly be fair weather, said the saint, and thereupon he pointed to the top of the steeple, as much as to say, Behold the proof. I elevated my eye, and sure enough the vane pointed northwest. In order to be certain that I saw aright, or that the direction of the vane was not merely accidental, I rubbed my eyes, waited some little time, and then looked again. The results were the same; there was "no variableness nor shadow of turning;" the vane pointed steadily northwest.

Seeing the sexton making a "narrow house," I said to him, "Mr. Sexton, what say you to the weather? Will it be fair or foul?"

"Fair, to be sure," as soon as he had turned up his eye to the top of the steeple. "Don't you see the vane points northwest."

"I see that," said I, "and the indication is certainly favorable. But do you think that vane is always to be relied on?"

"Do I think so?" said he, striking his spade upon a skull which he had thrown up--"Do I think St. Paul's is to be relied upon? A pretty question, truly! No, sir, our church don't make such mistakes as that. It don't say the wind is nor-west when it's sou'the-east, like some other churches does." So saying, the grave digger applied himself to his digging again, and I walked down to take a peep at the Middle Dutch.

The old rooster told a different story. His head was turned due south. How's this? thought I. Either Chanticleer is mistaken, or St. Paul is. Whether I thought aloud, or whether a certain member of the Middle Dutch, who observed me gazing in a quandary at the top of the steeple, had the faculty of divining my thoughts, I cannot positively say; but, at all events, he replied to what was passing in my mind--

"No, sir: that rooster of ours is never mistaken. He always keeps his eye exactly in the eye of the wind. I have regulated my daily affairs by him for these thirty years, and I never knew him to tell an untruth; I never knew him to predict rain when it was going to be fair weather, nor fair weather when it was going to be rain."

"Well, sir, what do you think the weather is going to be now?"

"Rain, sir--a warm rain; that is, if the wind continues in this quarter long enough."

"But St. Paul's tells a different story. The vane points directly north-west."

"A fig for the vane of St. Paul's! It's not to be compared, for accuracy, to our rooster."

"Hotty-tott!" exclaimed a burly looking gentleman, who was just then passing by, "that cock won't fight, my lad. I know something about both your churches, and they're not to be depended upon in a matter of wind. I should be in a pretty pickle indeed, if I were to go to sea, by one of them. No, no, man, hand down your weather cocks, and don't undertake to deceive honest people." So saying, the burly gentleman stumped on.

"I'll go and consult the church in Barclay street," said I.

"Whew!" whistled the man of the Middle Dutch: "why, sir, don't you know that that church is Roman Catholic?"

"Certainly; but what of that?"

"What of that? why, I hope you're not as blind as to place any reliance on what a Catholic church says! Why, sir, it's a very limb of the Old One--a very child of the wicked woman of Babylon."

"It may tell the course of the wind notwithstanding." Saying this, I pushed off to take a squint at St. Peter's.

"Which way is the wind," said I, "good Mr. Saint?"

"Due north," said he.

"Due north!" exclaimed I, with great astonishment--"why, the Middle Dutch declares its due south."

"The best evidence in the world," said he, "that it's due north. You do right, my son, to come and consult me; but, take my word for it, you may make this a rule, that when the Middle Dutch says the wind is one way, you'll find it directly the other."

"I thank you, good St. Peter; and now be so kind as to inform me whether it will rain to-day."

While the Saint was just about replying, the word was snatched out of his mouth by an Irish porter, who had put down his load and was resting himself a minute on the steps of the church.

"Is it the weather ye'd be afther axin about?"

"Ay; will it rain or shine?"

"Faith, sir, and I think it will."

"Will what?"

"Will rain--and then it'll be afther shinin a bit--but first will kim the shine and thin the rain--and thin aftherwards--faith, but I'm thinkin, on second thoughts, they'll kim both at onc't--the rain and the shine--or, more likely, on further consitheration, it'll nayther do one nor the tother."

"A very clear opinion," said I.

"O faith," relied he, crossing himself, "we're always in the right here; we don't mislaid paple in the wrong way, at all, at all."

Seeing no chance of getting a word more from the Saint, on account of the talkative disposition of his follower, I left him, and came to consult Dr. Spring. "In the multitude of counsellors" said I, "there is safety."

But when I had cast my eye to the spire of the Brick Church, here again I was puzzled, for the doctor told a different story from all the rest. He agreed neither with St. Peter, St. Paul, nor the Middle Dutch. He pointed to the east. I was surprised--I rubbed up my optics, and looked again--I got in a different position, and took another squint; still he pointed steadily and gloomily to the east.

"Ah me!" said I, "there is no depending upon any of them."

"Yes, but there is though," said a voice, not far from me; and turning round, I beheld a man sitting on a tombstone, with a book in his hand. He turned down the corner of a leaf, and proceeded--"You may rely implicitly upon our church."

"Well, sir, which way do you call the wind?"

"Don't you see?" said he, pointing to the vane--"don't you see it's directly east."

"I did'nt know but my eyes had deceived me. I suppose, then, as the wind is in that quarter, we shall have rain?"

"You may rely upon that," said he, opening his book again, "it will rain pitchforks for a week to come."

"How long before it will begin?"

"How long?"

"Yes; because, if they're coming down suddenly, I must hie me to a shelter; and I advise you to get to one too."

He gave a gloomy grin, and turned to his book again, while I turned away; and being unable to come to any conclusion about the weather, put off my journey sine die.



