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PICTURES FROM SPAIN.

TWO PAPERS.—l.

THE ESCORIAL.

EFORE entering Spain, stop at Bi

arritz in France and look about you.

If it is the bathing season when you

arrive, sit down upon the sands near the

sleepy surf and watch the gayly-robed

bathers as they come and go, singing

merry songs and gesticulating madly.

You will have come from Bayonne,

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1876, by J. B. lnpmcorr & Co., in the Oflice of the
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#

\v'hit:h"i.s: iriteresting in itself in ' Out of Biarritz to Bayonne the road

ordinary times. ° It is only important

now because it is on the high-road to

Biarritz, the most fashionable of French

watering-places. It is true that it gave

the bayonet its name, and that it exports

good wines; it has a magnificent pro1n

enade down by the sea, and a consulate

or two, with consuls who are perpetually

absent on fishing excursions; but it is

only moon to sun, compared with Biar

ritz. When there is trouble in the Span

ish mountain-country, Bayonne is filled

with refugees-—dark, asthmatic-looking

men in huge cloaks—men who smoke

cigarettes and drink sugared water all

day at the cafés, and who generally have I

no money with which to pay their bills.

All the inns have both Spanish and

French signs; the diligences which

climb the hilly route to Biarritz are \

drawn by hardy little mules imported

from beyond the Pyrenees; and the

drivers speak the dulcet dialect of old

Spain more readily than the staccato

language of France. The old men love

to tell strangers tales of 1814, and to point

out the ground fought over by Soult and

Vliellington. In the hotels you will en

counter Spanish habits— slovenliness in

the service, viands cooked in rancid oil,

and strong black wines, traitorous to An

glo-Saxon brains.

Eugénie made Biarritz what it is. The

emperor Napoleon would never have

thought of going so far south to build

a royal

born empress made her "Todos," as she

hked to call him, do very much as she

pleased, and the result was a palace by

the sea. In the prosperous days of the

Empire distinguished company thronged

at Biarritz: the ambitious Bismarck lifted

the burden of his care while he loitered

there; the venerable Thiers dipped his

white head in the whiter salt spray; the

imperial court graciously bestowed its

smiles there now and then ; and Spanish

grandees were innumerable. To-day

fashion still makes its rendezvous on the

high cliffs and the pleasant stretches of

upland with their superb outlook over

the waves; but Bismarck and Thiers,

residence; but the Spanish- »

, bursts upon the view.

winds over high hills, among avenues

3 of noble poplars, which throw friendly

shadows to protect you from the glaring

sun. Suddenly, Ogioja .' the beauty of

the romantic coast of the Bay of Biscay

In mid-October

all the villas that dot the hills and peer

from the luxuriant foliage are filled with

visitors. In the broad avenues of the

central town you will meet Americans,

English, Russians, and even Turks, all

intent upon pleasure. On the beach

hundreds of lithe Spanish and French

women are disporting in the water, rush

ing out occasionally to roll cigarettes un

der their umbrellas after the wetting.

The Spanish men, who hardly cease

smoking even when they are asleep,

go in bathing with their cigars in their

mouths, and consider it an art never to

let the highest wave cover their heads.

A favorite amusement is to drive a

train of mules loaded with screaming

and cringing ladies into the most furi

ous part of the surf, and to see how long

the beauties can prevent themselves from

being washed off by the incoming crests.

Nowhere is the bathing really dangerous,

and the beach extends for miles along

the base of the steep cliffs. On the dil

igences, which arrive every quarter of

an hour all day from Bayonne and San

Sebastian, are hosts of merry travelers,

singing and rallying the pedestrians: the

private carriages are wonderful in style

and variety. The railroad does not dis

turb the tranquil seclusion of the place.

Toward evening a charming silence per

vades the town, only to be broken later

by the rumble of the diligences or the

conversation of the couples engaged in

flirtation as they walk along the per

fumed avenues. Under the awnings of

the green-latticed cafés sit dark-eyed

beauties listening to the liquid accents

of the Spanish peddler who has trudged

from Burgos or Valladolid to sell glaring

blankets, long knives with beautifully

carved handles, and scent-bottles from

Tangiers. At last the moon peers up

over cliff and thicket; a cool breeze

blows inland; the semi-tropical trees

Napoleon and Eugénie, come no more. I hide the green, delicately-veined insides
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of their leaves, not to turn them until sea's innumerous sounds; and the va

the morrow’s dew invites; the peasants rious echoes seem to merge in and en

gather in groups and sing soft melodies hance the majesty of

in paluis to guitar music; a band at the _lhc Solemn mar

countess's ball mingles its notes with the or thcocc.1n's surf returning

AN ESTUDIANTINA.

From Biarritz to San Sebastian is but tecture has changed; the costumes of

an hour's ride on the rattling diligence, the people by the wayside are different;

yet in that single hour the traveler feels manners, speech, gestures, are no longer

that he has in some unaccountable man the same. The grave and earnest Basque,

ner left Europe behind him. The archi- 1 ignorant but conscientious and virtuous,
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salutes one with solemn courtesy as he

passes. Here and there one touches

upon a wayside relic of the abortive cam

paign of Don Carlos. A priest saunters

slowly by, smoking a cigarette and lazi

ly swinging his umbrella. Glaring white

walls, low, coarse and generally out of

repair, are capped by immense SlOping

roofs. The fields have a neglected look,

except where a Basque farmer has been

busy. He suffers but little negligence or

unthrift about him.

San Sebastian is a delightful little city,

coquettish, fresh, flooded with brilliant

sunlight, set down at the base of lofty

mountains whose summits shine like

blocks of crystal. It extends from the

pretty bay of La Concha, at the mouth

of which is the island of Santa Clara, to

the mouth of the Urremea River, which

ripples gently and melodiously among

green and sloping hills. Seaward, from

the promontory of Bilbao even to Blar

ritz, one sees the waves lapping crags

and masses of stone whose yellow and

reddish colors contrast strangely with the

white foam dashing now and then over

their summits. The traveler goes to San

Sebastian to remain one or two days: the

enchantment, which he would be quite

at a loss to give any definite reason for,

gains upon him; and he finds himself

still there, or at some point on the neigh

boring coast, at the end of a fortnight.

If from time to time he wearies of the

jocund life of the town, he has only to

penetrate the mountains half a mile

away. There he finds valleys full of

shade and mystery; deep gorges through

which bridle-paths wind in perplexing

fashion; pinnacles from which he can

look up to mightier pinnacles beyond.

Priests, smugglers, muleteers, peasant

girls in red and yellow petticoats, gra

ciously salute the wanderer with grave

bows and curtseys. If one stops at a

wayside inn, he is treated with the ut

most honesty and consideration : he may

leave his purse on the table where he

took his supper, and the landlord will

restore it to him-—something that cannot

be said of hosts in many other portions

of Spain. '

The railway route from San Sebastian 1

to Madrid runs through one of the most

picturesque and impressive countries in -

the universe. The scenery is of the

wildest description: the road traverses

yawning valleys, runs along the edges

of precipices, plunges into sombre and

deserted plains, winds through passes

cut out of the solid rock, and pierces the

very hearts of the mountains sixty-nine

times before the environs ‘of Madrid are

reached. All the way to Burgos the ex

press train, which moves as slowly as an

“accommodation " in the United States,

affords one a panorama of wildness and

primitive life or of positive desolation.

The villages are far apart: it is a relief

to come upon one after a toilsome jour

ney across one of the most forbidding

landscapes in Europe. At the stations

where the trains pause motley crowds

gather and beg, and when the engine

starts again ragged children run along

the roadside while they can keep up,

crying, "O gentle sefior! for the love of

God! for the love of Christ! one little

coin! O seflorl O sefiora! O sefiorita! one

little coin!" If they see that begging is

useless, they fall back with grieved and

sullen faces. Sometimes the railway's

slender line winds beside an embank

ment which allows the traveler a glance

up one of the tremendous defiles, at the

end of which blue ranges of mountains

seem to melt gently into bluer sky:

through the defiles generally winds a

wide strip of road, fringed with fantas

tic foliage and enlivened by a string of

mules carrying merchandise to the near

est town, and driven by bare-legged peas

ants. The "posadas" and “haciendas"

which ambitiously offer rest and refresh

ment are of the dirtiest, and bring to

mind a country stable in America rath

er than a rustic inn. The window-sills

outside are stained with slops thrown

carelessly from them; the walls are hung

with tobacco-stalks and flax drying; and

the pig reigns supreme in the front door.

Some of the mountain-sides which are

cultivated are so steep that the unoFfend

ing donkey that draws the primitive

plough has to brace his feet and slide

down the furrow, dragging the shouting

peasant after him. Agricultural imple
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ments are of the simplest character. A

plough is in some districts a straight piece

of wood, a beam sharpened at one end,

and fastened to the rude harness by a

clumsyr contrivance. Donkeys and dwarf
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yellow oxen do all the draught-work:

one rarely sees a horse outside any large

town.

In the express trains one meets with

dark - haired, dark - visaged gentlemen
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A SUPPER WI'l'H BRIGANDS.

who draw their hats down over their

eyes and puff cigarette smoke continu

ally through their nostrils, who converse

little, and who only unbend from their

girl, with her lace mantilla draping her

fine neck and shoulders, enters the car

riage. But in the slow trains one gets

even more knowledge of the Spanish

haughty demeanor when some beautiful I populace than he is desirous of acquir
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ing. The Spaniard when he travels ap

pears to fancy that he has an inalienable

right to take with him in the same car

in which he rides all his household goods

and farm produce.

in a blouse, a pair of white corduroys,

leathern sandals and a broad hat with

little tassels around its edges, clambers

chickens, deposits a small bag of flour

in a young girl's lap, pulls his growling

dog in after him, sets a basket of eggs

on an old woman's goutytoes, scram

bles into a fraction of a seat, smiles,

makes a hundred apologies, and lights

a cigarette. Two or three muleteers,

clad in long striped cloaks, perfume the

car with garlic. A soldier, with his gun

slung over his back, pokes the muzzle

of the dangerous weapon into his neigh

bor's eye occasionally. Every one inter

lards his or her conversation with inter

jections, and often with oaths shocking

to ears polite. lf the journey is long,

some clever fellow pulls a guitar out of

a bag, thrums its strings, hums a ballad

in which the others join, laughing and

puffing smoke between the refrains, and

now and then keeping time by clapping

their hands and stamping with their feet.

At a railway station, at Miranda or

Burgos, when the train stops to allow

the passengers to refresh themselves, no

one hurries at all. Suppose twenty min

utes to be the time allowed: every one

seats himself solemnly at the long table

in the dining-room and slowly eats and

moderately drinks, smoking between the

courses. As the twenty minutes‘ period

approaches its end the guard rings a

bell loudly and calls the seflore: to the

train. A few persons look around lan

guidly, as if astonished at an unusual

noise, but they do not bestir themselves.

On the contrary, they settle into their

chairs and address themselves to the

dessert. When the train is five minutes

behind time the guard rings again, with

no better success. After he has rung a

third time, and, stalking majestically up

and down the platform of the station,

has begun to feign closing the doors of

the carriages, the travelers rise slowly,

A stout farmer, clad ‘

wrap their cloaks around them with great

care, arranging each fold as if they were

about to be presented to the king, and,

lighting fresh cigarettes, stroll to the train.

They stand talking at the doors until the

guard pushes them into the compart

ments, when they glare out at him as if

1 he were guilty of a great discourtesy.

into a compartment already overcrowded.He hands his nearest neighbor a cage of ‘ Passing Burgos, he who does not care

to stop in the old town and note the

wonders of its streets and the discom

forts of its beds, can see from the rail

way, by day, the spires of its marvelous

cathedral. He will wonder at the in

comparable richness of the facade, at the

walls, on every square inch of which are

the marks of the chisels of the grand

sculptors of the thirteenth century, and

he cannot help moralizing on the curious

taste which placed this Gothic wonder in

an arid and dreary country, where it rains

without benefiting the soil, and where a

cold wind chills the very marrow. Be

yond Burgos the road leads through a

vast desert. The shepherds, shrouded

in their coarse cloaks, shiver as they

watch their flocks in their efforts to wor

ry a scanty pasturage out of the rocky

fields.

Sometimes a train is invaded by a rol

licking es/udianlfna on its way back to

the university at Salamanca after a va

cation of wandering through villages and

towns and many a rough adventure. The

students whose parents are poor organize

musical excursions yearly. A dozen of

them form a little orchestra, playing upon

guitars, flutes, violins and j>arzr{er1'/Ins,

and clad in the curious costume which

they wear in the university—a long black

robe descending almost to the feet, and a

three-cornered hat, with spoon and fork

stuck in one of the folds of this last-men

tioned article of clothing-—they enter

some village at nightfall and boldly ser

enade the damsels listening from behind

the blinds upon the balconies. If they

arrive half famished at an inn in the

mountains, they order the best dinner

that is to be had ; devourit gayly; then,

when the moment of reckoning comes,

they take their instruments from their

bags and ofi'er to pay in music. The

host curses the rs!1/dz'antina, but, while
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grumbling, yet accepts this form of pay

ment. At night they climb upon the

balconies and serenade the ladies so

boldly that they occasionally encounter

rough receptions from husbands or lov

ers. When their vacations are over they

fly to the nearest railroad, and re-enter

Salamanca and the university walls as

gravely as if they had been at prayer

ever since the close of the last term.
 

* ~

THE PROCl£b5l0N OF GlAl\"l'S.

As one approaches the environs of

Madrid he is struck with the sinister

and desolate character of the country.

He sees pine forests, huge rocks which

overhang narrow paths along mountain

sides; caves in which brigands hide;

little torrents which leap over precipices

close by the railway. Here are plains

filled with rocks which have been shaken

' into the strangest forms by volcanic ac
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tion._ The high crags shut out the sun

light from this plain.

Shortly before arriving at the Escorial

the route passes Las Navas, one of the

vilest and most dangerous little places

in Spain. The houses are of one story,

built of coarse stone, rudely carved:

black swine wander freely in and out

of them. Here the people are grossly

ignorant: dozens could say with truth

that they have never visited Madrid—

that they know nothing of politics; and

as for reading and writing, they are not

even acquainted with any one who pos

sesses those extraordinary accomplish

ments. At Las Navas girls, dark-brown

as Arabs, offer the traveler fresh milk in

little clay pots such as one sees in Al

gerian towns; a hunter strolls up with

a wolf slung over his shoulder, and pro

poses to sell it; a hare may be had for

ten cents. Life is not difiicult in this

region, yet the people live miserably.

A blight seems to overhang the whole

country round about. As I wandered

through this plain and toward the frown

ing Escorial one dark October day, I

could not help fancying that a curse

had fallen on the locality where Philip

II. lived and prayed and sinned against

God, when he fancied himself zealously

serving him.

This impression of blight and curse is

heightened as one proceeds across the

rocky and uninviting country between

the main line of rail to Madrid and the

monastery of the Escorial. Leaving the

comfortable first-class carriages of the

express train to plod across the waste is

not very agreeable, but one is well repaid

by the sights within the monastic walls.

Shepherds, beggars and priests are the

only persons one encounters: the shep

herds are dirty and ragged, and handle

their crooks very much as if they would

like to knock one on the head with them.

They answer questions civilly enough,

nevertheless, and point out the cross

perched on a high rock which marks

the spot where Philip ll.'s dreadful or

dcrs were carried out—where wretches

were hanged almost daily. Beneath the

loose bits of rock the curious tourist may

sometimes find pieces of whitened cords

which crumble as he endeavors to pick

them up. The shepherds handle these

ghastly souvenirs of a horrible past as if

they still had the taint of heresy upon

them.

A winding road between high rocks

clothed in brown moss leads one to a

ruined square in which a dismantled

church rears its forlorn front. A few

steps up a steep hill beside a thick wall

bring one to a point whence he can see

the Escorial, with its immense dome and

the four gloomy towers rising at the four

angles. Philip 11. built this colossal ed

ifice in the middle of the sixteenth cen

tury to replace the church of San Loren

zo, which was knocked over by cannon

balls during the siege of San Quentin.

The cynical imagination of the over

religious architects of the period could

devise no better form for this monster

monastic palace than that of the grid

iron upon which the unhappy Lawrence

sufi"ered martyrdom. The four towers

are supposed to represent the feet and

the royal apartments the handle of the

frying instrument. Gloomy and unim

pressive gardens stretch away on all

sides to stone walls which border green

ish ponds and lakelets. The entrance

to the edifice is wonderfully impressive.

A monumental gate leads into the " Court

of the Kings,“ and brings one face to face

with a gigantic portico of severe simplici

ty. At the summits of Doric columns are

six mighty caryatids representing the six

kings of Judea, supporting a triangular

capital of immense size. Out of a block

of granite a broad staircase is cut. The

church, decorated with Luca Giordano's

daring frescoes, reminds one of the many

curious freaks of which artists were guilty

during the decadence of the Italian school.

Luca's tranquil colors and strongly-ac

cented designs show clearly the struggles

of a great artist to rise above the follies

and failings of his epoch. The rich rel

iquaries; the delicately-chiseled coffers

in which repose the bones of saints; the

massive altar built of jasper and mar

ble and surrounded with gilded bronze;

statues of Charles V., Philip Il., queens

and infantas, kneeling with clasped hands

and upturned eyes; the stalls in precious
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woods; the missals filled with Gothic vi- I Benvenuto Cellini’s incomparable sculp

gnettes; the heavily- and coarsely-deco- I ture in white marble of Christ upon the

rated ceilings,—produce an effect of cold ' cross. In the sacristy are many ad

and confused magnificence. In a small mirable paintings—Grecos and Coellos

chapel in the rear the eye is consoled by which chill the imagination, but lead one

to admire the artists. The painting by | pefious faces of the Catholic dignitaries

Claudio Coello, representing the proces- | surrounding the king strike one unpleas

sion which received the holy Host sent antly: the visitor recoils from them.

to Philip by the emperor of Germany, is \Vandering through a labyrinth of cold

astonishingly rich in color: the hard, im- and gloomy corridors, one at last reaches
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a little staircase by which he may climb

to the dome of the Escorial and look over

the vast plain.

distinct mass of buildings, rise the roofs

of the royal palace in Madrid. To the

left one sees a dense forest, with a few

straggling hamlets on its edge; and at

the base of the monastic palace's thick

and frowning walls nestles a little vil

lage, whose precipitous streets are hor

ribly paved with cobble-stones set on

end. A few wretched trees struggle for

existence in a small market-place. At a

stone fountain's basin a bevy of laugh

ing girls are filling water-jars, and some

dejected-looking donkeys are greedily

drinking and cynically whisking their

tails.

The Pantheon of the kings, the great

vault of the Escorial, where lie the mor

tal remains of the mighty Charles, of

Philips lI., III. and IV., of Charles II.

and Charles III., of the queens Isabella,

Anne, Margaret, and Elizabeth de Bour

bon, is an unwholesome cellar, from

which one is glad to escape into the

open air. Even the sublime and pa

thetic figure of Christ which surmounts

one of the altars seems to bring no ray

of tender hope, no blessed consciousness

of immortality, into this royal charnel

house. It is impressive and repulsive

at once to look from the present into the

past, as one does in peering into the sar

cophagus of one of the greatest of em

perors. One may see under the glass

lid which seals the coffin of Charles V.

the body of the royal dead man only

partially covered by its shroud. The

face is still in an almost perfect state of

preservation : one nostril and one of the

eyebrows have crumbled because of con

tact with the air, but the profile is still dis

tinguishable, and fragments of the red

dish beard yet cling to the chin. Perhaps

it is not wrong to feel annoyed, while in

this tomb of the sovereigns, that one can

not also thus frccly contemplate all that

is left of Philip II., the terrible. But he

is securely shut in in a black marble sar

cophagus denoted only by a plain plate

bearing his name. One is curious to

know whether the calm of death gave

any sweetness to the imperious and un

Far away, out of an in- 1

forgiving face of the monk and tyrant

who scourged Europe in the bitterness

of his malicious zeal. Ascending to his

private apartments, which are left much

as they were when he passed into the

silences beyond, one almost fears to en

counter his spectre walking through the

narrow chambers or seated in the niche

which permitted him to hear mass with

out entering the chapel, muttering his

prayers and nursing his gouty limb as

he supports it upon a velvet cushion.

One can fancy him seated before his

little wooden table brooding over the

papers which contain secrets of the state

-—a blond tyrant, with grayish-blue eyes ;

with a thick, protruding under lip; with

loan and bony cheeks, covered with livid

skin; with small ears, which catch the

slightest sound ; with his cruel chin con

cealed beneath a symmetrical beard.

Or one seems to see him musing in his

quaint old chair, whose back is studded

with copper nails riveted into leathern

bands; to watch him as his hands wan

der over the bosom of his velvet doublet,

feeling for the chaplet which so rarely

quits his person. This terrible mocking

spectre of Philip the tyrant, Philip the

monster, seems to pursue the hapless

visitor as he roams through the muse

um, to which an uncivil monk grudging

ly admits him, looking at the paintings

by Ribera, Giordano, Bosch and Tintoret,

and does not quit him until he has gain

ed the open air and left the village and

monastery of the Escorial far behind

him.

The Spaniards, who are so very fond

of killing people, pay but small atten

tion to the disgusting condition into which

many of their cemeteries fall through neg

lect and the poverty so general in great

numbers of the small villages. In some

of the northern sections of Spain the

most horrible spectacles may often be

witnessed. The common ditches in which

the poor are hastily interred are so lightly

covered that the cfiluvium from them is

nauseating to the last degree. The dead

who have left behind them some little

wealth are cemented into tombs con

structed in immensely thick walls: in

most provinces the bodies of the rich are
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placed in a horizontal position in these

curious cells, and inscriptions upon mar

ble or stone tablets indicate the rank and

importance of the deceased. Once a

year, on All Saints‘ Day, the cemeteries

'dWV.')ARJADV

~<:rvants in livery stand before the walls

in which the representatives of noble

families are entombed, and hold torches

which cast a weird light over the burial- I

Place. In Madrid the “common ditches"

Are covered with a black cloth, upon

are visited by crowds bearing flowers

and garlands, which are strewn upon

the walls, and here and there upon the

trenches in which repose the unhonored

remains of the poor. In the evening

which the rich carelessly throw a little

of the money they so scrupulously with

held from the unfortunates during their

lifetime. One corner of these cemeteries

always remains dark and unvisited amid

the general illumination: it is that in
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which those who have suffered upon the

scaffold are buried. A funeral among ~

the poorer classes is a very unceremoni

ous affair: the priest and the mourners

often smoke their cigarettes as they pro

ceed to the cemetery. Nothing can be

more repulsive in the eyes of the more

decorous Northern nations than the spec

tacle of the funeral procession of a little

child in some of the Spanish towns. The

diminutive coffin is covered with flowers

and gaudy decorations, and a host of

chattering children surround the bier of

the little one, laughing and disputing

places with each other. The face of

the corpse is always exposed, so that

every passer-by in the streets can make

his comment upon it.

In numerous provinces the insane are

allowed to wander about the streets and

public squares, and Spanish law does

not always require that even those who

are dangerously crazy shall be shut up in

asylums. A few years since I encoun

tered a madman, crowned with straw

and armed with a formidable club, in

a street in Saragossa. This irresponsi

ble person fancied himself marshaling

an army, and motioned to all who ap

proached to give him a wide berth, that

his soldiers might pass. I kept prudent

‘.y out of reach of his stick, but ragged

children ran after him, teasing him and

mocking at the unhappy man, who some

times foamed at the mouth with rage.

Two French travelers were once prom

enading in the little village of Las Rosas,

when they were alarmed by a frightful

noise behind a low wall. Peering over

the mass of stones into a small yard,

they saw a miserable man afflicted with

the worst symptoms of hydrophobia.

His lips were white with foam, and he

snarled at them and showed his teeth.

While they were planning a retreat the

alcalde of the village appeared, accom

panied by a group of armed peasants.

Three or four stout fellows lassoed the

madman, dragged him into a ruined

cottage near by. and, at the order of the

alcalde, shot him, leaving the body un

buried where it fell. The alcalde, ques

tioned by the travelcrs, informed them i

that "the rage was frequent" among the

people over whose destinies he presided :

and the reason which he gave for it was

as remarkable as revolting. He said that

the homeless dogs in the neighborhood 1

often disinterred the corpses of the poor

in the cemetery, and, feeding upon them,

straightway became mad, and ran to

communicate their madness to the living

people whom they encountered. When

asked why he did not keep the cemetery

in repair, so that such things could not

happen, he answered, "No funds."

The stories of brigandage in Spain

have doubtless been greatly exaggerated.

but there are still brigands enough in the

country to make a journey in the moun

tain-districts somewhat unsafe and adven

turous. Now and then bandits upset and

rob a diligence, and within the past few

years several railway trains have been

sacked by daring fellows, who have gen

erally escaped capture. in the vicinity

of Toledo, ancient and romantic city

filled with architectural wonders, brig

ands have many fastnesses into which

the soldiery never succeed in penetrat

ing. The proprietors of the lands upon

which these bandits take refuge dare not

inform against them: assassination would ,

surely be the result. In this singular,

region of ravines and precipices among l

the rocky cliffs, or the plains through

which the Tagus winds amid olive-groves

or past mighty oaks whose broad shade ‘

is never visited by the sun, the brigand ;

makes his home: from it he sallies forth ‘

when anxious for adventure; to it he

returns unmolested. Sometimes a joy-i

ous band arrives, flushed with success

and wine, at the house of a well-to-dol

farmer but a short distance from the city.The brigands post their sentinels at his 1

doors, compel him to serve them meat

and drink, and to carouse with them

until dawn, when they steal back to their

haunts among the hills, where wolves

prowl along their track, where vipers

hide in the recesses of the rocks, and

where the hoarse cry of the crows echoes

from the tops of the tallest trees.

Once in a while a brigand is taken

by strategy. One evening five members

of the civil guard who had been sent in

quest of a famous leader of banditti en
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tered a little hostelry near Toledo, and

sat down to rest. They unbuckled their

sword-belts, laid sabre and carbine aside,

dined judiciously and drank injudicious

ly. After they had reached their second
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score of cigarettes the identical man they

sought dropped in. He saluted them

gravely, noticed their condition, cover

ed them with his cocked rifle, sat down

and ordered supper. It was served, the

W/////xi./. /
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A MARRIALJ. IN SPAIN.

host obeying under compulsion. A stout

priest happening to enter, the bandit in

vited him to sup with him, intimating

that should he refuse there would be

one priest less in Spain. The holy man

accepted, ate and drank freely, mingling

in his conversation much pious advice to

the brigand. When supper was over the

robber, emboldened by wine, called up

one of the civil guards and demanded
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his boots. "They are newer than mine,"

he said, "and I want them." The trem

bling guard, overcome with fear and liq

uor, approached. The bandit, thinking ‘

the priest a harmless fellow, turned his ,

back upon him as he stooped to look at

the guard's boots. No sooner had he

done this than the priest sprang upon

him like a tiger, threw him down, seized

his rifle, broke the ruffian's leg with a

well-directed shot; then, rousing up the

guards, had the bandit bound upon a

mule's back and taken to Toledo to

suffer justice. The priest was an ex

dragoon, and had seen brigands many

times before.

At Toledo the Goths, the Moors, the

Jews and the Spaniards successively

erected curious and fantastic buildings,

sumptuous palaces, sombre monasteries

in brick and wood, profusely decorated;

but Nature built in more grotesque fash

ion than any of them. Under the bril

liant moonlight of a Southern evening

the old town seems like a vision from

some enchanted land inhabited by fai

ries or sorcerers. The Tagus roars

through granite passes beside ruined

Arabic arches, or ripples over dull-col

ored sands in the town. The huge ram

parts and gates built by Wamba are

dwarfed by the mighty ranges of the

Guadalupe which rise serene and mag

nificent in the distance. On the seven

peaked rock which forms the foundation

for all the quaint buildings narrow streets

stretch hither and thither in seemingly

inextricable confusion. The dwellings

seem each to be jealous of the other: a

tall house appears determined to crowd

a little one into the neighboring abyss;

a church has grappled with a warehouse,

and is apparently urging the priority of

its claim to the narrow site. The careful

observer, wandering at his will from av

enue to avenue, is amazed at the riches

which he sees displayed on every hand.

Door-posts, columns, gates, ceilings,

floors, roofs, chimneys are loaded with

ornamentation of the most varied kind.

The cathedral is lined with paintings rep

resenting the persecution of the Catholics

by the Moors. In the sacristy, Giordano,

Goya and Greco have exhausted the re

1 sources of their art upon the ceiling.

I After contemplating the dazzling trea

sures in the vaults of this celebrated

church, it is painful to come out again

into the open air and to note the sqhalor

1 and ignorance among the inhabitants

‘ of the poorer class. Virgins decorated

j with thousands of pearls and diamonds.

saints in solid silver and in superbly

decorated precious woods, objects of art

whose market value would be hundreds

of thousands of dollars, are hidden

away from the gaze of the masses, and

are only at rare intervals unveiled to the

prying eyes of the stranger.

This unique city of Toledo is famous

for the religious processions which are

still a prominent feature of Spanish out

door life, and which may also still be

seen in all their pristine glory at Seville

and Malaga. Many of the most touching

stories of Holy Scripture are represent

ed by persons employed especially for

the purpose, and the populace enjoys the

odd spectacle in a decorous and reverent

manner. In the first days of Holy Vt/'eek,

Toledo and Seville are crowded with vis

itors from all parts of Spain and France.

In some of the Spanish cities the roles

to be sustained in the‘ procession are ad

judged to those who will agree to fill

them for the least money.

and Malaga he who represents the Sa

viour in the procession to the crucifixion ,

is often paid as much as two thousand

reals (about four hundred dollars) ; and

he richly earns it, for he has to under

go a severe flagellation from the begin

ning to the end of the route.

do the procession of Los Nazarenos (the

Nazarenes) is the first spectacle in Holy

Week. At the head of the line march l

a number of stout fellows clad in black

velvet costumes of the time of Philip IV.,

wearing on their heads pointed hoods,

and making dolorous music with trum

pets and mufiled drums. Behind them

are ranged in regular order the groups

of the Passion; and in curious contrast ;

to these are men-at-arms in the armor

of Charles V.'s day. Each group is pre

ceded by a master of ceremonies, resplen

dentin evening dress partially concealed

under a light and loosely~ fitting cloak.

In Seville ‘

In Tole- ‘
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These gentlemen wear on their breasts

silver medals of the order of Charity,

and carry in their right hands long staffs

surmounted by little crosses. Behind the

“Passion" comes a rabble of penitents,

whose faces are concealed by immense

hoods, and who stagger under the weight

of a cross to which is nailed a tawdrily

bedizened figure of Christ. Priests and

acolytes follow; the fume of incense from

swinging censers loads the air; the sound

of solemn song drifts up to the balconies

from which dark-eyed maidens peer at

the throngs. In the public squares tall,

robust men, with gayly-colored handker

chiefs bound about their heads, and with

long cloaks draped gracefully around

their forms, stand motionless as the line

passes them. Old women prostrate them

selves and kiss the ground upon which

one end of the cross is from time to time

sutfered to rest ; urchins tumble and shout

on the pavements; and the powerful sun

light penetrates into every nook and cor

ner, giving the only gayety possible to

a scene which always calls up remem

brance of the ferocious and bigoted

Spain of the days of the Inquisition.

The procession of the giants in Bar

celona is one of the most remarkable

sights in Spain. It is a masquerade

which inevitably mystifies the stranger,

but throws the native population into

paroxysms of delight. A dozen enor

mously tall figures, representing legend

ary men and women dressed in ancient

costumes, promenade the streets, easily

looking into the third-story windows.

They are figures artfully constructed so

that they can be borne upon the heads

of stout fellows, who now and then set

down their burdens and emerge from the

draperies to breathe. Around these giants

dance dozens of bronzed-faced men dress

ed as women, and behind them march

troops of children intended to represent

angels. The child at the head of this

angelic host is usually the son or the

daughter of one of the richest merchants

of the city: the dainty little body has

wings made of tulle fastened upon card

board: sometimes a bevy of children,

ranged about a placid and beautiful wo

man, are intended to represent angels

grouped around the Madonna. In their

wake follow long rows of pupils of re

ligious societies; the officials of the city,

carrying wax tapers in their hands; and

finally, escorted by military bands and

surrounded by priests and soldiers, the

throne of one of the earliest of canon

ized Catalanian kings—a golden chair

richly chased, encrusted with jewels and

heaped with flowers—is triumphantly

borne before the eyes of the praying

thousands.

The rabble of Madrid occasionally in

dulges at Christmas-tide in rather serious

practical joking which is dignified with

the name of “The Kings." A crowd of

low fellows, playing upon discordant

horns and thumping drums, surround

the first simple fellow who happens to

pass, and throw about his neck a mule

collar to which dozens of bells are at

tached. They then command him to

carry a tall ladder, to the top of which

is fastened a basket. He is informed

that he must assist at the ceremony of

the search for the three kings who came

from the East to visit the manger in

which once lay the" heaven-born Child."

This always occurs at night, and the vic

tim, dazzled by the glare of the torches

and alarmed at the imperative manner

in which he is addressed, obeys all the

commands given him. After he has

borne the ladder through many streets

amid the jeers of the crowd, he is order

ed to mount it and to look for the kings.

He climbs the ladder: no sooner is he at

the top than those supporting it allow it

to fall down, and he gets a broken head

or limb as the reward of his credulity.

Troops of wandering gypsies swarm

in Spain. In the vicinity of Grenada,

Malaga, Valencia, Barcelona and Seville

their camps are frequently pitched, and

the vagabonds worry the peasantry of

the neighborhoods into giving them em

ployment. Full well the farmers know

that unless the king of a gypsy band is

supplied with the needful rations for his

tribe he will steal them, and they prefer

to make work for the company. The

"king" is usually a robust fellow, tall

and stately: his olive-colored features

are grave as those of the haughtiest
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hidalgo; his royal garments consist of a

soiled suit of white linen, and as a scep

tre he wields a long whip, useful when

he employs his elegant leisure in the

classical pursuit of mule-shearing. On

his splay feet he wears a pair of straw

sandals; a sombrero covers his closely

clipped hair; a rose-colored shirt with a

huge collar clothes his breast. He has

a passion for jewelry, and wears immense

 

rings upon his fingers and hoops of gold

in his ears. In his girdle are two or

three long knives from Albacete, and

the shears with which he clips the restive

mules. The queen, his wife, is a savage

,

IHE BROKLN GUITAR.

looking woman of ungainly form, with

long skinny hands, black piercing eyes,

which she persistently rolls in the most

mysterious and oracular fashion: her

robe is of many colors, and is also gen
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erously adorned with grease from the

cooking-pot. Around her neck she

wears a variety of talismans and charms,

which she can be induced to part with

only when the maidens of the towns

near by put gold pieces into her claw

and beseech her for safeguards against

evil or for tokens with which to gain

the love of the caballeros whom they

fancy. In every camp one finds a saucy

brood of naked children, who indulge in

the most astonishing bodily contortions

as a stranger approaches, in the hope of

extorting a few small coins, for the pos

session of which they fight desperately

among themselves. The gypsies are hos

pitable: the humblest beggar may share

their shelter and food. They sell baskets

and necklaces, and pillage only when

they cannot get enough to eat by chaff

ering and fortune-telling and tinkering.

Sometimes they stain their hands with

human blood: a corpse is found by the

wayside, but the camp is gone next day,

and justice does not pursue the king and

his tribe very far.

The fervor and intensity of Southern

passion in Spain finds one of its most

admirable expressions in the serenade.

There are few Spanish villages in which

the balcony scene in Romeo and _‘7uliel

is not nightly repeated. The lover be

gins the acquaintance with a few notes

upon his guitar beneath his loved one's

window. If the fair one be not obdurate,

he has won her heart by the tenth ser

enade. Often two rivals arrive at the

same time beneath the window of at

belle: then there is a tragedy unless

one ignobly flees. Sometimes a young_

man is encouraged many times in his

serenading before the adored one vouch

safes him a word. In Seville, some years

since, a youth who had been encouraged.

by one of the fairest of the Andalusian.

maidens arrived under her balcony, and

began, as he had often begun before,

a love-ditty. He looked up: no light.

burned in her window; the street lamp

only, flickering faintly at the house-cor

ner, threw a feeble gleam upon the image

of the Virgin in a niche of the wall. As

he was wondering at his lack of success

the great oaken door of the mansion

creaked on its hinges, and a priest came

out. HGo away, my son," he said gen

tly: “the good girl within is dead; she

died but a few moments ago." The

Andalusian broke his guitar, knelt for a

moment before the image of the Virgin,

then rushed away into the darkness, and

the next morning a boatman drew his

corpse out of the Guadalquivir.

EDWARD KING.

TRANSLATIONS FROM THE FRENCH OF FRANCOIS COPPEI-I.

l.—OCTOBER MORNING.

EXQUISITE auroral hour,

Flushed by the sudden sun!

Through the autumnal haze a shower

Of leaves drops one by one.

Slowly they come: the eye perceives,

\Vith lazy, following view,

The oak tree's copper-colored leaves,

The maple's blood-red hue.

The last, the rustiest of all,

From the despoiled branches fall;

Yet winter is not with us now.

VoL. XlX.—a
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A blond light bathes the landscape sere,

And through the rosy atmosphere

There seems to fall a golden snow.

ll.—lGNlS-FATUUS.

Through stormy night, beneath a dolorous sky,

The peasant, from sad vigils wending home,

Near the wet road oft sees the tricksy gnome,

The ignis-fatuus, steadfast as an eye.

If he advance, his pride o'ermastering fear,

The light retreats, and seems twixt leaf and leaf,

A beacon-flame afar upon a reef,

Twisted and tortured by the sea-winds drear.

But if the coward flee and look askance,

Close, close beside the infernal light doth dance:

lts piercing evil eye is not withdrawn.

0 old desire! why still pursu'st thou me,

Since thou diclst fly when I gave chase to thee?

Oh, when shalt thou be quenched? when comes the dawn?

OUR FLOOR OI"

EMMA Laza nus.

FIRE.

TWO PAPERS.—I.

N the blazing chimneys of a blast-fur

nace at night we have a very striking

spectacle, familiar as it is. By day, the

incandescent gases that form the wav

ing red flag of the iron-master are less

visible, but great volumes of smoke float

abroad over a blackened country, where

many forms of vegetation are blighted,

grass is smothered and the trunks of trees

don a dingy cloak. It is an artificial vol

cano on a small scale, with several cra

ters, an attendant desert corresponding

to that which surrounds Hecla, and a

steady accumulation on the soil of the

products of combustion. We approach

the cupola amid the deafening clank of

trip-hammers and whir of fly-wheels in

no feeble mimicry of the groans of the

Titans under Ossa or Enceladus under

Etna. The heat grows more and more

oppressive as we draw toward the cen

tre of activity. Presently, an opening is

formed, and a white-hot torrent of slag,

or lava, pours slowly forth. This cools

so rapidly that the gases imprisoned

within its substance have not time to

escape. They thus give the hardened

mass, generally, a cellular or porous

structure and a comparatively low spe

cific gravity. On the surface a crust

forms immediately, and you may soon

walk upon it without prejudice to your

shoes, as the Vesuvian tourists traverse

the still-moving lava and light their way

with torches improvised by thrusting

their walking-sticks into the crevices.

Altogether, the rehearsal of the phe

nomena of an eruption is, as far as it

goes, exact. It would be more so were

a mound of earth and rock heaped up

around the furnace and its vent, while

unlimited fuel continued to be supplied

at the buried base. Dump into the

chimney a quantity of material like that

which surrounds it, add some barrels of

water, and hurry out of the way. A vio

lent ejection of lava in a vertical direc

tion will take the place of the sluggish

lateral flow we have witnessed. Cooled

still more quickly by its more rapid pas

sage through the atmosphere, it becomes

more porous and lighter. It may resem
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ble pumice. But there can be no such

variety of mineral forms as that yielded

by volcanoes. Lime, iron and clay, as a

rule, comprise the contents of the fur

nace, with but a trifle of the charac

teristic element of sulphur, with which

smelters of iron have as little to do as

possible. The subterranean laboratory is

infinite in its resources, and they appear

in all the combinations heat can produce.

The crystalline marble of the statuary,

the granite of the builder, the gold-bear

ing quartz that enriches states, and the

gem that glitters on the brow of beauty

are but a few of the fruits of the same

alembic. The lava itself varies greatly

in the density of its structure, as, to a

less extent, does its relative of the iron

furnace. Its gradations in this respect

lie between basalt, or the almost equally

hard paving-stones of Pompeii, and the

delicate floating fibres scattered by Mau

na Loa over the island at its base, and

tenned by the natives the hair of their

ancient goddess Pelé. The latter sub

stance is the result of a current of cold

ARARAT.

air passing sharply across the surface

of an outpour of lava, and has been re

cently reproduced artificially at the great

iron-works of Essen. lt resembles spun

glass, and may, like it, be used as a tex

tile. Pumice, which is lighter than wa

ter, and in great eruptions has been known

to cover square miles of sea, is a more

familiar form.

Man has naturally been always curious

about the chimneys ofhis spherical dwell

ing-place. He is fond of observing them

from below, and, when he can, from

above. Vesuvius is one of the stock

shows of Italy, like the Apollo and the

Coliseum. Two generations ago “its

blaze" was "a usual sight to gaping

tourists from its hackneyed height." It

is still more so now, the telegraph en

abling lovers of the marvelous to stay at

home till the last moment, and traverse

Europe between the last preliminary throe

and the actual outbreak. After the con

struction of a few more railways on the

west coast of South America we shall,

on our side of the Atlantic, be able to
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make pleasure excursions at short notice

to Sangay, Sorata and Antuco, each of

which in round numbers exceeds in alti

tude by fifty per cent. Vesuvius piled on

Etna.

El‘-. at’.

trip and encourage home industry in the

eruptive line by taking Mr. Proctor

Knott's railway to Mount St. Helen's, a

peak of our own, not quite so lofty as

Or we may at once shorten the . its fellow-warders of the opposite end of
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the Cordilleras, but nearly up to the uni

ted inches of the two European cracks.

A course of inquiry which began with

the establishment of the first volcanic

observatory by Empedocles, and has

been pursued in our day by such men

as Spallanzani, De Buch and Humboldt,

could not fail to have notable results. Let

us glance at some of them, and at some

of the labors through which they were

attained.

Dissection—in the case of so active a

subject as a volcano really vivisection—~

was the first thing in hand. The frame

of the giant, his head and arteries coursed

by fire, the nervous fluids that made the

expansion and contraction of his granite

muscles felt across a continent, his chev

clure of flame and smoke that darkened

kingdoms, and his eructations of ashes

and melted rock that buried cities, were

to be probed and analyzed. The task

was one eminently calculated to bring

out the heroism of science and add to

its martyrology. More than one ex

plorer has paid for his ardor with his

life, and others have lived to show how

savants can behave under fire-—and

above it. Dismissing the story of Em

pedocles and his fireproof sandal, we

may cite the recent destruction of Count

Vidua among the volcanoes of Celebes.

Free from those dangers, seated in a

region where the fire-mountain and the

mastodon seem equally extinct, let us

take a less perilous peep into these fiery

secrets of the under-world. We have

the advantage over the jackdaw study

ing the hole in the millstone, in that our

view is not met by utter darkness. We

climb, for example, with Spallanzani and

his successors to the top of Stromboli.

A third of the way down the mountain

side, opposite to that by which we as

cended, we see the bowl of white-hot

broth that has been full and bubbling

without the slightest intermission for at

least twenty-three centuries. At intervals

more or less regular it boils over with a

splutter that shakes the earth and sends
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a spray ofincandescent rocks into the sea,

which grumbles the while like a black

smith's water-barrel when he cools a bar

of iron from the anvil. Or, turning our

backs on this very moderate specimen

of a volcanic vent, we step to the Sand

wich Islands and skirt the six square

miles of molten lava at Kilauea, the

lower and secondary crater of Mauna

Loa. It would melt down two Strom

bolis, and the five hundred feet through

which it rises and falls would scarce be

so increased, by the throwing of them

into the basin, as to cause the overflow

which has long been looked for in vain.

Vaster still, though not at present occu

 

pied by lava, is the cavity of Dasar in

Java. Standing on its brim, three hun

dred feet high, one can scarcely perceive

a horseman in the middle, and to trav

erse its utterly barren expanse, deep with

cinders, is a fatiguing march. There are,

moreover, craters within craters, like a

cup and saucer, the cup reversed and a

hole in its bottom. This is a common

form, the interior cone being composed

of the later ejections, and changing shape

and dimensions with the fluctuations in

the activity of the volcano. Etna and

Vesuvius vary their profile in a course

of years by the growth and decrease of

this mound. It sometimes rises several

SUMMIT OF PICHINCHA.

hundred feet above the level of the wall

of the main crater, and its disappearance

correspondingly reduces the apparent

height of the mountain. At Pichincha,

where the scale is grander, Humboldt

saw, twelve or fifteen hundred feet be

neath him, what he describes as the

“summits of several mountains." They

stood in a circular trough three miles in

diameter, the bottom of which went down,

he had no doubt, to the level of the city

Of Quito. His feet pressed eternal snow.

The size of the crater does not bear

any fixed relation to that of the volcano '

to which it belongs. The diameter of

the summit-basin of Volcano, one of the

Lipari Islands, which has the honor of

having contributed the generic name,

is, for instance, three thousand feet, the

mountain rising but twelve hundred feet

above the sea; while Etna, with an ele

vation of nearly eleven thousand feet,

has a crater but half as large. Etna, in

i turn, excels in this feature the Peak of

Teneriffe, which is fourteen hundred feet

higher, and has emitted from its narrow

mouth the substance of the whole island

upon which in one sense it stands and

which in another it composes.

Some mountains have a plurality of

craters. Colima, in Mexico, projects

‘ smoke and lava simultaneously from

‘ two; the volcano of the Isle de Bourbon

i has three, erected upon cones of consid
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erable magnitude; and the Gunung Sa

lam of Java is provided with six.

Again, not only do mountains which

possess craters, or even a relay of them,

frequently neglect to use them in their

moments of frenzy, and branch off, like

some human spouters, into side-issues,

but there are volcanoes devoid of ter

 

STROMBOLL

minal craters altogether. Among those

is Antisana, nineteen thousand feet high.

Nor can Ararat be said to possess one.

This famous hill, 17,210 feet above the

sea and 14,000 above the surrounding

plain, only took its place in the ranks of

active volcanoes in 1840, after a silence

running back beyond the event which

gives it celebrity. The eruption of that

year is unfortunately less minutely chron

icled than the voyage of the ark, but it

appears to have proceeded from an open

ing in the flank of the mountain. An

internal accumulation of water froin the

snows which perpetually whiten the in

accessible summit is supposed to have

been brought in contact with the subter

ranean fires. The superficial drainage is

very imperfect, only two springs showing

themselves. The neighborhood has al

ways been subject to earthquakes, and

there are traces of volcanic action at

some unknown period of the past.

As water is so important an agent in

the production of volcanic throes, it is

looked to by those who have an imme

diate and fearful interest in the matter to

give warning of an approaching convul

sion. The wells, they say, sink and the

springs disappear, as the departure of the

savages from the vicinity of the settle

ments used to betoken to our frontiers

men an Indian war. The element, so

powerful as a friend and an enemy, be

gins its attack by drawing in its pickets.

The time for preparation may be a few

hours or it may be some days, but when

the wells change level it has come. So

it was at Naples in 1779. 1806 and 1822.

At the same time, the sign is not infal

lible, nor does it always manifest itself

when an eruption is at hand. A cause

for the frequent occurrence of the phe

nomenon is easy to suggest. The expul

sion of an enormous volume of matter,

solid or gaseous, must produce a vacuum,

and any surface fluid within reach will

be absorbed to fill it. An infusion of the

water with clay, scorite or other matter by

the direct action of the expulsive force,
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changing its color to white, red or black,

admits ofas ready an explanation. When

such portents are followed closely by a

preliminary growl from the awakening

monster, the crisis cannot be far ofl'.

The movements of the imprisoned gases

which thus make themselves felt may or

m ry not be attended h_v marked tremors

of the surface. Generally, they are com

paratively slight, and are confined to the

immediate neighborhood. Of the excep‘

tions we shall speak farther on. The

sound is said to be distinct from those

which attend the actual eruption, as the

indistinct and muffled mutterings of a

gagged mouth are different from the ex

WALLS OF THE CRATER UF KILAUEA.

pressions which follow the removal of the

Obstruction. In the language of Etna,

when well at work, a sharp and clear

danger is sometimes detected that goes

to account for the ancient myth of Vul

can's having there located his smithy.

The reverberation, among the durd z'1z'a

of the mountain, of loosened rocks and

blasts of vapor jostling each other in the

rush for the outlet, suggests volition.

The sympathy of ocean is sometimes

as early in showing itself. Earthquakes

are commonly accompanied by an agita

tion of the sea, but it sometimes occurs

at the moment of an eruption. This

happened at the destruction of Hercula
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meum, and at the outbreak of the same

mountain in 1775. A few hours before

the latter eruption, with no perceptible

-movement of the land the waves fled

from the Neapolitan coast so suddenly

and so far that the inhabitants thought

the bottom of the sea had fallen through

at some remote point.

The revival of a volcano rising beyond

the limit of perpetual snow is marked by

a thaw which often spreads devastation

over the subjacent slopes and plain. Ice

 

land, Kamtschatka and the Andes are

especially subject to this disaster. In

I742, Bouguer and Condamine were qui

etly measuring an arc of the meridian

under the shadow of Cotopnxi when the

summit-snow melted and swept away six

MOUNTBOURBON.

hundred houses and eight hundred hu

man beings. Sixty-one years later the

same proud and shapely cone grew rest

ive under a scorching cross-examination

at the hands of Humboldt. For fifteen

years it had been still and silent, smoke
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less, white and beautiful. At sunrise one

morning the mass of glittering snow, spot

less the evening before, had disappeared,

and in its place stood a stern black mass

of rock. Tolima, on the

Isthmus of Panama, had

for a century after its

discovery by Europeans

manifested no symptoms

of restlessness. Its white

cap had never been doff

ed to the heralds of civ

ilization. They expected

such an event as little

as “a thaw in Zembla."

March 12, 1595, its head

was abruptly bared, and

it paid its new lords an un

welcome homage in the

shape of fire and water.

The dwellers in vol

canic lands do not al

ways wait for any of

these warnings. Obser

vation and experience

seem to have provided

them with a special sense

they cannot define, and

not possessed by stran

gers. In 1835, for ex

ample, Vesuvius gave

forth none of the recog

nized notes of danger,

yet those who had spent

their lives at its base were

conscious ofan approach

ing crisis. The air, they said, was heavy

and oppressive—very calm, though not

warmer than usual. May this sensation,

frequently noted on like occasions else

where, be due to a discharge of carbonic

acid gas, rolling down the sides of the

mountain, and mingling with the atmo

sphere before it separates and sinks?

This gas, combined with sulphurous

and hydrochloric gas, and with steam,

exists abundantly in the vertical jet of

smoke and cinders thrown out at the mo

ment of eruption-—Pliny's “pine tree."

This column, the vanguard of the Plutonic

invasion, is driven through the before un

broken crust of the crater with immense

force. Comparatively light as it is, it

rises to a height of hundreds, and even

thousands, of yards before dispersir.g

horizontally.

solid matters of ejection, especially the

Far above it rise the more

hollow globes of incandescent and viscous

SMOKE-COLUMN.

lava, which, as they cool, derive a spheri

cal form from rotation. A sheaf of these

balls of fire was seen one hundred and

eighty miles at sea when the eruption of

Kotlugaia occurred in l86o—an angle im

plying an elevation of twenty-four thou

sand feet, or nearly five miles. They

were heard to burst at a distance of a

hundred miles. We can have no dif

ficulty in realizing this when we consider

the tremendous force with which expul

sion is eflected. The pressure at the

crater of Etna is estimated at three

hundred atmospheres, and at that of

Antisana fifteen hundred, or twenty-one

thousand pounds, to the square inch!

The utmost working power of a locomo

tive or other high-pressure engine does
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not exceed one hundred and forty pounds

to the inch.

The'column of smoke by day becomes,

like that of Moses, one of fire by night.

This is due to the reflection from the ‘

molten lava which boils beneath and is

hurled aloft in fragments. Lightning is

also produced, visible by day, when a

high electrical tension is reached; and

thunder from above mingles with that

below. The emission of actual flame

from the crater has been a disputed point.

LAVA-jl-IT, MAUNA LOA.

Spallanzani, Gay-Lussac, Poulett-Scrope,

Brongniart and Waltershausen, after ob

servation during long periods of volca

noes in every part of the world, united

in declaring that they never detected it.

They denied the presence of hydrogen

or other inflammable gas. Bunzen and

Fouque, however, detected hydrogen in

eruptions on the islands of lceland, San

torin and Lanzerote. Sir H. Davy, Elie

de Beaumont and Pilla avow that they

distinctly saw flames issue from Vesuvius

and Etna; and the later observations of

Abich seem to establish the existence of

flame. lt is, however, not conspicuous

enough to be notable among the lumi

nous eflects of eruptions. Practically, as

applied to volcanoes, the word remains

a _/aran de par/er.

The eight yards of ashes and rapilli

enveloping Pompeii cease to surprise in

face of more modern illustrations of the

mass of these substances sometimes eject

ed. That thrown out by Hecla in 1766

covered a breadth of a hundred and fifty

miles. The cinders from Timboro, half

a century later, were carried nearly nine

hundred miles. Instances of this kind,

in which the actual depth of the deposit

at any one point was inconsiderable, are

numerous and familiar. More in point is

the thickness—four hundred feet—of the

layer of ashes spread by Sangay upon the

surface of the adjacent country.

The cinders, when they fall, are rarely

'dry, although incandescent at the time

of discharge. They absorb water from

the volumes of steam which pass out si

multaneously. \Ve have here an expla

nation of the casts of the human form

found at Pompeii and perpetuated by

means of plaster. The victims were

enveloped in a paste which hardened

ere decomposition set in, and attained,

un'der pressure, a consistency capable of

resisting the force of the gases resulting

from that process. .

ln chemical composition volcanic ashes

vary. Vauquelin's analysis of some from

Etna shows, in large proportion, silica,

sulphate of lime, sulphuret of iron and

alumina; and, in smaller, magnesia, car

bon, copper and sulphur. Volcanic soils

are, as a rule, noted for their fertility.

Gypsum and potash abound in them.

The latter is a chief ingredient in gran

ite, which is lava cooled under pressure.

All grades of projectiles are used by

the subterranean artillery. The sand

and rapilli discharged with the ashes

correspond to drop-shot. The bombs,

already mentioned, are of dimensions as

various as those employed by military

engineers. They are alleged to differ

in size according to the elevation of the

mountains from which they are fired. A

howitzer like Stromboli carries shells of
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a few inches in diameter, while such

Rodman monsters as Cotopaxi bombard

heaven and earth with hollow shot of two

or three yards calibre. They leave the

crater with about the same velocity im

parted by gunpowder—from twelve to

fifteen hundred feet per second.

Most of the ejected solids fall back

into the crater, where they are remelted

and again ejected, keeping up this alter

nation of liquid and solid, of repose and

movement, as long as the eruption lasts.

The lava which rejects and receives them

varies much in fluidity. In some cases

stones cast upon its white-hot surface

give back a ring as if from a hard sub

stance, and in others they are instantly

swallowed up and liquefied. A fluctua

tion of consistency between that of water

and that of thick gas-tar of course gives
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rise to marked differences in the speed

of the escaping torrent when it overflows,

and in its aspect when cooled. The ve

locity of the stream, sometimes barely

perceptible to the eye, and again—as at

Mauna Loa in 184o—reaching the rate

of nine miles an hour, is checked by

the refrigeration of the surface, which

encloses the glowing mass in an elastic

sac. \Vhen this crust is so strained as

to give way, the jet results in knobs and

stalagmites of botyroidal form, as in the

examples we engrave from Hecla and

Hawaii. A more common appearance

is that of scorize or scales formed by the

contraction of the surface in cooling, like

those from heated iron. On Etna, in

1820, a stream of lava which had com

menced its exit more than a year before

was still in motion at the rate of a yard

an hour. It resembled a mass of cin

ders which rolled upon each other with

a metallic rattle. The enclosed core of

lava glowed at night with a dull red, and

quantities of steam escaped constantly

from the crevices. A similar degree of

viscosity has left, at Mauna Loa, indu

rated bubbles or mamelon-shaped hills

a hundred feet high, and at Bourbon the

pasty slag is slowly ejected in ropy coils

like those of a cable.

Experiments made by Ste. Claire De

ville indicate seven hundred degrees of

heat in lava outside of the crater. The

rapid cooling of the surface aids in re

taining the internal heat; so that we

cease to be surprised at its continuing to

be perceptible, in large masses, for half

a century, the crust varying little, if at

all, in temperature from the surround

ing soil. This fact seems to militate

against the theory that the tropical cli

mate which fossil forms indicate to have

prevailed in the high latitudes during
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some of the geologic epochs was due to

the interior heat of the globe. A crust

but a few inches thick enables us to walk

and breathe comfortably over lava as

hot as melted iron; and the spherical,

and, so to speak, finished, form already

assumed by the earth at the periods in

question prove that its shell must have

attained a very considerable thickness,

perhaps closely approaching that which

it now possesses. No good evidence ex

ists, we believe, that volcanic activity has

much decreased since the first appearance

of animal life. The giant ferns and club

mosses of the northern coal-measures

grew and died as tranquilly as their min

iature descendants, and the sedimentary

"

, t

LAVAJ3ED, MOUNT BOURBON.

incandescent matrix. The large crystals

of feldspar found in porphyritic granite,

with the sharp mechanical separation of

the other constituents of that rock, are

additional illustrations. Dolomieu un

dertakes to explain this by supposing

that the volcanic heat insinuates itself

between the molecules of crystals like

water among the particles of the salts

which it dissolves, the one like the other

leaving the original forms intact when it

disappears. The sa1ne philosopher takes

sulphur to be the flux that imparts fluid

ity to granite. Others maintain that sul

phur is by no means an invariable corn

ponent, and that another flux must be

sought. This they conceive to be found

in water, abundant in all lava when

i strata in which their remains are imbed

ded prove ages of rarely and but locally

i broken repose over the breadth of con

, tinents. For a solution of this question

, we must look up, and not down—to the

movements of the heavenly bodies, and

not to the central fire of our planet. Os

I cillations of the earth's axis relatively to

l the ecliptic will probably furnish it.

A curious fact has been noted in con

nection with the formation of lava. Many

of the minerals composing it give no evi

dence of having undergone complete fu

sion. Crystals of augite are expelled by

Stromboli ; and in the lavas of other vol

canoes occur other crystalline substances

easily fusible, and yet unchanged by their

 

l erupted, escaping in the shape of steam

when it cools freely in the open air, and

absorbed by crystallization when the cool

ing occurs quickly or under pressure.

The most remarkable and conspicuous

effect in the latter case is the formation

of basalt. Of this rock we shall have

more to say in noticing pre-historic vol

canoes, for it is so rarely associated with

recent eruptions that its igneous origin

was, down to the present century, warm

Y ly disputed. It exists, however, at the base

of Etna, and in excavations made through

the lavas upon its side. A prismatic for

mation of the same character is found

in the crater of Vulcano. The prisms.

I usually hexagonal, but exhibiting many

'| other polygons, are erected perpendicu
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larly to the plane of refrigeration. They I

are therefore inclined at every angle.They are, according to the thickness of I

bonized on the outside, instead of being

at once overthrown and reduced to ashes.

The sap protects the wood, produces a

the bed, of all lengths, from an inch to hard and comparatively cool film on the

nearly four hundred feet. The two illus

trations (pp. 37 and 39) we present, taken

from the harbor of Catania, display the

columns in every position.

\Ve 1nust here refer to some odd results

of the contrast between the internal and

the superficial temperature oflava. Trees

invading liquid, and so far saves the tree.

This repellent power of steam is not dif

ficult for any one to apprehend who ever

ran a rifle-ball in a damp mould and had

the lead driven into his eye. Much dry

er subjects than green trees have over

come the volcanic ardor. The traveler

which lie in its way are often only car- i is shown at Catania the arcade formed

-W1.

-ta

%-.

H |‘

in I669, two centuries ago, by a current ‘

from Etna which overtopped, without ‘

prostrating or destroying, the city wall. ,'

Even in the prevailing character of ‘

their volcanic ejections the Old and New

\Norlds differ. Lava, the chief product

in the former, is comparatively rare in

the latter; while eruptions of mud, little

known in Europe, are frequent among

the Cordilleras. These are not to be

confounded with the turbid floods sent

down by the melting of snows under a

sudden access of heat from the interior.

 

. l

THE GUNUNU SUMB .

They are veritable outpours of clay and

water, mixed often with fish caught up

from the subterranean retreats where they

spawn. Cotopaxi, Sangay, Tunguragua

and Carguairazo are in the habit of scat

tering fish and mud in highly objection

able quantities—so profuse as in more

than one instance to have caused pesti

lence from the efiluvium. The far East

shares this distinction with America. The

Japanese volcano Miyiyama in 1793 is

said to have buried fifty thousand of the

inhabitants under a torrent of water, rocks
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and clay.

I822. The regularly-grooved cone of one

of the volcanoes, the Sumbing, shows an

exceptional effect of such flows upon the

shape of their source. Emissions of clay,

Java was similarly ravaged in 3 like those of lava, proceed from crevices

on the slope or at the base of the moun

tain, as well as from the crater. The in

frequency of an outpour of lava from the

summits of the volcanoes of the Cordil

PUPUUATEPETL.

leras is due to their immense height, and

the consequent weight of the column of

melted matter. The surface-water, for

the same reason, has farther to sink be

fore reaching fire, and is apt to be ex

pelled in company with the earth, cin

ders and other comparatively light ma

terials through which it passes.

Volcanoes, like all other classes of

natural objects, have their individual

characters. Let us glance at some of

these idiosyncrasics—themes of contem

plative inquiry to us, but obtrusive enough

to those who have direct practical expe

rience of them.

Chili is exceptionally rich—if such a

term can be applied to so unpleasant

a kind of wealth-—in volcanoes. Her

limits include the loftiest in the world.

Aconcagua and Tupungato rise to the

heights respectively of 23,100 and 22,000

feet. The former rears its central cone

in the midst of twelve others, the baker's

dozen playing together with perfect unan

imity, and not by turns, as usually hap

pens with neighboring vents. Antuco,

of nearly the same height, has been more

thoroughly explored, owing to its greater

accessibility. Far exceeding Cotopaxi, and

still more Teneriffe, in elevation, it joins

them in the exceptional sharpness of its

apex among the volcanoes of the globe.

It rises by three stages or stories. The

lowest is composed of the prevailing

rocks of the Andes, and swells from the

foot-hills of the coast with a compara

tively moderate slope, which increases to

a grade of fifteen or twenty degrees on

the main cone. The upper portion of

this, for twelve hundred feet, is white
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with perpetual snow, and is terminated

by a circular platform or ledge around

the base of the smaller cone, which as

cends with the still sharper inclination

of thirty to thirty-five degrees, thus giv

ing a beautifully-curved profile to the

whole mountain. The crater is ellipti

cal in form, not more than two hundred

yards in its longest dimension. It never

sends out lava, that substance finding

egress from crevices a long way below,

but is in the habit of projecting heavy

stones to a height so great that they have

been known to fall among passing cara

vans twelve leagues ofi'. Such is the

statement of M. Piippig, based upon local

accounts. ‘A steady column of smoke

rises from two thousand to three thou

sand feet above the summit. \Vhite

steam blends sometimes with the smoke,

and, rising to a vast height, separates

itself and floats off in a broad cloud.

Before this has been absorbed by the at

mosphere or the distance, another and

another will take shape and follow in its

wake, all visible at once. Slowly they

drift together and coalesce, and a rain

cloud gladdens the green valleys far

below.

Antuco has the additional trait of wind

ing up each of its actual eruptions with a

jet of cold water. This, the explorer

was convinced, came from the crater,

but Whether it entered from the snows

or from a fathomless lake which adorns

the western side of the mountain and

bears its name, remained a question.

A phenomenon wholly peculiar to the

Chilian volcanoes has been noted by a

number of scientific voyagers. This is

 

THE I-‘RI.-\R’S PEAK.

a glow, like broad flashes of lightning,

which in the nights of summer crowns

the summits and brightens the whole

sky. It is neither preceded nor follow

ed by storms, and its electric nature is

doubted. Perhaps the extreme rarefac

tion of the atmosphere at a height so far

above the other volcanoes of the globe

VOL. XIX.-3

permits the inflamed gases to traverse a

, wider space before extinction, and to be

more distinctly visible. The Peruvian

craters, however, nearly as high, differ

only in being nearer the equator and in

i a warmer zone. \/Vhatever the as yet

unascertained cause, the spectacle lends

a rare charm to the Chilian nights.
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Beautiful names are a heritage of Cis

atlarttic volcanoes. However mischiev

ous in other respects may have been the

amalgamation of Caslilian and Indian,

it has certainly produced a musical no

menclature. The long penultimate vowel

makes a chant ofeach name, and of none

more than Pop6ca-tépetl, that word so

barbarized by our school-boys young and

old. The reader will recall the versi

cles of John Quincy Adams, one of the

men “whose foible was omniscience," in

 

paraphrase of I-l0race‘s " Integer vitae,"

etc. :

In bog and quagmire, deep and dank,

His foot shall never settle:

He mounts the summit of Mont Blanc,

Or Popocatepetl I

This mountain, and its mate of almost

identical stature, of eighteen thousand

feet—()rizaba—are our next-door vol

canic neighbors, and were once for some

months American territory. Very quiet

neighbors of their kind they are, too;

ORIZABA.

only a little smoke placing them on the

active list. They are interesting as show

ing nearly their whole height above the

plain which borders the Gulf, and pre

senting to the eye in a single picture all

the vegetable zones. Orizaba offers the

interior wall of its crater invitingly to

the spectator at Vera Cruz, but rarely

indeed is the challenge accepted. The

circumference of the abyss is about five

miles, in a long ellipse, which declines

with the southern slope of the mountain,

and is literally a conic section. The out

line of Popocatepetl is equally striking,

being broken, above the snow-line, by a

rock called the Pico del Fraile, answer

ing as a landmark to the Grands Mulets

of Mont Blanc. The crater, nearly a

thousand feet deep and four thousand

by five thousand in horizontal extent, is

actually inhabited, the exhausted giant

having yielded his crest to the yoke of

commerce.

Halfway down

Hangs one who gathers ;uI)kur. Dreadful trade!

That irreducible flux, most volatile yet

most persistent of elements, is gathered

from beds and effloreseence. Sulphurous

vapor constantly exudes from many crev

ices. The nearly perpendicular walls de
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rive from it a prevailing tint of yellowish

white, yet they are remarkable for strata

of porphyritic lava with crystals of feld

peak, looked up to by the Aztecs for un

known centuries with superstitious rev

erence, the means of their enslavement.

It is a moot-point still whether the sul

phur he used for replenishing his ammu

nition-boxes was drawn from openings

on the mountain-side or from the crater;

but as it is known that his followers as

tonished the Indians by ascendingr Oriza

ba, the presumption is that they reached

also the summit of its mate.

Hecla, if placed by the side of one of

the Mexican mountains just mentioned,

would hardly play the part of a cinder

bank, its height being under five thou

sand feet. Yet it is the boss of a lava

shie.d that covers the bosom of the North

Atlantic for a space of forty thousand '

square miles. The whole island may

be pronounced one volcano. Among its

matters of eruption figures common salt,

derived either from the deposits of rock

salt frequently associated with volcanic

regions, or, as some think, directly from

the sea. The force which brought the

island into being devoted itself with

Steadiness and perseverance to its deso

lation until, in 1763, the work seemed tol

erably complete. I-lecla then rested for

eighty years. In 1845 it suddenly re

spar. Hand in hand with science and

commerce, history climbs this dreary

height. Cortés drew from the white

 

vived, and the vault of lava which form

ed its top fell in with a fearful crash. The

other chimneys of this roof of Hades

meanwhile were not idle. The lava from

Skaptar~]6kul in 1783 flowed in oppo

site directions till it formed a continuous

line of ninety miles—the distance be

tween New York and Philadelphia with

a depth of from one hundred to six hun

dred feet. Lava in beds comparable in

extent to this is familiar in other regions

of eruption. In Iceland the climate adds

at once lightning and ice to the machi

nery of destruction. Twelve ponies and

a man were killed by a single flash from

Kableg-ia-Jiikul. The glaciers are pro

jected both in fragments and in melted

torrents. Summer snows, hail large and

thick enough to destroy the smaller an

imals, and rains of tropical volume, if

not wholly superinduced by volcanic ac

tion, at least accompany and are aggra

vated by it. They do not prevail else

where in that latitude.

The simile “kindling fire through ice

like Hecla's flame " loses its point when

we recall the buried deposits of ice found

on Etna and many other volcanoes. Au

overlay of loose and porous rocks—bad

conductors of heat as volcanic rocks gen
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erally nre—produces these natural. or un

natural, refrigerators. \Ve have already

had occasion to note the singular alterna

tion of alliance and antagonism between

fire and water, resulting in the most vio

lent repulsion and the most intimate com

bination. Nowhere is the association

more striking or multiform than in Ice

land. There, the two

elements have separate

sets of craters. The

Geysers have ceased

to be unique since the

discovery of fountains

resembling them in

California, in New Zea

land and on the head

waters of the Missouri,

but for magnitude and

beauty they remain un

rivaled. In their struc

ture and methods ofac

tion we see something

regular, finished and .

artistic. They r an k '

with the symmetrical

crystal, the calyx of a

flower and the perfect

level of the sea among

the workmanlike, as

opposed to the acci

dental and amorphous,

sh a p e 5 of creation.

The funnel of a vol

cano, when inactive,

cannot be probed by

the eye. Heaps of

scorim or indurated ‘

lava conceal the open

ing, and we can only

speculate as to whether

itis capped with a vault

ed coverlid or corked

with a long core that penetrates to the in

ternal fires. At the Great Geyser, on the

contrary, you stand upon a regularly-f0rm

ed mound some eighty feet across and of

slight elevation. At your feet opens a cir

cular basin of half that diameter and eight

or ten feet deep, coated with silicious con

cretions like moss encrusted with silver.

In the centre of this cavity you see, when

the perfectly-transparent water is at rest,

a cylindrical canal, ten feet across at its

I

1

l

r

l

mouth and gradually narrowing as its

enameled tube sinks out of sight. The

water, when in repose, fills the basin to

the brim, and the fiercest and loftiest jets

cause but little of it to flow down the

sides of the mound. These explosions

are preceded by sounds like distant can

non. Largc bubbles rise to the surface,
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which grows convex, and the boiling col

umn shoots to a height of from a hun

dred to a hundred and fifty feet.

The Strockr (Churn) has formed no

mound, but rises from a slight depres

sion in the plain. lts water, of a yel

lowish tint though perfectly clear, some

times sinks twcnty or thirty feet below

the orifice. This is five feet in diameter.

The tube, perfectly round, 'dwindlcs as it

descends. lts jets attain even a greater
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height than those of its neighbor, and

are longer sustained. Henderson re

ports having seen one rise for three

quarters of an hour continuously to an

elevation at some moments of two hun

dred feet. Ohlsen saw the column main

tained at a fourth less than that height

for a period more than twice as long.

 

These spasms occur, like those of the

Great Geyser, at measured intervals.

Tourists have learned, however, that

they need not wait upon the good plea

sure of the Strockr. A contribution of

stones is speedily responded to by an

outbreak. The ebullition constantly go

ing on at the bottom becomes feebler

FORMATION OF A GEYSER.

and more feeble till all is silent. The

elastic reservoir of steam which supplies

the motive-power momentarily recedes

before the lowered temperature, as the

gauge of an engine flies back when the

furnace-door is opened and fuel thrown

in. Soon the recoil comes.

is again heard, faintly at first, but grow

ing louder, until at the end of a few min

utes the water is seen to rise to the mouth

and spring seven or eight feet above it.

The column, solid as a tree-trunk, gains

by successive leaps its normal elevation

of over a hundred feet, only a few drops 3

falling without the margin, so that the

aggressive inquirer may stand close by, ‘

fearless of the vengeance of the irritated

giant. Retaliation is related to have be

fallen an innocent horse. The animal

slipped into the Churn, and was return

ed in a few minutes thoroughly cooked.

The Strockr is modern, having been

an inconsiderable hot spring eighty years

ago, when the third and oldest of the

stormy trinity, the Old Geyser, was si

lenced. A convulsion of the soil swept

Ebullition i

off thirty or forty feet of the low hill on ,

which it rose. The canals which fed the

fountain were thus brought to light. The

Geyser of history dwindled to a couple

of basins, the larger perhaps fifteen feet

across. The water stands at the same

level in both. At the bottom two chan

nels are seen to pass into a sort of cave,

clouds of steam from which reveal the

boiler that fed the ancient fountain.

An idea of the Geyser apparatus may

be gathered from the accompanying cut.

The jets are due to a reciprocation of

pressure between water and steam in an

underground reservoir. Heat is supplied

by volcanic fires far above the boiling

point. When the steam reaches a suf

ficient pressure, its "expansion drives out

the water; the weight of which, in re

turning at a reduced temperature, com

bines with the lowered heat to compress

the steam until it can muster strength for

a new effort. \\'ater in the liquid and

water in the vaporized state have by

turns the mastery. The vertical pipes

are never empty, so that the pressure of

the water is constant, and the steam can

gain only temporary and partial relief.
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A number of other hot springs are I

scattered over the plain or basin of six i exhaustively studied. Geologists are a

square miles in which the Geysers

are found. They keep the air full

of steam, but their surface never

rises into jets. At Rotomohama,

in New Zealand, a similar depres

sion is occupied by a hot lake, the

edges fringed with boiling fountains

and the terraces above seamed with ‘

boiling cascades. In the production

of these jets the siphon would ap

pear to play a more prominent part

than in Iceland.

In the crevices which exhale hy

drogen, carbonic acid gas, sulphuric

vapors, naphtha, and mud impreg

nated with different salts we have

other secondary forms of volcanic

action. These often occur at points

r,emote from living craters, and far

ther inland than we usually see the

latter. Inflammable gas emerges

at Barigazzo, Pietramala and other

points in Central Italy; near Gre

noble in France, six hundred miles

from any active volcano; in Persia

and in China, as well as in the vol

canic region of Central America.

The fires of Bakou, kept alive by

the Parsees for some thousands

of years, supply a familiar example.

Equally well known are the springs

of naphtha—not to be confounded

with the petroleum-wells of Penn

sylvania and Virginia—existing in

the same region and in one or two

of the “fest India Islands. The salsas or

mud-springs of java and the Apennines

emit a strong bituminous odor. Neither

of these localities possesses coal, so that

the fossil vegetable or animal matter

which furnishes the bitumen has not

yet been traced. It is probably dissemi

nated through strata of bituminous lime

stone, of which the Seyssel mastic, used

for asphaltum pavements, is an example.

The solfataras, illustrated by that of

Pozzuoli near Naples, have a closer con

nection with existing volcanoes. They

represent an earlier stage on the road to

extinction marked out by the other classes

of foci we have just named. That of

Pozzuoli, like everything else on the

shores of the marvelous bay, has been
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unit in pronouncing it a half-dead volca

no. The monster's rocky ribs have almost

ceased to heave, his bronchial tubes are

clogged, and his parting sighs are dense

with sulphur. The sympathizing sages

who watch his last moments detect from

year to year his failing strength. But he

is very likely to outlive them. The pro

cess of dissolution with so vast a body is

slow. It may be preceded by intervals

of coma covering four or five centuries,

and the vital fires may then again flicker

up into convulsions, The Titans meas

ure their threescore and ten not by years,

but by aeons, and their dying hours by

ages. EDWARD C. BkU(‘I‘..
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CHAPTER XXI.

HIS was the final evening of the

Merediths' stay in Saintford, and

Frank Layton was to give a small din

IDLENESS.

ner-party, succeeded by a general re- .

ception and ball.

descended from his room at six o'clock,

he found that the house was decorated

with flowers and that the ladies wore

their diamonds. “You are all very

magnificent," said he. "I had quite

forgotten it was a party-night.—Luigi,

will you go to my room and bring me

a pair of gloves?"

"That is Maurice to the life, Mrs. Mer

edith," remarked Rosamond. "I may

tell him every day for two weeks that I

wish him to remember a certain engage

ment: then finally am rewarded when

the time arrives by the discovery that he

is shut up for the night in some odious

committee-room."

“Rosamond dear," returned Maurice

blandl_v, "under the circumstances I re

ally think it ought to be proper for you to

have two husbands, one of whom should

have nothing to do save to remember

dinner-parties and receptions, and make

himself generally agreeable."

"What have you been doing all day,

Maurice ?—Mrs. Meredith—will you be

lieve it ?—this is actually the first time I

have seen him since yesterday."

“That is not my fault, Rosamond, for

I came down at one o'clock for the ex

press purpose of asking you to drive with

me, and you had gone out yachting with

Violet and Wilmot.“

"l have a letter from papa," said Ro

samond, "and you may as well read it

yourself, for it is filled with messages for

you."

.\laurice eagerly seized the letter, and

advancing down the long flower-decked

parlors, met his brother entering. He

was in full evening-dress, with a tuberose

in his button-hole, and was drawing on

his gloves; but although there was noth

ing picturesque or disheveled about him,

Thus, when Maurice ‘

‘ all day?"

but quite the reverse, Maurice stared at

him in dismay, for he perceived some

thing unusual and chilling in his ap

pearance.

"How are you, Frank?" said he, arrest

ing him. "VVhat have you been doing

"I have been in my room," returned

the other. "To tell the truth, 1 am not

quite well."

“I should think not," exclaimed Mau

rice earnestly. “What is it? You look

wretchedly." He put his arm within his

brother's and led him into the study.

Frank closed the door quietly behind

them as they entered. “I am ashamed

that I am such a boy as to carry a signal

of distress at my masthead," he remark

ed coolly, with a faint smile flickering

across his face. "Since you have found

1ne out, Imay as well tell you at once

that Miss Claimiont has accepted Clif

ford."

“\Vhat infernal nonsense,

Who dared say such a thing?"

“ 'Tis no hearsay," rejoined Frank,

with entire calmness. “I went to call

on her at noon, and walked in without

ringing, as I am in the habit of doing

when I hear voices inside. Jack was—

Never mind. It is their secret, but there

was no mistaking the position of affairs.

It seems to me a hurried courtship, yet

she liked him from the first. Not once

since he came with me from Newport has

her manner been what it was before. I

think it highly improbable that so sudden

an engagement should be announced at

present, but I can only be thankful that

accident has given me the key to the

problem which was torturing me."

Maurice groaned heavily as if in mor

tal pain, and sinking into a chair leaned

his elbows on the table and buried his

face in his hands.

"At three o'clock," continued Frank

in the same cold, trained voice, “Clifford

came to my room and asked if he could

take my chestnut to ride to Bridgeford—

Frank I
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the other horses were all in use. He ex- ‘

plained that he wanted to get Miss Clair

mont a bouquet. I told him of course to

ride Max, but that he could find no such

flowers as Powers could pick for him and

arrange under his direction. ‘Thank you,

old fellow !‘ said he laughing oddly, ‘but

under the circumstances I should prefer

to-day not to present your flowers to Miss

Clairmont, for in so many other ways I

am indebted to my enemy for aid and

comfort, I am shamefaced at accepting

any further favors.’ I assure you there

was no mistaking either his words or his

flushed, excited manner."

Maurice had kept silence, but he look

ed up now: the veins in his forehead

were knotted and swollen, and he show

ed signs of some powerful emotion.

Frank smoothed out the broad high

brow with a touch as gentle as a wo

man's. "Dear Maurice," said he, "I

love you for taking my misfortune so to

heart, but you must not. I find myself

stronger than I had thought: the first

horror of it is over. and now, ‘being

gone, I am a man again.‘ "

Still, Maurice did not speak. Luigi

came to the door and announced the ar

rival of guests, and, making a supreme

effort, he wrenched himself from his

chair and stood up. “Go into the par

lor, Frank," he said in his usual voice.

"I must read this letter, but will follow

you in three minutes."

Frank walked away slowly, while Mau

rice mechanically opened the sheet and

read the four pages without mentally

taking in a single word written there.

Rosamond came in to look for him

before he had finished. "I was not cer

tain," she exclaimed, laughing, “but that

you had forgotten all about the dinner

again. Everybody has come, and all

are down except Jack. What a man he

is for being behindhand! Papa always

says he was born just half an hour too

late ever to amount to anything."

Nlaurice burst out laughing. "I think

not," said he—"I think not."

“ What are you laughing at ?" demand

ed Rosamond, unaware that she had said

anything droll. "I wish you could have

seen Frank greet Miss Clairmont. What

‘ speaking to the guests.

manners he has! Charles Lamb would

have written an essay about them."

They were entering the parlors, and

Maurice left Miss Clifford and went about

Felise was sit

ting in the bay-window on the crimson

sofa, and the rich color threw out the

white and azure of her dress in such vivid

contrast that he seemed to see nothing

else, and his eyes felt dazzled as he walk

ed the length of the rooms toward her.

He only bowed before her in his grand

est manner—he was too furiously angry

with her to speak——-and in return for her

uplifted, deprecating glance he gave her

a look which made her spirit quail with

in her: then took his stand by one of the

pillars and watched her closely. Jack

entered almost at the same moment that

Maurice walked away, and sat down be

side her with his most successful air, and

the deep blush and downcast eyes which

greeted him were quite enough to vindi

cate Frank's theory, unless one knew

that the aching heart of this little girl

was wildly questioning sense and mem

ory to discover the meaning of the angry

gleam in Maurice’s eyes. Frank had

himself arranged the seats of the guests

at table, and Jack carried off Felise with

a great flourish.

Dinners at the cottage were always ju

diciously ordered and exquisitely served,

and no one could find any fault to-night

in either menu or service; but still some

thing was lacking, and almost every one

was conscious of the tedium of the long

courses. Frank was never a great talk

er, but usually be had the art of putting

his guests at their best and promoting

conversation: to-night he exerted him

self more than usual, but his manner

was grave and chilling. As for Maurice,

he spoke not a word unless he was point

edly addressed, but looked straight be

fore him, as completely indifferent as if

he had been a painted portrait. It hap

pened that in Secretary Clifford's letter

there had been some items of political

news displeasing to his party, and Rosa

mond remarked to some one that Mr.

Layton was quite put out about the nom

inations: accordingly, no one wondered

at his gloom, and he was allowed to gaze
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undisturbed into the pyramid of flowers

which formed the central table-ornament.

But a band was playing in the hall and

covered the silences with music, and most

of the party gossiped and prattled, buzz

ing airy flirtation and gay talk around

the table. jack Clifford was in the high

est spirits, although there could be no

sensible reason for such elation, as the

real truth of the situation was that he

was a young man violently in love with

a charming girl who was indifferent to

him. Still, although to-morrow he ex

pected to be the most wretched of men,

there was meanwhile a present which

seemed to him half like success, since

this buoyant-hearted young gentleman

saw plainly that the two Laytons at least

believed him to be engaged to Miss Clair

mont. Frank might carry off all the

honors to-morrow, but he could at least

make a glorious parade of themlto-night;

so he forgot the immaterial fact of his

sore defeat, and wholly exasperated every

man at table by his wit and good-humor.

When the ladies left the table both

Maurice and Clifford sprang up to open

the door for them. Jack returned to his

seat, but the other, with a nod toward

Frank, left the room by another door

and entered the study, where he threw

himself into a large arm-chair. The

room was not lighted, for it was never

open to company, and night had come

in and covered it with a darkness and

gloom which at first seemed to Maurice

a pleasant repose to his fatigued spirit.

For a time he remained immovable: his

mood was both bitter and hopeless, and

it was a comfort to be free to look his

anger in the face. But suddenly some

thought smote him, and he sprang

up aroused for action. Frank's little

King Charles, Ton-Ton, had crept into

his lap. Maurice thrust his hand into

an inner pocket and drew out a little

pearl-colored glove—who knows with

what wild folly kissed and cherished ?—

and held it out to the spaniel. “Go find

her, Ton-Ton," said he—"go find her."

The dog sniffed the glove, then bark

ed to be let into the passage. Maurice

openedthe door and followed him down ‘

the hall—not toward the drawing-room,

but into a little alcove-parlor under the

staircase. It was generally used by Luigi

as his retiring-room, but to-night had

been fitted up as a boudoir and hung

with rose-colored chintzes and lighted by

globe lights, now burning dimly. Maurice

had tested the spaniel‘s sagacity before,

and followed him unhesitatingly into this

pretty out-of-the-way nook., Ton -Ton

was right: Miss Clairmont had chosen

this place for her retirement until the

ball opened.

She looked up at Maurice timidly as

he entered, then bending down caressed

the dog, without finding courage to utter

a single word. He looked at her stead

fastly, and she was by far too beautiful

to-night to be regarded coldly. "Child !

child!"- said he, "why have you done

this thing?"

She lifted her face with a frightened

air. “Violet went up stairs to direct her

packing," she returned with an air of

deprecation, “and I pretended to go with

her, but came here instead; for indeed,

Mr. Layton, I feel miserably tired."

He waved his hand imperiously, then

sat down close beside her and spoke in

the lowest voice close to her ear. His

face worked with strong emotion : “Did

I give you up for this? Did I go through

that terrible struggle for this? I thought

I was sacrificing my own longing for you

that you might have a better fate than I

could give you. You cost me a terrible

price, but for Frank's sake I was able to

pay it. Now you throw his happiness

away. I could hate you for it!"

She had turned to a deathly paleness,

and stared at him dumbly with distend

ed eyes.

"How dared you P" he asked, looking

at her with a face which grew every mo

ment sterner and more rigid. "Did you

wish to punish me? Have you thought

it so cruel that I lingered in your neigh

‘ borhood that you wished to torture me

thus? Do you believe that I would have

remained here a moment after that morn

ing unless I had been bound by the pres

ence of another to spend this weary in

terval in Saintford ? Had I had my own

will, I should have gone long since far,

far away, where I might have found
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some chance of forgetting every scrap,

every shred, of my memories of you."

“I cannot understand you," she fal

tered.

“You have accepted Clifford," return

ed Maurice with a glance of anger and

scorn.

"Oh no," she returned hurriedly : “how

could you believe it? I could not think

of such a folly."

"Thank God! thank God I" cried Mau

rice, falling on his knees and clasping his

arms about her. “Darling child, I loved

you so—loved you so, it killed me to

think you had given yourself to anybody

else."

He had strained Felise to his breast,

and her face was hidden from him. He

leaned his head over her, and his lips

touched her curls again and again.

Great shivers ran through him and tears

started to his eyes. If he felt happiness

in this mad avowal, it was an agony of

happiness. "I don't need to have you

tell me you love me, child," he murmur

ed. "Ah, how my arms ached to clasp

you that morning! Oh, Felise, what

have I not suffered these two weeks!

You don't know—your little innocent

heart could not guess—what imperish

able feelings you put into my heart. I

could not rest. Time and time again I

have written all through the night to

keep you out of my mind. But now we

will be happy—we will be happy: come i

what may, we will be happy—-won't we,

dear ?"

She moved uneasily within his arms.

“\Vhat is it, my darling?"

" Oh, Mr. Layton, this is so wrong!

Oh, let me go."

He unfastened his strong clasp upon

her, and she withdrew hastily from him,

but their eyes met and could not part.

"You love me," said he with a smile

that thrilled her. "You need not deny it

—you love me ! There is but one heaven

on earth for you, and that is in my arms."

The blood surged to her face and her

eyes drooped. “Look up at me again,"

he added, and she obeyed him. His face

glowed with ardor and pleasure: there

was such entire command in his glance

that until he spoke again she experienced

the bliss of joyful irresponsibility: she

did not analyze this state of semi-con

scious, languid happiriess, but no magic

' potion could have made her more com

pletely the slave of his will. “You are

mine," said he again, but very gravely

now. “You are mine. But close your

eyes, Felise: they rob me of my senses,"

he added with a trace of struggle in his

voice. "Will you let me kiss you? Think

before you answer, child; for, remember,

once let me kiss you and I shall give you

no power to recede. I dare not kiss you,

then let you go again. Decide our des

tiny once for all, for once my lips on

yours, you shall be my wife, though it

costs us both our salvation."

Her color faded. “You are engaged

to marry another woman," she murmur

ed with a convulsive effort. "We can be

nothing to each other—never—never—

never!"

He restrained himself only by a vio

lent effort. She little knew what a reck

less, desperate soul looked at her hun

grily from his gleaming eyes. Primitive

and lawless instincts almost controlled

him, let him govern himself with a strong

hand as he might. “ Let me tell you ex

actly how we stand," he answered her in

a voice full of pain he could not control.

"It does seem to me that man was never

bound as I am bound, but at one word

from you I am ready to break my bonds

and be free. Frank loves you tenderly,

but that is not all: the worst is that he

has confided to me his sacredest inner

most feelings regarding you. I listening

all the time to him with this traitor's

heart. To betray him, to win you away

from him, would be the deed of a das

tard. But if you loved me, dear— I

told him-—it was last night I told him

that he was Sure to win you at last——that

I hoped to see you his wife. What those

words cost me! You see, child," he went

on in an agitated whisper, bending close

over the form he dared not touch, "I

loved you from the very first, but I told

myself it was but reading a charmingr

page, but listening to an exquisite tune,

until I found out that you loved me as

well." She shuddered and moved away

from him. “Until then," he pursued ve
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hemently, "I had not once thought of

wronging Frank; but that knowledge

woke up the demon within me. I could

give up the woman I loved, but oh—my

God!-—how could I resign the woman

who loved me ?"

He was silent for a moment, then con

tinued: “Besides Frank, there is Rosa

mond. She is worthy of any man's wor

ship, but we were not made for each oth

er. To renounce her would be to re

nounce my public life. But that is noth

ing, less than nothing. to me now. Have

we not our own lives to live? Let us

lose the world: it can but give us the

chance to love each other the more. I

cannot, like Frank, offer you a. fortune.

In truth, I am a poor man, for I have re

signed my profession : my political pros

pects will be hazarded, for my most pow

erful friends will be estranged, and I must

go to work anew. But I am certain you

will not feel unhappy in bearing for a

time comparative poverty and obscurity

with me. Do not be afraid of any trou

ble and confusion for yourself in engag

ing yourself to me. You shall know

nothing of any annoyance. Just put

your hand in mine, give me your lips

once, and we will part for one month.

Then I will return to claim you. There

is my hand, Felise, waiting for yours."

She clenched her hands together in

her lap: her face was buried among the

sofa-pillows.

"Are you afraid of poverty with me?"

he asked.

“ No, no."

“I could make you so happy! You

know little of the heart and soul in me

which love for you has aroused. When

I am once unshackled you will begin to

have some idea of the Maurice Layton

who loves you. I could make your life

pass like a dream of enchantment, Fe

lise."

“ Do not tempt me," she cried despair

ingly: “do not dare to tempt me !"

“God forbid that I should tempt you!

Have I tempted you? Ask your heart

ifl am not losing my own cause because

I want to do nothing, to compel you to

nothing, which your own reason does not

approve. I will let you take no step blind- .

ly, else you could have refused me noth

ing, Felise. But now that I have set all

the circumstances of my position before

you, I ask you to think of me. You can

bless me—reflect how your love can bless

me. I am lonely, bitterly lonely, with

out you. I love no one else in the wide

world; so I give you all my world for a

plaything to throw away. Come to me

—make me a new heaven and a new

earth."

She sat up, but her face was so cover

ed with tears that she was blind. The

pure, girlish face, so true and tender,

yet so suffering, stabbed him with re

morse. His soul was an utter chaos: hon

or, truth, duty, all seemed to him fantas

tical restraints of weak, cold natures, for

he was so smitten by this tragic passion

of desire that there was but one Right

for him in the world—to snatch to his

own heart this precious flower of love.

He was contemptuous of the risks he

ran in gaining it: not to have this girl's

love would precipitate him into the mis

ery of a lifelong routine of every-day dis

appointments, with darker climaxes of

deadly pain when remembering what

he had almost gained, then lost. He

tried to take her hand, but she repulsed

him.

“You are torturing me," said he

hoarsely.

She clasped her hands as children

clasp them in prayer at their mother's

knee, and shaking away her tears she

looked into his face with the touching

faith and dependence of a little child.

‘'1 could not help loving you," she

whispered, unable to command an au

dible voice, “but I can help ruining your

life and—others' lives."

"You will ruin my life only by not giv

ing yourself to me. Say once, ‘I love

you, Maurice—l will be your wife.‘ "

"No, Mr. Layton: I shall not say it."

"You confess you love me. Does the

man you love deserve this treatment of

you?"

"No,“ she answered timidly, fearful

of arousing either his anger or his ten

derness. "I have been very foolish, very

wrong. You may blame me for all."

"Blame you, child! I/Vhat do you
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wish me to do?" He looked at her with

an ironical smile.

“Act as if you had never seen me,"

she answered, shrinking from his gaze

and speaking in a hopeless voice.

"Ah, how easy! You have the tutor

ed mind of a woman, not the wild, fiery

heart of a man. Act as if I had never

seen you, Felise! Knowing you has

cost me dear: ah, it has cost me all I

once regarded with satisfaction—-my self

respect, my love of my work, my con

viction of what I must make my life.

You have put into my experience im

perishable desires which glow at fierce

red heat, yet you bid me dismiss these

raging wolves and go back unscarred to

my old tranquillity of mind!" ,

He turned sharply on his heel and

paced the room, moved by sudden wrath

against her. She knew little of his strug

gle, or she must have felt a crueler pang,

a deeper dismay. He was torn by strong

passions, yet at the same time his mood

verged on cynicism, and produced this

discord of rage with his tenderness. This

was, then, the way a woman loved—lure a

man to the point of forgetting every land

mark of duty and honor, then entrench

herself safe within pious proprieties and

bid him forget his longing for her !—

draw away his heart and put a thorn in

its place, but tell him to feel contented

and happy‘. But when he turned and

looked at her again his mood softened:

his love made him at once too tender

and too hard. “ Don't condemn me to

loneliness," he said recklessly, "or, worse

still, to a careless marriage, unsanctified

by one sacred hope. Forget conven- I

tional ideas for a moment: what you

and I must do is to seize upon realities.

Look me in the face." She obeyed him.

" Don't you want to make me happy?"

he asked with tenderness.

"Oh," cried poor Felise, stricken with

bitter sorrow, "if it were only right I I

should so love to make you happy!"

He took her hands in his and crushed

them to his heart. "Then love me," said

he in an agonized voice —"love me, love

me! Be my wife."

She drew them away from him slowly. I

" If you really love me," she murmured,

trembling from head to foot, "you will do

what I ask you."

He nodded impatiently.

"Control yourself and 1ne. You are

a strong man, while I——oh, I am so mis

erably weak! It seems to me my heart

will break. I cannot consent to what

you ask. I appeal to your honor and

generosity not to urge me any further."

The band, which had been for a while

silent, now began to play again. Mau

rice had started abruptly at her words

and turned away: then he came back

and threw himself on his knees before

her. Her words and manner had moved

his better self. “I love you," he said

fervently, "and you love me, and I can

think of nothing else. I know but one

wish-——to have you for my wife. Every

thing besides seems too remote for me to

care for it."

Their full glances met. It was a sol

emn moment. She was so very young:

life without this love seemed so horribly

desolate. It was hard to put away this

happiness of which her longing heart had

caught a glimpse. “ ¥Ve will do our duty,"

she said with a sob.

“Duty? Duty, Felise, tells me to see

you no more."

She rose as pale as death. "It will

not always be so hard," said she with

angel tenderness toward the man whose

misery showed so plainly in his face. “I

have heard that time does everything:

perhaps you will forget me."

“ Perhaps so, child—when I am dead.

I am not sure if even a wild love like

mine goes into the grave. But, by Heav

en ! things between us are not ending in

this way."

" I-lush: sit down. Ah, do not let any

one see‘ I think Mr. Clifford is look

ing for me."

And it was indeed Clifford who peeped

in at the doorway with afresh rose in his

buttonhole. “Ah, Miss Clairmont," he

cried, "they said you were up stairs, but

: my instinct led me safely to your feet.

Do you hear that divine waltz of Strauss,

and does it remind you of a promise?"

Felise rose. “I remember," she said

in almost her ordinary manner, "that I

was to dance the first Strauss waltz with
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you.‘ She turned to Maurice with a lit

tlc timid questioning look.

He too had risen, and now stood be

side her.

“Oh, don't mind Maurice," remarked '

Clifford, otfering his arm. "I dare say

he has been boring you abominably: let ‘

' nephew's guests, and was enjoying herhim go read his blue-books."

CHAPTER XXII

IT was an hour later when Maurice

entered the parlors. \-Vhen Felise left

him he had gone blindly out of doors

and stood silently and fixedly among the

shadows like a man in too much pain

either of body or mind to know where

he was. A pair of lovers penetrated his

retreat at last, and he mechanically re

traced his steps to the house. Rosamond

met him in the hall and took his arm.

" You are cold," she said to him with ten

der concern. “You have been out in the

dew and damp, and are chilled through."

Yet the only sign of the struggle through

which he had passed was a loss of color

in his face, the swollen veins about his

temples and two haggard lines around

his firmly-cut lips. He answered Rosa

mond with a peculiar deference which

pleased her, but which might have borne

a painful significance if she had guessed

the self-condemnation which inspired it,

and they went arm in arm into the crowd

of people that tilled the parlors. Rosa

mond thrilled anew with the pride of

being thus first with Maurice. She had

never felt more happy and secure in his

affections than to-night.

It was a gay party: in fact, no pains

had been spared by either host or guests

to have this final festivity of the summer

a brilliant affair. Plenty of lights illu

mined the scene, and long mirrors gave

back the fair festal picture of beautiful

women in gala-dress.

was as much reality in the scene as if he

were looking at a. flight of painted air

bubbles, half asleep the while. When

he was addressed he replied in a cour

teous manner, and found no lack of

words: once he was thrown by mere

chance and against his will into prox

To Maurice there ,

imity with Felise, and when Rosamond

spoke to her and drew him into the con

versation, he even discovered that he

could discuss ordinary subjects with her

under Miss Clifford's auspices.

Mrs. Meredith stood at the head of

the rooms, where she had received her

self thoroughly, for something constantly

occurred to impress her well-trained Eng

lish eyes and ears with a sense ofthe droll

ness of Americans and their manners, un

til one middle-aged gentleman, hat in

hand and with a deprecating glance of

inquiry over the rim of his eye-glasses,

remarked to her, "I have been in Eng

land. It is a fine country."

"Yes?" returned Mrs. Meredith.

"But the damp atmosphere and per

petual fogs are detestable."

“Ah !" '

"I admire your government. The

queen is a cipher, but you have excel

lent statesmen."

“ Indeed !"

"Nothing but their adroit state-craft

could have saved the aristocracy so long;

but it is doomed. It is already rotten to

the core, and tolerated merely because

as a whole the nation is conservative if

wisely governed, and prefers to wait pa

tiently for reform rather than to precipi

tate a revolution. There is no longer

any working principle among the nobil

ity on account of their birth: they hold

their own only by dint of good, steady,

arduous work like common men."

" How well you understand us !" said

Mrs. Meredith in a sarcastic voice.

He smiled : " Americans, madam,

understand all nationalities. all govern

ments, on the principle that the greater

must include the less."

Mrs. Meredith fanned herself violently,

but not thinking of the best thing to say,

rebuffed the next comer instead, an as

piring young man who considered every

thing English strictly good form.

“Aw, Mrs. Meredith," said he, stretch

ing his legs and looking at them admir

ingly—-"Aw! you are very gay in the

season—aw ! quite bewildering festivities.

and all that sort of thing."

“I do not go out a great deal."
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"Aw! I was there last year, you know.

Awfully jolly times everywhere! How

fond you are of racing in England!"

Mrs. Meredith drew her small figure

to its fullest height. “ Sir," she returned

freezingly, "you mistake: I am not fond

of racing in England."

“Come, come. Aunt Agnes l" said

Maurice, going up to her as the young

man retired, “ don't extinguish people in

that way. Go and amuse yourself. You

have done enough in receiving them :

don't make them the victims of your

wrath."

“Oh, I am civil enough. The people

are mostly dreadful, but I will do my

duty by them, as Frank asked me to."

Violet was quiet to-night. Leslie Wil

mot had left Saintford for New York this

very evening, for he was to sail the fol

lowing morning at ten o'clock. Their

parting had been assured enough: in

six weeks‘ time Violet was to become his

wife, and he had been eager to get home

and conclude his arrangements, that he

might be ready to receive her. Morton

had been waiting for days impatiently for

the departure of his rival, and to-night

felt that the time had finally come to

learn what feelings for him lurked be

neath the imperious glances and chilling

smiles which Violet had yielded him of

late. He had hung about her for an hour

before he finally went up and addressed

her. She spoke very little in answer to

his remarks, but twice an almost imper

ceptible smile played about her lips, then

died away into a look which was almost

repellent; but her large dark eyes were

fixed upon him with interest.

"To-morrow morning I bid you good

bye," she said to him finally. “Years

may pass before we meet again."

He started violently. "That must not

be," he exclaimed vehemently, although

under his breath. “I want to speak to

you. Come out—the night is lovely -

come out for half an hour: there is so

much to be settled before you go away

to-morrow."

She smiled again with a mysterious air,

rose and walked beside him, not touch

ing his arm, but following him through

the parlors, across the hall, over the pi

azza and down the steps to the terrace.

She was richly dressed, but her silken

skirts trailed carelessly across grass and

gravel until they reached the summer

house. They had frequently been there

before, and Morton felt that for her to

consent to come with him to-night was

the happiest augury for all his hopes.

The night was serene, but not over

warm. Myriads of stars shone brilliant

ly, but there was no moon, and the dusk

seemed almost oppressive here. In other

parts of the ground hung Chinese lan

terns: this spot was quite unbrighten

ed, and seemed silent and deserted

the more so that occasionally a strain of

music, louder than the rest, would come

to their ears fraught with wild and melan

choly inspiration, then sink away again

into utter silence.

"The summer is over, Violet," said

Morton. "Do you remember what you

once promised me here when these weeks

should have passed?"

"No," she answered in a clear voice,

"I remember nothing. What did I

promise?"

"When I told you the sole condition

on which I dared remain in Saintford,

you listened and yet bade me stay. Af

terward—here, Violet— The memory

of it belongs to my life-blood: surely you

have not forgotten."

"Mr. Morton," she said in a sarcastic

voice, "I have no memory for anything

which took place before your proposal of

marriage to Miss Clairmont."

"I have long since explained that piece

of folly to you," he answered impatiently.

“I was angry, maddened, desperate, at

that time. Don't continue to blame me

for what was, after all, the highest trib

ute I could pay to your power over me.

I plunged into that love-affair as I might

have plunged into the ocean, to drown the

care which pursued me."

"I remember a pretty simile of Shake

speare's," retorted Violet, laughing,

"about love as deep and boundless as

the sea. But I am not so deluded as to

accept a suicide of that particular degree

as any especial tribute to my power over

you. If she had accepted you, what then?

A happy drowning, indeed!"
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" She would never have accepted me,"

struck in Morton with anger. "Oh, Vio

let, it is cruel of you to question my love

for you after these twelve years. Just

for one moment let your mind revert to

those old times at the Grange, when you

used to steal out to me in the garden

at night and give me your warm, sweet

kisses. You loved me then:

you—not so well as I do now, but I

loved you better than I did my life."

“I remember those evenings," said

she in a cruel voice. “The emotion of

those days seems far off and vague

like something, in fact, that took place

before the Deluge: still, I remember it

all. Many times since I have paused in

the garden or the shrubberies and said

to myself, ‘This was the place where

Harry told me so-and-so.‘ You remem

ber the seat in the summer-house, and

the railing where we leaned and you

carved my name? Once after an ab

sence of a year or two, when I went

back and found the woodwork all fresh

ened and restored, I felt absolutely pa

thetic over such desecration. I often

sicken with weariness at the narrow

ness of my mental estate, yet give me,

at least, the credit of making the most

of the poor little shreds and patches of

feeling, hope and romance gathered in

my early youth."

"Your tone hurts me, Violet."

"I am a profoundly-experienced wo

man: don't expect me to talk like the

school-girl I was once."

"Were you glad to meet me again this

summer?" he demanded.

“Yes, I was glad. I had so often heard

of you: I had often told myself that I

should like to revive my recollections of

my old friend, my tutor."

“ Your lover—did you not call me your

lover when you remembered me ?"

"You have no idea of women's tenaci

ty of remembrance when you ask that.

Why not be candid? This is the last

talk we shall have in all our lives. I

have consoled myself at times for the

disappointments, the humiliations, of my

life by the thought that once I was young

enough, good enough, true enough, to

I loved ,

I used to tell you every thought of my

heart, and there was not one to blush at.

And what a heart I had! The magic

and beauty of the world had taken pos

session of me. I loved God; I wanted

to be worthy of heaven ; my heart sang

psalms as I looked up to the stars when

they shone pure and bright, just as they

shine to-night. I used to tell you every

thing, and you too felt the charm of puri

ty and faith and hope. Although we were

so young, we were very serious. Perhaps

youth always has holier dreams than ma

turity. When I think of the castles we

‘ used to build—"

He caught her hand. "They may all

come true now," said he warmly. “Let

us go back to the old hearts, the old

wishes, the old loves. I am a trifle

wiser: I do not think I am worse, or,

if that early faith is a little clouded. in

loving you, in living beside you, I could

regain it all."

Violet raised her head. Her pale face.

earnest and agitated, was clear before

him now even in the dusky, mysterious

gloom of the arbor. She left her hands

in his and looked at him steadfastly.

“How little you know me!" she ex

claimed in a curious tone. “ Do you re

member," she went on in a low hurried

voice, "the evening before we went to

Saratoga ?"

"I remember it well. I dined With

you, and after you had gone into the

parlor something occurred—just a few

words from your cousin—-to disgust me

with myself. . I have never blamed him :

under the same circumstances I should

have spoken as he did. The state of

mind which I endured until I saw you

again was the key to whatever was mys

terious in my conduct."

She did not seem to listen to him.

"That night," she went on the moment

he paused, “all my wishes were to see

you. Something seemed shattered with

in me: I longed to be assured of a love

tender and true which I could at once

accept and lean on to the end. In my

thoughts that night, and indeed until I

met you on my return, I had settled my

whole future. After all-so I told my

love and be wildly loved. At that time I self—no one could love me like you.
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Perhaps, too, I felt the meaning of that

old couplet

lions revcnons, nous revenons toujours

A nos premiers amours.

Ithought of you kindly enough at that

time, Harry. I was ready to say good

bye to my past life—to give up my fam

ily. I even planned the existence two

people could lead who loved each other,

and found the world well lost for love.

Indeed, my fancies for those‘ few days

had all the delirium of young, inexpe

rienced, absurdly-hopeful hearts. I felt

such a longing for rest—for something

settled beyond any caprice of my own

to change or unfix! But why too clear

ly expose my own weakness to the man

who, even in the hours when I was think

ing of him, was offering his love to an

other?"

She had continued to look him fixedly

in the face, with her hands clasped in

his, until her final words, when she rose,

suddenly flinging his hands from her with

a gesture of contemptuous scorn.

His heart for a few moments had been

full of intense and almost unexpected

happiness: his misgivings had vanished.

At this sudden reverse he could not re

frain from uttering a cry.

“I should expect that from you," she

said—"a nervcless, inarticulate moan

like a woman's. You do not deserve to

be a man, weak, cowardly as you are. At

the first word from Maurice you gave 1ne

up. Had youbved me, you would have

dared him or any other to claim one iota

of power to separate you from me. No,

not a word," she went on vehemently,

still standing apart from him. "I have

listened to enough of your pleadings, your

extenuations, your confessions, these past

weeks. I had thought you in the past a

man on whom I could rely—str0nger,

harder, more absolute in serene and

steadfast will, than myself. I had been

almost untrue to a heart that was at least

single and unchangeable in its devotion

to me. I was punished as I deserved.

At another woman's first smile you left

me. The moment you made that shame

ful confession you settled my fate in life

for me."

miliation, and had advanced toward her,

and now looked her steadily in the face.

"Perhaps," said he slowly, “I am weak.

I have wondered of late about my state

of mind: perhaps it is that I am weak.

Certain it is that you have made me what

I am. Tell me, if you will, what is your

fate in life to be P"

"I am to marry Leslie \Vilmot before

the end of October," she replied calmly.

“An excellent marriage!" remarked

Morton. "After that announcement any

thing that I could say would be in bad

taste. I will no longer cause you to stig

matize as weakness any cries from my

heart. Let us go in. All my words, it

seems, were too tardy: you might have

been dancing all this time. Let us go

in."

In truth, her keen words, supplement

ed by her announcement of her speedy

marriage, had not so deeply wounded

Morton, after all, but that he could re

assert his pride and his self-control.

The looks they exchanged were strange.

“After all," Violet exclaimed involun

tarily, "you have not loved me. then ?"

Morton shuddered. "Yes," said he

with some effort, "I have loved you. I

have not yet thought of that. It only oc

curs to me that I have long subsisted on

illusions. Twelve years is a long time to

waste on one thought, and that the hope

of winning a woman."

"Good-bye!" observed Violet after a

moment‘s pause. “I dare say we shall

meet again. Nothing is finished until we

die, and most lives are mere kaleido

scopes where the same characters are

endlessly reproduced under new combi

nations. Good-bye!"

Morton bowed in silence, and stood

watching her as she walked down the

garden-path toward thehouse, her tall

slender figure sharply defined against

the lights that illuminated terrace and

lawn.

When she vanished he raised his hands

above his head. “O Heaven!" he cried

with a weary air, then swung his arms

and rubbed his forehead as if half para

lyzed by a heavy sleep from which he

could not arouse himself. "Let me go

He had recovered from his first hu- 1 back," said he to himself after a time:

Von. XlX.—4
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"let me see if I have an interest in life."

And he too left the summer-house and

took the path which Violet had lately

trodden.

He met Maurice on the terrace. "Oh,

Morton," exclaimed the latter, “I wished

to speak to you. You remember a cer

tain conversation when I addressed you

with more freedom than is my wont. I

ask your pardon for assuming to dictate

to you: it must have seemed that I pre

tended to regard both your motives and

actions from a height you had not at

tained to."

"I never questioned your authority,

Mr. Layton,“ Morton returned in a dull,

stupefied manner. “I was, I presume,

acting the part of a fool. I really do not

remember."

" Vl/‘hat I wished to gain was your

forgiveness," said Maurice with a short

laugh. “My words have often returned

upon my mind of late. What right had

I to judge others severely?"

“Oh, I forgive you willingly enough

rejoined Morton. " You too are leaving

Saintford to-morrow ?"

"Yes, I take Miss Clifford back to New

port. And what becomes of you P Shall

you stay on here ?"

“ I don't know," answered Morton, and

passed on, but in another moment some

one else asked him the same question.

It was Mrs. Dury, the mother of the lit

tle girl whom he had taken a strong fan

cy to of late. "Are you going to leave

Saintford, Mr. Morton?" she asked him

as he passed her.

"Not yet," he replied, and paused by

her side. It was as well to talk to her as

to another, he told himself; and Violet

Meredith saw him come in and attach

himself to the widow with a half-mock

ing smile on her face.

Frank Layton had not spoken to Fe

lise since her first arrival before dinner.

but he had looked at her frequently, and

again and again she had caught his deep,

attentive, inquiring look. His love was

too tender to allow of his regrets being

those only of the disappointment of a

wild, impetuous, impotent longing. He

told himself again and again that if she l

were happy he could bear his own trou- 1

bles; but she did not seem to him happy

to-night. Even when she was dancing

he observed her increasing pallor, the

lustreless look of her eyes, the fixed, im

mobile expression of her lips; and when

the evening was but half over he went

up to her. "Are you not too tired to

dance any more?" he asked her. “ You

have as yet paid me no attention. Come

and sit down in a corner with me."

He met her eyes, and smiled reassur

ingly into her face. His heart throbbed

with pity and with love for her.

"I am very tired," she confessed, and

her eyes drooped, but not until he had

caught sight of sudden tears.

Her mood was quite enigmatical to

him. He looked about for Clifford, and

saw him talking to his cousin Rosamond.

uWould you like to have Clifibrd come?"

Frank asked with the kindest voice: "I

won't keep him away."

“Oh," cried Felise, "I do not care. I

am so very tired. If you don't mind,

Mr. Layton, will you take me some

where and sit down and talk to me a

little while?"

He led her into the library and sat down

by her side, but he did not talk much.

Now and then he alluded to the journey

on which they were to set out on the

morrow. To be sure, these three weeks

of pleasant travel, looked forward to so

long, seemed now to Frank a needless

cruelty of fate—one of those ironic ex

periences which come t<.s all when the

object of our ceaseless desire is granted

under conditions which make it hateful.

Yet, while he sat by her he was telling

himself—no matter what words he was

uttering—that, after all, he was learning

something of Felise that jack with all his

good-fortune was not to know: he must

comfort himself, then, with the wisdom

which comes from pain and loss—the

high belief in the goodness and sweet

ness of this little girl, which was to be

his sole possession in her.

She looked up and saw his strong,

clear gaze upon her. "Oh, you are so

good to me !" she exclaimed with a half

sob, and raised his hand and kissed it.

"I want to be good to you, dear child,"

said he, "and it is generous in you to pity
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me. But there is Jack: I will resign my '

place to him. Poor fellow! he has got a

long, lonely journey before him."

"A long, lonely journey!" cried Clif

ford, overhearing Frank's words as he

started up suddenly from the side of Miss

Clairmont. “Where to, my good fellow ?"

“To the White Mountains, I suppose,"

rejoined Frank. "It seems a pity, since

we are breaking up, that we must all go

different ways. But I dare say you will

overtake us at Lake George."

The partings came next morning. Hau

rice had not slept, but had watched the

last stars fade out of the paling sky, and

seen the rose-blushed horizon in the west

answer the first streaks of gold in the

cast. His parting words to Felise were,

“And shall I then see you no more?"

She looked up at him and answered

calmly, "After a time.“

"One would think," observed Miss

Clifford, “that there was really some

thing particular about this parting, when

you know, Maurice, that I have invited

Miss Clairmont to spend Christmas at

Oaklands."

“But these breakings-up are painful,"

said jack: "we shall never all come to

gether again, and have the same happy

times over. Some of us will be married,

some will be suffering from the very

sweetness of these same joyous days

in Saintford: all of us will be older, and

that means that instead of accepting the

present we shall be embittering our hearts

with recollections of the past."

jack was a little sorrowful to-day, and

his dejection caused him to yield more

meekly than was his wont to the claims

of general society upon him. He even

suffered himself to be made useful by

Mrs. Meredith. who encumbered him with

all her light luggage, which consisted of

a variety of wraps of every degree of

thickness to suit the caprice of a mer- i

cury supposed capable of ranging be

tween zero and summer-heat, a camp

stool, a cushion, half a dozen novels, all ‘

the magazines and an opera-glass. “ In 1

fact," jack whispered to Felise, “I have '

all the miseries of a married man to en- j

dure, without any of the alleviations of ‘

the position." .

Luigi and a maid were also in attend

ance, but they were heavily burdened

‘ with dressing-cases, leather bags and

traveling-rugs. In truth, Frank Layton

in setting out did not expect much from

his journey except an opportunity to per

fect himself in certain traits which are

supposed to have been invented that tor

ture here may be rewarded by bliss here

after. He had had no conversation with

his brother since their talk before dinner

on the day previous. Maurice had not

been quite strong enough to correct his

brother's error. "After all," he said to

himself at the sight of Frank's pale face,

"he might bear a few more hours of dis

comfort now, since the promised land is

before him."

The evening in New York passed

heavily enough to the travelers: the la

dies found excuses for seeking their rooms

at an early hour, and Frank and Clifford

were left to amuse themselves as best they

might until bedtime.

“ Let's go out," said jack: "no one

can sleep to-night, it is so infernally hot ;"

and they left the hotel, and walking along

the upper side of Union Square, turned

presently into Broadway. The thorough

fare was almost deserted, and a late moon

was shining faintly in the east: now and

then the voice of a street-singer broke

the silence, but otherwise the great city

was in outward repose.

Frank was smoking, and Jack, per

haps requiring consolation to-night, was

also puffing away at a cigar. Neither of

them spoke for a time.

" How dull we are !" remarked Jack.

“ Silence is not dull necessarily: silence

under the stars and with music in our

ears is most brilliant. That air is Ros

sini's. I sometimes believe that no one

else has put such lovely pure thoughts

into sound. \Vho is your favorite com

poser, Jack ?"

“I haven't an idea so long as he is an

Italian. I have small fondness for Ger

man music."

“ It is melody you like, then—not har

mony. I love both German and Italian

music, but I try to do battle for neither,

for I will not be a partisan, and love one

at the other's expense. It is difficult,
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almost impossible, to make empirical

rules for perception in art, but at times

it seems to me that art is merely an out

let for our instincts. As a child nothing

exalted and inspired me like church

music: we had an organ at home, and I

used to grope after certain chords which

filled me with a sort of ecstatic terror to

hea\ and I looked about me fearfully,

thinking that they must bring the angels

down. Then as a youth, until I was

long past your age, I was hungry for a

certain overflowing of passionate individ

ual feeling in music, such as Rossini, Bel

lini and Verdi seemed to me masters of;

but now, if I desire to be soothed, I de

mand something wider in its sympathies,

and love that sea of infinite harmonies

where all humanity can enter, and of

which Mozart and Beethoven are cre

ators."

“I wish," said jack with a comic ges

ture of despair~—"l wish I could make

some msthetic or critical remarks in re

turn. But the truth is, that although I

regard the art as divine, I can think of

nothing to say about it to-night, for my

mind is on lesser things. I want to tell

you something that may possibly interest

you."

Frank cursed his mishap in being

abroad with Clifford and a victim to his .

confidence: he had been talking for the

sole purpose of taking up the time and

preventing personal remarks. "It can't

be," he groaned mentally, "that this in

efiable coxcomb is to pour his raptures

into my ears!" But aloud he said, bland

ly, “Excuse me for boring you, and let

me hear your story at once; but allow

me to say that 1 think I can predict it

beforehand."

“Can you, indeed?" laughed Clifibrd.

"Let us go in here and get some claret

and-soda." And entering a restaurant

they took their places in a quiet corner.

"So you really think you can predict

what I am going to tell you? You fan

cy, Frank, that I have the honor to be

engaged to Miss Clairmont ?"

"I have no doubt of it," returned

Frank, very gravely, but without win

cing.

"It is not the case," said Jack, drop- .

ping his eyes. "I could not resist the

pleasure of being envied by you for a

few hours, but the truth is that she cares

nothing for me, and that I am at present

enduring a heartache without any chance

of visiting a similar one on her,"

Frank found it more difficult to bear

his joy in silence than his pain, but he

merely nodded and said nothing. "I

know," pursued jack, “that I have taken

a weight ofi" your soul. V\'hile you went

on talking like a book, I had a great mind

to let you proceed on your journey with

out setting you right in your calculations,

just to see how long you would believe

in my good luck; but, on my word, I felt

sorry for the ladies under your charge,

and knowing what it has been that has

prevented you from making yourself in

the least degree pleasant for the past

twenty-four hours, I have sacrificed my

self for everybody's good. Be assured

of one thing, old fellow !—it is not my

fault if I do not deserve your jealousy."

"I have not the slightest doubt of that.

Were I not so confoundedly happy at

discovering my stupid mistake, I have it

in my heart to pity you for being so much

less well ofif than I gave you credit for

being. Not but what I wondered at her

choice, though !“

" Confound your impudence !" exclaim

ed Jack. “On my word, I long to fight a

duel with you. lwonder," he continued

sentimentally, for he was still of the age

when emotions were interesting phenom

ena to him—-"I wonder how long these

regrets will haunt me? I am afraid she

is not one of those whom men forget

easily, for there is something about her

tones, about her little French tricks of

manner, that keep me awake at night.

She is like a jasmine flower in my mem

ory." He met Frank's eyes, where there

lurked a glimmer of amusement. “Look

here!" pursued jack in a dinerent tone,

"you must be quiet: subdue that triumph

in your mien. I dare say that by a week

from now you will be in my plight."

"Very likely," remarked that quiet

gentleman, who did not care to discuss

his chances.

"The women must look to their hearts

for the next six months," went on Jack,
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"for a thousand victories will but half

atone for this defeat. After all, where is

the use of marrying? Wherever I go

I always have a good time, and here

and there about the world are dear little .

hearts throbbing kindly for me under the 3

I have had a good many loves: Ilaces.

I have enjoyed a playtime with them,

and parted from them without regret. I 1

love pretty, wicked, little glancing feet,

soft white hands, wet, red lips with kisses

on them. Flirting with a pretty woman

is like a bee's sipping honey from a flow

er: I get the sweetness—what do I care

for the flower? And if one cannot get

the sweetness, a kiss refrained from is

dearer to the heart than a kiss bestow- ‘

ed : nothing so perfect as unrealized

bliss."

Frank took out his watch. "Quarter

to twelve 1" said he. “How much more

claret-and-soda are you going to drink,

Clifford? You will drown your pretty

sentiments."

“Sentiments !" retorted Jack with dis

dain. “Much you know about my feel

ings!"

"Are you so hard hit, then?"

“I am not altogether the feather-head

ed fool you think me," said Clifford, and

buried his face in his hands. It was a

rather awkward position for Frank, who

could not, as men are constituted, feel

either sympathetic or consolatory just

then, but he placed his hand on Jack's

shoulder, and took it kindly when it was

shaken off. The young fellow put his

weakness behind him presently, and the

two rose, paid their reckoning and pass

ed out.

" I wish," observed Jack, his good spir

its reasserting themselves, “that I could

talk about Rossini, etc. Oh, shouldn't I

love to bore you!"

After that the two were excellent com- ‘

pany all the way back to the hotel.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Now that Felise had left Saintford be- .

‘ known.hind her, one resolution governed her

heart and mind, and taught her not to

Venture to exaggerate the sweetness and 1

worth of those vanished summer days.

She said to herself very often, “Mr. Lay

ton has gone back to his old life, which

is better for him than anything] could

have given him in its place. I have done

harm enough: let me undo it if I can."

For his love—for that supreme emotion

he had from her first meeting with him

aroused in her heart, which might have

imparted a sublime meaning to the faint

est stirring of her soul's needs, exalting

commonplace existence into rapture-—

she must have made him pay too heavy

a price to allow their mutual happiness

to become, even to themselves, an un

mixed good. She was capable of some

self-sacrifice, and had turned her back

upon what seemed to her longing spirit

, heaven, to tread a dark, chilly road alone.

Yet what matter, she thought, if she suf

fered, since he could go on nobly per

forming his life's work, faithful to the high

demands he was on all sides pledged to

fulfill? Not even the highest love is love's

justification if gained at any expense of

honor, truth, right and a lofty strength

which results only from courage, obedi

ence and self-control.

Felise loved Maurice too dearly not to

reject any sullied bliss for him. She told

herself now-a-days, too, that she was to

marry Frank. She had not said it yet

in words to him, nor answered his impe

rious questionings; but he had not for

gotten the pressure of her timid lips upon

his hand. He knew that she was half

ill, that she needed a long interval of

rest; and her wants were sacred to him

because they were her wants. He did

not ask why she was so weary, nor

whence that brooding melancholy came

that looked at him from her eyes.

But one night, when she was with him

on Lake George watching the sunlight

vanish from the hills and the shades

creep over the dreaming forests, she sud

denly granted an end to all his long tor

turing doubts, his enigmatical dilemmas.

He had put his hand over hers as it lay

on the edge of the boat. Vi/hat he had

said was nothing but what she had long

He did not expect an answer

then, yet while he looked at her, her

hand beneath his stirred gently and
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turned upward for him to clasp it. For

a moment he did not even then believe

in his own happiness, and gazed wonder

ingly into her suddenly downcast face.

Each of them heard distinctly the late

note of a bird break abruptly into song

from the thickets on the bank : then their

glances met with the tremulousjoy of two

children who have strayed far away, yet

at last come upon each other in the wil

derness. Frank understood all his rap

ture then, but who shall tell just how he

began to understand it?

They drifted about in the rapidIy-in

creasing dusk until the moon came up,

and it was not until Felise shivered and

begged him to find her shawl that he

realized how late it had grown. “hat

a pleasant thing it was to be engaged!

he told himself as with a demure silence

between them he rowed back to the shore.

A wonderful experience, indeed! How

full of indefinable pleasures !—momen

tary meetings of finger-tips ; half glances;

unfinished phrases more eloquent than

rounded periods; timid efforts to make

it seem easy and natural to endure an

entirely new state of affairs; one's Chris

tian name spoken softly with rising

blushes; wondering, beautiful smiles at

his ecstasy of gratitude; exquisite shy

ness after a long sweet caress, which

reminded him of his boyhood when he

had once tamed a fawn—so timid a crea

ture that the wind in the trees, the flicker I

of light and shadow in the wood, fright

ened it, and when at times, with cunning

devices, he would entice his pet to him

and put his arm about it, he was conscious

of a sort of cruelty, for its heart beat

painfully—with the same startled throbs

as this dear heart just now upon his

breast—and its large, pathetic eyes were ‘

full of terror.

Wher-. Frank led Felise back to the

house a:;d into the presence of his aunt

and cousin, although they greeted the

young girl warmly as Frank's future wife,

they betrayed little surprise—they had

expected it so long, they aflirmed: they I

had been so certain of this result that it ,

was a little like the last chapter in a

novel, which, although essential to the

coherence of the story, is at best a trifle

‘ It was better so.

tedious, since one has predicted it all

along.

"Although, Frank," observed Violet,

"sometimes you have looked miserable

enough. You have had plenty of ad

versity to make the gods watch your

struggles with some admiration."

"How have I looked when I was mis

erable—under the Clifford régime, for in

stance?" asked Frank.

"As if you had on a pair of tight boots,"

returned Violet.

"By the by, Felise," said Frank, cross

ing over and sitting down beside her, “I

must telegraph to jack."

“Telegraph to Mr. Clifford?

for?"

"Oh, I promised to let him hear our

news: besides, I am impatient to be con

gratulated. In fact, I cannot realize but

that the whole world has experienced a

sort of joyful earthquake to-night, and

that my friends will all understand it."

In fact, Frank was happy enough. Al

though he was not over-young, this new

world of thought and sensation had re

newed for him something better than the

happiness of youth: fewer of his powers

were latent than at twenty-five, and per

fected happiness was on a basis of wider

insight and fuller conditions. As for Fe

\Vhat

' Iise, she felt very humble, very grateful

to Frank, and very glad to be at rest, for

she did feel perfectly at rest. She had

dreaded at first to yield herself to this

lover whom she knew to be, even though

so infinitely tender, as strong and master

ful in asserting his rights over her future

as he was gentle in claiming them. It

had been pain and terror to grant him

that first caress, but that was over now:

a woman's fate is fixed not by the love

she gives, but by the love she accepts.

When he had once taken her in his amis

and kissed her, she realized absolutely

' that a great gulf divided her from her

past—that she must not once look back.

She wished in her fool

ish girlish heart—and whispered to Frank

too-—that he were not so rich, not so

capable of opening a dazzling vista of

prosperity and brightness before her—

that fate had granted her the inestimable

boon of making some sacrifices in order
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to deserve the priceless blessing of a love

like his. Frank had found no fault with

her romantic wishes, but was a trifle wiser

than the tremulous, wet-eyed, flushed lit

tle girl who clung to him so timidly and

humbly.

"Tell me, Felise," demanded Mrs.

Meredith, "are you going to be a good

wife to Frank ?" She had been watch

ing the young girl as her nephew leaned

down toward her over the back of her

chair.

Felise started at the question, and look

ed at her lover, who laughed slightly, with

the air of a man who had long since mas

tered the subject. "I will try," returned

Felise gravely.

"Frank deserves a good wife," re

marked Mrs. Meredith, with a scruti

nizing glance at the young rose-flushed

face.

" I think," answered Felise, putting her

hands to her face, “ that nobody in all the

wide, wide world knows how good he is

as well as l do. I will study how to de

serve him."

Frank patted her bent head, and ob

served gayly that he wanted her to grow

no better, since in that case he must sit

up 0' nights studying how to qualify

himself for her; and then he asked for

his letters, which ought to have come in

while he was on the lake. "None from

Maurice P" said he, looking over the mail

which Luigi brought him. "\Vhat ails

the fellow? He has not written since

we broke up at Saintford. But here is

an envelope in Morton's handwriting:

aren't you a little curious to hear what

he is doing without you, Violet?"

“Making love to Mrs. Dury," predict

ed Violet; and Frank, reading his letter,

shouted with laughter at the accuracy of

her prophecy. The letter covered but a

half page, which, after perusal, he passed

to Felise. "Great news!" said he: “ Mor

ton is engaged, and I think, so far as un

expectedness is concerned, his announce

ment dwarfs mine into insignificance."

" You surely do not mean—"

“That Harry Morton is engaged to

Mrs. Dury ? I do." Frank laughed ‘

again, then grew serious: "Poor fellow! 1

But I am glad he has done it. She hon- l

estly liked him from the outset, and her

little girl is an angel. And I fancy he

needed an angel of consolation, Violet."

“ He seems," returned Miss Meredith,

with a dulled voice and a haughty look,

“to have rested his claims of salvation

on loving much and—many."

“ His hopes were extravagant," return

ed Frank, "and we may pity him for an

equal extravagance of disappointment.

He is caught at the rebound, and in ev

ery rebound there is a large proportion

of the original impulse.—I wonder, Fe

lise, if he will stay in Saintford, so that

we may have his happiness before our

eyes ?"

"lt is all very droll," remarked Mrs.

Meredith. “But one thing is certain:

he will take life in a different way now

from what he used to do. He will find

it a pleasant sort of place to eat, sleep

and lounge in. He will write no more

poetry, and I doubt too if he will publish

any more novels."

CHAPTER XXIV.

ONE evening late in September, Miss

Clifford entered the drawing-room dress

ed for dinner, and found her engaged

husband, Maurice Layton, whom she

had supposed to be in the study with

her father, pacing restlessly to and fro

with a haggard face. He put a chair for

her before the open fire, then resumed

his walk, staring abstractedly from each

window as he neared it, as if he expect

ed to catch a glimpse of something lost

in the thickening twilight, or was weary

of the slow-dropping rain which blurred

what still remained of the darkened land

scape.

"What is the matter?“ demanded Ro

samond. “Maurice, you make me ner

vous. Pray come and sit down."

He approached and took a seat be

side her, gazing moodily into the leap

ing flames of the wood-fire.

"There !" exclaimed Rosamond, "the

same old way! You behave horribly

of late. What can be the matter with

you ?"

"My dear Rosamond,l am a rough
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hewn man. I have the manners of a

bear."

"Nonsense, Maurice! I am only anx

ious about your health."
"Dear friend, my health is perfect: I i

was never better in all my life."

“ But you seem so gloomy, so preoccu

pied!"

Maurice sprang up with a gesture of

impatience. "When we are married,"

said he with a short laugh, laying both

hands on Miss Clifford's shoulders—

“when we are married I shall allow you

absolute freedom, and reserve but one

privilege for myself; and that is that'I

may grin like a clown, sigh like Hamlet

or frown like Jove without your making

any comments upon my personal eccen

tricities. I am sorry I do not please you."

Rosamond leaned her cheek upon his

hand with a mute caress, which was with

her an unwonted demonstration of fond

ness. "But, dear l\Iaurice," she returned

softly, “you don't seem happy. I want

you to feel satisfied with your life. What

fails you? It appears to me that you have

everything a man's heart can desire. Tell

me what you were thinking about when

I came into the room." And she looked

up into his face with a smiling but keen

glance.

He answered her smile, yet his heart

was bitter. As he paced those long

rooms his mind had been alive with

memories, and, despite all his trained

self - control. stirred with feverish re

grets, unequaled both in sweetness and

in pain, for that last cup of promise in

which had sparkled for him all the rap

ture of youth. He had remembered the

summer days in Saintford, and then, his

present staring him in the face in dull

contrast, he had realized afresh how ir

remediable was his loss—how in resign

ing Felise he had given up all his youth.

Sometimes since they had parted, only

four weeks before, he had remembered

her without this imperious but impotent

passion of regret. To-night her voice

seemed to have addressed him once

more from across the river which sepa

rated them so widely, and those last faint

tones of renunciation had smote afresh

all the chords of his heart, making his

sorrow almost too painful and crushing

to be borne.

"l was thinking," he said calmly, an

swering Rosamond's question, "of many

things. l have had a letter from Frank:

he is again in Saintford. I can tell you

plenty of news. Aunt Agnes and Violet

sailed last Saturday for Liverpool: the

wedding is fixed for the twentieth of

October."

"But I knew all that before."

“ One never knows anything for certain

where Violet Meredith is concerned, but

in this case it does seem probable that

afi'airs will develop favorably, and that

in three weeks‘ time she will become

Mrs. Leslie \Vilmot. There is another

piece of gossip, which, read between

the lines, makes it belong properly to

the announcement concerning my cou

sin, rather than a spontaneous and self

existing fact by itself."

“And what is that?"

“Morton is to marry Mrs. Dury."

"How very odd!"

“Odd? Not at all. If you draw a

pendulum as far as you can to the right,

when it swings back it will go the same

distance to the left. Violet had so com

pletely upset the poor fellow, I should

have been surprised only at hearing

that he had without a struggle subsided

into an ignoble existence. Still, looked

at with certain of the summer reminis

cenees fresh in my mind, his engage

ment is, as Aunt Agnes would say, ‘ very

droll.’ "

"But then an engagement is always

rather ridiculous," observed Rosamond

comfortably. "I really cannot see that

it is any more ridiculous for Mr. Morton

to be engaged to the widow than for—"

“You to be engaged to me, for in

stance," struck in Maurice. “You know

very well I regard our position as very

ridiculous, and advise you to end it as

soon as possible. But I have not yet

exhausted my budget." He looked into

her face and smiled. “ Frank is engaged

to Miss Clairmont," said he in a low voice.

" Is not that good news?"

Rosamond flushed ever so slightly.

“When did it happen?" she asked with

l some visible constraint in her manner.
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"Two weeks ago," Maurice returned ' er came within my experience.

with a tranquil smile and an easy air.

“They kept their news until Felise was

at home again."

Rosamond's face had cleared, and she

put her hand in Maurice's. “I am glad

to hear it," she said kindly. “You have

been anxious that Frank should be hap

py: I congratulate you sincerely."

He was silent a moment. and when

he spoke again had mastered a certain

weakness. Disappointments had not,

after all, unnerved his spirit: perhaps in

measuring himself against the demands

of life he had gained something in the

place of that which he had lost. \Vith

noble minds loss means retrieval.

"Frank writes me unrestrainedly," he

observed at length. " If a man were ever

more happy than he is at present, he nev

His is

no useless love, which must burn itself

out or seek fresh excitements with an

ever-hungry heart : his life is not broken

up into meaningless fragments -, his pow

ers have been latent, but have been de

veloping nevertheless. I fancy this for

tunate marriage will find them their long

waited opportunity."

Rosamond had not followed l\'laurice's

rambling speech : her mind had sudden

ly become calm. Let us not conceal the

truth. \Vithout any positive knowledge,

the thought of Felise had caused her

some suffering, but as Frank's wife the

young girl was quite disarmed.

Maurice sighed a little now and then

through the evening, but did not let dis

quietude again lay hold of him.

ELLEN W. OLNEY.

PHIDIAS AND HIS PREDECESSORS.

HE long unbroken chain of artistic

tradition comes to us from the

Greeks, but Greek art itself was deriv

ative. Nobody pretends that Hellenic

sculpture sprang from the ground, with

nothing for its basis but direct imitation

of Nature. To trace the chain of influ

ence is a pleasant and profitable task,

which covers by far the greater number

of systems of art known to us; yet there

are periods of production, of which we

have the remains, which, so far as we

can see, were positive, and not deriva

tive; which reached a degree of excel

lence simply from the instinct of man to

copy the forms he sees; which flickered .

and went out without having the luck

to fire a train ; which, in fine, never had

the honor of teaching the Greeks any

thing (for that, so far as we can judge,

was what the early discoveries were

meant for). There are a few develop

ments of art up and down in the pri

meval world which correspond with those

of our own soil——the poetic has-reliefs of

Central America and the spirited pot

teries of Peru. American native art

flashed in the pan and went out: it nev

er influenced a later and more intellect

ual school--the fine possibilities included

in it have never been developed. Other

important systems have waited for thou

sands of years before enjoying that in

fluence and leverage on a more enlight

ened period which is the right of prim

itive genius, and have then become fe

cundating. Such are the decorative the

ories of China and _]apan. For long

ages they bloomed in their strange per

fection for themselves alone: the old

Egyptians, and perhaps the Romans,

and the Italians of Marco Polo's time,

and then the Dutch, and then the Eng

lish, looked at them, but were in no sense

fructified by them, until in our own era

their pollen falls upon a Vi/estcrn flower

prepared for it, and we find the most

vital influence generated by the art of

Japan in the art of Europe.

Far back in the heaviest fog of time
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the cave-dwellers struck out motives of

decoration which etchers of our own day

regard with amused approval. In that

unknowable period, whenever it was—

when the games of chance at our Euro

pean watering-places were games be

tween mammoths and men for the sur

vival of the fittest—the ladies of the

lake, watching on their ladder-like scaf

folds for their mates to come home on

rafts or in canoes from fishing, beguiled

the time by sketching on ivory plates or

horn tablets the animals of the epoch

the giant bog-elk that swam across the

arm of the lake at sunset, or the ele

phant, with tusks like the letter J and

long sweeping fur, that trampled down

the bulrushes in coming to drink by the

cabin-side; or the cave- dweller, in the

refuge which he had bought from the

hear at the price of the latter's life,

amused his noble ennui by carving on =

his weapons sketches of his horses or his

reindeer-team. The outlines that have

come down to us are admirable. The

Rosa Bonheur of the Stone Age drew her

animals in spirited action, turning their

heads to gaze intently behind them, or

lifting the leg to chase a. fly—all with

a vivacity and promptness that would

scarcely disgrace her successor. You

think this is mere exaggeration? Then

you have not seen the works of these

primitive engravers. Landseer's first

sketches for his Highland deer are

hardly essentially better than those

made when the reindeer browsed in

the South of Europe. But the animalist

of the Stone Age stretched his bones

beside the bones he had etched so cun

ningly, and some new wave of popula

tion supervened, and his academy per

ished without fruits.

It is beside the purpose of this paper

to trace the rise of Scandinavian and

Gothic art, whose progress cannot be

satisfactorily studied, because its relics

are not continuous nor illustrated by a

literature. but which, without ever en

tirely dying, prowled through the North

ern wildwood, alongside the dazzling

development of Greek beauty ; and

which, when Greece was conquered,

presently rushed into life in the form of

gigantic cathedrals that are usually un

finished yet. But when we come to con

sider the grand cloudy empires of the

past that are so dear to us through con

siderations of litcrature—Egypt, Assyria,

Babylon, Persia, Media, Phoenicia, India

—we see an inventive faculty pointing

straight to a result, and this result is

Greece. The creative spirit of these na

tions spent itself in strange experiment

on every side of aesthetic perfection.

Egypt was too rigid that Greece might

be graceful; Persia too reticent that

Greece might be expressive; India too

confused that Greece might be orderly;

Assyria too energetic that Greece might

be calm; Anatolia too efieminate that

Greece might be virile.

of each of the ancient empires impinged

upon that of Greece, and, after bearing

the heat and burden of experiment,

finally flowed into Hellenic perfection.

It was the privilege of Greece to trade

with all nations, and to eat the perfect

fruit in her own market. She was placed

between Africa and Asia. The art of

Africa obtained impressiveness by an ex

cess of simplicity and mass, discarding

a hundred truths of Nature to express a

broad result, and weighing upon the earth

with the corpulent majesty of its Mem

nons and temples. On the other side,

the art of Asia was confused with the ef

fort to express a greater number of sym

bols than art can carry, and the result

was bombast, flutter, confusion and over

rich expression. Greece, with her ex-\/

quisite sense, adopted the majesty of

Egypt without its heaviness, and the

luxury of Asia without its extravagance,

and in this condition of mind with a few

beats of her wing arrived at Nature and

surprised its secret.

By far the most direct of these influ

ences was Egypt's. But modern re

search here develops a very curious

fact. It was from the decline of plastic

genius in Egypt that Greece worked up,

not from its day of flashing originality.

The Egyptian art known to Greece was

hieratic art-a condition of measured

symbolism from which the artist's lively

curiosity about Nature was excluded.

The deities which the shaven priests

The intellect V
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of Egypt displayed to those who sought ’ was represented by rock-crystal placed

their mysteries were rigid hagiological

expressions, literary in their nature rath

er than artistic. Were these serene,

grave figures, so all-sufficient in their

symbolism, the development of an in

ferior previous art or the drying up of

a better one? Within a few years we

have learned that the latter was the

case. \Vhole clusters of centuries be

fore a race of Egyptian portraitists had

appeared, whose patrons were the early

kings, queens, grandees and clergy.

They had struck out an art which was

to know no rival until the immediate

predecessors of Phidias. It was daring,

analytic, individual. The specimens I

have seen from the musewn at Boulak

are worthy of Diirer and Holbein, and

differ enormously from the more com

monly-accepted type of Egyptian like

nesses. I refer, of course, to the por

trait-figures from the ancient dynasty,

excavated within a few years by Mr. Au

guste Mariette for the khedive. They

are believed to surpass in antiquity any

relics heretofore found, and their inscrip

tions tend to confirm the most extrava

gant of all the claimants for the antiqui- ,

ty of Egypt, the ancient historian-priest

Manetho. Statue after statue is shown,

dug up from between the Pyramids and

Sakkarah, all considerably earlier in date

than the Hebrew Abraham, and consti

tuting for us the first authentic portrait

gallery. I shall not soon forget my sur

prise in examining, in the collection of

M. Mariette, the statues in limestone of

King Chefren, of Prince Ra-hotep, of

Noum-hotep. of Ra-nefer, of Ra-our

(which means clziqf of //IL’ /muss/mid‘),

and especially the wooden statuettes of

commanders of the same period. The

eyes of these figures were sometimes so

ingeniously yet daringly contrived that

nothing but actual inspection would

prove how true and vivid was their

pictorial effect, how safe an artistic ex

periment, and how well adapted to look

lifelike in the gloom of an Egyptian pal

ace.

sembled Eastern eyes painted with black

cosmetic. Inside these the cornea was

of opaque white quartz, in which the iris

The eyelashes, of dark bronze, re- ~

l

in front of a sparkling gem of many

facets. This elaborate device was in

perfect keeping with the close realism

of the flesh, the features and the hair:

beside it the staring enamel eyes of the

Pompeii bronzes at Naples would seem

but puerile, clumsy and vulgar. The

obvious fidelity of the faces; the dif

ference in temperament and proportion

among the statues themselves ; the half

satiric truth to Nature in representing

some lazy, lymphatic African at once

with thick, flabby pectorals and spare

and wiry legs; the anatomic sincerity of

those legs, and the marking of knee-pan

and muscle in greater perfection than on

any Assyrian carving,—these character

istics gave the strangest idea of human

advancement six thousand years ago, at

the time the second pyramid was build

ing. But this vivacious school of art

apparently sank completely out of sight,

and fecundated nothing. It perished

without an heir, as the art of the Aztecs

has done. The hieratic art which suc

ceeded it in Egypt was another matter,

and this was what taught the Greeks.

Realistic portraiture retired out of the

ken of the world, so far as appears, for

about three thousand six hundred years

-a long eclipse. Then it reappeared

among the court-artists of Philip the

Macedonian——a fresh avatar.

There was then an early period of Egyp

tian art when the sculptors were stimu-,

lated by a patronage like that of Lorenzo

de‘ Medici: exertingtheir freshest individ

uality, they recorded Nature as they saw

it. But another order of things follows

when a priesthood chooses to avail itself

of the fine arts, first patronizing them, and

then controlling them for the benefit of

the Church. The clergy of Egypt soon

became its embodied intellect, and archi

tecture, sculpture, painting and literature

were all put into strait-jackets. There

resulted a national art admirably expres

’ sive of a. grand religious mythology, but

almost completely separated from the

pursuit of pure aesthetics. Whenever

the Church clasps art in this close em

brace, it is a death-embrace for art.

\Vhen the monastery absorbs Fra An
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gelico, it makes him paint on his knees,

but the picture is lacking in the essen- I

tials of art: it may express a moral rap

ture that is a better thing than any art, ’

but the grammar, the rhetoric, of paint

ing is not ther . Egypt taught the lesson

the first of all &1e nations, but it has been

often repeated since. Our own time sees

this process going on in its perfection in

the altar-pieces prepared for the Russian

faith: the Italy of the Eastern Church is

at Mount Athos, where there are twenty

monasteries of painting monks. The out

lines and proportions of every figure are

predetermined. “The artist," says Mr.

is to instinct: he makes a figure in the

or the bee a cell."

The monk who was depicting the Ma

donna elaborated as carefully the por

tions which were to be concealed by

the metallic plating as the rest. "He

reminded me," says Gautier, " of Saint

Luke painting the Madonna."

The sculptors and painters of Egypt

were in such a docile state during all the

historic period of their country. And this

introduces the subject of Greek art's re

lations with religion, which are of great

interest. The Greek was possessed by

an overmastering sense of the decorous

.appearance of things, which, without

making him skeptical or indocile, made

it simply impossible for himto violate

his innate conviction. \‘Vhen an Assyr

ian god was to be represented as a fish

with legs and hands, an Assyrian artist

was on hand obedicntly to do it; when

a Persian deity was to be endowed with

four extravagant wings, an artist was

ready to delineate it, as we find on

many a seal; when an Egyptian stork's

neck was to be mounted on human

shoulders, the sculptor did it, dissimu

lating the discrepancy as well as he could

in an enormous wig. Greek mythology

yielded plenty of opportunities for this

sort of deformity, but Greek art never

appeared aware of the invitation : it pass

ed lightly and innocently over all such

demands, a spirit unconscious of artistic

sin. it made, indeed, the Centaur and

the Sphinx-—beings hardly revolting in

an age not intensely enamored of palac

ontological dissection--but make any

thing ungraceful it could not. The

early Catholic painters were less eman

cipated. Even Michael Angelo's Last

Yurlgrnent contains thoughts and asso

ciations from which Phidias would have

recoiled in pure artistic incapability.

The most interesting query in this con

nection is, Did the grand period of Greek

art represent its religious convictions ac

, curately in its works?

Didron, who describes Mount Athos, “is .

as subservient to tradition as the animal ‘

In the time of Pisistratus, when art in

Greece was in its rudimentary state, the

' poems of Homer were collected and dis

same way that the swallow makes a nest ‘

Théophile Gautier '

saw this Byzantine style of painting in 3

the convent of Troitza, near Moscow. -

seminated among the people, whose ideas

of literature were principally religious, de

rived from the moral writings of Hesiod

and the intense seriousness of the early

lyric poets. It is curious how promptly

the Homeric books, with their childlike

and partial code of morals—more fit for

the chieftains' camps where they were

originally sung than for the vulgar—were

adopted as a religious history. A volume

full of gods, a story so overpoweringly

brilliant, must, it was thought, he in the

nature of a Bible, and for many a long

year after the Roman conquest of Greece

it was still regarded as such. But mean

while all the educated people of the coun

try were being taught a higher morality at

the celebrated "mysteries." We do not

know as much about these mysteries as we

should like, but one of the most certain

items of their instruction was the doctrine

of future retribution and a happy immor

tality,doubtless ranging from delight to de

light in the progress of the metempsycho

sis. Toward the Periclean period began

the extraordinarily free investigations into

moral subjects of Anaxagoras and Soc

rates: some of the select wisdom of the

new school leaked out in the streets, and

Socrates’ death was the consequence.

The secrets of the mysteries were partly

conveyed to the people by the odes of

Pindar and the tragedies of /Eschylus.

Now, are we to believe that the superb

ivory Minerva, clothed in gold, which

Phidias dedicated in the Parthenon, and
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which was the glory of Athens for ages,

was an expression ofthat same skepticism

which led Socrates to his death? The

novel philosophy of the day was much

addicted to sublimating matter, so as to

confound it with spirit, and considering

thought as "the purest and most subtile

of substanres"—an infinite ether bur

dened with the laws, influences and mes

sages which kept up the movement of

the universe. Now, thought made sub

stance was what Phidias had to represent

in the statue of Minerva. we must ob

serve that, according to the text of An

axagoras, the teachings of that philos

opher had been heard by Phidias in the

palace of Pericles. Close by the Parthe

non was the old Palladium in the Erech

theum, the image that had fallen from

heaven, and whose ungainly figure was

dear to the popular heart. Pious artists

had imitated it for every home and ev

ery traveler. Phidias, in the maturity of

his skill, in the vast intellectual expan

sion that came with his ripe age (for he

was old and bald when he placed his

portrait on the shield of his completed

figure), suddenly broke loose from every

tradition, gave full sway to his art-sense,

and established a new ideal of intellect

ual beauty. We know that the people

did not like the innovation—that they

menaced the artist with all those small

objections by which the mob beat around

the main burden of their thoughts: they

set on his workman Menon to accuse him

of stealing the gold from the robe of the

statue, and they raved about the impiety

of introducing Pericles‘ likeness and his

own. The real trouble was the novel type

-—a work of beauty instead of a work of

religion had been made. Phidias's statue

was not a figure of Minerva, but of phi

losophy. The audacity was as great as

when Raphael set the wide bright eyes

and round cheeks of the Fornarina in

the canvas of the Madonna San Sisto.

A recent ingenious book, Mr. Mahafi”y's

Suriril 1.1"/'0 in Greece, gives support to

this theory by speaking of "a small set

of advanced thinkers, such as Pericles,

Anaxagoras, Damon, and probably Phid

ias, who led in politics, in art and in lite

rature, but were obliged to conceal their

advanced thinking in religion, and could

not lead their contemporaries here also.

They were probably indifferent on this

point, and thought, as many skeptics do,

that faith was a good thing for the crowd."

Phidias is said to have been driven

from Athens on the completion of the

temple and its statue, and to have re

tired to Olympia, there constructing the

famous Jupiter in the same precious ma

terials of gold and ivory. In the next

century, Apelles, painting his goddesses

as portraits of Campaspe and Phryne,

emancipated himself with still more ef

frontery from the good old pieties of the

Greeks. But if Phidias was initiated in

the theories of a philosophical and skep

tical élite, if Apelles was initiated in the

mysteries of Eleusis, shall we deny a

similar freemasonry to another great art

ist, whose name rang through Greece in

the lifetime of Phidias as sublimely as his

own P Polygnotus, somewhat older than

Phidias, was a friend of Cymon, the rival

whom Pericles displaced, and probably

learned in a still wealthier and more aris

tocratic circle the inquiring philosophy

of the time. No figure of the past is

more interesting than that of Polygnotus,

a thinker and a man of ideas, who, thor

oughly comprehending the primitive pol

icy that the people's books are the storied

walls of the churches, occupied himself

with strewing through the porticoes and

temples of the land his sublime c'on

ceptions of history and morals. A blue

stocking of the day became enamored of

him——E1pinice, the brilliant sister of Cy

mon himself: this unscrupulous, strong

minded beauty, who held a court of wit

and intellect before Aspasia‘s, allowed

Polygnotus to paint her portrait on the

grand portico of Athens in the character

of Laodice, that daughter of Priam who

threw herself from a tower when Troy

was taken. (This portrait, by the bye,

was executed ages before the German

critics will allow portraiture to have been

practiced in Greece.) Elpinice remain

ed behind in Athens to compare her

blooming likeness with the relics of her

faded beauty, to mourn the banishment

of her brother Cymon, and to annoy

the successful Apelles with an incessant
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storm of epigrams and satires, to which

he replied, as he best could on the spur

of the moment, with ungallant allusions

to her dilapidation and gray hairs. At

Athens, too, was kept that fine subject

by Polygnotus, Ar/11'//as rfisrat/trad by

Ulysses at Skyros. of which we may

possibly have a copy in the well-known

Naples picture, outlined in all the works

on Pompeii. An exquisite composition.

worthy of the finest bas-relief, shows

Achilles darting to seize the sword which

Ulysses has concealed among the ped

dler's wares intended for the maidens.

Lycomedes, surrounded by guards, sits

under a portico, and Deidamia, engaged

in trying on the ornaments brought by

the sly Ulysses, flies in amazement at the

public discovery of Achilles’ sex.

This subject, accessible to all, may give

a more living interest to the person of the

presumed originator, whose more elab

orate works are now to be considered.

\\'ithdrawing from Athens at the over

throw of his patron Cymon, Polygnotus

retired to Delphos, and after having de

picted on many a wall the noblest legends

of Homer, be there essayed a page more

philosophic, more profound than all—the

descent of Ulysses into Hades to consult

Tiresias. In this there was a voluntary,

determined didactic intention. \Vhen

we think of the pilgrims at Delphos, fresh

from the dreaded utterances of the ora

cle: repairing to the resting-saloon of the

Lesche and there encountering this ter

rible page, we can compare the lesson to

nothing but Orcagna's Trim/1/l/1 zfDm//1

in the Campo Santo at Pisa. It was mo

rality instructing the people through pic

tures. Pausanias, the tape-line and note

book traveler of the time of Marcus Au

relius, occupies seven books in describing

these frescoes of the Lesche, beginning

at one end and plodding through the

catalogue of figures as their names were

written beside them. He has hardly

anything to say about the principal per

sonage, Ulysses, or about Tiresias, but

we gather that the living intruder was

kneeling among the ghosts on the bor

ders of Acheron, amid the black rams

destined for the sacrifice, and that Tire

sias was approaching him. But all along

the wall were depicted the miserable

ghosts, such as Homer describes them

—the brave Hector clasping his knee,

Thersites, Ajax stained with sea-foam,

and Achilles near Patroclus. A touch

of live satire occurred in the representa

tion of Ocnus, engaged in weaving a rope

of grass which his she-ass devoured as

fast as it progressed, in allusion to the

extravagant wife who eats up her hus--'

band's fortune as quickly as it accrues.

But this melancholy jest, intended for

the populace and placed on the borders

of Acheron, did not enliven a series so

full of weariness and discouragement.

The whole composition taught that les

son of utter frustration which accompa

nies death in the Iliad and Odyssry.

From it all the spectators gathered the

sense of that miserable speech of the

Homeric hero, who declares that he had

rather be the meanest laborer on earth

than the king of the shades below. Now,

suppose the painter Polygnotus to be as

far in the advance-guard of the age as his

successors Phidias and Apelles, since his

opportunities were scarcely inferior--sup

pose him fully acquainted with the les

sons of the mysteries, and convinced in

private that the souls of the good shall

go on progressing through a glorious

series of changes and rewards— how

strange and striking that he should rep

resent futurity, in the ignorant Homeric

style, as a scene of frustration, emptiness

and gloom! Was this intellectual art

ist, this self-constituted moralist, playing

fast and loose with the multitude, and

flinging them the coarse food of popular

morality which his own palate perhaps

rejected? Was he treating them as cav

alierly as Phidias did when he flung them

art and skepticism, or Apelles when he

showed them the likeness of the near

est beauty as a goddess ? The fact seems

to be that the artistic soul that is strong

enough‘ to lead its age always dwells in

a state of independence, where art only

is law, and all creeds are subordinate.

Raphael and Phidias both obeyed a clas

sical ideal within them, rather than the

religions they respectively served with

the furniture demanded. Long after

Phidias made Minerva a form of beau
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ty, the awkward archaic Pallas, with her

absurd owl, continued to be stamped on

the Athenian coins and to be adored in

the hearts of the people. Long after Soc

rates died for free-thinking, Xenophon

put speeches of the old piety into the

mouths of his characters; Demosthenes ;

and Aischines filled their orations with

the popular morality, for lawyers always

address the average sense of a jury; the

vases for tombs were still enwreathed

with the beloved, rigid, archaic figures.

Nay, so precipitate had been the burst

of artistic glory under Phidias that his

predecessors of the old school lived on

into the dazzling world of his succes

sors, and even Agelidas, who had form

ed Polycletus, Phidias and Myron, sur

vived, it is said, to carve new statues

of the old rigid formalism after Phidias's

death.

Have we anything left by the actual

hand of Phidias? It is most unlikely,

for he seldom wrought in marble. The

grand head of Jupiter found at Otrocoli,

and deposited in the Vatican Rotunda,

of which the casts are so abundant, is

probably a reminiscence of the tremen

dous jupiter of Olympia, which is said

to have nodded in recognition of the

work. The head is an illustration of

that passage in Homer in which Olym

pus is said to have shaken when the king

of gods bent his brows and stirred his

shadowy hair: the text is a most poetical

rendering of the physical phenomena of

the firmament, of which Phidias perfect-_

ly knew that Jupiter was the impersona

tion. ln the golden tresses of his deity

he meant ambitiously to make the most

imaginative representation of the thun

dercloud of which his art was capable;

but when his admirers asked him for the I

origin of his novel conception of Jupiter, _‘

he simply replied that he had been read

ing the verses of Homer. _

Afragment ofthe head of Minerva from

the pediment of the Parthenon, now in

the British Museum, may possibly be

from the very hand of l-‘hidias. The

grammarian-poet Tzetzes of Constanti

nople recites in the twelfth century that

Phidias and his disciple Alcamenes had

each made a statue of Pallas for the pedi

ment. The works were exhibited in com

petition. That of Alcamenes, more del

icate and finished, was preferred by the

people, who indignantly rejected the fig

ure by Phidias: he had given his god

dess dilated eyes, a strongly-marked

mouth and open nostrils, because he had

calculated for the efi'ects of perspective.

But when elevated to its destination, at

the height of forty-five feet, the work of

Alcamenes appeared mean and unem

phatic, whereas that of Phidias, raised

to the projected situation, appeared in all

its beauty. This story gives to the broken

forehead of the British Museum the pos

sible interest of an autograph. Included

beneath it are the hollow eye-sockets

which were filled with shining lambent

gems, in proper harmony with the mar

ble. The chryselephantine statue with

in the temple had also eyes of precious

stones; and the Egyptian prototype from

Sakkarah proves how effective this treat

ment may be in the hands of an artist.

But the figures from the peditnent and

the friezes must have partaken also of

the originality, the unapproached inven

tion, of Phidias. The proofof this seems

to be, that when the same pupils who had 7

executed this work a little afterward left

their master and labored upon the friezes

of the Phigalian temple, the exquisite

sense of dignity and repose was lost, and

we see traces of extravagance and dis

orderly imagination. Of Phidias's pupils,

from whose hands came the astonishing

works known as the Elgin Marbles, we

know the names of Alcamenes, Critias,

Nestocles, A5_;oracritus his beloved, and

the traitor-workman Menon who tried to

ruin him. The marbles, after having

been brought to England by Lord Elgin,

were finally purchased by the govern

ment in l8l6. An opposition was made

in Parliament by a dilettante named

Payne Knight, who fixed a low valuation

on the relics, and declared that they were

mostly Roman works set up by Hadrian

in restoring Athenian architecture. This

opinion he borrowed from a Frenchman,

Jacques Carrey, a pupil of Le Brun, who

accompanied the marquis de Nointel to

Greece two hundred years ago, and pub

lished drawings of the statues under the
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I as in Nature.

title of works of the Hadrian period.

But the painter Haydon, who saw the

works in 1808 on their arrival, and went

half mad with admiration, comhated Mr.

Knight in the newspapers, and deserves

a part of the credit of securing them to

the British nation. The king of Bavaria,

at that time creating the great Medicean

period of art-patronage in Munich, had

the money in bank in London to buy

them as soon as the English government

refused. Y

The passionate enthusiasm of Haydon

is charming. When Wilkie called to take

him to inspect Lord Elgin's marbles,

Haydon had no idea of what he was

going to see, nor how the sight would

reward him. At the first glance he saw

in these Greek marbles that combination

of Nature and Idea he had in vain sought

among existing antiques. "The first

thing I fixed my eyes on," he writes,

"was the wrist of a figure in one of the

female groups, in which was visible the

radius and the ulna. I was astonished,

for I had never seen them hinted at in

any female wrist in the antique. I dart

ed my eye to the elbow, and saw the

outer condyle visibly affecting the shape,

I saw that the arm was in

repose, and the soft parts in relaxation,

as in Nature. My heart beat! If I had

seen nothing else, I had seen enough to I

keep me to Nature for the rest of my life.

But when I turned to the Theseus, and

saw that every form was altered by ac

tion or repose; when I saw the two sides

of his back varied-—one side, stretched :

from the shoulder-blade, being pulled

forward, and the other side, compressed

from the shoulder-blade, being pushed

close to the spine, as he rested on his el

bow—and when I turned to the Ilyssus

and to the fighting Metope and saw the

most heroic style of art combined with

all the essential detail of actual life, the

thing was done at once and for ever."

He walked hurriedly home, and, looking

at his figure of Dentatus with disgust, .

"dashed out the abominable mass!"

Then, with the leave of Lord Elgin,

Haydon put himself again at school, and

for three months spent his days, from

morn to midnight, drawing, alone, from

these marbles. Ten years later he wrote

to Olenin, president of the St. Petersburg

Academy, to whom he sent casts, as he

had sent drawings to Goethe: "In the

Neptune's breast you wil observe a most

astonishing instance of the union of a

simple fact of Nature with the highest

abstracted form. Under the left armpit

you will see a wrinkle of skin, which

must be so in consequence of the arm

being down ; and thus the space to con

tain the same quantity of skin not being

so great as when the arm is up, the skin

of course must wrinkle. In the other

arm, which is elevated, the space from the

side to the arm being greater, the skm

of course must be stretched, and there

is no wrinkle. In the fragment of the

‘ negr0's chest which I sent you, under

the left armpit you will see the wrinkle

of skin. It is for this reason I cast the

negro, because in the mov'ement of his

body he developed the principles of the

Elgin Marbles. On the sides of the ribs

of the same fragment you will also find

the veins marked, which Winckelmann

and other theorists have ever considered

as incompatible with the form of a divin

ity. . . . Now, sir, you will find none of

these effects of action or repose on the

skin of the Apollo, or on any other an

tique figure that we have hitherto ad

mired." To W. Hamilton, Lord Elgin's

secretary, Canova said, referring to the

Elgin Marbles: "Oh that I were a young

man and had to begin again I I should

work on totally different principles from

what I have done, and form, I hope, an

entirely new school."

In the large figures from the Parthenon

we have decidedly the greatest boon that

art has conferred on mankind. They

not only gratify our observation of truth

in the most refined particular, but they
I exceed the utmost perfection that our

imagination, untrained by them, could

conceive. As they train our imagina

tion, they consolidate our belief in beau

ty, convincing us that perfection is not a

myth, and feeding us with the substance

of things hoped for. They are the only

flawless works of human genius. In the

standard of, perfection they raise, noth

ing else satisfies: the great artists pur
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chase their humanity with imperfections:

Shakespeare is too effusive, Homer tends

to occasional stagnation, Dante has the

learned folly of the Schoolmen: I/use

objects have Homer's spontaneous no

bility, Shakespeare's1energy and the '

meditative sharpness of Dante and .\lil

ton. The Theseus looks upon the world ‘

like a setting sun. The Ilyssus has the

flexibility and self-possession of Shake

speare's Mercutio, the silken elegance i

of \Vatteau's gentlemen. The Fates

have a divine fatigue like the over

weighted intelligence of the nineteenth

century, modifying the dewy freshness

of Homer's Nausicaa. These figures

resume the art of all periods. They

have the antique simplicity, just ready

to merge into the savory, colored qual

ity of the Renaissance’i_n Venice. And

they have our own time's one poor con

tribution to art, the way of putting a sto

ry, the anecdote with its relish: the Ilys

sus would actually comprehend one of

the sly, intriguing, speaking figures of

Hogarth.

They hint to the sculptor how to make

his figures sit, listen and recline, with the

general large movement carried into all

the extremities at one cast of the body.

But they are full of instruction to paint

ers too. Phidias before being a sculptor

was a painter, and his life's long effort

was to marry the effects of color to statu

ary. In directing the harmonies of these

figures he aimed for a rich, fully-nourish

ed pictorial impasto, and he obtained it

by throwing his figures in doubles, or by

building out their planes with drapery,

or by the rocks and seats which support

them: he thus made them pictures as

well as statues. They all avoid the geo

m:/rz'ra/- I/more/n look which strikes us a

little when we come upon a row of antique

statues after having the eye filled with

clothed groups in paintings: these deities,

by their draperies and accompaniments,

are shaded, toned off, with the most in

genious impastos, broad where breadth

is best, patterned and cut up where in

cident is best.

panum, with its broad stones and only

ninejoints, they made pictorial saliencies,

learned half-tints and vital radiations of

‘lot. XlX.—5

As fixed upon the tym- ‘

lines. \Vhat the Laocotin rather fails in,

a united grouping of principal forms with

subordinate forms, the double and even

single colossi of the Parthenon hit to

perfection. To find again even an ink

ling of their success we must come to

Michael Angelo's Pieta and bas-reliefs,

where the draperies shade off the figures

in the same painting manner, or to mod

erns like Carpeaux, who have made the

chiaroscuro of bas-reliefs a specialty.

Stand before the two Fates. The elbow

of one figure leans upon the lap of the oth

er in a place that would be wrong without

the massive support of the lap-drapery.

Yet the lines from the elbow could not

spring happily an inch to the right or

an inch to the left. The drapery saves

the composition, as in a painting. And

what drapery! All other antique drapery

seems like paper in comparison. Look

ing at these women, we think a fully

draped figure the finest thing possible in

plastic art, as in looking at the Ilyssus

we are sure the finest thing is the liv

ing silk of human skin. The shoulders

of the reclining Fate are bent toward

each other in front, causing the beautiful

indentation at the base of the throat and

down the chest. The chlamys is hitched

on one shoulder and unhitched from the

other: where it is hitched, it spreads over

the bosom in a radiation of the loveliest,

sharpest, most piquant lines in the world.

The shape and firmness of the underly

ing flesh are defined to perfection: you

feel that this bosom is soft, and that the

knees of the other figure are hard. The

general arrangement of the drapery has

an inventive, varied, intense grace that

strikes a drapery-painter with a sort of

awe. lfa woman should move about in

the breeze in flying drapery for a whole

day, and be instantaneously photograph

ed every minute, she would hardly fur

nish all these motives of folds, each one

, seemingly probable, each one defining

, and decorating the form, and all togeth

er making the most graceful cast of folds

that it ever entered the mind of artist to

conceive.

Stand before Theseus. The paw of

the lion skin falls conspicuously just un

der the head, and gives emphasis to it:
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this is the trick of repetition, with a prin

cipal fonn and a minor, which Turner

employed ad nausram. The principal

folds of the hide continue the under line

of the thigh, making a graceful cradle,

which supports and frames the whole fig

ure: the same line also embraces the

side, giving additional breadth to the

profound chest, so appropriate in a son

of Neptune, supposing the figure to be

a Theseus. I observe that in an enter

taining book on the Age (ff Perir/es Mr.

Watkyss Lloyd christens this figure a

Bacchus, and the river-god Cephisus.

There is an objection to calling it a Bac

chus, though the attitude is perfectly the

antique one of Bacchus fondling the

panther. But it is against every tradi

tion to make a Bacchus so clean-muscled

and athletic as this: whether of an early

or late period, he is rather androgynous

in type. The vigorous hollowing of the

abdomen, to expel a deep breath, is mas

sive and serious in its impression: the

hero seems to breathe in a momentous

way, like a cavern whose stony ribs are

passed and repassed twice a day by the

tide. '

But the llyssus, or Cephisus, what

words can describe him? He is the

music of running water. All his sweet

substance, his flesh made of divine am

brosia, is flowing over his skeleton in

ripples of fluid life.

water, the strength is that of impulse,

not of substance. The abdomen forms

a delicate festoon as he leans, and the

skin of his breast drags up to the shoul

The hip and knee ‘

and thigh-bone are ready to break through ‘

the eddies of melting flesh. Yet this fleshis strong, but, as in the movement of ‘

der like a pulled drapery. H is body rolls

forward in the most delicious abandon

ment of control: his veins feel the prim

itive champagne of the bubbling spring.

Perhaps he leans his head forward to

look over, Narcissus-like. The perfec

tion of flesh-painting which Rubens ar

rived at, the tension of warm, wrinkling,

pitted, palpitating skin with which Puget

filmed his marble over, are invented for

them in this old stone, which they never

saw.

Finally, as if to point the boon with

all the foils of contrast, fate gives us an

other antique in the same attitude, the

so-called Dying‘ Gladiator, where the

skin is unnaturally thickened by the hab

its of a barbarian who never was clothed,

and falls over the tough muscles of this

ignorant pachyderm like a suit of leath

er. From the gladiator, sullen, tragical,

with his reticent skin that hides his pain

and will hardly bleed, up to the river

god, in whom the same posture is chased

over and over with a ripple and quiver

of bounding flesh, is the difl'erence be

tween the trampled mire and the plumed

fountain.

Beside these masterpieces even the

Torso Bell/edere, with its knobby and

veinless legs, seems melodramatic and

bombastic. The Theseus is more like a

god, but he does not lack veins, which

start in a vigorous branching from within

his lifted elbow. The Niobe is compara

tively archaic, and lacks the nourishing,

teeming Venetian quality ofthe Parthenon

Fates, and all the throng of Venuses,

Apollos and Mercuries are touched ev

erywhere with the plain signature of in

feriority. E. S.
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NATURE ABHORS A VACUUM.

HERE is no reason why we should

not give the name of St. Jerome to

an island city upon our south-western

most seaboard, but we mention St. Je

rome at all merely because Commodore

Grandheur lived there: let that be dis

tinctly understood. Island and city lay so

level with the ocean that when you step

ped ashore from the steamship you al

most expected the ground to dip under

your weight. However long you lived

there, you always felt as if you were

aboard of but a larger sort of craft than

that which brought you thither—a craft as

much driven of the incessant winds as it

was washed by the unceasing seas. Cer

tainly, Commodore Grandheur felt s0—in

this sense at least, that he trod the streets

of St. Jerome as if they were but the

quarter-deck of a man-of-War under his

command. Next to Commodore Grand

heur, the thing which struck you most in

the island was its vividness. It may have

been due in part to the singular trans

parency of the atmosphere, but there was

an intensity in the light such as you had

never known before; and not merely in

the brilliant day: like a bride, the night

was still more beautiful by very reason

of a veiling which softened but could not

subdue. There was something more than

tropical vividness in the sevenfold colors

into which light broke itself there. Noth

ing could be of so deep a blue as the sea,

and yet it dashed itself on the instant into

a still more intense white when it struck

the sands, themselves like drifted snow.

The sky had its own decided distinction

of azure, changing at sunrise or sunset

into such creations of crimson and gold,

or, at the coming on of a storm, into such

a quality of blackness, as you never

knew before. So it was of everything.

The venetian blinds of the houses, as

well as the verdure of grass and shrub

bery, were of a green which rested your

eyes as green had never before done.

You had not supposed before that lemons

and oranges were quite so yellow—ole

anders, hydrangeas and pomegranates

so red. But the people were the most

striking examples of this. An amazing

variety there was of them, yet every one

seemed to have a marked personality

of his or her own: it was impossible for

them to circulate through your hands like

well-worn coin, as people do elsewhere.

It would be, for instance, a something

past the power of your memory to for

get Commodore Grandheur, however

long and hard it might try to do so.

No, sir! Nor could you forget Miss

Aurelia Jones. To these two we will

try to confine ourselves.

Commodore Grandheur rose early one

morning in a strangely restless frame of

mind. He was a retired officer of the

navy, a bachelor and rich, and lived in

one of the handsomest as well as largest

mansions in St. Jerome, as near the sea

as possible. Although the commodore

occupied but one of the smallest rooms,

the house was furnished handsomely

from top to bottom. This morning, af

ter shaving and dressing and breakfast

ing with rigorous reference to the clock,

the old naval oflicer locked himself into

his study, as was also his invariable rule,

for exactly one hour of reading the Scrip

tures and prayer. That accomplished,

he stood for some time looking at his

well-stocked library. On retiring from

the navy, and when furnishing his house

abundantly in every other respect, he had

obtained also as complete a supply of

books as any man could desire, Dr. Bur

rows, his former pastor, aiding him there

in; and it had been his full purpose to find

in reading a large part ofhis new and long

looked-for happiness; yet, somehow, he

had hardly ever opened a book, the very

quantity of the supply seeming to dis

may his appetite. On this occasion, as

so often before, he turned away from his

library, and tried to amuse himself in a

weary way for a while with a very large

and handsome globe, revolving it this

way and that, his compasses in hand,
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for the purpose of getting, for the thou

sandth time, certain distances thereup

on. But this also was wearisome, and he

made a visit to his room devoted to curi

osities. It was a collection which would

have enraptured almost any stranger, but

the trouble was that its owner was famil

iar with it to a measure of disgust. It

was almost with loathing that he glanced

over the seashells and marine monsters

of all varieties, stuffed or in jars. The

models of his favorite ships, too, he had

studied so very often. \\"hat did he care

for the weapons and dresses, the feathers

and pipes, there displayed from many

an island of savages? No engineer

could have desired a handsomer assort

ment of model torpedoes, to say noth

ing of certain improvements in cannon

and capstans of the commodore‘s own

devising; yet these merely aroused in

him afresh the old anger at the stupid

ity of the War Department in refusing to

adopt certain suggestions which even a

fool could have seen would revolutionize

matters. There was one case particular

ly dear to him, and he turned to it as a

last resort; but there was not a particle

of pleasure for him to-day in the ginger

bread decorations and orders therein dis

played, and which Congress had allowed

him to accept from certain foreign poten

tates, great and small.

spark of satisfaction even in the medals

granted him by Congress for heroic

deeds; they might have been hard-tack,

instead of gold and silver, so dry and in

nutritious to-day were their disks to his

hunger. And the gallant old soul was

hungry this morning—restlessly, despe

rately. almost dcspairingly hungry—for

something, he knew not what.

parlors were absolutely offensive to him
when he threw open all the blinds and i

took a good survey of carpets and mir

rors, marbles and pictures. The com

modore was the leading man, by a good

deal, of the church he attended—the su

perintendent, decidedly so, of the Sun- ,
Now, except when he had I

day-school.

the Sun lay-school teachers to tea, what

did he want with all that furniture? and

when he did have the teachers to tea,

some one of them was so certain to dif

There was not a ‘

His I

fer with him-—Miss Aurelia Jones in par

ticular—that it always destroyed for the

hour his very ownership in the house.

There was nothing left but to take a

round of the garden and lawn, but he

could make nothing on earth of it all

but trees and grass. l-lis blooded cows

might get good out of it, but he could

not. Twice a year he turned his Sun

day-school loose upon his grounds, with

plenty of dinner and swings thrown in,

but the rapturous children were not here

to-day, and they were as indispensable

to his enjoyment of his property as

spoons and knives and forks are to a.

feast. His acres were the envy of the

city, but had they been painted as a

landscape upon the bottom of his to

bacco-box, they would have afforded

him as much pleasure, and as little.

There was but one last resort—his ob

servatory on the top of his house.

‘‘lf 1 was sick," the commodore said

to himself as he climbed up stairs, "I

could take salts; but I never was quite

so well in my life. If there was any

thing I could eat or drink or wear that I

wanted now! but I can't imagine any

thing, to save my life. One cannot com

pel his Sunday-school to meet except on

Sunday. So far as people are concerned,

what good is there in talking to them in the

streets or in their houses? Either they

have nothing worth hearing to say, or

they are eternally airing some absurd

ideas of their own. That Miss Aurelia

Jones, for instance. I can see her this

moment with her black eyes and her

ringlets. She knows that she is the

only woman living that ventures to dif

fer with me. She has nothing else on

earth to do, and half the pleasure of

Sunday-school to her is in disputing ancl

defying. It is as necessary to a woman

of her temperament as mustard is to

beef. \Vell, what is there to see here ?"

and having reached his observatory, af

ter getting over the perspiring and pant

ing inevitable with a man of his portly

build and irascible nature, the commo

dore proceeded, quadrant in hand, to

take his exact bearings. He had done

it very, very often before; and, as his

house had not sailed anywhere since he



i877-] NATURE ABHORS A VACUU./II. 77

was there last, the process and result

were too easy and too certain to do him

any good. Then he leveled his glass,

and slowly swept the city and island and

sea round and round, yet that wide field

did not yield him a grain of harvest. As

he snapped the slides of his glass to,

he thought of going and getting out his

charts down there in his study and sail

ing over again his whole series of voy

ages. “ But I've gone over it so often,"

he said, "that 1 can do it as well up here,

and without the charts, and I don’t want

to."

The old man had never been so mis

erable in his life. Moreover, he knew

well enough that as he got older and

older it would be worse. One would

hardly have recognized him as he stood

there on the summit of his house and

his wealth and all, the world having noth

ing more to give him than he already

possessed. The world ? the universe

for that matter; for in Scripture and

church and prayer he had ranged over

and gathered to himself all that lay out

side the world too. Even Mr. Nogens,

the silentest man in St. Jerome, would

have at least exclaimed aloud had he

seen the commodore. His hands had

fallen to his sides, his head upon his bos

om, his gallant old moustache drooped,

his bronzed face was almost ghastly, the

portly figure seemed wilted and shrivel

ed into sudden and extreme age. It was

by an effort that he at last roused him

self to say one word, but he said it with

out any special interest: “ Becalmed !"

Nothing in the world to say, to think,

to do, to feel. Nowhere to go, nothing

even to look forward to. He went down

to his study, and opened, unconscious that

he did so, his big Bible at the lesson for

the Sunday-school. The first verse, as

he sat at his table, called to mind a pre

posterous opinion Miss Aurelia Jones had

advanced in relation thereto at their last

teachers‘ meeting. But as he meditated

a wholly different train of thought seem

ed slowlyto enter his mind. Very slowly,

but very steadily, his head rose as he sat

in reflective attitude, the color came back

to his face, the stifi'ness to his white mou

stache, the light to his eyes, the portli

ness to his body. As if some great tide

had turned from its lowest ebb and was

lifting him by its irresistible flood, the

commodore seemed, as he sat, to rise

and freshen and brighten, until at last

the incoming ocean fairly lifted him to

his feet. He stood erect, looking into

the air as if from his quarter-deck over

wide seas, his gaze steadily concentrating

itself as if upon the vessel of an enemy

bearing down upon him. At last it was

as if the foe had climbed up his bul

warks and were bearding him upon his

very post as commander. He looked

with rising wrath as if into the eyes of

an insolent invader, and with clench

ing hand, as if in reply to a demand for

surrender, he said aloud, “No, madam,

never!"

But the incoming flood of the future

had not reached its high-water mark,

if the confusion of metaphor may be

allowed as yet. He stood for some time

as if unable to resistv finally. Then, as

he still reflected, he slowly let his right

hand be lifted by the advancing tide high

over his head, to bring it down suddenly

with clenched fist upon the Bible, and a

singularly violent exclamation: “Bear

ings, at last l"

In an hour's time the commodore came

out of his front door dressed as for church.

The servants looked up with amazement

as he passed out and down the steps of

his verandah and crunched his deter

mined way along the shell-walk and out

of the gate, his cane tightly grasped, his

head unusually erect, the gravest resolve

in his eyes.

Depend upon it, this. atmosphere of

ours conveys from person to person things

more than touch or sound, light or smell.

And the things it, or the ether in it, con

veys also from mind to mind are powerful

in proportion as they are subtle. That

very morning Miss Aurelia Jones had

awakened in a frame of feeling unlike that

of the commodore merely in this, that it

was one of yet more profound discontent.

Strange to say, she was as much more

dissatisfied in proportion as she was rich

er than the other. The fact that her

grounds and house were larger and finer

and better kept but increased so much
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more the almost loathing which—but by

no means for the first time——they awoke

in her this magnetic morning. "I must

be getting bilious," she said to herself at

the very hour the commodore was wan

dering disconsolately about in the wilder

ness of his museum. "There is no more

sewing to be done. It is no use to sweep

and scour and dust when I've seen to it

that every room and chair and curtain

and pane of glass is as clean as work

can make it. Unless I want to leave

nothing of my silver, there is no object

in having that rubbed any more. If Bob

has left a weed in the garden, I couldn't

find it this morning. The whole place

has just been painted. There is nothing

but nonsense in having the walls papered

over again the same month. There's no

church until next Sunday. The sewing

society and the parochial school, teach

ers‘ meeting and prayer meeting, won't

come before their time. Oh, bother!"

Miss Aurelia had already looked over

all her jewels that very morning as she

sat in bed unwilling to rise. It was im

possible for any woman to give more than

two hours to brushing her hair, especially

when she had given the same length of

time to putting it up the night before.

Miss Aurelia tried the pier-glass in the par

lor once more. Hair, eyes, the effect of

poising her spirited and handsome head

this way and that, the adjustment and

readjustment of ribbon and frill, of neck

lace and breastpin, cannot be gone over,

even by a woman with nothing else to

do, more than a thousand times in one

morning without weariness.

"There's no place to drive to," she la

mented to herself as she continued to sur

vey herselfin the glass. “There is not a

soul but is owing me a call. All yesterday

I was shopping until I am sick of the very

sight of silk and lace. I do believe my

Christian character is suffering seriously

from the way I go to those jewelry stores.

. I do wish somebody would call, or die,

or do something! What a stupid world

it is!" and the disconsolate lady wan

dered aimlessly about over her house.

Once she called in two of her negro

women, and, seating herself Hat on the

floor of a spare chamber, made them

bring and range her Saratoga trunks in

a circle around her, with the view of sur

rounding herself with a chaos of dresses,

purely for the purpose of putting them all

back again. But she merely locked them

all up again after unlocking them. "Car

ry every one of the trunks back," she

said to the women. “I do believe you

look so discontented because you know

I was going to give you dresses, as I al

ways do. The more you have the more

you don't care for anything, ungrateful
creatures! Hold your tongues!v Vt/hat

you need, both of you, is to be field

hands again, with a sharp overseer at

your heels, with nothing but hard work

and pork and grits."

Then their mistress made up her mind.

Going down into her little library, she

seated herself at a special secretary, un

locked the outer doors thereof, and held

the keys in hand as she ran her eyes

over the range of drawers revealed in

side. All her past life lay waiting the

unlocking in those drawers—a drawer for

each separate period. Letters, read and

reread, were in them; locks of hair; frag

ments of ribbon understood by none oth

er in the world; miniatures and daguerre

otypes ; lots of jewelry not worth six

pence to look at; bunches of withered

flowers, and the like. Her face had

grown hard and pale as she sat, the key

in her hand, hovering about, undecided

which of the receptacles to unlock. Sud

denly she let her hand fall. “No, I can't

do it !" she communed with herself. “I

have exhausted all my emotions long ago.

They do me no good unless to make me

cry, and I'm too tired to cry. No, no:

it is the only place left me, and I will go

there." Locking the secretary, she went

wearily up stairs again into a little room

opening into her bed-chamber. There

was nothing in it beyond a chair, a table

with a Bible on it, and a cushion on which

to kneel—nothing else, unless it was a

small picture on the wall, apparently the

likeness of some young man who could

never have been regarded by his friends

as handsome. And yet the poor lady,

as if from force of habit, fastened a weary

look upon it as she sunk into the seat and

opened the book upon the table beside
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her. She read, or tried to read, for some

time, then knelt, but rose again very soon,

as if her praying was in vain.

" It is too dreadful," she said to herself

as she sat down, almost fretfully, again;

“but there doesn't seem to be anything

here for me, either. There is nothing to

ask for that I know. It is like trying "—

she shuddered as she thought it—" to gos

sip with-with—-God! I don't suppose

people even in heaven are allowed to do

that. God forgive my irreverence! The

Bible seems to say that they are busy as

they can be all the time in heaven also.

One must have an appetite before one

can relish even the bread of life; and to

have a real appetite one must be hard

at work. I'm hunting all the time for

work, but there is so little to do! I wish

it was time for calling in the people to

prayers down stairs. If some beggar

would only come! It would be a round

sum to him if any agent was to happen

in for any society. If one only knew of

a scalded child, or of a woman whose

husband beat her! I would give fifty

dollars for a blind old woman to read

to—yes, or a hundred for a poor girl

that would let me teach her to read or

to make wax flowers. And it is getting

worse and worse with me every day. I

wish somebody would swindle me out of

all my money, or set fire to the house, or

charge me with stealing something in the

stores. I enjoyed the revival as long as

it lasted, but God saw how worn-out we

all were, even when we were most anx

ious to go on. Oh me !"

For a long time Miss Aurelia sat in her

chair, her head upon her bosom, think

ing, thinking, thinking! But it could not

have been wholesome thought. Once

she rose and stood looking, another Ma

riana in her moated grange, out of the

window. She might as well have been

looking at a stone wall, for anything she

saw of interest. All that she did note

was her carriage and horses waiting, ac

cording to her orders, at the gate, and

she commanded them away as if it were

an importunate tramp. Then, after walk

ing hither and thither like a caged lynx,

she sank into a seat. As she sat, her

bright, her face hard and white and cold.

At last she rose, shut her Bible with a

slam, left the little room, as if finding it

much too small to hold her, and walk

ed up and down her chamber with rapid

steps and flaming glances. Her Sun

day-school class would not have known

her. She raised her hands to wring

them, winding the fingers of the one in

the other, and when they fell to her side

they were clenched. The curls upon

either side of her face suddenly seem

ed frivolous in connection with the vio

lence of her aspect: it was like ringlets

adown the checks of Bellona. And

terrible words broke from her lips—in

vective, reproach, scorn, despair--the

very suppression of her speech adding

to its intensity and bitterness. "And

to think," she said in a fierce whisper,

"that the wickedest wretch living is not

as miserable as I am! And yet I have

tried so hard to be good and to do good

all my life!"

As she walked, like a tigress now, from

one end of her room to the other, her

eyes caught sight of her face in a look

ing- glass, and she stopped as if her

dress had caught on a nail, terrified at

her appearance. An instant more and

she had fallen on the floor in an ag

ony of repentance, and crying, pleading

for pardon, weeping as it were her soul

away. Then, utterly exhausted, she rose

at last, bathed her face long and carefully,

and arranged her hair. The next moment

she sank once more on her knees in her

little room, very calm and quiet. " VVhat

ever is Thy will, 0 Heaven!" was all she

said. '

As she rose the front gate opened and

shut. Very languidly she looked out of

her window. When she saw who it was,

there was first an exclamation of anger,

then her face relaxed into a smile: the

next moment she was laughing with

sincerity and girl-like sense of the fun

of it all. "Very well," she replied when

one of her women announced a visitor.

“Tell Commodore Grandheur please to

take a seat: I will be down in a few

minutes." But her visitor had to wait.

Never had Miss Aurelia Jones made a

hands clenched, her eyes grew dry and i more elaborate toilet; and when at last
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she did go down, her face was the bright

est and most beautiful thing about her.

It would be wrong to liken so thorough

ly excellent a woman to such a barren

and burned-out asteroid as the moon,

although Miss Aurelia had undoubtedly

had her volcanic experiences as well as

that orb: certainly, however, the moon

itself did not wax and wane through

greater variations of light and shadow

than did this estimable lady.

To the commodore her curls had nev

er seemed so natural, her eyes so bright

in their beady blackness, her face more

etfusive with the cordial welcome which

gave such warmth to her hand as she

held it out on entering.

“I am so glad you called this beautiful

day, sir," she began at once. “I want

ed," with a charming smile, "to say how

wrong I was as to that cubit measure we

were discussing."

“Excuse me, Miss Aurelia," the visitor

hastened to say: “that is one reason I

called. I insisted, you remember, that

a cubit is eighteen inches. On reflection,

I am inclined to think you were right as

to its being twenty-one inches instead.

I have gone accurately over the chart

of the tabernacle. It is absurd, when I

come to think of it, that the house of

worship for the millions led out by Moses

was only forty-five by fifteen feet. Your

cubit is undoubtedly the correct measure,

and even that leaves the tabernacle ex

trcmely small."

"It is very kind of you to think so,

commodore," the lady hastened, almost

impatiently, to say, “but Calmet and

Cruden and Clarke and—and every re

spectable commentator adopt your idea

of the cubit-—eighteen inches, sir, eigh

teen. And I wanted to say how ashamed

I am that I was so impulsive and heated

when we discussed it. People who are in

the wrong always are vexed, you know."

"In that case I certainly was the one

in error," the commodore said with en

ergy. "I am always too positive, mad

am. The habit was fonned on shipboard,

where I had to be peremptory, as you are

aware. I have never differed with you,

Miss Jones, that I had not reason to re

gret it afterward."

"Please don't allude to it, commodore,"

the lady interrupted.

Now, Miss Jones had been painfully

careful all her life hitherto not to give

that gentleman his title. She refrained

from doing so because she knew that he

, decidedly preferred to be so called. By

' styling him sir, instead, as a rule-by

speaking to and of him in moments

of serious difference as /llr. Grandheur

even—she had intended him distinctly

to understand that whoever else in St.

Jerome was afraid of him, she was not.

In no way could she have hauled down

her flag to-day more entirely. and at

the same time with more womanly grace,

than in thus giving him, and as a matter

of course, his rightful title. The absolute

sweetness to her visitor of such a sugar

plum was simply ridiculous, but in some

respects the gallant old soul was the tini

est of babes.

"And while we are upon the subject,

commodore," she continued in her eager

l way, "I want to acknowledge my error

in regard to the talents."

"Not at all, madam," the other said,

bringing his gold-headed cane down

with quite a thump on the carpet as he

sat with it betweeri his knees. "It was

I who was mistaken. A silver talent

could never have been sixteen hundred

and ten dollars, as I asserted, any more

than a talent of gold was merely twenty

seven thousand three hundred and sev

enty-five dollars. You were right, mad

am—rightl"

"Oh no, commodore—no, no. You

, know," the lady said, sweetly referring

to a mite of a memorandum-book in

her porte-monnaie, “that I said a talent

of silver amounted to two thousand two

hundred and fifty dollars. Absurd! that

would make a talent of gold no less than

thirty-six thousand dollars. I am heart

ily ashamed oftaking such ground. That

would make the temple of Solomon cost

between eight and nine hundred millions

of dollars. I-low absurd! My position

was positively wicked. Mr. Fanthorp

is an infidel—a. scoffer at least—and he

seized upon my estimate as proof final

that the Bible is false. You cannot tell,

| commodore, how sincerely I regret it,"
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.\liss Aurelia Jones said softly and with

lowered eyes. "Please let me say one

thing more, and then we will never al

lude to the subject again : ever since the

special interest in our church began I

have wanted to say it. \Ve have often

difi'ered—very often, I fear—and the in

fluence of this was bad upon the Sun

day-school children, to say nothing of

the teachers. I blame myself severely.

But— No, let me say it all, please," she

added as the commodore made an effort

to interrupt her. "One moment. You

know me well. I am. I fear, of an ar

dent and impulsive nature, far too much

so—especially because I am so self-will

ed. It is my misfortune to be my own

mistress, and— Oh, you know-—"

The visitor understood very well that

she referred to the wealth possessed by

her, and which, as everybody agreed,

did somewhat spoil Miss Aurelia. as,

alas! whom does it not spoil? In all

that she said, however, the lady re

mained a lady. No man knew that

better than did her guest. He had but

to presume upon anythingr said by her,

and those lowered eyes wou_ld be lifted

with a. flash which would have riven the

commodore, stout as he was. Herein

lay the advantage with these two, that

they knew each other: from long and

close association each knew the other

perfectly well. Too long had they la

bored together in the sa1ne church for

this not to be the case. All along they

had quarreled because each was so de

termined, as well as independent each

of the other. But of late they had come

to know that, in fact, each was, instead,

unspeakably dependent upon the other

—a conclusion which gave a converging

direction to the determinations steadily

forming in the bosoms of both. Since

the fact must be stated briefly, it has to

be stated coarsely. As thus: The gen

tleman had come to know that his lone

ly life was intolerable already, and that it

would become more so with every fleet

ing day. This being so, the commodore

knew of no other lady in the world so

Well qualified, on the whole, to relieve

his otherwise desperate estate. Possibly

the same reflection, only reversed, was

true on the part of the lady toward the

gentleman, except that his opinions had

been slowly forming, while hers had

come, as a. woman's best resolves al

ways do, in the fateful instant she had

seen him enter her front gate that

morning.

On the part of the gentleman there

was, under all his concessions to the

lady, the steady resolve that, as captain

of the ship, he must and would rule in

the event of marriage. On the side of

the lady there was almost an eagerness

to be ruled in the present case, that

feeling being the sudden solvent in this

surrender of herself—a surrender which

was a welcome rest after years of terri

ble inward strife against circumstances,

and in the last hour reaction from the

violence into which that strife with the

seemingly inevitable had culminated at

the very moment its solution was ap

proaching her house in the boots of the

commodore.

One thing surprised as well as delight

ed them both, and that was the degree

in which they felt themselves entirely at

home, each with the other. The spirits

of the gentleman rose higher and higher

as he felt himself advancing to conquest;

for a love of rule had grown with his

growth, exactly as a passion for drink or

for gambling would have done in the case

of some of the rest of us. Not a syllable

had as yet been ventured by him in that

direction, and yet the lady faced and

accepted the inevitable. Yes, and her

increasing happiness showed itselfin the

deepening quietness of her manner— a

quietness which explained itself to her as

she sat. Amazing to say, all her surren

der was, she well knew, but the path to

ward such a supremacy in the end over

this grand old foe of hers as she had

never dreamed of before. She almost

pitied him, knowing how unconsciously

he was passing into her hands, to be as

, completely ruled as ever a husband is in

this world——a world from the primeval

constitution of which, and by some as

tounding oversight, the salique law has

been wholly omitted.

"There is another thing, commodore,"

the lady said at last, and after a good
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deal of quiet conversation—-"a matter

in which you were right. I allude to

it with reluctance: your original oppo

sition, I mean, to our pastor, Mr. Ven

able. You know how delighted 1 was.

I overrate everybody, exactly as I did

the cubits and the talents: it is my im

pulsive nature. I am afraid I made my

self too active, I am so enthusiastic, you

know."

"Pardon me, madam—-not at all. It

but illustrates," the other hastened to

say, greatly struck by it, and as if he

had never thought of it before, "how

much your excellent judgment was su

perior to my own. As you will recall, I

had taken my stand in opposition before

I knew him, and I would therefore have

disliked him whatever he had proved to

be. It was sheer prejudice in me—-prej

udicel It has been my business in life,

madam, to know my subordinates, in

order to wield them in cases of sudden

emergency. I am compelled to know

them thoroughly, and I have come to

know Mr. Venable. You must pardon

me," her visitor said with dignity, "if I

do most heartily appeal to your first im

pression of the gentleman, venturing to

differ from you now as I do from my

self then; but I do very highly prize our

young pastor. He is young— possibly

too young for St. Jerome—but he has

all the elements of sterling manhood. I

speak so warmly because I confess, as I

have come to know him, it has touched

me to the soul to see how profound is his

dissatisfaction with himself. A man, Miss

Jones, may—please do not misunder

stand me—may throw himself—I speak

with all reverence—too prostrate even at

the feet of God! In a certain sense, I

mean."

“Did you ever think of Daniel?" the

lady said. "I mean when he had his

vision of God beside the river. He fell

flat on his face, but his visitor would not

speak to him while in that attitude, and

made him arise. And when Daniel got

up, but remained upon his hands and

knees, the command was, ‘Stand upon

thy feet,’ before God would confer with I

him. I do like a man," the lady added

with energy, "to be a man—to be hum

ble, but to be a man ."‘

The commodore flushed with pleas

ure as he exclaimed, "I heartily agree

with you, Miss Aurelia. And I thank

you for your admirable illustration from

Scripture. When I was going with my

fleet into a storm or into a battle, I first

asked aid of Heaven. I asked it impor

tunately, I hope, but, having done so, I

handled my ships myself. In a certain

sense I stood upon my quarter-deck in

God's place. Look at poor old Father

Fethero, madam. The whole tendency

of our times is to lower and weaken the

standard of, say, the ministry. A man

must be a captain of his ship, whatever

the craft be, if he is to bring it into har

bor. I agree with you most heartily ;"

and the commodore sat up in his chair

more erect than before, a gallant old soul

as you could wish to see—sat up strong

and commanding at one instant: the

next, shifting his cane from hand to hand

as he sat, his large figurehead of a face

grew pale, and then purple. In vain he

attempted to put on the port of a com

mander as he goes into action, and at con

scious disadvantage he began : "Ahem !

Miss Aurelia Jones, I wished—"

“Oh, by the b_ve—-pardon me, com

modore," the lady said hastily, but with

perfect ease, because entirely mistress of

the situation, and rising as she spoke

"there are some improvements l have

planned upon my place. I am always

mistaking. Please oblige me with your

excellent judgment ;" and, so saying, the

lady led her visitor, nothing loath. out of

her parlor and into her grounds. No mor

tal knows how it came to an issue while

they walked; only this is certain, the con

versation resulted in an engagement, and

that, in an amazingly short time, in mar

riage. It was a sensation from which St.

Jerome has never recovered to this hour.

But nobody doubts that they are happy;

yet never was husband so absolutely

ruled as is the commodore, and ruled

by his wife so very thoroughly that he

never dreams, even while always obey

ing, that it is so.

\‘W1.i.tAM M. BAKER.
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THE YOUNG MAN WHO WENT WEST.

A CALIFORNIAN EPOPCEI.-\.

IN many American families is to be

found an anomalous and perplexing

being. This exceptional object wears a

human form, and is little distinguished,

physically, from other individuals of the

species. lt is apt, however, to be pos

sessed of enormous hands and feet, which

are always in its way, and to turn darkly,

brightly, beautifully red upon the slight

est provocation. Beyond these slight

bodily characteristics it is almost impos

sible to classify it, so self-contradictory

are its manifestations, so unfathomable

its springs of action. Let the philosophic

student pause before attempting to follow

the course of the countless maggots that

run riot through the brain of this extra

ordinary creature. As well might he un

dertake to separate and catalogue the

sprawling myriads that frisk and wriggle

in a drop of sour paste under the micro

scope.

Scarcely has the blushing awkward

ness hinted at above caused it to be la

beled "modest," "retiring," "self-dis

trustful," when the same specimen is

perceived to be bombastic, vainglorious

and infinitely contemptuous of all wis

dom except its own. Like Sir Robert

Walpole, this homunculus seems to find

the idea of his own greatness always suf

ficient to occupy his mind; still, such is

his benevolent attitude toward the cru

dities and mistakes of a less-favored gen

eration that he will cheerfully contradict

his father and mother on any subject

whatever, and tackle the most abstruse

problems of life and mind without a

misgiving. Yet his views change color

like chameleons, and form like amtebaa,

till one would say that, with some of the

latter, his fancies always take the shape

of the thing they touched last. He re

minds one generally of that early con

dition of the earth when she was a/)/u2

lnsgfi/zere, the amount of light and heat

which she herself emitted being at that

time so great that an inhabitant of her sur

I

i

face would have been utterly unaware of

the existence of the sun.

young earth, this teeming brain has love

and room for larger creatures than are

likely to find place in it after it has cool

ed and hardened. Monsters of thought

and purpose, brilliant in color and of

strange and stately shape, roam over its

unwasted fields.

As our friend, however, presents a pe

rennially-perplexing problem to the nat

ural guardians of our race, it is fortunate

for their chance of success with the pres

ent incumbent that the phenomenon is

not a new one. "All his successors gone

before him have done it, and all his an

cestors that come after him may," as

the astute Slender remarks. His state

is transitional, like that of the chrysalis

or the tadpole - time in frogs. Adam

probably escaped it, for obvious reasons;

but David was undoubtedly in the midst

of it when he was reproached for leav

ing those few sheep in the wilderness to

go down and see the battle ; and Samson

never seems to have got over it at all,

but to have remained a great blundering

hobbledehoy all his life long. Telema

chus was in the very blossom and prime

of this period when he patronized his

mother and “ordered her round," say

ing

Withdraw, 0 queen! into thy bower: direct

Thy household tasks, the distafi and the web. The

bow

Belongs to men, and most to me; for here,

Within these walls, the authority is mine!

Do you not think you see him "swellin'

wisibly" as he dismisses the old lady

with a magnificent wave of the hand,

and caresses his budding moustache be

fore going down to annihilate the suitors?

Who does not regard with indulgence,

mingled with amusement and dashed by

terror, this beautiful young Telemachus?

But Grandpa fights shy of himI and

draws in his gouty toes with an inward

groan whenever the young lord of the

But, like the hot -
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manor approaches, knowing that nothing

-—and particularly nothing ancient—is

safe from his all-pervasive bumptious

ness. His affections and antipathies are

alike explosive. Does the unknown op

erator touch the knob of antagonism,

nothing will satisfy the youth but to crush

all opponents between the upper and the

nether millstone. Does a philanthropic

star preside, he would seize the object of

his compassion by the nape of the neck

and bump him into the paths of peace.

In short, the subject of this admiring

sketch combines so wonderfully the at

tributes of the monkey and the angel

that the staunchest Calvinist and the

most advanced Darwinian might claim

him in alternate half hours as the prim

itive man.

\/Vcll, friends, I have outlined Young

America from a grand-paternal point

of view—not in cruelty, not in wrath, but

simply because that aspect gave him the

most points in common with certain dis

tinguished prototypes of his whom we

shall meet farther on. Youth and Age

have always looked thus at each other

since time began. The boy pores over

the tapestry his fathers wove, and, unless

far enough removed for the magic effects

of distance. the pictures delight him not:

he thinks them dull in subject and sad

in color. He seizes the shuttle in his

glowing hands, and quickly throws upon

the canvas bright images of beauty,

love and conflict, weaving in lavishly

the golden thread of his own dreams,

totally unconscious, happy fellow! that

these too will fade amid the smoke and

dust of daily life, and that to the jaded

eyes of age his giants are already wind

mills, his shield of proof a pasteboard

sham.

As with men, so with nations. The

new race slips into the honors and pos

sessions of the old with as little compunc

tion as elephants felt in displacing mas

todons; while, on the other hand, the

usurping power need expect no mercy if

he venture prematurely into the primor

dial jungle. No doubt Egypt hated those

impertinent parvenu Greeks that came

pouring into her ports about 660 B. C.,

and ended by filliping the noses of her

sacred cats and crocodiles. People with

out a mummy to their names venturing

to question the Egyptian descent from

the spawn of the Great River, and even

pretending that there were countries

where infrequent and transitory rains

supplied crops as splendid as the vol

untary and perennial gifts of Father

Nile!

lt was at this time, I fancy, that the

nose of the Sphinx was broken, and that

she must have perceived her L-/maul de

bnlail/‘a, her poser, her one respectable

but dull old riddle, to be no more of a

conundrum to the world at large than

that exasperating fraud of Samson's,

“Out of the eater came forth meat," etc.;

the tame endurance of which by the Phi

listines always seemed to me to beto

ken an extremely bucolic temperament.

Probably, however, this last owed its ap

parent success to the exceeding personal

strength of the propounder, and his abil

ity to "mash " any one who should ob

ject to his preposterous proposition.

But to return. Greece had her turn to

be surprised when Rome deftly inserted

her imperial knife between the Hellenic

joints and swallowed her whole, even to

the gold of her statues and the fame of

her philosophers. The repast proving

agreeable, we have all read how this

champion eater proceeded to bolt about

a dozen other states, the dominions of

so1ne of them surpassing those of little

Greece as much in proportion as the fos

sil oyster-shells of California do their de

generate successors of the present day.

But too many public dinners will tell

upon the strongest constitution; and

Rome finally squatted upon her Seven

Hills a great goggle-eyed heap of help

lessness, like Mark Twain's frog after

the dose of shot. Doctor Dog was very

near, however, by that time, and after

his advent in the shape of Goths, Gauls

and so on, the process of bloodletting

went on famously. The barbarian at

tendant at first guarded his patient with

exemplary fidelity, but after a while he

became dissatisfied with his own grace

ful and airy costume of tattoo, and con

tracted a habit of slipping into the pal

ace and enveloping his brawny limbs in
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the imperial purple, after obligingly fore

stalling any objection on the part of Por

phyrogenitus by killing him as if he had

been a mosquito. This obstreperous

young heir to the Caesars, after getting

himself educated at the expense of the

Romans, showed an extraordinary apti

tude for founding kingdoms, and quick

-ly overran Europe with just that sweet

vivacity of spirits and that utter indiffer

ence to the rights of other people which

are so pleasingly manifested by American

children at the present day. But even

young barbarians (let us take comfort in

reflecting) grow old and staid in time,

and the torments of the first ten Chris

tian centuries have subsided into the

blue-moulded, hard-shelled, boiled-down

fogies of the Europe of to-day. So even

our own enfant terrible may grow con

servative and well-behaved if he live

long enough.

As may be supposed, however, we

have not been raking up dead centuries

merely for the privilege of sneezing over

their forgotten dust; but just as the most

impersonal and yearningly benevolent

newspaper article now-a-days always

leads us to look for Radway's Ready

Relief or Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup

in the near background, so we trust that

the astute reader has already caught

glimpses of the "Coming Man " behind

these dim and venerable shades.

\Vhat we wish, then, to suggest is that

perhaps young communities as well as

young men have their waly period in

the eyes of older nations, and are no

more conscious of the effect they thus

produce than the traveler is that he is

himself the original of the monstrous

spectre which affrights his gaze from the

mist-covered face of the Brocken. For

instance, the faults which have been

indicated as belonging to youth as such

became magnified a thousand-fold when

projected upon the enormous disk of the

New \Vorld, and then thrown back to

Europe as an image of the nation whose

bone and sinew she had herself provided.

England, especially, felt for several gen

erations that, like Frankenstein, she had

created a monster which she could nei

ther endure nor get rid of. But if we are

disposed to complain of having as a peo

ple played this part, we must remember

that the noblest children ofNature are usu

ally thus disproportioned in their youth.

The natty, pretty sprig of fifteen is not apt

to develop into the stately, powerful man

of thirty: for such a one the best prom

ise is a boy that looks like a Newfound

land puppy, all paws and ears. How

ever this maybe, no one can read the

criticisms made upon our affairs and our

selves by the English press before our

late war without perceiving that Great

Britain habitually regarded the United

States with almost ludicrous disfavor.

She received our overtures of friendship

very much as a prim maiden aunt would

the incursions into her preserves of a

roaring, tearing nephew fresh from a

district school. She could not ignore us,

but she would gladly have surrounded us

with a wall, shutting us up as the bees do

any obnoxious substance that gets into

the hive. \Ve were to her a seething

mass of incongruous elements, calling

itself a republic, but really a sort of po

litical witches‘ caldron, in which "scale

of dragon, tooth of wolf,H largely pre

dominated over the other ingredients.

Our literature was nothing, could be

nothing. Listen to Kit North when he says

(A-'o:les, vol. iii. p. 320), “I am willing to

stake Napoleon's table-talk at St. Helena

against all the existing written wisdom of

the United States." Irving and Willis,

and such other of our writers as visited

England in the early days, were patron

ized by the literati there very much as

we praise a child's drawing: “Very nice

indeed, really artistic —for :70/znny,"' or

like the supposed criticism of lady-litera

ture in Aurnra Leigh .

We congratulate

The country that produces in these times

Such women, Competent to—4-fell!

\Vhen they speak of us commercially

and socially, we are irresistibly remind

ed of that affectionate parishioner who

said of his pastor that he had but one

fault: he 'w0uldswear when he was drunk.

I know that it is customary to ascribe

the British Yankeephobia to bitterness

remaining from the American Revolu

tion. But that alone will not explain
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such violent and persistent dislike. Eng

land has had other successful antagonists,

toward whom she shows no such rancor;

and her political economists have long

since decided that the loss of her Ameri

can colonies has been many times made

up to her in the extended commerce and

multiplied markets of the United States.

No: we were to her exactly the great,

ugly, ill-mannered boy we first described

—too big to whip, too immature to trust;

past the innocence of childhood, not yet

grown into the self-respect of manhood,

enormously egotistical and overbear

ing, utterly devoid of grace and tact.

And she detested us, and, like Grand

papa aforesaid, felt that we bored her

and trod on her toes incessantly.

The inference which we draw from all

this history is this: The tendency to de

preciation and faint praise on the part

of old communities toward young ones is

not the result of pure malice, or even of

conscious injustice. It is the fulfillment

of a natural law, by which the ancient,

the established and the finished looks

askance at the new, the experimental

and the crude. It has been remarked

for centuries that the heir to the throne

is always to be found, more or less open

ly, in the ranks of the opposition; but

if he were not, the power which he is

destined to supplant would believe him

to be so. And Prince Hal, in his turn,

will always try on the crown before Hen

ry IV. is dead if he have the chance,

and does not always plead as sweetly

in excuse as Shakespeare would have us

believe. So England, having sown her

own wild oats about a thousand years

previously, found it hard to endure the

boyish pranks and Falstafiian compan

ions of her lively offshoot, still more his

assumption of the crown before her very

face. It was hard, honored parent—was

it not ?—to find that the brains of Thio

dolf, Alfred and Brian had crossed the

ocean together with their youthful vigor,

and that consequently your prospect of

governing them longer with nursery bug

aboos was about equal to the chance of

putting salt on the tail of an uncommon

ly lively electric eel. It is destiny, mad

am, that the green end of the moral and

intellectual timber of this age should lie

in American hands; and you know what

that means.

Whenever an individual or a nation

sees something which he wants and has

the power to take, it is always destiny

that he should have it. It is therefore

your best way in this case to pretend that

you are perfectly willing, and, like an

astute dowager as you are, congratulate

the new heir on his accession to the prop

erty, getting what glory you can out of

being the mother of so much splendor.

\Ve all remember "Mary, the mother of

Washington." Outside of such tremen

dous maternity, she seems to have been

merely an exceedingly plain, strong

minded, stiff-necked old lady. Per con

tra: "Please, ma'am, I'm the mother of

the young man who is to be hanged to

morrow," observed a woman with a cer

tain air of bridling supremacy to a pris

on-visitor in one of our Eastern cities.

England, then, though she would prob

ably gladly see us hanged, may as well

accept the opposite situation gracefully.

New England claims already to share the

throne of English literature, though her

tone and bearing, we may admit, savor

more of pedagogic authority than of roy

alty. As the cat-princess invariably for

got her changed state at the sight of a

mouse, so the Bostonian sceptre raps the

knuckles of any naughty literary vagrant

with all the vigor of the ferule from which

it has blossomed. Indeed. to the per

ception of the more free-and-easy West,

Boston seems to be alwziys telling her

children to "Go and be somethingolog

ical directly!" Even her poetry seems

somewhat 1'nlenlz'nmz1, as if it came to us

labeled "Produced according to the rules

of the institution, and warranted correct

in grammar and spelling." Then we are

apt also to be sensible of a heavy mor

al swaying to and fro over our devoted

heads, like a large lady about to sit down

on an unperceived baby in the rocking

chair. Perhaps the Puritan mind set: too

soon for the complete success of delicate

and reverential work in art. The sculp

tor has begun to evolve an angel from

the moistened clay, when, lo! the un

plastic and refractory matrix reverts to
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its original stone, and leaves the fair

traits of his seraphic fancy struggling

with hints of the grim features of " Hew

Agag - in - pieces - before - the- Lord " or

" Praise-God-Barebones."

Reader, pause and take breath, for we

are about to unmask the battery to which

we flatter ourselves we have led you up so

cleverly; or, in other words, our favorite

figurant, who has been waiting his turn

behind the scenes in full view from the

proscenium-boxes. is about to leap upon

the stage. England we will assume to

be nearly “played out ;" Boston has had

a short run, but, we trust, is about to be

withdrawn to make room for fresh nov

elties, and Calgfnrnia, that unparalleled

star, that young man who has followed

Mr. Greeley's advice to the very jump

ing-off place, is about to come out in his

great part of the Heir of Time in the

play of W/to 5/rail be Grmlcslf

Having now introduced our hero with

the customary genealogy, going back

nearly to Chaos, we shall go on, as man

agers do in placards which precede the

star, to tell all about him—his age, his

height, his weight, the shape of his nose,

his birth-, christening- and vaccination

days, thrilling anecdotes of his infancy,

of his education. of his début—taking

care at some point in his history to in

troduce whatever we may have been able

to gather to the discredit of his rivals.

Following this benevolent course, which

we have perceived to be eminently suc

cessful and popular, we shall begin by

throwing down the gauntlet in his behalf

to several highly respectable elder mem

bers of the national family.

\Ve assert, then, boldly, that there

seems to us to be apparent in this new

\Vest an intellectual freedom and plus

Iicily, so to speak, which we miss in the

colder and 1nore serious East. \Ve are

young, to be sure—and youth, as we

have shown, is a crime never to be con

doned by those who have grown old in

spite of themselves— so we must be con

tent for a while to be credited with pro

ducing all the unbaked literary dough

of the nation. But if our bread be fresh

and sweet, if it show itself capable of

ministering to the brain- and heart-hun

ger of the American people, it will get

itself baked, never fear. We know that

the idea that any future can equal the

past is preposterous to those half-januses

who can only look backward ; but as the

California of to-day would herself have

seemed the dream of a lunatic to the ob

server of a century ago, we shall brave

similar suspicions by suggesting indica

tions of intellectual superiority apparent

‘ even in the present incomplete and effer

‘ vescent condition of our society.

First, we consider the extraordinary

freedom from boundaries in which an

educated inhabitant of this State finds

himself to-day as auguring well for litera

ture. \Ve are not speaking now of legal

or ecclesiastical fences. Men and na

tions have overleaped such before now,

only to find that a thousand barriers of

Nature and education, habit and affec

tion, held them tighter than before. The

Pilgrims braved death by hunger and

cold for the sake of free thought, and

then performed their salaams for gene

rations before every whipping-post in

the gift of john Calvin. Many of them,

having by an unparalleled hurdle-leap

escaped from their first enclosure, landed

within those ring-fences of Giant Despair

commonly called Transcendentalism and

Radicalism. \Vhich tyranny is the sharp

er is known only to the unhappy pilgrim

who has tried them all.

Now, from all these entangling alli

ances of tradition, of Church, of State,

of hereditary predisposition even, the

Californian, as such, is remarkably free.

Twice sorted from among the ablest youth

of the nation——once because none other

could wear the heavy armor of the pio

neer, and again by the survival of the

fittest only—he is no more held by the

harness of his father and grandfather

than Adam was. In crossing the Rocky

Mountains he has somehow lost the blind

ers of custom, and gazes at his new sur

roundings with wide free eyes. The re

ligious proclivities of his neighbors are

so indifferent to him that whether a Pu

ritan conventicle, a Chinese joss-house

or a Jewish synagogue shall occupy the

most conspicuous position in his streets

is simply a question of the taste and
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means of their respective projectors. In ’

science he starts where other men leave

off, taking as the nutriment of his first

quarter-century the strong meat of Spen

cer, Mill and Darwin, and becoming heir

to the present exquisite perfection of the

mechanic arts, with no lost time or strug

gle of his own.

Now, are not these the very conditions

from which a brilliant and original lite

rature might be expected to arise? \Ve

believe that it will so arise. The wealth

which this country so abundantly pro

duces will become gradually diffused

among the posscssors of taste and edu

cation, and the leisure and freedom from

pecuniary anxiety thus accruing will give

opportunity for study and ambition for

fame. Vi/hy should not California, which

resembles the Athenian state in so many

conditions of climate and circumstance,

resemble her also in fullness of time by

evolving an era of brilliant and efficient

intelligence?

This leads us to wonder that this por

tion of America has not been more oft

en and more thoroughly compared with

Greece. To our apprehension, San Fran

cisco resembles the "City of the violet

crown" much more closely than any of

the modern aspirants to her name. And

if the whole recent school of philosophy

be not astray, climate, soil and scenery

are the framers, if not the creators, of

national genius. The maritime centre

of a long line of coast, on the same par

allel of latitude with ancient Athens, like

her the seat of a commerce coextensive

with the known world, inhabited by a

people essentially restless, inquisitive,

liberal and laughter-loving-—gras'ping

with one hand the snow of lofty moun

tains, with the other taking hold of the

oranges, figs and bananas of semi-trop

ical valleys-—why should not the same

delicious surroundings originate brains

as nimble, words as full of subtle flame?

The bay tree and the silkworm, the olive

and the vine, are ours as well as hers.

The bees of Hybla and Hymettus mur- ‘

1nur for ever through the gardens of the

poets, but their honey was not sweeter

than the orange-scented product of Los

Angeles and San Diego. VVould the

gods but dwell with us once more, any

one of a dozen of our peaks would serve

for Mount Olympus, while Parnassus is

neither loftier nor lovelier than Mount

San Bernardino. \Vhercver there is a

natural difference, it is in our favor. The

hot mephitic breezes ofthe Mediterranean

bear languor and disease in their train,

while the winds from the Pacific fonn the

salvation of our health and the inspira

tion of our labors. The natural objects

that kindled the imagination of the clas

sic poets loom so large through the mist

of ages that we are apt to lose sight of

their actual proportions as compared with

similar features of our own scenery. Ho

mer talks of" firs that reached the clouds,"

but really there was not a tree in all Greece

beside which one of our great sequoias

would not have looked like Glumdalclitch

peering down at little Gulliver. \Ve have

hundreds of trunks whose material (split

up into dwellings) would have housed all

the heroes of the Iliad, their heirs, exec

utors and assigns. The Vale of Tempe,

their Yosemite, is no more to be com

pared to ours than a kitchen cellar-way

to Jacob's ladder, angel-sprinkled, with

its top among the stars. Fancy Homer

describing that! How he would have

piled up epithets, Ossa on I’elion—!

Jewels five words long,

That on the stretched forefinger of all Time

Sparkle for ever.

In vain. I think I see him now, rubbing

his ancient nose, biting the end of his

stylus, and finally in desperation tearing

that long white hair on which so much

of his success as a harper depended.

And yet—and yet, how such irreverent

nonsense dies upon our lips as we conjure

up that majestic shade in presence of the

“great, still wonder of our happier day" !

God's greatest poet and his grandest pros

pect--the most inspiring sight and the

most potent seer. “An eagle clangs an

eagle to the sphere," and the eyrie is lost

to weaker eyes below.

The poet, however, does not do all.

We are often so beguiled by our own

imaginations that the name of a scene

where a celebrated event took place

comes to mean the event itself, where

as its original signification may be rather
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disagreeable than otherwise, or at least

commonplace. There is T/wrlnopy/a’.

What a grand roll that has! lt sounds

like the story of Leonidas and all his

Spartans in one word. Yet it only means

“hot gates,“ and was so called from the

warm sulphur springs which filled the

defile at whose entrance stood the fa

mous pass. Now, we do not wish to

seem flippant, but if the sulphur inspired

either the hero or his reporters, cannot

California supply more disgusting sources

of inspiration to the acre than any coun

try of her size in the world? VVe think

she can.

Like the Greeks, we are an essentially

maritime people. The constant inter

course with other nations which sharp

ened the faculties of Herodotus and

Pericles is ours to an extent that no

ancient nation ever knew. \/Vhy, they

offered solemn thanks to the gods if they

made a safe journey to the other side of

the peninsula, while our circumstances

are so much improved that we hardly

ever think it necessary to ofler thanks

for anything. In other respects, too,

the Athenian customs were very differ

ent from ours. For instance, an oflicer

who appropriated, or even wasted, the

public money was condemned to death, \

and there was a large pit in the city lined

with spikes which was supposed to exert

a good influence in this direction. There

are several favorable openings for such a

pit in the vicinity of our business-cen

tres; and as for their influence, we can

but try.

But, outside of parallels, is there not

evidently another pillar to be set before

the royal progress of Intellect shall be

complete? China, India, Egypt, Greece,

Rome, England, New England,—the sta

tions have moved steadily westward, but

the circuit is not yet finished, nor will be

till the Muse, like the sun whose course she

follows, shall again dip her saffron robe -

in the ocean on whose shores she had

her birth. Then shall her hands strike .

' dulled withincessant condiments. Nevtogether the long-dissevered poles-of

thought, and an electric flash brighter

than ever shot from cloud or star illumine

the scene of her evening glory. Here,

upon the Pacific slope, with California as

Vm. XIX.—6

‘ brighter and a better day.

a centre, we believe it perfectly reason

able to anticipate a new period, sooner or

later, of creative energy for English lite

rature—a fresh incarnation of that pow

er whose every avatar renders man bet

ter able to sustain the u_ncertainties and

disappointments of this sublunary sphere.

This is a fast time. The ages are get

ting telescoped, and it will soon be diffi

cult to tell where one ends and another

begins. At all events, we hereby enter

the Golden State as a new competitor for

the wild-olive wreath, and dare the world

to show his equal in the true conditions

of such high emprise. As befits a stand

ard-bearer in this practical age, he has

not won his first garlands by stringing

rhymes, iambic or dactylic. Hitherto

he has been making history and cha

racter. Roman sublimity, says De Quin

cey, must not be sought in Roman poe

try, but in Roman actions. In these who

shall say that the young State has not

shown itself a very Hercules? Have

not the serpents of anarchy and crime

been throttled while the baby was still

in its cradle? And how was Curtius no

bler than James King of William, who

threw himself into the vortex of crime

and lawlessness that threatened to over

whelm the country in 1856, and sealed his

fidelity to principle with his life? The al

most melodramatic vengeance taken upon

his murderer was the harsh and stem be

ginning—but it was the beginning—of a

And now the

labors of foundation are over. The ped

estal is cemented by the blood of noble

men, and the community which they help

ed to establish may reasonably look for

ward to a long career of peace and plenty,

glory and honor. The image is cast in

enduring iron, brass and silver, and the

head of gold is surely to be added.

Of our relative place in the world of

letters at the present moment it is very

hard to judge. The civilized world is

now an epicure in reading—sated with

variety, its taste cloyed with sweets and

er was it so difficult to make a mark in lit

erature. Every new aspirant has not only

to pull against a continent, but against a

world. As with Thor in the Northern



90 [jamTHE YOUNG MAN WHO WENT WEST.

mythology, the other end of the horn he

is drinking from dips into the sea, the

cat he tries to lift is the earth, and lusty

is he if, like that doughty hero, he suc

ceeds in making even a small impression

upon their immensities. The world, as a

reader, now anticipates almost every pos

sible twist of the pen in poetry or prose,

clamors for originality, and still demands

that every fresh turn of the old kaleido

scope shall reveal something brilliant as

well as new. It seems as if every pos

sible combination of idea, and even of ‘

expression, had been used over and over

again, and yet here is that insatiable Ol

iver, the public, still crying for more, till

it is no wonder if he gets a good deal of

thin gruel, not to say britnstone and trea

cle, in place of more nutritious food.

\Vriting has its fashions as well as

dress. “ Fine writing" is out now every

where—as much so as Grandma's poke

bonnet and leg-of-mutton sleeves; and

with striped stockings and pull-backs

comes a lively and colloquial style of

expression, disdaining classicality and

doting on the vernacular. The matter

of literature is also somewhat changed.

A large proportion even of the best wri

ters shun delineations of the higher emo

tions or of delicate shades of charac

ter, and prefer to describe unfamiliar

aspects of Nature as travelers, or dra

matic incidents and peculiar people

moulded by phases of experience for

eign to their readers. To this end they

climb mountains and swim rivers, de

scend into craters and penetrate path

less deserts, with a devotion which would

have entitled them to saintly honors in

old times and for old purposes. Now,

however, the reading community does

not stop to canonize even martyrdom suf

fered in its service. To it a living dog

is better than a dead lion. The ripple

closes quickly over a Loring murdered

by cruel savages or a Livingstone lan

guishing amid deadly sands, and with

the naive ingratitude of a child the spoilt

public turns away to welcome some new

er sensation. Of efforts in these direc

tions California can boast her full share,

and every English-speaking people now

knows her miners and her desperadoes,

her Miggleses and her Poker Flats, as

well as she does herself. A little better,

because a certain high-colored light is

added to these pictures in transferring

them to paper which makes them more

dramatic, but less faithful.

\Ve have not yet produced an epic

(thank Heaven !), though we do not know

what is in store for us; but if we s/muld

have one, it will undoubtedly be the big

gest, showiest, most expensive epic ever

produced anywhere. At least, our pro

ductions thus far always possess these

characteristics. The truth is, that the en

ormous resources of wealth and brains so

constantly in process of development here

are rather disturbing to the sober senses

of the heir-presumptive. Everywhere

that he puts in his thumb he extracts a

large fat plum, till the constant refrain

of ‘‘\\’hat a great boy am 1!" becomes

rather monotonous to the world at large.

But this amusing disposition to take cred

it to himself for being extremely fortu

nate is not peculiar to jack Horner: it

is a characteristic of youngnzss general

ly. It belongs to the experimental stage

of existence. Jack is so pleased to find

himself possessed of seemingly bound

less powers that every new accomplish

ment of his strong supple fingers, every

' new ca erb his handsome straight le s,
P Y D g

is a fresh delight to him. So, being in

experienced, he naturally concludes that

nobody ever was or could be so able or

so successful as he. He would like to

build the largest hotels, banks and thea

tres in the world, whether they pay or

not: he wants the most extensive city

and the most stupendous business, the

most stunning fortunes in the shortest

possible time; and if there is a failure,

he prefers that it should be for millions.

“None of your peanut enterprises for

him!" In short, he is at present the

apotheosis of Spread Eagle, and, we

verily believe, would regard it as an in

sult if he were told that even his fleas

could be surpassed in size, ferocity or

numbers by those of any other locality.

\Vithout flattery, we do not believe that

they could.

But as Jack gets older and more ac

' customed to be rich, he will learn that
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the biggest things are not always the

best; that the desire of surpassing and

bullying your neighbors by superior mag

nificence is but a parvenu instinct, after

all; and that people always believe more

in those virtues and graces which they

perceive for themselves than in those

which are, so to speak, rammed down

their throats.

But our hero, after all reasonable de

ductions, is a lovely fellow, and is so fine

that he is worth a good deal of snubbing

from those who would fain see him per

feet. He is improving every day. As

for Mother Nature, she dotes on him,

and her government, like that of many

other parents, might be defined as un

limited indulgence tempered by earth

quakes. Jack, however, to do him jus

tice, "does not scare worth a cent," to

use his own vernacular. He looks the

earthquake. physical or moral, straight

in the face, braces himself till it is over,

picks himself up if he is thrown down,

 

repairs damages and goes to work again

as if nothing had happened. In fact, if

ever there was a fellow who “could the

darkening universe defy," it is this same

tough young customer; and one some

times wonders whether he will not be

disposed to treat the dies ifll’ itself with

gentle contempt as being inferior in dust,

noise and a general pleasing excitement

to some he has seen in San Francisco.

But the youth has other moods, when

he is earnest and patient, far-sighted and

wise—when we all look up to him with

reverence and love to boast ourselves his

comrades. He is chivalrous to women and

tender to little children. \Vith all his way

wardness in some directions, he has never

swerved from the old flag nor the princi

ples which it represents; and no one of

its stars is more sure to hold its place in

the azure field and shine gloriously in the

American sky than California, the Hespe

rus of the national firmament.

C. S. KIRKLAND.

EVENING SONG.

OOK off, dear Love, across the sallow sands,

And mark yon meeting of the sun and sea:

How long they kiss, in sight of all the lands!

Ah longer, longer, we.

Now in the sea's red vintage melts the sun,

As Egypt's pearl dissolved in rosy wine,

And Cleopatra Night drinks all. 'Tis done i

Love, lay thy hand in mine.

Come forth, sweet stars, and comfort heaven's heart
v

Glimmer, ye waves, round else-unlighted sands;

0 Night! divorce our sun and sky apart

Never our lips, our hands.

SIDNEY LANIER.
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THE MARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, AUTHOR OF “ MALCOLM."

CHAPTER XVII

A DIFFERENCE.

OTWITHSTANDINQ his keen

-L ness of judgment and sobriety in

action, Malcolm had yet a certain love

for eFfect—a delight, that is, in the show

of concentrated results—which. as I be

lieve I have elsewhere remarked, belongs

especially to the Celtic nature, and is one

form in which the poetic element vague

ly embodies itself. Hence arose the temp

tation to try on Blue Peter the efi‘ect of a

literally theatrical surprise. He knew

well the prejudices of the greater portion

of the Scots people against every possi

ble fonn of artistic, most of all dramatic,

representation. He knew, therefore, also,

that Peter would never be persuaded to

go with him to the theatre: to invite him

would be like asking him to call upon

Beelzebub; but as this feeling was cher

ished in utter ignorance of its object, he

judged he would be doing him no wrong

if he made experiment how the thing it

self would afi'ect the heart and judgment

of the unsophisticated fisherman.

Finding that The Tlvngfizst was still the

play represented, he contrived, as they

walked together, so to direct their course

that they should be near Drury Lane

toward the hour of commencement. He

did not want to take him in much before

the time: he would not give him scope

for thought, doubt, suspicion, discovery.

VVhen they came in front of the the

atre, people were crowding in and car

riages sctting down their occupants.

Blue Peter gave a glance at the build

ing. "This‘ll be ane 0' the Lon'on kirks,

I'm thinkin‘ ?" he said. “ It's a muckle

place; an‘ there 1naun be a heap 0' guid

fowk in l.on’on, for as ill‘s it's ca'd, to see

sae mony, an‘ i‘ their cairritches, comin‘

to the kirk—on a Setterday nicht tu ! It

maun be some kin’ 0' a prayer-meetin',

I'm thinkin'."

Malcolm said nothing. but led the way

to the pit-entrance.

"That's no an ill w'y o‘ getherin' the

baubees," said Peter. seeing how the in

comers paid their money. "I hae h'ard

0' the plate bein' robbit in a muckle toon

afore noo."

When at length they were seated, and

he had time to glance reverently around

him, he was a little staggered at sight of

the decorations, and the thought crossed

his mind of the pictures and statues he

had heard of in Catholic churches; but

he remembered \Vestminster Abbey, its

windows and monuments, and returned

to his belief that he was, ifin an Episco

pal, yet in a Protestant church. But he

could not help the thought that the gal

leries were a little too gaudily painted,

while the high pews in them astonished

him. Peter's nature, however, was one

of those calm, slow ones, which. when

occupied by an idea or a belief, are by

no means ready to doubt its correctness,

and are even ingenious in reducing all

apparent contradictions to theoretic har

mony with it; whence it came that to him

all this was only part of the church fur

niture according to the taste and mag

nificence of London. He sat quite tran

quil, therefore, until the curtain rose, re

vealing the ship's company in all the con

fusion of the wildest of sea-storms.

Malcolm watched him narrowly. But

Peter was first so taken by surprise, and

then so carried away with the interest of

what he saw, that thinking had ceased

in him utterly, and imagination lay pas

sive as a mirror to the representation.

Nor did the sudden change from the first

to the second scene rouse him, for before

, his thinking machinery could be set in

motion the delight of the new show had

again caught him in its meshes. For to

him, as it had been to Malcolm, it was

the shore at Portlossie, while the cave

that opened behind was the Baillie's

Barn, where his friends the fishers might

at that moment, if it were a fine night,

be holding one of their prayer-meetings.
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The mood lasted all through the talk

of Prospero and Miranda, but when Ariel

entered there came a snap, and the spell

was broken. \Vith a look in which doubt

wrestled with horror, Blue Peter turned

to Malcolm, and whispered with bated

breath, " I'm jaloosin—it canna be !-—it's

no a playhoose, this?" Malcolm merely

nodded, but from the nod Peter under

stood that be had had no discovery to

make as to the character of the place

they were in. " Eh!" he groaned, over

come with dismay. Then rising sudden

ly, "Guid-nicht to ye, my lord," he said

with indignation, and rudely forced his

way from the crowded house.

.\lalcolm followed in his wake, but said

nothing till they were in the street. Then,

forgetting utterly his resolves concerning

English in the distress of having given his

friend ground to complain of his conduct

toward him, he laid his hand on Blue

Peter's arm and stopped him in the mid

dle of the narrow street. “I but thoucht,

Peter," he said, “to get ye to see wi' yer

ain een an' hear wi' yer ain ears afore

ye passed jeedgtnent; but ye're jist like

the lave."

“An' what for sudna I be jist like the

lave ?" returned Peter fiercely.

“ ‘Cause it's no fair to set doon a‘ thing

for wrang 'at ye hae been i' the w'y 0'

hearin’ abus't by them 'at kens as little

aboot them as yersel'. l cam here my

sel', ohn kent whaur l was gaein', the

ither nicht, for the first time i' my life;

but I wasna fleyt like you, ‘cause I kent

frae the buik a' ‘at was comin'. I hae

h'ard in a kirk in ae ten meenutes jist

a sicht 0' what maun hae been saer dis

pleasin' to the he'rt 0' the Maister 0' 's

a‘; but that nicht I saw nae ill an' h'ard

nae ill, but was well peyed back upo'

them ‘at did it an‘ said it afore the busi

ness was ower; an’ that's mair nor ye'1l

see i‘ the streets 0' Portlossie ilka day.

The playhoose is whaur ye gang to see

what comes 0' things ‘at ye canna follow

oot in ordinar' life."

\Vhether Malcolm after a year's thea

tre-going would have said precisely the

same is hardly doubtful. He spoke of the

ideal theatre to which Shakespeare is true,

and in regard to that he spoke rightly.

" Ye decoy't me intill the hoose 0' in

eequity!" was Peter's indignant reply;

“ an‘ it 's no what ye ever gae me cause

to expec' 0' ye, sae 'at I micht hae ta'en

tent 0' ye."

"I thoucht nae ill 0' 't," returned Mal

colm.

“Weel, 1 diz/," retorted Peter.

"Then perhaps you are wrong," said

Malcolm, “for charity thinketh no evil.

You wouldn't stay to see the thing out."

"There ye are at yer English again;

an‘ misgugglin' Scriptur' wi' 't; an’ a‘

this upo' Setterday ni,cht—maist the

Sawbath day! Vi/eel, I hae aye h'ard

'at Lon‘on was an awfu' place, but I lit

tle thoucht the verra air 0' ‘t wad sae

sune turn an honest laad like Ma'colm

MacPhail intill a scoifer. But maybe it's

the marl-tis 0‘ 'im, an’ no the muckle

toon 'at's made the differ. Ony gait, I'm

thinkin' it'll be aboot time for me to be

gauin' hame."

Malcolm was vexed with himself, and

both disappointed and troubled at the

change which had come over his friend

and threatened to destroy the life-long

relation between them: his feelings there

fore held him silent.

Peter concluded that I/le maryuis was

displeased, and it clenched his resolve to

go. "What w'y am I to win hame, my

lord?" he said, when they had walked

some distance without one word spoken.

"By the Aberdeen smack," returned

Malcolm : " she sails on Tuesday. I will

see you on board. You must take young

Davy with you, for l wouldn't have him

here after you are gone. There will be

nothing for him to do."

"Ye're unco ready to pairt wi' 's, noo

‘at ye hae nae mair use for 's," said

Peter.

"No sae ready as ye seem to pairt

wi' yer charity," said Malcolm, now angry

too.

"Ye see, Annie ‘ill be thinkin' lang,"

said Peter, softening a little.

No more angry words passed between

them, but neither did any thoroughly

cordial ones, and they parted at the

stairs in mutual, though, with such men,

it could not be more than superficial,

estrangement.
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CHAPTER XVlll.

LORD Lll'-‘FORE.

THE chief cause of Malcolm's anxiety

had been, and perhaps still was, Lord

Liftore. In his ignorance of Mr. Le

norme there might lie equal cause with

him, but he knew such evil of the other

that his whole nature revolted against

the thought of his marrying his sister.

At Lossie he had made himself agree

able to her, and now, if not actually liv

ing in the same house, he was there at

all hours of the day.

It took nothing from his anxiety to see

that his lordship was greatly improved.

Not only had the lanky youth passed

into a well-formed man, but in counte

nance, whether as regarded expression,

complexion or feature, he was not mere

ly a handsomer, but looked in every way

a healthier and better, man. \Vhether it

was from some reviving sense of duty,

or that, in his attachment to Florimel, he

had begun to cherish a desire of being

worthy of her, I cannot tell, but he look

ed altogether more of a man than the

time that had elapsed would have given

ground to expect, even had he then

seemed on the mend, and indeed prom

ised to become a really fine-looking fel

low. His features were far more regular

if less informzd than those of the painter,

and his carriage prouder if less graceful

and energetic. His admiration of, and

consequent attachment to, Florimel had

been growing ever since his visit to Los

sie House the preceding summer, and if

he had said nothing quite definite, it was

only because his aunt represented the

impolicy of declaring himself just yet:

she was too young. She judged thus,

attributing her evident indifference to

an incapacity as yet for falling in love.

Hence, beyond paying her all sorts of

attentions and what compliments he was

capable of constructing, Lord Liftore had

not gone far toward making himself un

derstood—-at least, not until just before

Malcolm's arrival, when his behavior

had certainly grown warmer and more

confidennaL

All the time she had been under his

aunt's care he had had abundant oppor

tunity for recommending himself, and he

had made use of the privilege. For one

thing, credibly assured that he looked

well in the saddle, he had constantly en

couraged Florimel’s love of riding and

desire to become a thorough horsewo

man, and they had ridden a good deal

together in the neighborhood of Edin

burgh. This practice they continued as

much as possible after they came to Lon

don early in the spring, but the weather

of late had not been favorable, and Flo

rimel had been very little out with him.

For a long time Lady Bellair had had

her mind set on a match between the

daughter of her old friend the marquis

of Lossie and her nephew, and it was

with this in view that, when invited to

Lossie House, she had begged leave to

bring Lord Meikleham with her. The

young man was from the first sufificiently

taken with the beautiful girl to satisfy his

aunt, and would even then have shown

greater fervor in his attentions had he

not met Lizzy Findlay at the wedding

of Joseph Mair's sister, and found her

more than pleasing. I will not say that

from the first he purposed wrong to her

——he was too inexperienced in the ways

of evil for that—but even when he saw

plainly enough to what their mutual at

traction was tending, he gave himself no

trouble to resist it, and through the whole

unhappy affair had not had one smallest

struggle with himself for the girl's sake.

To himself he was all in all as yet, and

such was his opinion of his own precious

being that, had he thought about it, he

would have considered the honor of his

attentions far more than sufficient to

make up to any girl in such a position

for whatever mishap his acquaintance

might bring upon her. What was the

grief and 1nortification of parents to put

in the balance against his condescension P

VVhat the shame and humiliation of the

girl herself compared to the honor of

having been shone upon for a period,

however brief, by his enamored counte

nance? Must not even the sorrow at

tendant upon her loss be rendered more

than endurable, be radiantly consoled, by

the memory that she had held such a

demigod in her arms? When he left her

at last with many promises, not one of
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which he ever had the intention of ful

filling, he did purpose sending her a

present. But at that time he was poor—

dependent, indeed, for his pocket-money

upon his aunt—and up to this hour he

had never since his departure from Los

sie House taken the least notice of her

either by gift or letter. He had taken

care also that it should not be in her

power to write to him; and now he did

not even know that he was a father.

Once or twice the possibility of such being

the case occurred to him, and he thought

with himself that if he were, and it should

come to be talked of, it might, in respect

of his present hopes, be awkward and

disagreeable; for, although such a pre

dicament was nowise unusual, in this in

stance the circumstances were. More than

one of his bachelor friends had a small

family even, but then it was in the regular

way of an open and understood secret: the

fox had his nest in some pleasant nook,

adroitly masked, where lay his vixen and

her brood: one day he would abandon

them for ever, and with such gathered

store of experience set up for a respect

able family man. A few tears, a neat

legal arrangement, and all would be as

it had never been, only that the blood

of the Montmorencies or Clifiords would

meander unclaimed in this or that ob

scure channel, beautifying the race and

rousing England to noble deeds. But

in his case it would be unpleasant—a

little—that every one of his future ten

antry should know the relation in which

he stood to a woman of the fisher-peo

ple. He did not fear any resentment:

not that he would have cared a straw for

it on such trifling grounds, but people in

their low condition never thought any

thing of such slips on the part of their

women, especially where a great man

was concerned. \Vhat he did fear was

that the immediate relations of the wo

man—that was how he spoke of Lizzy to

himself—might presume upon the honor

he had done them. Lizzy, however, was

a good girl, and had promised to keep

the matter secret until she heard from

him, whatever might be the conse

quenccs; and surely there was fascina

with such as he to enable her to keep

her promise. She must be perfectly

aware, however appearances might be

against him, that he was not one to fail

in appreciation of her conduct, however

easy and natural all that he required of

her might be. He would requite her

royally when he was lord of Lossie.

Meantime, although it was even now

in his power to make her rich amends,

he would prudently leave things as they

were, and not run the risk that must lie

in opening communications.

And so the young earl held his head

high, looked as innocent as may be de

sirable for a gentleman, had many a fair

clean hand laid in his, and many a maid

en waist yielded to his arm, while “the

woman" flitted about half an alien

amongst her own, with his child wound

in her old shawl of Lossie tartan—wan

dering not seldom in the gloaming when

her little one slept, along the top of the

dune, with the wind blowing keen upon

her from the regions of eternal ice, some

times the snow settling softly on her hair,

sometimes the hailstones nestling in its

meshes ; the skies growing blacker about

her, and the sea stormier, while hope re

treated so far into the heavenly regions

that hope and Heaven both were lost to

her view. Thus, alas! the things in

which he was superior to her, most of all

that he was a gentleman, while she was

but a peasant girl—-the things whose

witchery drew her to his will—he made

the means of casting her down from the

place of her excellency into the mire of

shame and loss.‘ The only love worthy

of the name ever and always uplifts.

Of the people belonging to the upper

town of Portlossie—which raised itself

high above the sea-town in other re

spects besides the topical—thcre were

none who did not make poor Lizzy feel

they were aware of her disgrace, and but

one man who made her feel it by being

kinder than before. That man, strange

to say, was the factor. With all his faults,

he had some chivalry, and he showed it

to the fisher-girl. Nor did he alter his

manner to her because of the rudeness

with which her mother had taken Mal

tion enough in the holding of a secret ‘- c0lm's part.
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It was a sore proof to Mr. Crathie that

his discharged servant was in favor with '

the marchioness when the order came ‘

from Mr. Soutar to send up Kelpie. She

had written to himself when she wanted

her own horse: now she sent for this

brute through her lawyer: it was plain

that Malcolm had been speaking against

him, and he was the more embittered

therefore against his friends.

Since his departure he had been twice

on the point of poisoning the mare. It

was with difficulty he found two men to

take her to Aberdeen. There they had

an arduous job to get her on board and

secure her. But it had been done, and

all the Monday night Malcolm was wait

ing her arrival at the wharf—alone, for

after what had passed between them he

would not ask Peter to go with him, and

besides he was no use with horses. At

length, in the gray of a gurly dawn, the

smack came alongside. They had had

a rough passage, and the mare was con

siderably subdued by sickness, so that

there was less difficulty in getting her

ashore, and she paced for a little while

in tolerable quietness. But with every

step on dry land the evil spirit in her

awoke, and soon Malcolm had to dis

mount and lead her. The morning was

little advanced, and few vehicles were

about, otherwise he could hardly have

got her home uninjured, notwithstand

ing the sugar with which he had filled

a pocket. Before he reached the mews

he was very near wishing he had never

seen her. But when he led her into the

stable he was a little encouraged, as well

as surprised, to find that she had not for

gotten Fl0rimel's horse. They had al

ways been a little friendly, and now they

greeted with an affectionate neigh; after

which, with the help of all she could de

vour, the demoness was quieter.

CHAPTER XIX.

KELPIE IN LONDON.

BEFORE noon Lord Liftore came round

to the mews: his riding-horses were there.

Malcolm was not at the moment in the

stable.

"\Vhat animal is that?" he asked of

his own groom, catching sight of Kelpie

in her loose box.

"One just come up from Scotland for

Lady Lossie, my lord," answered the

man.

“She looks a clipper.

and let me see her."

"She's not sound in the temper, my

lord, the groom that brought her says.

He told me on no account to go near her

till she got used to the sight of me."

"Oh, you are afraid, are you ?" said his

lordship, whose breeding had not taught

him courtesy to his inferiors.

At the word the man walked into her

box. As he did so he looked well out

for her hoofs, but his circumspection was

in vain: in a moment she had wheeled,

jammed him against the wall, and taken

his shoulder in her teeth. He gave a

yell of pain. His lordship caught up a

stable-broom and attacked the mare with

it over the door, but it flew from his hand

to the other end of the stable, and the

partition began to go after it. But she

still kept her hold of the man. Happily,

however, Malcolm was not far off, and

hearing the noise rushed in.

just in time to save -the groom's life.

Clearing the stall partition and seizing

the mare by the nose with a mighty

Lead her out,

‘ grasp, he inserted a fore finger behind

her tusk—for she was one of the few

mares tusked like a horse—and soon

compelled her to open her mouth. The

groom staggered and would have fallen,

so cruelly had she mauled him, but Mal

colm’s voice roused him: “For God's

sake gang oot, as lang's there's twa

limbs 0' ye stickin' thegither."

The poor fellow just managed to open

the door, and fell senseless on the stones.

Lord Liftore called for help, and they car

ried him into the saddle-room, while one

ran for the nearest surgeon.

Meantime, Malcolm was putting a

muzzle on Kelpie, which he believed

she understood as a punishment; and

while he was thus occupied his lordship

came from the saddle-room and ap

proached the box. “VVho are you P" he

said. "1 think I have seen you before."

"I was servant to the late marquis of

He was‘
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Lossie, my lord, and now I am groom to

her ladyship."

“ What a fury you've brought up with

you! She'll never do for London."

uI told the man not to go near her,

my lord."

“What's the use of her if no one can

go near her F"

"I can, my lord."

" By Jove! she's a splendid creature to

look at, but I don't know what you can

do with her here, my man. She's fit to

go double with Satan himself."

"She'll do for me to ride after my lady

well enough. If only I had room to ex

ercise her a bit !"

"Take her into the park early in the

morning and gallop her round. Only

mind she don't break your neck. What

can have made Lady Lossie send for such

a devil as that?"

Malcolm held his peace.

" I'll try her myself some morning,"

said his lordship, who thought himself

a better horseman than he was.

"I wouldn't advise you, my lord."

"\Vho the devil asked your advice?"

"Ten to one she'll kill you, my lord."

" That's my lookout," said Liftore, and

went into the house.

As soon as he had done with Kelpie,

Malcolm dressed himself in his new liv

ery and went to tell his mistress of her

arrival. She sent him orders to bring

the mare round in half an hour. He

went back to her, took off her muzzle,

fed her, and while she ate her corn put

on the spurs he had prepared expressly

for her use—a spike without a rowel, rath

er blunt, but sharp indeed when sharply

used—like those of the Gauchos of the

Pampas. Then he saddled her and rode

her round. Having had her fit of tem

per, she was, to all appearance, going to

be fairly good for the rest of the day,

and looked splendid. She was a large

mare, nearly thoroughbred, with more

bone than usual for her breeding, which

she carried triumphantly — an animal

most men would have been pleased to

possess and proud to ride. Florimel came

to the door to see her, accompanied by

Liftore, and was so delighted with the

very sight of her that she sent at once

to the stables for her own horse, that she

might ride out attended by Malcolm.

I-lis lordship also ordered his horse.

They went straight to Rotten Row for

a little gallop, and Kelpie was behaving

very well for her.

"\Vhat did you have two such sav

ages, horse and groom both, up from

Scotland for, Florimel P" asked his lord

ship as they cantered gently along the

Row, Kelpie coming sideways after them,

as if she would fain alter the pairing of

her legs.

Florimcl turned and cast an admiring

glance on the two. " Do you know I am

rather proud of them," she said.

"He's a clumsy fello'w, the groom;

and for the mare, she's downright wick

ed," said Liftore.

“At least neither is a hypocrite," re

turned Florimel, with Malcolm's account

of his quarrel with the factor in her mind.

" The mare is just as wicked as she looks,

and the man as good. Believe me, my

lord, that man you call a savage never

told a lie in his life !" As she spoke she

looked him hard in the face, with her

father in her eyes.

Liftore could not return the look with

equal steadiness. It seemed for the mo

ment to be inquiring too curiously. "I

know what you mean," he said. "You

don't believe my professions." As he

spoke he edged his horse close up to

hers. "But," he went on, "ifl know that

I speak the truth when I swear that I love

every breath of wind that has but touch

ed your dress as it passed, that I would

die gladly for one loving touch of your

hand, why should you not let me ease

my heart by saying so? Florimel, my

life has been a different thing from the

moment I saw you first. It has grown

precious to me since I saw that it might

be— Confound the fellow! what's he

about now with his horse-devil ?"

For at that moment his lordship's

horse, a high-bred but timid animal,

sprang away from the side of Florimel's,

and there stood Kelpie on her hind legs,

pawing the air between him and his lady,

and Florimel, whose old confidence in

Malcolm was now more than revived,

was laughing merrily at the discomfiture
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of his attempt at love-making. Her be

havior and his own frustration put him

in such a rage that, wheeling quickly

round. he struck Kelpie, just as she -

dropped on all fours, a great cut with his

whip across the haunches. She plunged

and kicked violently, came within an

inch of breaking his horse's leg, and flew

across the rail into the park. Nothing

could have suited Malcolm better. He

did not punish her as he would have

done had she been to blame, for he was

always just to lower as well as higher

animals, but he took her a great round

at racing speed, while his mistress and

her companion looked on, and every one

in the Row stopped and stared. Finally,

he hopped her over the rail again, and

brought her up dripping and foaming to

his mistress. Florimel's eyes were flash

ing, and Liftore looked still angry.

"Dinna du that again, my lord," said

Malcolm. "Ye're no my maister; an‘

gien ye war, ye wad hae no richt to

brak my neck."

" No fear of that. That's not how your

neck will be broken, my man," said his

lordship with an attempted laugh; for,

though he was all the angrier that he

was ashamed of what he had done, he

dared not further wrong the servant be

fore his mistress.

A policeman came up and laid his

hand on Kelpie's bridle.

“Take care what you're about," said

Malcolm: “ the mare's not safe. There's

my mistress, the marchioness of Lossie."

The man saw an ugly look in Kelpie's

eye, withdrew his hand and turned to

Florimel.

" My groom is not to blame," said she.

"Lord Liftore 'struck his mare, and she

became ungovernable."

The man gave a look at Liftore, seem

ed to take his likeness, touched his hat

and withdrew.

"You'd better ride the jade home,“

said Liftore.

Malcolm only looked at his mistress.

She moved on and he followed.

He was not so innocent in the affair as

he had seemed. The expression of I.if- i

tore's face as he drew nearer to Flori

mel was to him so hateful that he inter

fered in a very literal fashion: Kelpie

had been doing no more than he made

her until the earl struck her.

" Let us ride to Richmond to-morrow,"

said Florimel, "and have a good gallop

in the park. Did you ever see a finer

sight than that animal on the grass?"

"The fellow's too heavy for her," said

Liftore: “I should very much like to try

her myself."

Florimel pulled up and turned to Mal

colm. “MacPhail," she said, “have that

mare of yours ready whenever Lord Lif

tore chooses to ride her."

"I beg your pardon, my lady," return

ed Malcolm, "but would your ladyship

make a condition with my lord that he

shall not mount her anywhere on the

stones."

"By Jove!" said Liftore scornfully,

"you fancy yourself the only man that

can ride."

"It's nothing to me, my lord, if you

break your neck, but I am bound to tell

you I do not think your lordship will sit

my mare. Stoat can't, and I can only

because I know her as well as my own

palm."

The young earl made no answer, and

they rode on, Malcolm nearer than his

lordship liked.

"I can't think, Florimel," he said,

" why you should want that fellow about

you again. He is not only very awk

ward, but insolent as well."

“I should call it straightforward," re

turned Florimel.

"My dear Lady Lossie! See how

close he is riding to us now."

“ He is anxious, I dare say, as to your

lordship's behavior. He is like some

dogs that are a little too careful of their

mistresses—touchy as to how they are

addressed: not a bad fault in dog. or

groom either. He saved my life once,

and he was a great favorite with my

father: I won't hear anything against ‘

him."

“ But for your own sake—just consider:

what will people say if you show any pref

erence for a man like that?" said Liftore,

who had already become jealous of the

man who in his heart he feared could

ride better than himself.
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“ My lord!" exclaimed Florimel, with '

a mingling of surprise and indignation

in her voice, and, suddenly quickening

her pace, dropped him behind.

Malcolm was after her so instantly that

it brought him abreast of Liftore. "Keep

your own place," said his lordship with

stem rebuke.

"I keep my place to my mistress," re

turned Malcolm.

Liftore looked at him as if he would

strike him. But he thought better of it

apparently, and rode after Florimel.

CHAPTER XX.

BLUE PETER.

BY the time he had put up Kelpie, Mal

colm found that his only chance of sec

ing Blue Peter before he left London lay

in going direct to the wharf. On his road

be reflected on what had just passed, and

was not altogether pleased with himself.

He had nearly lost his temper with Lif

tore; and if he should act in any way

unbefitting the position he had assumed,

from the duties of which he was in no

degree exonerated by the fact that he

had assumed it for a purpose, it would

not only be a failure in himself, but an

impediment perhaps insurmountable in

the path of his service. To attract at

tention was almost to ensure frustration.

When he reached the wharf, he found

they had nearly got her freight on board

the smack. Blue Peter stood on the fore

castle. He went to him and explained

how it was that he had been unable to

join him sooner.

"I didna ken ye," said Blue Peter, "in

sic play-actor kin’ 0' claes."

" Nobody in London would look at me

twice now. But you remember how we

were stared at when first we came," said

Malcolm.

"Ow, ay!" returned Peter with almost

a groan. "There's a sair cheenge past

upo' you, but I'm gauin' hame to the auld

w‘y 0' things. The herrin' 'ill be aye to

the fore, I'm thinkin'; an‘ gien we getna

a harbor we'll get a h'av.en."

Judging it better to take no notice of

this pretty strong expression of distrust

and disappointment, Malcolm led him

aside, and putting a few sovereigns in his

hand, said, "Here, Peter, that will take

you home."

" It's ower muckle—a heap ower

muckle. I'll tak naething frae ye but

what‘ll pay my w'y.",

“But what is such a trifle between

friends ?"

"There was a time, Ma’colm, whan

what was mine was yours, an‘ what was

yours was mine, but that time’s gane."

“ I'm sorry to hear that, Peter; but

still I owe you as much as that for bare

wages."

"There was no word 0' wauges whan ye

said, Peter, come to Lon‘on wi' me. Da

vie there—he maun hac his wauges."

"\Veel," said Malcolm, thinking it

better to give way, " I'm no abune bein‘

obleeged to ye, Peter. I maun bide my

time, I see, for ye winna lippen till me.

Eh, man! your faith ‘s sune at the

wa'."

"Faith! what faith?" returned Peter,

almost fiercely. "\Ve're tauld to put no

faith in man; an‘ gien I bena come to

that yet freely, I'm nearer till't nor ever

I was afore."

“Wecl, Peter, a‘ ‘at I can say is, I ken

my ain hert, an‘ ye dinna ken't."

" Daur ye tell me !" cried Peter. “ Dis

na the Scriptur‘ itsel' say the hert 0‘ man

is deceitfu' an’ despratly wickit; who can

know it ?"

uPeter," said Malcolm—and he spoke

very gently, for he understood that love

and not hate was at the root of his friend's

anger and injustice—"gicn ye winna lip

pen to me, there's naething for't butI

maun lippen to you. Gang hame to yer

wife an’ gi'e her my cbmpliments, an’

tell her a‘ 'at's past atween you an‘ me,

as near, word for word, as ye can tell

the same; an’ say till her I pray her to

judge atween you an’ me, an‘ to mak

the best 0' me to ye 'at she can, for I wad

ill thole to loss yer freenship, Peter."

The same moment came the command

for all but passengers to go ashore. The

men grasped each other's hand, looked

each other in the eyes with something of

mutual reproach, and parted—Blue Peter

down the river to Scaurnose and Annie,
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Malcolm to the yacht lying still in the Up

per Pool.

He saw it taken properly in charge,

and arranged for having it towed up the

river and anchored in the Chelsea Reach.

When Blue Peter found himself once

more safe out at sea, with twelve hun

dred yards of canvas spread above him

‘in one mighty wing betwixt boom and

gaff, and the wind blowing half a gale,

the weather inside him began to change

alittle. He began to see that he had

not been behaving altogether as a friend

ought. It was not that he saw reason for

being better satisfied with Malcolm or

his conduct, but reason for being worse

satisfied with himself; and the conse

quence was that he grew still angrier

with Malcolm, and the wrong he had

done him seemed more and more an

unpardonable one.

W'hen he was at length seated on the

top of the coach running betwixt Aber

deen and Fochabers, which would set

him down as near Scaurnose as coach

could go, he began to be doubtful how

Annie, formally retained on Malcolm's

side by the message he had to give her,

would judge in the question between

them; for what did she know of the

atres and such places? And the doubt

strengthened as he neared home. The

consequence was that he felt in no haste

to execute Malcolm's commission; and

hence, the delights of greeting over,

Annie was the first to open her bag of

troubles: Mr. Crathie had given them

notice to quit at Midsummer.

“jist what I micht hae expeckit !" cried

Blue Peter, starting up. “VVoe be to the

man ‘at puts his trust in princes! I luikit

till /zim to save the fisher-fowk, an‘ no to

the Lord, an’ the tooer o‘ Siloam ‘s fa'en

upo' my heid:-—what does he, the first

thing, but turn his ain auld freens oot o‘

the sma' beild they had, that his father

nor his gran'father, ‘at was naither 0'

them God-fearin‘ men, wad never hae

put their han‘ till! Eh, wuman! but my

hert‘s sair 'ithin me. To think 0' Ma‘

colm MacPhail turnin‘ his back upo' them I

‘at‘s been freens wi' ‘im sin‘ ever he was

a wee loonie, rinnin' aboot in coaties !"

“Hoot, man! what‘s gotten intill yer

heid ?" returned his wife. “It's no Ma'

colm: it's the ill-wully factor. Bide ye

till he comes till ‘s ain, an‘ Maister Cra

thie ‘ill hae to lauch 0‘ the wrang side 0'

‘s mou‘."

But thereupon Peter began his tale of

how he had fared in London, and in the

excitement of keenly-anticipated evil, and

with his recollection of events wrapped

in the mist of a displeasure which had

deepened during his journey, he so cloth

ed the facts of l\lalcolm's conduct in the

garments of his own feelings that the

mind of Annie Mair also became speed

ily possessed with the fancy that their

friend‘s good-fortune had upset his mor

al equilibrium, and that he had not only

behaved to her husband with pride and

arrogance, breaking all the ancient bonds

of friendship between them, but had tried

to seduce him from the ways of righteous

ness by inveigling him into a playhouse,

where marvels of wickedness were going

on at the very time. She wept a few bit

ter tears of disappointment, dried them

hastily, lifted her head high, and pro

ceeded to set her affairs in order as if

death were at the door.

For indeed it was to them as a death

to leave Scaurnose. True, Annie came

from inland, and was not of the fisher

race, but this part of the coast she had

known from childhood, and in this cot

tage all her married years had been spent,

while banishment of the sort involved

banishment from every place they knew,

for all the neighborhood was equally un

der the power of the factor. And, poor

as their accommodation here was, they

had plenty of open air and land-room;

whereas if they should be compelled to

go to any of the larger ports, it would be

to circumstances greatly inferior and a

neighborhood in all probability very un

desirable for their children.

CHAPTER XXI.

MR. GRAHAM.

VVHEN Malcolm at length reached his

lodging, he found there a letter from Miss

Horn, containing the much-desired in

formation as to where the schoolmaster
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was to be found in the London wilder

ness. It was now getting rather late, and

the dusk of a spring night had begun to

gather, but little more than the breadth

of the Regent's Park lay between him

and his best friend—his only one in Lon

don—and he set out immediately for

Camden Town.

The relation between him and his late

schoolmaster was indeed of the strongest

and closest. Long before Malcolm was

born, and ever since, had Alexander

Graham loved Malcol1n's mother, but

not until within the last few months had

he learned that Malcolm was the son of

Griselda Campbell. The discovery was

to the schoolmaster like the bursting out

of a known flower on an unknown plant.

He knew then, not why he had loved the

boy—for he loved every one of his pu

pils more or less—but why he had loved

him with such a peculiar tone of affec

tion.

It was a lovely evening. There had

been rain in the afternoon as Malcolm

walked home from the Pool, but before

the sun set it had cleared up, and as he

went through the park toward the dingy

suburb the first heralds of the returning

youth of the year met him from all sides

in the guise of odors-—not yet those of

flowers, but the more ethereal if less

sweet scents of buds and grass and ever

pure earth moistened with the waters of

heaven. And, to his surprise, he found

that his sojourn in a great city, although

as yet so brief, had already made the

open earth with its corn and grass more

dear to him and wonderful. But when

he left the park, and crossed the Hamp

stead road into a dreary region of dwell

ings crowded and commonplace as the

thoughts of a worshiper of Mammon,

houses upon houses, here and there shep

herded by a tall spire, it was hard to be

lieve that the spring was indeed 1'0/nz'n_.gr

slowly zqfi {/11} way.

After not a few inquiries he found him

self at a stationer‘s shop, a poor little .

place, and learned that Mr. Graham lodg

ed over it, and was then at home. He

was shown up into a shabby room, with

an iron bedstead, a chest of drawers

daubed with sickly paint, a table with a

stained red cover, a few bookshelves in

a recess over the washstand, and two

chairs seated with hair-cloth. On one

of these, by the side of a small fire in

a neglected grate, sat the schoolmaster

reading his Plato. On the table beside

him lay his Greek New Testament and

an old edition of George Herbert. He

looked up as the door opened, and, not

withstanding his strange dress, recogniz

ing at once his friend and pupil, rose

hastily, and welcomed him with hand

and eyes and countenance, but without

word spoken. For a few moments the

two stood silent, holding each the other's

hand and gazing each in the other's eyes,

then sat down still speechless, one on

each side of the fire.

They looked at each other and smiled,

and again a minute passed. Then the

schoolmaster rose, rang the bell, and

when it was answered by a rather care

worn young woman, requested her to

bring tea.

'‘I‘m sorry l cannot give you cakes or

fresh butter, my lord," he said with a

smile; and they were the first words

spoken. “The former are not to be had,

and the latter is beyond my means. But

what I have will content one who is able

to count that abundance which many

would count privation."

He spoke in the choice word-measured

phrase and stately speech which \Vords

worth says “grave livers do in Scotland

use," but under it all rang a tone of hu

mor, as if he knew the form of his utter

ance too important for the subject-mat

ter of it, and would gently amuse with it

both his visitor and himself.

He was a man of middle height, but

so thin that notwithstandinga slight stoop

in the shoulders he looked rather tall—

much on the young side of fifty, but ap

parently a good way on the other, partly

from the little hair he had being gray.

He had sandy-colored whiskers and a

shaven chin. Except his large, sweetly

closed mouth and rather long upper lip,

there was nothing very notable in his

features. At ordinary moments, indeed,

there was nothing in his appearance oth

er than insignificant to the ordinary ob

server. His-eyes were of a pale quiet
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blue, but when he smiled they sparkled

and throbbed with light. He wore the

same old black tail-coat he had worn last

in his school at Portlossie, but the white

neckcloth he had always been seen in

there had given place to a black one:

that was the sole change in the aspect

of the man.

About Portlosssie he had been greatly

respected, notwithstanding the rumor that

he was a "stickit minister"—-that is, one

who had failed in the attempt to preach

—and when the presbytcry dismissed

him on the charge of heresy, there had

been many tears on the part of his pu

pils and much childish defiance of his

unenviable successor.

Few words passed between the two

men until they had had their tea, and

then followed a long talk, Malcolm first

explaining his present position, and then

answering many questions of the master

as to how things had gone since he left.

Next followed anxious questions on Mal

colm's side as to how his friend found

himself in the prison of London.

"I do miss the air, and the laverocks

(sky/arks), and the gowans," he confess

ed, "but I have them all in my mind;

and at my age a man ought to be able

to satisfy himself with the idea of a thing

in his soul. Of outer things that have

contributed to his inward growth the ‘

memory alone may then well be enough.

The sights which. when I lie down to

sleep, rise before that inward eye Words

worth calls the bliss of solitude have upon

me the power almost of a spiritual vision,

so purely radiant are they of that which

dwells in them, the divine thought which

is their substance, their lryposlartlr. My

boy, I doubt if you can yet tell what it is

to know the presence of the living God

in and about you."

"I houp I hae a bit notion 0' 't, sir,"

said Malcolm.

" But believe me that, in any case,

however much a man may have of it,

he may have it endlessly more. Since I

left the cottage where I hoped to end my ‘

days under the shadow of the house ofyour ancestors. since Icame into this re

gion of bricks and smoke and the crowd- .

ed tokens too plain of want and care, I l

have found- a reality in the things I had

been trying to teach you at Portlossie

such as I had before imagined only in

my best moments. And more still: I

am now far better able to understand

how it must have been with our Lord

when He was trying to teach the men

and women in Palestine to have faith in

God. Depend upon it, we get our best

use of life in learning by the facts of its

ebb and flow to understand the Son of

man. And again, when we understand

Him, then only do we understand our

life and ourselves. Never can we know

the majesty of the will of God concem

ing us except by understanding Jesus

and the work the Father gave Him to

do. Now, nothing is of a more heavenly

delight than to enter into a dusky room

in the house of your Friend, and there,

with a blow of the heavenly rod, draw

light from the dark wall--open a window,

a fountain of the eternal light, and let in

the truth which is the life of the world.

Joyously would a man spend his life—

right joyously, even if the road led to

the gallows—in showing the grandest he

sees—the splendent purities of the divine

region, the mountain-top up to which the

voice of God is ever calling His children.

Yes, I can understand even how a man

might live, like the good hermits of old,

in triumphant meditation upon such all

satisfying truths, and let the waves of the

world's time wash by him in unheeded

flow until his cell changed to his tomb

and his spirit soared free. But to spend

your time in giving little lessons when

you have great ones to give; in teaching

the multiplication-table the morning after

you made at midnight a grand discovery

upon the very summits of the moonlit

mountain-range of the mathematics; in

enforcing the old law, T/1014 s/ml! love

My flttlgfibflf as I/lyse.{f, when you know

in your own heart that not a soul can

ever learn to keep it without first learn

ing to fulfill an infinitely greater one

In low In‘: nulg/zbor even as C‘/zrirt /mt/1

lo-1/ed /u'm—then indeed one may well

grow disheartened, and feel as if he were

not in the place prepared for, and at the

work required of, him. But it is just then

that he must go back to school himself,
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and learn not only the patience of God,

who keeps the whole dull obstinate world

alive while generation after generation is

born and vanishes-—and of the mighty

multitude only one here and there rises

up from the fetters of humanity into the

freedom ofthe sons of God—and yet goes

on teaching the whole, and bringing ev

ery man who will but turn his car a little

toward the Voice that calls him nearer

and nearer to the second birth—of son

ship and liberty;-—not only this divine

patience must he learn, but the divine

insight as well, which in every form spies

the reflex of the truth it cannot contain,

and in every lowliest lesson sees the

highest drawn nearer and the soul grow

ing alive unto God."

CHAPTER XXII.

RICHMOND PARK.

THE next day at noon, mounted on

Kelpie, Malcolm was in attendance upon

his mistress, who was eager after a gallop

in Richmond Park. Lord Liftore, who

had intended to accompany her, had not

made his appearance yet, but Florimel

did not seem the less desirous of setting

out at the time she had appointed Mal

colm. The fact was, that she had said

one o'clock to Liftore, intending twelve,

that she might get away without him.

Kelpie seemed on her good behavior,

and they started quietly enough. By

the time they got out of the park upon

the Kensington road, however, the evil

spirit had begun to wake in her. But

even when she was quietest she was

nothing to be trusted, and about Lon

don, Malcolm found he dared never let

his thoughts go, or take his attention

quite off her ears. They got to Kew

bridge in safety, nevertheless, though

whether they were to get safely across

was doubtful all the time they were upon

it, for again and again she seemed on the

very point of clearing the stone balus

trade but for the terrible bit and chain

without which Malcolm never dared ride

her. Still, whatever her caracoles or es

capades, they caused Florimel nothing

but amusement, for her confidence in

MaIcolm—that he could do whatever

he believed he could—was unbounded.

They got through Richmond with some

trouble, but hardly were they well into

the park when Lord Liftore, followed by

his groom, came suddenly up behind

them at such a rate as quite destroyed

the small stock of equanimity Kelpie

had to go upon. She bolted.

Florimel was a good rider, and knew

herself quite mistress of her horse; and

if she now followed, it was at her own

will, and with a design: she wanted to

make the horses behind her bolt also if

she could. His lordship came flying af

ter her, and his groom after him, but she

kept increasing her pace until they were

all at full stretch, thundering over the

grass, upon which Malcolm had at once

turned Kelpie, giving her little rein and

plenty ofspur. Gradually, Florimel slack

ened speed, and at last pulled up sudden

ly. Liftore and his groom went past her

like the wind. She turned at right angles

and galloped back to the road. There,

on a gaunt thoroughbred, with a furnace

of old life in him yet, sat Lenorme, whom

she had already passed and signaled to

remain thereabout. They drew along

side of each other, but they did not shake

hands: they only looked each in the oth

er‘s eyes, and for a few moments neither

spoke. The three riders were now far

away over the park, and still Kelpie held

on and the other horses after her.

''I little expected sur/1 a pleasure,"

said Lenorme.

"I meant to give it you, though," said

Florimel with a merry laugh.—"Bravo,

Kelpie! take them with you," she cried,

looking after the still retreating horse

men.—"I have got a familiar since I saw

you last, Raoul," she went on. "See if

I don't get some good for us out of him.

We'll move gently along the road here,

and by the time Liftore's horse is spent

we shall be ready for a good gallop. I

want to tell you all about it. I did not

mean Liftore to be here when I sent you

word, but he has been too much for me."

Lenorme replied with a look of grat

itude, and as they walked their horses

along she told him all concerning Mal

colm and Kelpie.
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" Liftore hates him already," she said,

"and I can hardly wonder; butyou must

not, for you will find him useful. He is

one I can depend upon. You should have

seen the look Liftore gave him when he

told him he could not sit his mare! It

would have been worth gold to you."

Lenorme winced a little.

"He thinks no end of his riding," Flor

imel continued; "but if it were not so

improper to have secrets with another

gentleman, I would tell you that he rides

-—just pretty well."

Lenonne's great brow gloomed over

his eyes like the Eiger in a mist, but he

said nothing yet.

" He wants to ride Kelpie, and I have

told my groom to let him have her. Per

haps she'll break his neck."

Lenorme smiled grimly.

"You wouldn't mind, would you, Ra

oul P" added Florimel, with a roguish

look.

“\VouId you mind telling me, Flori

mel, what you mean by the impropriety

of having secrets with another gentle

man? Am I the other gentleman?"

"VVhy, of course. You know Liftore

imagines he has only to name the day."

“And you allow an idiot like that to

cherish such a degrading idea of you?"

"VVhy, Raoul ! what does it matter

what a fool like him thinks?"

“ If you don't mind it, I do. I feel it an

insult to me that he should dare think

of you like that."

"I don't know. I suppose Ishall have

to marry him some day."

"Lady Lossie, do you want to make

me hate you?"

" Don't be foolish, Raoul. It won't be

to-morrow nor the next day. Freud cm-/1

dcs Lz.'1u'ns /"

"Oh, Florimel! what is to come ofthis?

Do you want to break my heart? I hate

to talk rubbish. You won't kill me: you

will only ruin my work, and possibly drive

me mad.”

Florimel drew close to his side, laid

her hand on his arm and looked in his

face with a witching entreaty. "We

have the present, Raoul," she said.

" So has the butterfly," answered Le

norme; “but I had rather be the cater

' pillar with a future. Why don't you put

a stop to the man's lovemaking? He

can't love you or any woman. He does

not know what love means. It makes

me ill to hear him when he thinks he

is paying you irresistible compliments.

They are so silly! so mawkish! Good

Heavens, Florimel! can you imagine

that smile every day and always? Like

the rest of his class, he seems to think

himself perfectly justified in making

fools of women. [want to help you

to grow as beautiful as God meant you

to be when he thought of you first. I

want you to be my embodied vision of

life, that I may for ever worship at your

feet—live in you, die with you: such

bliss, even were there nothing beyond,

would be enough for the heart of a God

to bestow."

"Stop, stop, Raoul! I'm not worthy

of such love," said Florimel, again lay

ing her hand on his arm. "I do wish

for your sake I had been born a village

girl." ‘

" If you had been, then I might have

wished for your sake that I had been

born a marquis. As it is, I would rather

be a painter than any nobleman in Eu

rope; that is, with you to love me. Your

love is my patent of nobility. But I may

glorify what you love, and tell you that

I can confer something on you also—

what none of your noble admirers can.

God forgive me! you will make me hate

them all."

"Raoul, this won't do at all," said Flo

rimel with the authority that should be

long only to the one in the right. And

indeed for the moment she felt the digni

ty of restraining a too impetuous passion.

"You will spoil everything. I dare not

come to your studio if you are going to

behave like this. It would be very wrong

of me. And if I am never to come and

see you, I shall die: I know I shall."

The girl was so full of the delight of

the secret love between them that she

cared only to live in the present as' if

there were no future beyond: Lenorme

wanted to make that future like, but bet

tcr than, the present. The word “mar

riage" put Florimel in a rage. She

i thought herself superior to Lenorme,
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because he, in the dread of losing her,

would have her marry him at once, while

she was more than content with the bliss

of seeing him now and then. Often and

often her foolish talk stung him with bit

ter pain—worst of all when it compelled

him to doubt whether there was that in

her to be loved as he was capable of

loving. Yet always the conviction that

there was a deep root of nobleness in

her nature again got uppermost; and,

had it not been so, I fear he would nev

ertheless have continued to prove her

irresistible as often as she chose to ex

ercise upon him the full might of her

witcheries. At one moment she would

reveal herself in such a sudden rush of

tenderness as seemed possible only to

one ready to become his altogether and

for ever: the next'she would start away

as if she had never meant anything, and

talk as if not a thought were in her mind

beyond the cultivation of a pleasant ac

quaintance doomed to pass with the sea

son, if not with the final touches to her

portrait. Or she would fall to singing

some song he had taught her, more like

ly a certain one he had written in a pas

sionate mood of bitter tenderness with

the hope of stinging her love to some

show of deeper life, but would, while

she sang, look with merry defiance in

his face, as if she adopted in seriousness

what he had written in loving and sor

rowful satire.

They rode in silence for some hundred

yards. At length he spoke, replying to

her last asseveration. “Then what can

you gain, child—-" he said.

"\Vill you dare to call me child ?—a

marchioness in my own right!" she cried,

playfully threatening him with uplifted

whip, in the handle of which the little

jewels sparkled.

“\Vhat, then, can you gain, my lady

marchioness," he resumed, with soft se

riousness and a sad smile, "by marrying

one of your own rank ? I should lay new

honor and consideration at your feet. I

am young: I have done fairly well al

ready. But I have done nothing to what

I could do now if only my heart lay safe

in the port of peace. You know where

alone that is for me, my—-lady marchion

Vo|.. XIX.-7

ess. And you know, too, that the names

of great painters go down with honor from

generation to generation, when my Lord

This or my Lord That is remembered

only as a label to the picture that makes

the painter famous. I am not a great

painter yet, but I will be one if you will

be good to me. And men shall say,

when they look on your portrait in ages

to come, No wonder he was such a paint

er when he had such a woman to paint!"

He spoke the words with a certain tone

of dignified playfulness.

“When shall the woman sit to you

again, painter?" said Florimel—-sole re

ply to his rhapsody.

The painter thought a little. Then he

said, “I don't like that tire-woman of

yours. She has two evil eyes—one for

each of us, I have again and again

caught their expression when they were

upon us and she thought none were upon

her: I can see without lifting my head

when I am painting, and my art has

made me quick at catching expressions,

and, I hope, at interpreting them."

"I don't altogether like her myself,"

said Florimel. "Of late I am not so

sure of her as I used to- be. But what

can I do? I must have somebody with

me, you know. A thought strikes me.

Yes, I won't say now what it is lest I

should disappoint my——painter; but—

yes—you shall see what I will dare for

you, faithless man 1"

She set off at a canter, turned on to

the grass and rode to meet Liftore, whom

she saw in the distance returning, follow

ed by the two grooms. “Come on, Raoul !"

she cried, looking back: “I must account

for you. He sees I have not been alone."

Lenorme joined her, and they rode

along side by side.

The earl and the painter knew each

other: as they drew near the painter

lifted his hat and the earl nodded.

“You owe Mr. Lenorme some acknow

ledgment, my lord, for taking charge of

me after your sudden desertion," said

I-‘lorimel. "\Vhy did you gallop off in

such a mad fashion?"

"I am sorry," began Liftore, a little

embarrassed.

“Oh, don‘t trouble yourself to apolo
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gize," said Florimel. “I have always

understood that great horsemen find a

horse more interesting than a lady. It is

a mark of their breed, I am told."

She knew that Liftore would not be

ready to confess he could not hold his

hack.

“If it hadn't been for Mr. Lenorme,"

she added, "I should have been left with

out a squire, subject to any whim of my

four-footed servant here."

As she spoke she patted the neck of

her horse. The ear], on his side, had

been looking the painter's horse up and

down with a would-be humorous ex

pression of criticism. "I beg your par

don, marchioness," he replied; "but you

pulled up so quickly that we shot past

you. I thought you were close behind,

and preferred following.—-Seen his best

days, eh, Lenorme ?" he concluded, will

ing to change the subject.

"1 fancy he doesn't think so," returned

the painter. "I bought him out ofabut

terman's cart three months ago. He's

been coming to himself ever since. Look

at his eye, my lord."

“Are you knowing in horses, then?"

"I can't say I am, beyond knowing

how to treat them something like hu

man beings."

“That's no ill," said Malcolm to him

self. He was just near enough, on the

pawing and foaming Kelpie, to catch

what was passing. "The fallow ‘ill

du. He's worth a score 0' sic yerls as

yon."

" Ha! ha!" said his lordship: " I don't

know about that. He's not the best of

tempers, I can see. But look at that de

mon of Lady Lossie's—that black mare '

there! I wish you could teach her some

of your humanity.—By the way, Flori

mel, I think now we are upon the grass"

—-he said it loftily, as if submitting to

injustice—"l will presume to mount the

reprobate."

The gallop had communicated itself to

Liftore's blood, and, besides, he thought

after such a run Kelpie would be less ex

travagant in her behavior.

"She is at your service," said Florimel.

He dismounted, his groom rode up, he

threw him the reins and called Malcolm.

"Bring your mare here, my man," he

said.

Malcolm rode her up halfway, and dis

mounted. “If your lordship is going to

V ride her," he said, "will you please get

on her here. I would rather not take her

nearer the other horses."

" VVell, you know her better than I do.

You and I must ride about the same

length, I think."

50 saying, his lordship carelessly mea

sured the stirrup-leather against his arm

and took the reins.

“Stand well forward, my lord. Don't

mind turning your back to her head. I'll

look after her teeth: you mind her hind

hoof," said Malcolm, with her head in

one hand and the stirrup in the other.

Kelpie stood rigid as a rock, and the

earl swung himself up cleverly enough.

But hardly was he in the saddle, and

Malcolm had just let her go, when she

plunged and lashed out: then, having

failed to unseat her rider, stood straight

up on her hind legs.

"Give her her head, my lord," cried

Malcolm.

She stood swaying in the air, Liftore's

now frightened face half hid in her mane

and his spurs stuck in her flanks.

"Come off her, my lord, for God's

sake! Off with you!" cried Malcolm

as he leaped at her head. " She'll be

on her back in a moment."

Liftore only clung the harder. Mal

colm caught her head just in time; she

was already falling backward.

"Let all go, my lord. Throw yourself

off."

He swung her toward him with all his

strength, and just as his lordship fell off

behind her she fell sideways to Malcolm

and clear of Liftore.

As Malcolm was on the side away from

the little group, and their own horses were

excited, those who had looked breathless

on at the struggle could not tell how he

had managed it, but when they expect

ed to see the groom writhing under the

weight of the demoness, there he was

with his knee upon her head while Lif

tore was gathering himself up from the

ground, only just beyond the reach of

her iron-shod hoofs.
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"Thank God," said Florimel, "there

is no harm done !—\Vell, have you had

enough of her yet, Liftore ?"

"Pretty nearly, I think," said his lord

ship, with an attempt at a laugh as he

walked rather feebly and foolishly to

ward his horse. He mounted with some

difiiculty and looked very pale.

“I hope you're not much hurt," said

Florimel kindly as she moved alongside

of him.

"Not in the least—only disgraced." he

answered almost angrily. "The brute's

a perfect Satan. You must part with her.

With such a horse and such a groom you'll

get yourself talked of all over London. I

believe the fellow himself was at the bot

tom of it. You really mus! sell her."

"I would, my lord, if you were my

groom," answered Florimel, whom his

accusation of Malcolm had filled with

angry contempt; and she moved away

toward the still prostrate mare.

Malcolm was quietly seated on her

head. She had ceased sprawling, and

lay nearly motionless, but for the heav

ing of her sides withher huge inhala

tions. She knew from experience 'that

struggling was useless.

"I beg your pardon, my lady," said

Malcolm. "but I daren't get up."

"How long do you mean to sit thereI

then?" she asked.

" If your ladyship wouldn't mind riding

home without me. I would give her a good

half hour of it. I always do when she

throws herself over like that.—I‘ve got

my Epictetus ?" he asked himself, feeling

in his coat-pocket."

"Do as you please," answered his mis

tress. " Let me see you when you get

home. I should like to know you are

safe."

“Thank you, my lady: there's little

fear of that," said Malcolm.

Florimel returned to the gentlemen,

and they rode homeward. On the way

she said suddenly to the earl, “Can you

tell me, Liftore, who Epictetus was ?"

" I'm sure I don't know," answered his

lordship. “One of the old fellows."

She turned to Lenorme. Happily, the

Christian heathen was not altogether un

known to the painter.

"May I inquire why your ladyship

asks P" he said when he had told all he

could at the moment recollect.

"Because," she answered, “I left my

groom sitting on his horse's head reading

Epictetus."

"By ]ove !" exclaimed Liftore. "Ha!

ha! ha! In the original, I suppose!"

“I don't doubt it,“ said Florimel.

In about two hours Malcolm reported

himself. Lord Liftore had gone home,

they told‘ him. The painter-fellow, as

\Vallis called him, had stayed to lunch,

but was now gone also, and Lady Lossie

was alone in the drawing-room.

She sent for him. “I am glad to see

you safe, MacPhail," she said. “It is

clear your Ke1pie—don't be alarmed:

I am not going to make you part with

her—but it is clear she won't always

do for you to attend me upon. Suppose

now I wanted to dismount and make a

call or go into a shop?"

"There is a sort of friendship between

your Abbot and her, my lady: she would

stand all the better ifI had him to hold."

"\Vell, but how would you put me up

again F"

"I never thought of that, my lady.

Of course I daren't let you come near

Kelpie."

"Could you trust yourself to buy an

other horse to ride after me about town 2'‘

" No, my lady, not without a ten days‘

trial. If lies stuck like London mud,

there's many a horse would never be

seen again. But there's Mr. Lenorme.

If he would go with me, I fancy between

us we could do pretty well."

"Ah! a good idea!" returned his mis

tress. “But what makes you think of

him?" she added, willing enough to talk

about him.

"The look of the gentleman and his

horse together, and what I heard him

say," answered Malcolm.

" What did you hear him say?"

"That he knew he had to treat horses

something like human beings. I've oft'

en fancied, within the last few months,

that God does with some people some

thing like as I do with Kelpie."

"I know nothing about theology."

"I don't fancy you do, my lady, but
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this concerns biography rather than the

ology. No one could tell what I meant

except he had watched his own history

and that of people he knew."

"And horses too ?"

" It's hard to get at their insides, my

lady, but I suspect it must be so. I'll

ask Mr. Graham."

"\Vhat Mr. Graham?"

"The schoolmaster of Portlossie."

"ls he in London, then P"

" Yes, my lady. He believed too much

to please the presbytery, and they turned

him out."

"I should like to see him. He was

very attentive to my father on his death

bed."

“Your ladyship will never know till

you are dead yourself what Mr. Graham

did for my lord."

“What do you mean?

he do for him?"

“ He helped him through sore trouble

of mind, my lady."

Florimel was silent for a little, then re

peated, "I should like to see him. I ought

to pay him some attention. Couldn't I

make them give him his school again?"

‘‘I don't know about that, my lady,

but I am sure he would not take it

against the will of the presbytery."

“I should like to do something for

him. Ask him to call."

" If your ladyship lays your commands

upon me," answered Malcolm: "other

wise I would rather not."

"Why so, pray?"

"Because except he can be of any use

to you he will not come."

"But I want to be of use to him."

“How, if I may ask, my lady ?"

uThat I can't exactly say on the spur

of the moment. I must know the man

first, especially if you are right in sup

posing he would not enjoy a victory over

the presbytery. 1 should. He wouldn't

take money, I fear."

"Except it came of love or work, he

would put it from him as he would brush

the dust from his coat."

\Vhat could

" I could introduce him to good society.

That is no small privilege to one of his

station."

" He has more of that and better than

your ladyship could give him. He holds

company with Socrates and Saint Paul,

and greater still."

"But they're not like living people."

"Very like them, my lady; only far

better company in general. But Mr.

Graham would leave Plato himself—yes,

or Saint Paul either, though he were sit

ting beside him in the flesh—to go and

help any old washerwoman that wanted

him."

"Then I want him."

"No, my lady, you don't want him."

"How dare you say so?"

" If you did you would go to him."

Florimel‘s eyes flashed and her pretty

lip curled. She turned to her writing

table, annoyed with herselfthat she could

not find a fitting word wherewith to re

buke his presumption—rudeness, was it

not ?—and a feeling of angry shame

arose in her that she, the marchioness

of Lossie, had not dignity enough to pre

vent her own groom from treating her

like a child. But he was far too valu

able to quarrel with. She sat down and

wrote a note. "There," she said, “take

that note to Mr. Lenorme. I have ask

ed him to help you in the choice of a

horse."

“VI/hat price would you be willing to

go to, my lady?"

"I leave that to Mr. Lenorme's judg

ment—and your own,“ she added.

"Thank you, my lady," said Malcolm,

and was leaving the room when Florimel

called him back.

" Next time you see Mr. Graham," she

said, “give him my compliments, and

ask him if I can be of any service to

him."

"I'll do that, my lady: I am sure he

will take it very kindly."

Florimel made no answer, and Mal

colm went to find the painter.

[To an con-rmurm.]
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LETTERS FROM SOUTH AFRICA.

BY LADY BARKER.

Mam-rznunc, September I, x876.

I HAVE had many pleasant cups of

tea in my life, indoors and out of

doors, but never a pleasanter cup than

the one I had the other day in a wagon,

or, to speak more exactly, by the side of

a wagon—a wagon, too, upon which one

looked with the deepest respect, for it had

just come down from a long journey up

the country, where it had been trekking

these four months past—trekking night

and day right up to the territory of the

Ama-Swazies, through the Thorn coun

try, over hundreds of miles of these end

less billowy hills, rolling in wearying mo

notony day after day; but—and this “ but"

made up for every other shortcoming—

amid hunting-grounds happier than often

fall to the lot of even the South African

explorer. And there were the spoils of

the little campaign spread out before us.

The first result, however, which struck

me was the splendid health of the trav

elers. Sunburned indeed they were,

especially the fair young English girl

face which had smiled good-bye to me

from the depths of a sun-bonnet last

April. But who would not risk a few

shades of tan to have gone through such

a novel and delightful journey ? I never

saw two people look so well in all my

life as this adventurous couple, and it

was with one voice they declared they

had enjoyed every moment of the time.

And what a pleasant time it must have

been, rewarded as they were--and de

served to be—-by splendid sport! On

the fore part of the wagon lay a goodly

pile of skins and quantities of magnif

icent horns, from the ponderous pair on

the shaggy buffalo-skulls down to taper

points which might have belonged to a

fairy buck, so slender, so polished, so in

expressibly graceful, were they. But the

trophy of trophies was the skin of a lion,

which had been shot in the earliest morn

mg light some twenty yards from the

hunter's tent. It was a splendid skin,

and the curved claws are to be made into

a necklace and earrings for the sports

man's wife, who indeed deserves them

for bearing her share of the dangers and

discomforts of the expedition so cheer

fully and bravely. It was very difficult

to elicit the least hint of what the dis

comforts were, or might have been, until

at last my eager questions raked out an

admission that a week of wet weather

(the only one, by the way, in all the

four months) was tedious when cooped

up under the tilt of the wagon, or that

some of the places up and down which

the lumbering, unwieldy conveyance had

crept were fearful to look at and danger

ous to travel, necessitating a lashing to

gcther of the wheels by iron chains, as

well as the use of the ordinary heavy

brake. Yet there had been no upset, no

casualty, no serious trouble of any sort;

and I think what these English travelers

were more impressed with than anything

else was the honesty of the Kafirs. The

wagon with its stores of food and wine,

of comforts and conveniences of all sorts,

had been left absolutely alone by the

side of a track crossed and recrossed

every hour by Kafirs, and twenty miles

short of the place whither the tent had

been carried for greater facilities of get

ting at the big game. The oxen were

twenty miles off in another direction,

under no one‘s care in particular; the

wagon stood absolutely alone; and yet

when the moment of reassembling came

every bullock was forthcoming, and noth

ing whatever of any description was miss

ing from the unguarded wagon. The

great :Qtraction to the Kafirs along the

line of travel had been the empty tins

of preserved milk or jam: with tops and

bottoms knocked out they made the most

resplendent bangles, and became a vio

lent fashion up among the Thorns.

Nor was that grand lion's skin the only

one. There were quagga skins, wolf

skins, buck skins of half a dozen differ
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ent species, eland skins, buffalo skins,

lynx and wild-cat skins enough to start

a furrier's shop, and all in excellent pres

ervation, having been tightly pegged out

and thoroughly dried. The horns—-or

rather the skulls—were still a little high,

and needed to be heaped well to leeward

before we settled down to tea, camping

on kegs and boxes and whatever we could

find. I was made proud and happy by

being accommodated with a seat on the

lion skin; and exactly opposite to me,

tranquilly grazing on the young grass,

was the identical donkey which had at

tracted the king of animals to the spot

where his fate awaited him. Although

camped in the very heart of the lion

country, the hunter had neither seen nor

heard anything of his big game until this

donkey chanced to be added to the stud,

and then the lions came roaring round,

half a dozen at a time. A huge fire had

to be kept up night and day, and close

to this the unhappy ass was tethered, for

his life would not have been worth much

otherwise; and he seems to have been

thoroughly alive to the perils of his situ

ation. Lions can resist anything except

ass-flesh, it appears; but it is so entirely

their favorite delicacy that they forget their

cunning, and become absolutely reckless

in pursuit of it. When at the last ex

tremity of terror, the poor donkey used

to lift up his discordant voice, and so

keep the prowling foe at bay for a while,

though it invariably had the double effect

of attracting all the lions within earshot.

And so it was that in the early dawn the

hunter, hearing the lion's growls coming

nearer and nearer, and the poor donkey's

brays more and more frequent, stole out,

rifle in hand, just in time to get a steady

shot at the splendid brute only fifteen

yards away, who was hungrily eyeing

the miserable ass on the other side of

the blazing fire. In spite of alllegends

to the contrary, a lion never attacks a

man first, and this lion turned and moved

away directly he saw the sportsman's ‘

leveled rifle. Only one shot was fired,

for the dull thud of the bullet told that

it had struck the lion, and nothing upon

earth is so dangerous as a wounded lion.

The huge beast walked slowly away, and

when the full daylight had come the

sportsman and a few Kafirs followed up

the blood-flecked trail for a quarter of a

mile, or less, to find the lion lying down

as if asleep, with his head resting on his

folded fore paw, quite dead. I don't

think I ever understood the we:_'glzt of

a lion until Iwas told that it took two

strong Kafirs to lift one of its ponde_rous

fore feet a few inches even from the

ground, and it was almost more than ten

men could manage to drag it along the

ground by ropes back to the tent. Twen

ty men could scarcely have carried it,

the size and weight of the muscle are so

enormous. The Kafirs prize the fat of

the lion very highly, and the headman

of the expedition had claimed this as his

perquisite, melting it down into gourds

and selling it in infinitesimal portions

as an unguent. I don't know what the

market-price up country was, but whilst

we were laughing and chatting over our

tea I saw the crafty Kafir scooping out

the tiniest bits of lion's fat in return for

a shilling. One of my Kafirs asked

leave to go down and buy some. “Vt/'hat

for, Jack P" I asked. “Not for me, ma‘

—for my bruddrr: make him brave,

ma‘-—able for plenty fight, ma'." I am

certain, however, that this was a ruse,

and that Jack felt his own need of the

courage-giving ointment.

Talking of Jack, reminds me of a visit

I had the other day from a detachment

of his friends and relatives. They did

not come to see Jack : they came to see

me, and very amusing visitors they were.

First ofall, there was a bride, who brought

me a young hen as a present. She was

attended by two or three scraggy girls of

about fifteen, draped only in short man

tles of coarse cloth. The bride herself

was exceedingly smart, and had one of

the prettiest faces imaginable. Her reg

ular features, oval outline, dazzling teeth

and charming expression were not a bit

disfigured by her jet-black skin. Her

hair was drawn straight up from her head

like a tiara, stained red and ornamented

with a profusion of bones and skewers,

feathers, etc., stuck coquettishly over one

ear, and a band of bead embroidery, stud

. ded with brass-headed nails, being worn
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like a fillet where the hair grew low

on the forehead. She had a kilt-—-or se

ries of aprons, rather—of lynx skins, a

sort of bodice of calf skin, and over her

shoulders, arranged with ineffable grace,

a gay table-cover. ~ Then there were

strings of beads on her pretty, shapely

throat and arms, and a bright scarlet

ribbon tied tight round each ankle. All

the rest of the party seemed immensely

proud of this young person, and were

very anxious to put her forward in every

way. Indeed, all the others, mostly hard

working, hard-featured matrons, prema

turely aged, took no more active part

than the chorus of a Greek play, always

excepting the old induna or headman of

the village, who came as escort and in

charge of the whole party. He was a

most garrulous and amusing individual,

full of reminiscences and anecdotes of

his fighting days. He was rather more

frank than most warriors who

Shoulder their crutch and show how fields are won,

for the usual end of his battle-stories was

the naive confession, "And then I thought

I should be killed, and so I ran away."

He and I used up a great many interpre

ters in the course of the visit, for he wea

ricd every one out, and nothing made

him so angry as any attempt to condense

his conversation in translating it to me.

But he was great fun—polite, as became

an old soldier, full of compliments and

assurances that “now, the happiest day

of his life having come, he desired to

live no longer, but was ready for death."

The visit took place on the shady side of

the verandah, and thither I brought my

large musical-box and set it down on the

ground to play. Never was there such

a success. In a moment they were all

down on their knees before it, listening

with rapt delight, the old man telling

them the music was caused by very

little people inside the box, who were

obliged to do exactly as I bade them.

They were all in a perfect ecstasy of

delight for ever so long, retreating rap

idly, however, to a distance whenever I

wound it up. The old induna took snuff

copiously all the time, and made me af

fectionate speeches, which resulted in the I

gift of an old great-coat, which he as

sured me he never should live to wear

out, because he was quite in a hurry to

die and go to the white man's land, now

that he had seen me. We hunted up all

manner of queer odds and ends for pres

ents, and made everybody happy in turn.

As a final ceremony, I took them through

the house: tiny as it is, it filled them with

amazement and delight. My long look

ing-glass was at once a terror and a plea

sure to them, for they rather feared be

witchment; but I held up the baby to see

himself in it, and then they were pacified,

saying, “The chieftainess never would go

and bewitch that nice little chieftain." As

usual, the pictures were what they most

thoroughly enjoyed. I,andseer's prints

of wild cattle elicited low cries of recog

nition and surprise: “Zipi in korno !"

(“Behold the cows!") My own favor

ite print of the three little foxes was

much admired, but pronounced to be

“lill catties." The bride was anxious to

know why I kept the beds of the estab

lishment on the floor and allowed people

to walk over them. She did not consider

that a good arrangement evidently; nor

could she understand how matting could

be of any use except to sleep on. At

last it became time for “ scofi'," and they

all retired to partake of that dainty, the

old induna having begged leave to kiss

my hands, which he did very gallantly,

assuring me he had never been so happy

before in all his life, and that he could

quite believe now what I had told him

about the great white queen over the sea

being just as careful for and fond of her

black children as of her white ones. I

made a great point of this in my con

versations with him, and showed them

all Her Majesty's picture, to which they

cried “Moochlie !" (" Nice ! "), and gave

the royal salute. I must say I delight

in these little glimpses of Kafir charac

ter; I find in those whom I come across,

like my visitors of last week, so much

simple dignity with shrewd common

sense. Their minds, too, seem pecu

liarly adapted to receive and profit by

anything like culture and civilization,

and there certainly is a better founda

tion on which to build up both these
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things than in any other black race with

which I am acquainted.

Snrrxnnnn X5.

Such an expedition as we have just

made!

dear old New Zealand days, only that I

should have been sure to have had a bet

ter horse to ride in New Zealand than

here. I have a very poor opinion of

most of the animals here: anything like

a tolerable horse is rare and expensive,

and the ordinary run of steeds is ugly to

look at, ill-groomed and ill-favored, be

sides not being up to much work. Upon

this occasion I was mounted on a coarse

ly-put-together chestnut, who was broken

in to carry a lady a few evenings ago

whilst I was getting ready for my ride.

However, beyond being a little fidgety

and difficult to mount, owing to lurking

distrust of my habit, he has no objection

to carry me. But he is as rough as a

cart-horse in his paces, and the way he

stops short in his canter or trot, flinging

all his legs about anywhere, is enough to

jolt one's spine out of the crown of one's

head. As for his mouth, it might as well

be a stone wall, and he requires to be

ridden tightly on the curb to keep him

from tripping. \Vhen you add to these

peculiarities a tendency to shy at every

tuft of grass, and a habit of hanging the

entire weight of his head on your bridle

hand as soon as he gets the least bit

jaded, it must be admitted that it would

be easy to find a pleasanter horse for a

long, hurried journey. Still, on the prin

ciple of all's well that ends well, I ought

not to be so severe on my steed, for the

expedition ended well, and was really

rather a severe tax on man and beast.

This is the way we came to take it:

Ever since I arrived, now nearly a

year ago, I have been hearing of a cer

tain “bush " or forest some forty-five or

fifty miles away, which is always named

when I break into lamentations over the

utter treelessness of Natal. Latterly, I

have had even a stronger craving than

usual to see something more than a small

plantation of blue gums, infantine oaks

and baby firs, making a dot here and

there amid the eternal undulation of the .

It reminded me exactly of the \

low hills around. "Seven-Mile Bush"

has daily grown more attractive to my

thoughts, and at last we accepted one

of many kind and hospitable invitations

thither, and l induced F to promise

that he would forego the dear delight of

riding down to his barn-like office for a

couple of days, and come with Mr. C

and me to the "bush." This was a great

concession on his part; and I may state

here that he never ceased pining for his

papers and his arm-chair from the mo

ment we started until we came back.

It was necessary to make a very early

start indeed, and the stars were still

shining when we set off, though the first

sunbeams were creeping brightly and

swiftly over the high eastern hills. It

was a fresh morning, in spite of the oc

casional puff of dust-laden air, which

seemed to warn us every now and then

that there was such a thing as a hot

wind to be considered, and also that

there had not been a drop of rain for

these last five months. The whole coun

try seems ground to powder, and the al

most daily hot winds keep this powder

incessantly moving about; so it is not

exactly pleasant for traveling. \Ve pick

ed up our Kafir guide as we rode through

the town, and made the best of our way

at once across the flats between this and

Edendale, which we left on our right,

climbing slowly and tcdiously up a high

hill above it; then down again and up

again, constantly crossing clear, cold,

bright rivulets—a welcome moment to

horse and rider, for already our lips are

feeling swollen and baked; across stony

reefs and ridges cropping out from bare

hillsides; past many a snug Kafir kraal

clinging like the beehives of a giant to

the side of a steep pitch, with the long

red wagon-track stretching out as though

for ever and ever before us. The sun is

hot, very hot, but we have left it behind

us in the valleys below, and we sweep

along wherever there is a foothold for

the horses, with a light and pleasant air

blowing in our faces. Still, it is with

feelings of profound content that at the

end of a twenty-mile stage we see "Tay

lor's," a roadside shanty, looking like

a child's toy set down on the vast fiat
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around, but uncommonly comfortable

and snug inside, with mealie-gardens

and forage-patches around, and more

accommodation than one would have

believed possible beneath its low, thatch

ed eaves from the first bird‘s-eye glance.

The horses are made luxuriously com

fortable directly in a roomy, cool shed,

and we sit down to an impromptu break

fast in the cleanest of all inn-parlors. I

have no doubt it would have been a very

comprehensive and well-arranged meal,

but the worst of it was it never had a

chance of being taken as a whole. What

ever edible the nice, tidy landlady put

down on her snowy cloth vanished like

a conjuring trick before she had time to

bring the proper thing to go with it. We

ate our breakfast backward and forward,

and all sorts of ways, beginning with

jam, sardines, and mustard, varied by

eggs, and ending with rashers of bacon.

As for the tea, we had drunk up all the

milk and eaten the sugar by the time the

pot arrived. The only thing which at

all daunted us was some freshly-made

boers' bread, of the color of a sponge,

the consistency of clay and the weight

of pig iron. \Ve were quite respectful

to that bread, and only ventured to break

off little crusts here and there and eat it

guardedly, for it was a fearful condiment.

Still, we managed to eat an enormous

breakfast in spite of it, and so did the

horses; and we all started in highest

condition and spirits a little before two

o'clock, having had more than a couple

of hours’ rest. After riding hard for

some time, galloping over every yard of

anything approaching to broken ground,

we ventured to begin to question our

guide-—who kept up with us in an amaz

ing manner, considering the prominence

of his little rough pony's ribs—as to the

remaining distance between us and " Sev

en-Mile Bush." Imagine our horror when

he crooked his hand at right angles to

his wrist, and made slowly and distinct

ly five separate dips with it, pointing

to the horizon as he did so! Now, the

alarming part was, that there were five

distinct and ever-rising ranges of hills

before us, the range which madea hard

ridge against the dazzling sky being of

a deep and misty purple, so distant was

it. We had been assured at Taylor's

that only twenty-five miles more lay

between us and the “bush," and those

mountains must be now at least thirty

miles off. But the guide only grins and

nods his head, and kicks with his bare

heels against his pony's pronounced ribs,

and we hasten on once more. On our

right hand, but some distance ofi', rises

the dark crest of the Swartzkopf Moun

tain, and beneath its shadow, extending

over mapy thousand acres of splendid

pasture-ground, is what is known as the

Swartzkopf Location, a vast tract of coun

try reserved—-or rather appropriated—to

the use of a large tribe of Kafirs. They

dwell here in peace and plenty, and, until

the other day, in prosperity too. But a

couple of years ago lung-sickness broke

out and decimated their herds, reducing

the tribe to the very verge of starva

tion and misery. However, they bat

tled manfully with the scourge, but it

gave them a distrust of cattle, and they

took every opportunity of exchanging

oxen for horses, of which they now own

a great number. What we should have

called in New Zealand "mobs" of them

were to be seen peacefully pasturing

themselves on the slopes around us, and

in almost every nook and hollow nestled

a Kafir kraal. Here and there were large

irregular patches of brown on the fast

greening hillsides, and these straggling

patches, rarely if ever fenced, were the

mealie-gardens belonging to the kraals.

By four of the clock we have made

such good way that we can afford imme

diately after crossing Eland's River, a

beautiful stream, to "off saddle " and sit

down and rest by its cool banks for a

quarter of an hour. Then, tightening

up our girths, we push off once more.

it has been up hill the whole way,just

excepting the sudden sharp descent into

a deep valley on the farther side of each

range; but the increasing freshness—

nay, sharpness—of the air proved to us

how steadily we had been climbing up

to a high level ever since we had passed

through Edendale. From this point of

the journey the whole scenic character

of the country became widely different
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from anything I have hitherto seen in

Natal. For the first time I began to un

derstand what a wealth of beauty lies

hidden away among her hills and valleys,

and that the whole country is not made

up of undulating downs, fertile flats and

distant purple hills. At the top of the

very first ridge up which we climbed after

crossing Eland's River a perfectly new

and enchanting landscape opened out

before us, and it gained in majesty and

beauty with every succeeding mile of our

journey. Ah! how can I make you see

it in all its grandeur of form and glory

of color? The ground is broken up ab

ruptly into magnificent masses—cliffs,

terraces and rocky crags. The hills ex

pand into abrupt mountain-ranges, ser

rated in bold relief against the loveliest

sky blazing with coming sunset splen

dors. Every cleft—or /cluqf, as it is call

ed here—is filled with fragments of

the giant forest which until quite lately

must have clothed these rugged moun

tain-sides. Distant hill-slopes, still bare

with wintry leanness, catch some slant

ing sun-rays on their scanty covering of

queer, reddish grass, and straightway

glow like sheets of amethyst and topaz,

and behind them lie transparent deep

blue shadows of which no pigment ever

spread on mortal palette could_give the

exquisite delicacy and depth. Under

our horses‘ feet the turf might be off

the Sussex downs, so close and firm and

delicious is it—the very thing for sheep,

of which we only see a score here and

there. "Why are there not more sheep?"

I ask indignantly, with my old squatter

instincts coming back in full force upon

me. Mr. C translates my question

to the Kafir guide, who grins and kicks

his pony‘s ribs and says, “No can keep

ship here. Plenty Kafir dog: eat up all

ships two, tree day." “ Yes, that is ex

actly the reason," Mr. C says, "but

lwanted you to hear it from himself."

And ever after this, I, remembering the

dearness and scarcity of mutton in Ma

ritzburg, and seeing all this splendid feed

growing for nothing, look with an eye

of extreme disfavor and animosity on

all the gaunt, lean curs I see prowling

about the kraals. Almost every Kafir

we meet has half a dozen of these poach

ing-looking brutes at his heels, and it

exasperates me to hear that there is a

dog law or ordinance, or something of

that sort, "only it has not come into op

eration yet." I wish it would come into

operation to-morrow, and so does every

farmer in the country, I should think.

Yes, in spite of this fairest of fair scenes

—and in all my gypsy life I have never

seen anything much more beautiful—I

feel quite cross and put out to think of

imaginary fat sheep being harried by

these useless, hideous dogs.

But the horses are beginning to go

a little wearily, and gladly pause to wet

their muzzles and cool their hoofs in ev

ery brook we cross. I am free to confess

that I am getting very tired, for nothing

is so wearying as a sudden, hurried jour

ney like this, and I am also excessively

hungry and thirsty. The sun dips down

quite suddenly behind a splendid confu

sion of clouds and mountain-tops, lights

up the whole sky for a short while with

translucent masses of crimson and am

ber, which fade swiftly away into stran

gest, tenderest tints of primrose and pale

green, and then a flood of clear cold

moonlight breaks over all and bathes

everything in a differing but equally

beautiful radiance. Three ridges have

now been climbed, and the pertinacious

guide only dips his hand twice more in

answer to my peevish questions about

the distance. Nay, he promises in won

derful Dutch and Kafir phraseology to

show me the "haas’s" house (whither

we are bound) from the very next ridge.

But what a climb it is! and what a pan

orama do we look down upon from the

topmost crag before commencing the

steep descent, this time through a bit

of dense forest! It is all as distinct as

day, and yet there is that soft, inefifable

veil of mystery and silence which moon

light wraps up everything in. \Ve look

over immense tree-tops, over plains which

seem endless beneath the film of evening

mist creeping over them, to where the

broad Umkomanzi rushes and roars

amid great boulders and rocks, leaping

every here and there over a crag down

to a lower level of its wide and rocky
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bed.

out into a mere, and then it sleeps tran

quilly enough in the moonlight, making

great patches of shimmering silver amid

the profound shadows cast by hill and

forest. Beyond, again, are mountains,

always mountains, and one more day's

journey like this would take us into

Alam Kop's Land. As we look at it

all now, it does indeed seem “a sleepy

world of dreams;" but in another mo

ment the panorama is shut out, for we

are amid the intense darkness of the for

est-path, stepping carefully down what

resembles a stone ladder placed at an an

gle of 45°. Of course I am frightened,

and of course my fright shows itself in

crossness and in incoherent reproaches.

I feel as if I were slipping down on my

horse's neck; and so I am, I believe.

But nobody will " take me off," which is

what I earnestly entreat. Both my gen

tlemen retain unrufiled good-humor, and

adjure me “not to think about it," coup

led with assurances of perfect safety. I

hear, however, a great deal of slipping

and shding and rolling of displaced

rocks even after these consoling an

nouncements of safety, and orders are

given to each weary steed to “hold up;"

which orders are not at all reassuring.

Somebody told me somewhere—it seems

months ago, but it must have been early

in the afternoon-—-that this particular and

dreadful hill was only three-quarters of a

mile from the "baas's;" so you may im

agine my mingled rage and disappoint

ment at hearing that it was still rather

more than three miles off. And three

miles at this stage of the journey is

equal to thirteen at an earlier date. It

is wonderful how well the horses hold

out. This last bit of the road is almost

flat, winding round the gentlest undula

tion possible, and it is as much as I can

do to hold the chestnut, who has caught

sight evidently of twinkling lights there

under the lee of that great wooded clilf.

No sound can ever be so delightful to a

wearied and belated traveler as the bark

of half a dozen dogs, and no greeting

more grateful than their rough caresses,

half menace and halfplay. But there is a

much warmer and more cordial welcome

In places the fine river widens \ waiting for us behind the sakn Znmo of

the dogs, and I find myself staggering

about as if the water I have been drink

ing so freely all day had been something

much stronger. On my feet at last in

such a pretty sitting-room! Pictures,

books, papers, all sorts of comforts and

conveniences, and, sight of joy! a tea

table all ready, even to the tea-pot, which

had been brought in when the dogs an

nounced us. If I had even sixpence for

every cup of tea I drank that evening, I

should be a rich woman to the end of my

days. As for the milk, deliciously fresh

from the cow, it was only to be equaled

by the cream ; and you must have lived

all these months in Natal before you can

appreciate as we did the butter, which

looked and tasted like butter, instead of

the pale, salt, vapid compound, as much

lard as anything else, for which we pay

three shillings and sixpence a pound in

Maritzburg, and which has been cost

ing six shillings in Port Elizabeth all this

winter.

It is always a marvel to me, arriving

at night at these out-of-the-way places,

which seem the very Ultima Thule of

the habitable globe, how the furniture,

the glass and china, the pictures and or

naments and books, get there. How has

anybody energy to think of transporting

all these perishable articles over that

road? Think of their jolting in a bul

lock-wagon down that hill! One fancies

if one lived here it must needs be a Rob

inson-Crusoe existence; instead of which

it is as comfortable as possible; and if

one did not remember the distance and

the road and the country, one might be

in England, except for the Kafir boys,

barefooted and white-garmented, some

thing like choristers, who are gliding

about with incessant relays of food for

us famished ones. The sweet little gold

en-haired children, rosy and fresh as the

bough of apple-blossoms they are play

ing with, the pretty chatelaine in her

fresh toilette, —-all might have been

taken up in a beneficent fairy's thumb

and transported, a moment ago, from

the heart of civilization to this its far

thest extremity. As for sleep, you must

slumber in just such a bed if you want
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to know what a good night's rest is, and

then wake up as we did, with all memo

ries of the long, wearying day's jour

ney clean blotted out of one's mind,

and nothing in it but eagerness not to

lose a moment of the lovely fresh and

cool day before us. Even the sailing

clouds are beautiful, and the shadows

they cast over the steep mountains, the

broad rivers and the long dark belt of

forest are more beautiful still. Of course,

the “bush" is the great novelty to us who

have not seen a tree larger than a dozen

years’ growth could make it since we

landed; and it is especially beautiful

just now, for although, like all native

forests, it is almost entirely evergreen

(there is a more scientific word than

that, isn't there ?), still, there are patches

and tufts of fresh green coming out in

delicate spring tints, which show vividly

against the sombre mass of foliage. But

oh, I wish they had not such names!

Handed down to us from our Dutch

predecessors, they must surely have got

changed in some incomprehensible fash

ion, for what rhyme or reason, what sense

or satire, is there in such a name as "can

nibal stink-wood"?—applied, too, to a

graceful, handsome tree, whose bark

gives out an aromatic though pungent

perfume. Is it not a libel? For a tree

with a particularly beautifully-veined

wood, of a deep amber color, they could

think of no more poetical or suggestive

name than simply “ yellow-wood :" a tree

whose wood is of a rich veined brown,

which goes, too, beautifully with the yel

low-wood in furniture, is merely called

“iron-wood," because it chances to be

hard; and so forth.

Before going to the "bush," however,

we consider ourselves bound to go and

look at the great saw-mill down by the

Umkomanzi, where all these trees are

divided and subdivided, cut into lengths

of twenty feet, sawn into planks, half a

dozen at a time, and otherwise changed

from forest kings to plain, humdrum piles

and slabs and posts for bridges, roof

trees, walls, and what not. There is the

machinery at work, with just one ripple,

as it were, of the rushing river turned

aside by a little sluice, to drive the great

wheel round and set all the mysterious

pistons and levers moving up and down in

their calm, monotonous strength, doing

all sorts of miraculous things in the most

methodical, commonplace manner. I

was much struck by the physiognomy of

the only two white men employed about

this mill. There were some assistant

Kafirs of course, but these two in their

widely-difi‘erent ways were at once repel

lent and interesting. One of them was,

I think, the biggest man I ever saw. To

say that he looked like a tall tree him

self among his fellows is to give you,

after all, the best idea of his enormous

height and powerful build. He moved

huge logs about with scarcely an efi'ort,

and it was entirely for his enormous phys

ical strength that our host kept him in

his place. I did not need to be told he

was one of the most persistent and con

sistent bad characters imaginable, for a

single glance at his evil countenance was

enough to suggest that he could hardly

be a very satisfactory member of society.

He had only one eye, and about as hang

dog, sullen, lowering a countenance as

one would see out of the hulks. His

“mate" was a civil, tidy, wizen-looking,

elderly man, who might have appeared

almost respectable by the side of the

bigger villain if his shaking hand and

bleared, restless eyes had not told /11':

story plainly enough. Still, if he could

only be kept out of temptation the old

man might be trusted; but our host con

fessed that he did not half like retaining

the services of the other, and yet did not

know where to find any one who would

or could do his work so easily and ad

mirably. It is almost impossible to get

any men to come and live up here, so

far away from their fellow-creatures and

from everything except their work; so

one has to put up with a thousand draw

backs in the service one is able to pro

cure. I was glad when we turned our

backs upon that villainous-looking giant

and strolled beneath a perfect sun and

sky and balmy air toward the lowest

kloof or cleft where the great "bush"

ran down between two steep spurs. The

grass of the downs over which we walk

ed had all the elasticity of tread of turf
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to our feet, but they ended abruptly in a '

sort of terrace, under which ran a noisy,

chattering brooklet in a vast hurry to

reach the Umkomanzi over yonder. It

is easy to scramble down among the tan

gle of ferns and reeds and across the

boulders which this long dry winter has

left bare, and so strike one of the Bush

men's paths without difficulty, and get

into the heart of the forest before we

allow ourselves to sit down and look

around us. How wonderfully poetical

and beautiful it all is !—the tall, stately

trees around us, with their smooth mag

nificent boles shooting up straight as a

willow wand for sixty feet and more be

fore putting forth their crown of lofty

branches, the more diminutive under

growth of gracefulest shrubs and plumy

tufts of fern and lovely wild flowers—

violets, clematis, wood-anemones and he

paticas—showing here and there a mod

est gleam of color. But indeed the very

mosses and lichens at our feet are a

week's study, and so are the details of

the delicate green tracery creeping close

to the ground. The trees, the actual

great forest trees, are our delight, how

ever, and we never weary of calling to

each other to "come and look at this

one," extemporizing measuring-lines

from the endless green withies which

hang in loops and festoons from the

higher branches. Thirty feet round five

feet from the ground is not an uncom

mon measurement, and it is half sad,

half amusing to see how in an hour or

so we too begin to look upon everything

as timber, to call the most splendid trees

"blocks" (the woodman's word), and to

speculate and give opinions as to the best

way of "falling" the beautiful stems.

Up above our heads the foliage seems

all interlaced and woven together by a

perfect network of these monkey ropes

—-a stout and sturdy species of liane,

really—-such as I have seen swinging

from \Vest India forest trees. Here

they are actually used as a sort of tra

peze by the troops of baboons which

live in these great woods, coming down

in small armies when the mealies are

ripe, and carrying ofl' literally armsful

of cobs. The Kafirs dread the baboons

more than anything else, and there is a

regular organized system of warfare be

tween them, in which the baboons by no

means get the worst. I heard a sicken

ing story of how only last season the

Kafirs of a kraal close by, infuriated

by their losses, managed to catch an old

baboon, leader of his troop, and skinned

him and let him go again into the woods.

It is too horrible to think of such cruelty,

and it seemed a blot upon the lovely

idyllic scene around us. All the wild

animals with which the bush was teem

ing until a very few years ago are grad

ually being driven farther and farther

back into the highest part, which has

not yet been touched by axe or hatchet.

There are still many kinds of buck, how

ever—we saw three splendid specimens

grazing just outside-—besides other game.

It must—not so long ago, either-have

been the quiet forest home of many a

wild creature, for there are pits now to

be seen, one of which we came across

with sharp stakes at the bottom, dug to

trap elephants, whose bones lie there to

this day. Tigers also have been seen,

and panthers and leopards, but they

grow scarcer every year. The aborig

inal inhabitants of the border country

beyond, the little Bushmen—the lowest

type of human creatures—used to come

down and hunt in great numbers here in

this very spot where we are sitting, and

traces of their ingenious methods of

snaring their prey are to be seen in

many places.

As I sat there, with the tinkle of the

water in my ears, sole break in the

"charmed silence" around, I could not

make up my mind which was the most

enchanting, to look up or down—up to

where the tenderest tint of cobalt blue

showed through the flicker of green

leaves nearly a hundred feet above us,

and where a sudden terror among the

birds drove them in bright-plumaged

flight from bough to bough; or down on

the ground among the delicious brown

leaves and wonderful minutiae of dimin

utive tendril and flower. Here and there

were fallen crimson and yellow leaves,

riveting the eye for a moment by their

vivid glow, or the young fronds of a rare
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fern over yonder are pushing up their

curled horns of pale green. A month

hence it will be all carpeted with wild

flowers, and the heaths will be spires of

tiny bells. There is also a coarse but

sweet grass, growing luxuriantly, on

which the cattle love to feed when all

the herbage outside is parched and burn

ed to the very root.

As I read over what I have written, I

am filled with a deep disgust to perceive

how impossible it has been for me to

catch even the faintest reflection of the

charm of that forest-glade—how its sub

tle beauty is not, by any poor words of

mine, to be transferred to paper—h0w

its stillness and its life, its grandeur and

its delicate prettinesses, the aroma of the

freshly-cut logs, the chirrup of the cica

1:15, the twitter of the birds, all, all escape

me. Yet I shall have failed indeed if I

have not been able to convey to you that

it was a delicious hour, and that I enjoy

ed every moment of it. I am only a wo

man, so I was content to sit there plait

ing a crown of ferns, and thinking how

I should tell you all about it some day,

perhaps. My companions conversed to

gether, and their talk was entirely about

killing something-—"sport" they called

it--how best they could get a shot at

those graceful bucks over yonder; what

a pity the close season had begun ; what

partridges there were; when the wild

ducks would come down to that large

mere shining in the distance; whether

there were any wild-pigeons; how far

into the unexplored bush one must pen

etrate to get a shot at a panther; and so

forth. It seemed a desecration to talk

of taking life on such a heavenly morn

ing, and l was glad when it all ended in

a project of a fishing-excursion after a

late luncheon.

As we found we should be obliged to

start early to-morrow morning, I decided

to stay at home and rest this afternoon;

and I did not regret my resolution, for

it was very pleasant by the fire, and our

beautiful morning turned into a raw, cold

drizzle. But, as the people about here

say, it has really forgotten how to rain,

and it is more like a Scotch mist than

anything else. \Vhatever it may be call

ed, it blots out mountain and forest and

river, and causes the fishing-excursion

to turn into the dismalest failure. Next

morning, too, when we start after break

fast, we are all glad of our waterproofs

(what slzould I do without my ulster P),

and the ground is as slippery as though

it had been soaped. Our farewells are

made, and we declare that we have no

need of our Kafir guide again, though I

confess to misgivings as to how we are

to find our road through so thick a mist.

It has also been decided, for the sake of

the horses, to take them only as far as

Taylor's to-night, and so break the jour

ney. But the question is, Shall we ever

find Taylor's? for it is a little off the

track, and we cannot see five yards

to our right hand or our left. \Ve are

obliged to go very slowly, and there are

places, steep up and down hill, where in

spite of precaution and picking out grass

or stones to go over, our horses‘ feet fly

from under them, and we each in our

turn come down on the damp red clay

in an awkward sprawl. However, we do

not disgrace ourselves by tumbling ofif,

and my poor habit fares the worst, for

the chestnut always seems to pick him~

self up, in some odd way, by its help;

and the process is not beneficial to it.

Eland's River is crossed early in the af

ternoon, and then, slippery or not, we

are forced to push on, for it seems as

though it intended to be pitchy dark by

four o'clock, and the mist turns into a

thick, fine rain. At last, about half-past

four, we hear on our left the joyful sound

of barking dogs and crowing cocks, and

the horses of their own accord show a

simultaneous desire to turn off the track,

to which, with its guiding wagon-wheels,

we have so persistently clung. If it be

not Taylor‘s—if it turns out that these

sounds come only from a Kafir kraal—

then mdeed I don't know what we shall

do, for we can never find the track again.

It is an anxious moment, and Taylor's is

so small and so low that we are as likely

as not to ride right over it; but no, there.

is a wagon, and behind the wagon, and

not much higher, is a thatched roof, and

under that thatched roof are warmth and

l food and shelter and a warm, cordial
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welcome: all of which good things we

are enjoying in five minutes‘ time. As

for the horses, they are rubbed down

and put to stand in a warm shed, with

bedding up to their knees and a perfect

orgie of mealies and green forage before

them in boxes. Let us hope they enjoy

ed the contrast between indoors and out

of doors as much as we did. At all

events, they were freshness itself next

morning, when we made another start

—not quite so early, for only the lesser

half of our long journey lay before us,

and the flood of sunshine made it worth

while to wait a little and let the soapy

clay tracks have a chance to get dry.

It was exquisitely fresh and balmy

about nine o'clock, when, after a capital

breakfast, we did start at last, and the

well-washed hills had actually put on

quite a spring-green tint since we passed

them a couple of days ago from yester

day's long looked-for, much-wanted rain.

I went through many anxieties, however,

on that return journey, because my two

companions, who were in the most tear

ing, school-boy spirits, insisted on leav

ing the road with its guiding marks of

wagon-wheels, as well as every landmark

to which I fondly clung, and taking me

across country, over hill and dale, through

swampy hollows and over rocky goat

paths, until I was quite bewildered and

thoroughly incredulous as to where we

should emerge. It is true that the dark

crest of Swartzkopf lay steadily to our

left, just where it should be, but I inva

riably protested we were all wrong when

I had any leisure or breath to do any

thing but "hold on with my eyelids" up

and down hill. At last we climbed up

our last hill-face, and there, below us,

literally smiling in the sunshine, lay the

pretty little mission settlement of Eden

dale. We were exactly where we want

ed, topographically speaking, to be, but

between us and Edendale the mountain

dropped sheer down, as it seemed to me,

and naught but a goat-path was there.

“Of course we are going to get off and

lead our horses down,"I fondly hope.

No such thing! I can't very well get

off by myself, for the precipice is so sheer

that I should certainly drop down a hun

dred feet or so. F steadily declines

to "take me off," and begins to slip and

slither down the track on horseback. I

feel my saddle getting into all sorts of

odd positions, and I believe I am seated

on my horse's ears, although I lean back

until I can nearly touch his tail. It is

really horrible. I get more and more

cross every moment, and scold F

and reproach Mr. C

way down, without eliciting the smallest

sign of remorse from either. But it is

very difficult to remain cross when once

we have reached the foot of that cruel

descent, for it is all inexpressibly lovely

and calm and prosperous that beautiful

spring morning; Everybody seems busy,

and yet good-humored. The little black

children grinned and saluted on their

way to school; the elders cried "Sako

bono, inkosa!“ as they looked up from

their basket-plaiting or their wagon

making; the mill -wheel turned mer

rily with a busy clatter inexpressibly

cool and charming; the numerous fowls

and ducks cackled and quacked as they

scuttled from under our horses‘ feet.

We rode down the main street, with its

neat row of unburnt brick houses on

either hand, across a little river, and so.

under avenues of syringas whose heavy

perfume filled the delicious air, out into

the open country once more. It is near

ly a. dead level between this and Maritz

burg, and the road is in good order after

the long winter drought; so we make

the best of our way, and hardly draw

rein until we are under the lee of the

hill on which Fort Napier stands. Here

is a villainous bit of road, a perfect study

of ingenuity as to cross-drains, holes and

pitfalls generally; so the horses take

breath once more for an easy canter

down the quiet straight streets of the

sleepy little Dutch town. Our cottage

lies beyond it and across the river, but

it is still early, hardly noon in fact, when

we pull up at our own stable-door, and

the horses seem every whit as fresh and

in as good condition as when we started,

yet they have gone close upon one hun

dred miles from first to last,

Over hill, over dale,

Through brush, through brief.

furiously all the .
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I declare I have not said anything

about the weather for a long time. I

cannot finish more appropriately than

by one of my little meteorological re

ports. The skies are trying to remem

ber how to rain; we have every now

and then a cold, gray day—a day which

is my particular delight, it is so like an

English one; then rain more or less

heavy, and an attempt at a thunder

storm. The intervening days are bright

ly glaring and exceedingly hot. Every

thing is bursting hurriedly and luxuriant

ly into bloom; my scraggy rose-bushes

are thickly covered with buds, which

UNQUIET

I-IATEVER may be said in favor

of cremation as a method of dis

posing of the dead, it is certain that the

great body of antiquaries, students of

history, students of mental science and

hero-worshipers of all classes will oppose

the artificial chemical dissolution of the

bodies of distinguished people. The an

tiquary would have at least the skulls of

the great religiously preserved. Prob

ably nearly all people sympathize with

this desire. \Vho among us would not

make a pilgrimage to see the skull of

Milton or Shakespeare, or any of the

immortal dead? The skull, indeed, of

all parts of the body, is that most worthy ‘

of preservation. It is not only solid and

enduring, wonderful in its outlines and

mouldings, but, more than any other por

tion, it is an index of the character. The

most ordinary student of comparative

anatomy would tell you whether a given

skull had belonged to a savage or a phi

losopher, while some could tell with al

most unerring certainty whether it were

that of a fine or coarse, a cultivated or an

uncultivated, nature.

The history of the skeletons of dis

tinguished people, so far at least as it

blow into splendid roses after every

shower; the young oaks are a mass of

tender, luxuriant green, and even the

unpoetical blue gums try hard to assume

a fresh spring tint; the fruit trees look

like large bouquets of pink blossom,

and the laquot trees afi"ord good sport

for G in climbing and stone-throw

ing. On the veldt the lilies are pushing

up their green sheaths and brilliant cups

through the still hard ground, the black

hill-slopes are turning a vivid green, and

the weeds are springing up in millions all

over my field-like flower-beds. Spring is

always lovely everywhere, but nowhere

lovelier than in “fair Natal."

GRAVES.

has been written, is full of romantic in

terest. Abe'lard’s remains were first bur

ied in the monstery of St. Marcel, where

he died. At the request of I-léloise they

were removed to the Paraclete convent,

where she died, and placed beside hers.

There they lay side by side for three cen

turies, when they were separated and de

posited on different sides of the chapel,

to calm the scruples of delicacy which

agitated the soul of the lady abbess.

After a Century of separation they were

again united in the same tomb. \Vhen

this conventwas transformedintoamanu

factory, the tomb of Abélard and Héloise

was removed to the church of Nogent,

on the Seine, about three miles distant.

These most unfortunate lovers, who were

not permitted to rest even in their graves,

were next moved to an old cloister in

Paris, and from there to Pere la Chaise,

where they now lie. This tomb, the

shrine of all sentimental lovers, is in the

form of a couch, on which, under a can

opy supported by four pillars, recline the

full-length figures, somewhat stiff and

conventional, but said to be good like

nesses. Casts were made of the skulls

of Abélard and Héloise in the early part
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of this century, under the direction of

the archaeologist, M. Lenoir, who wrote

a .lIr'Inoz'r¢' :10’ la Sé;§u1/ure d'Hé/m'.re el

11" lbé/am’. Of Héloise he says: “The

inspection of the bones of her body,

which we have examined with care, has

convinced us that she was, like Abélard,

of large stature and finely proportioned."

The bones of Abélard he found “strong

and large." He testifies especially that

the skull of Héloise was finely moulded

and proportioned.

The body of Raphael was buried in

the church of the Pantheon at Rome in

a spot chosen by himself, and near the

body of Maria di Bibbiena, his betroth

ed; though why he chose that spot is a

mystery, since he seems to have had no

inclination for marriage with that lady.

He died on the anniversary of his birth,

in 1520. Three hundred years later the

exact place of his interment was not

known, and a certain skull, long pre

served and exhibited in the Academy

of St. Luke, was by tradition called the

skull of Raphael; but the tradition was

so hotly disputed by the antiqnaries of

Rome that permission was finally obtain

ed in 1833 to search in the Pantheon for

the remains of the great artist. Excava

tions were commenced under the shrine

of the Madonna del Sasso, but nothing

was found there but a confusion of bones

washed out of place by the inundations

of the Tiber. The remains of Raphael

were finally discovered in a wonderful

state of preservation in the pedestal

sustaining the statue of the Madonna.

The skull was small, exquisite in form,

and "the teeth were complete and of a

pearly whiteness." A cast was made of

the skull and of the right hand, and the

skeleton was exhibited publicly in a glass

case for several days. Multitudes of peo

ple—artists, antiquaries, curiosity-seek

ers—-flocked from all parts to look at it,

and to be present at the grand funeral

ceremonies ordered for its second inter

ment. The remains were placed in a

wooden coffin, and this enclosed in a

marble sarcophagus, the gift of Pope

Gregory XVI.

The body of Christopher Columbus

was first placed in a parochial church

VOL. XIX.-8

in Valladolid, with the irons in which he

had been sent home to Spain by Boba

dilla. His natural son, Fernando, who

wrote a life of his father, says that he

always kept these irons in his cabinet,

and requested that they should be buried

with him. In 1513 his remains were trans

ferred to Seville, where he had died in

poverty and obscurity. In 1536 they

were carried to Hispaniola, now Hayti,

and deposited in a church in San Do

mingo. In I795, when this island was

ceded to France, they were carried in

state by the Spaniards to Havana and

deposited in the cathedral.

The remains of Hernando Cortés, the

conqueror of Mexico, have also had an

eventful history. He died in a village

near Seville, and was first buried in the

family vault in the chapel of a monaste

ry in that city. Fifteen years after, by the

order of his son, his remains were trans

ported to Tezcuco in Mexico, and buried

by the side of those of his mother and

daughter in the monastery of St. Fran

cis. In 1629 these remains were again

removed. This time they were carried

to the city of Mexico, and buried with

great military and religious pomp in the

church also named St. Francis. After

more than a century and a half, in 1794,

they were again disturbed, and with still

greater pomp and ceremony were depos

ited in a tomb in the chapel of the Hos

pital of Jesus, in the same city. The

bones were still in the same wooden

coffin, enclosed in one of lead, in which

they had originally come from Seville.

The leaden casket was now placed in

one of "crystal, with its crossbars and

plates of silver, and the remains were

shrouded in a winding-sheet of cambric

embroidered with gold, with a fringe of

black lace four inches deep." The tomb

displayed the family arms, and was sur

mounted by a bust of the Conqueror ex

ecuted in bronze. And still, after all this

care to preserve the remains of Cortés,

there is to-day much doubt and uncer

tainty as to where they are to be found.

In 1823 a patriotic mob in the city of

Mexico, "in their zeal to commemorate

the era of the national independence

and their detestation of the ‘old Span
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iards,' prepared to break open the tomb

which held the ashes of Cortés and to

scatter them to the winds." The au

thorities declined to interfere; and it is

reported that the friends of the family

entered the vault by night and secretly

removed the relics, and that they are at

Palermo in Sicily. Fifty years ago

Humboldt remarked: "\Ve may trav

erse Spanish America from Buenos

Ayres to Monterey, and in no quarter

shall we find a national monument

which the public gratitude has raised

to Christopher Columbus or Hernando \

Cortés."

In Grose's Anliquarian Repzrlwy, vol.

iii., there is an account of a monumental

slab to Mary Queen of Scots. formerly to

be seen in the church of St. Andrew at

Antwerp; and accompanying the descrip

tion of the slab is the statement that the

head of the unfortunate queen was car

ried away by her devoted attendants,

Lady Barbara Mowbray and Elizabeth

Curle, and buried there. A writer in

Notes and Queries, vol. v. p. 517, ad

mits the account of the sl'ab, which he

says still exists. and gives the Latin in

scription upon it; but he considers the

story of the head "too apocryphal for

belief." That the head of the queen

was preserved some time before being

buried appears from the fact of a portrait

of it, made after decapitation, now in the

possession of the heirs of Sir \Valter

Scott, and to be seen in the library at

Abbotsford: at least it was there in 1865.

It bore marks of her famous beauty,

though it had a ghastly, frightened look,

and the nose was decidedly retroussé.

As Christian burial was generally, or

always, denied to those who perished on

the scaffold, of course it is reasonable to

suppose that friends would always make

efforts to become possessed of their bodies

and bury them decently. In the town of

Salle, in Norfolk, England, there is a tra

dition that the remains of Anne Boleyn

were removed from the Tower of London

and buried at midnight with religious rites

in Salle church. Burnet, Hume, Lingard

and other historians say that her body

was thrown into a common elm chest

that had been made to hold arrows, and I land.

was buried in the chapel of the Tower

before twelve o'clock. ln Crispin's ac

count of Anne Boleyn's execution, writ

. ten only fourteen days after her death,

occurs the following: " Her ladies imme

diately took up her head and the body.

They seemed to be without souls, they

were so languid and extremely weak;

but fearing that their mistress might be

handled unworthily by inhuman men,

they forced themselves to do this duty:

and, though almost dead, at last carried

ofi' her dead body wrapped in a white

covering." \Vhere in the Tower that elm

wood arrow-chest was buried the most

sagacious antiquary cannot now deter

mine, but many years ago in the cellar

of the Tower there was found the body

of a person of small stature without a

head. This was supposed to be the re

mains of Anne Boleyn, and was shortly

after buried in the same place.

The bodies of Voltaire and Rousseau

have also a history. Voltaire's was first

buried in the abbey of Scellieres. In

179! the National Assembly decreed that

it should be honored by being placed in

the Panthéon at Paris, and shortly after

the order was executed, and was the oc

casion of a national fete. The heart of

Voltaire was first deposited at Ferney,

then at the Chiiteau de Villette. In I864

the inhcritors of this chiiteau, not caring

for this strange relic, or perhaps not know

ing what to do with it, gave it to the

Imperial Library, where it still remains.

Rousseau died at the beautiful country

seat of Madame. de Girardin at Ermenon

ville, and was buried on a little island in

the middle of the lake in the park. Six

teen years after, in 1794, his body was

transferred to the Panthéon, where his

tomb and also that of Voltaire are now

shown to visitors; but it is commonly

reported at Paris, though on what au

thority I am unable to say, that both

these tombs were rifled of their relics

after the Restoration.

There are several skulls, in the pos

session of curiosity-lovers, attributed to

distinguished persons. Those of Milton

and Cromwell are said to be in the pos

session of private individuals in Eng

"L. W.,“ in No/es and Queries
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(vol. v. p. 381), thus replies to a query

by "G. P.:" "In answer to G. P., I beg

to inform him that the skull of Crom

well is in the possession of W‘. A. Wilkin

son. Esq., of Beckenham, Kent, at whose

house a relation of mine saw it. I have

no doubt that Mr. \Vilkinson would feel

pleasure in stating the arguments on

which the genuineness of the interest

ing relic is based." Cromwell died in the

exercise of sovereign power, and was,

according to his biographer Banks and

other reliable authorities, embalmed and

buried among the kings in \Vestminster

Abbey "with a royal pomp." It is also

well known that at the Restoration the

body—at least supposed to be Crom

well's—was taken from VVestminster

and suspended upon Tyburn gallows.

Other bodies of regicides were suspend

ed for a day at the same time, then

taken down and buried under the gal

lows. The head of the “arch-rebel,"

however, was reserved for a different

fate, if we may credit a manuscript in

the British Museum dated "April 21,

I813." It is quoted by another contrib

utor to N012: and Qucries (“Z. Z.," xii.

p. 75). By this manuscript it appears

that the head of Cromwell was fixed

upon a. spike and mounted at the top

of \Vestminster Hall, “where it remain

ed till the Great Tempest at the begin

ning of the eighteenth century, which

blew it down, and it disappeared, hav

ing probably been picked up by some

passenger." This head, according to

the same authority, has long been the

property of a certain family, has been

frequently transferred to its ditTerent

branches by legacy, and is regarded

as a relic of great value. "The proofs

of its authenticity," says the manuscript,

"are as follows: it has evidently been

embalmed, and it is not probable that

any other head in this island has, after

being embalmed, been spiked and stuck

up as that of a traitor. The iron spike

that passes through it is worn in the

part above the crown of the head almost ,

as thin as a bodkin, by having been sub

jected to the variations of the weather;

but the part within the skull, which is

protected by its situation, is not much

corroded; the woodwork, part of which

remains, is so much wormeaten that it

cannot be touched without crumbling;

the countenance has been compared by

Mr. Flaxman, the statuary, with a plas

ter cast of Oliver's face taken after his

death, of which there are several in

London, and he declares the features

are perfectly similar." But, despite this

and other testimony, there are many who

believe that the skull in question, which

once ornamented the English House of

Parliament, was not that of Cromwell—

that Cromwell's body was really carried

at night to the field of Naseby, the scene

of the military triumph which “mainly

contributed to his subsequent advance

ment," and there secretly buried. Those

curious to know how valid are the argu

ments supporting this theory should read

the 111':/orz'ml G/eanings on 1/16 /lie//zrm

aéle Field qf /\/a:¢,’l7_y, by Henry Lock

inge, M.A., late curate of Naseby (Lon

don, 1830). This work is exceedingly rare,

but sometimes comes to light in the old

bookstores of London and other places.

Charlemagne was buried in a church

which he himself founded at Aix-1a-Cha

pelle. In the year 997 the emperor Otho

III., yielding to a strange curiosity, visit

ed the remains of the august monarch

in his tomb. He found him seated in a

marble chair, a crown upon his head,

a sceptre in his hand and the imperial

mantle upon his shoulders. All these em

blems of power had greatly suffered by

time, and the end of the nose was lack

ing. Otho had this replaced by means

of a piece of gold artistically wrought,

and it is said that he pared the nails

of the great Charlemagne with his own

hands, knelt before him, and then re

tired, ordering the doors to be sealed up

securely. Two centuries later, in II65,

Frederick Barbarossa rifled the tomb of

its various treasures, and, it is said, drag

ged the embalmed emperor from his sit

ting position and made him stand before

him ; or rather attempted to do so, for in

the effort the body cracked and fell in

pieces. Under pretext of canonization

Iiarbarossa dispersed these human relics

right and left. The Sainte-Chapelle kept

a portion—some of the bones and the
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skull, besides the great Roman chair of

white marble in which the mummied

Charlemagne had sat for three hundred

and fifty-one years. To-day, on the pay

ment of live francs, the tourist is permit

ted to enter the tomb, examine all the

riches it encloses, and even to hold in

his hand the powerful cranium of the

great emperor of the West.

MARIE Howcnno.

OUR MONTHLY GOSSIP.

THE HOTEL DROUOT.

N the Boulevard Montmartre, on

the opposite side from the Rue de

Richelieu, and one block below the Rue

Lepclletier, extends the Rue Drouot. It

is a short, busy street, given up almost

entirely to commerce, and until within a

few years it enjoyed a certain importance

as being the street on which looked the

back buildings of the Opéra, and on which

its ticket~oFfices were situated. To-day

even the ground where the old opera

house stood has disappeared beneath

masses of costly edifices. But a little

farther on stands, dingy, curious, incon

venient and attractive, the great auction

mart of Paris, the Hotel des Ventes, or

the Hotel Drouot, as it is indiscriminately

called. It is a large, dilapidated-looking

building of the well-known cream-tinted

Caen stone which holds so large a place

in the architecture of Paris, sullied and

defaced by the smoke and storms of some

twenty-four years. The walls, as high

up as an arm can reach, are papered

with blue, pink, yellow and orange pla

cards, announcing sales of wines, pic

tures, old elothes, furniture, machinery

—anything, in fact, that one might wish

to get rid of or to buy. \\"e push open

the spring-door and find ourselves in a

spacious corridor, on either side of which

are large rooms devoted to the sale of

the commoner classes of merchandise.

Here are sold the cane-bottomed chairs,

the pine tables, the iron bedsteads, the

dirty bedding that have come from pov

erty's lowest depths; the furniture of de

funct boarding-houses and third-class

hotels; the spoils of petty shopkeepers

that have come to grief. Midway in this

corridor a wide staircase leads down to

a sort of exterior court, roofed in and

open only on one side, where certain

bulky articles, such as theatre-scenes,

planks, sewing-machines, etc., are dis

posed of, and also the commoner articles

of furniture when the inner rooms be

come overcrowded. This lower floor is

anything but pleasant to visit. An odor

compounded of close air, soiled and

damp garments, ill-smelling humanity

and all the various efiluviae of poverty

reigns there permanently. It is the haunt

of the lowest class of second-hand deal

ers—witch-like old women in waterproofs,

brutal - looking and unshaven men in

blue blouses, coarse and vulgar harri

dans with red visages and bonnets plant

ed well back on unkempt masses of hair.

Yet this dingy hall contains the real trag

edy of the Hotel Drouot, the last planks

that emerge from total financial ship

wreck, the relics of suicide, of despair,

of utter and hopeless want and misery,

VVith singular irony, the frequentem of

this gallery have baptized it by the name

of one of the best-known of the prisons

of Paris: they call it Mazas. Yet even

in these precincts articles worth purchas

ing may often be met with. Rare plants

and shrubs, curious fowls, pet animals,

and occasionally desirable pieces of fur

niture, are to be found in Mazas. It was

in one of the smallest rooms of this gal

lery that the miserable relics of the glo

rious past of Frederick Lemaitre were

disposed of—-the remnants of his Stage

wardrobe, the tattered finery ofD0n Carsar

de Bazan, the crushed hat and creaking
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‘ painfully small.

snuffbox of Robert Macaire, the dagger

of Othello, the bell of the Chitfonier de

Paris, nay even the old tragedian’s false

teeth and worn dressing-gown. The

prices obtained on that occasion were

The bust in clay of the

actor, estimated at one hundre'd dollars,

sold for ten, the wardrobe for twenty

two dollars, the false teeth for six, the

dagger of Othello for two dollars and

sixty cents. Not one of the actors of

Paris was present.

To see the real splendors and curiosi

ties of the Hotel Drouot we must ascend

to the first floor. There, as below, we

find ourselves in a long corridor, with

rooms opening out of it on either side;

but the articles exposed for sale, the

buyers, and, above all, the atmosphere,

are widely different. If we happen to

come there on the exhibition-day of

some noted gallery or collection of cu

riosities, we may elbow members of

the best society of Paris—nobles, bank

ers, journalists, authors, artists, elegant

ladies and celebrated collectors. At the

extreme end of this gallery are two large

rooms, which may be thrown into one

by the simple process of removing a par

tition, and which, lighted from above,

are especially favorable for the display

of works of art. These are the salons

d‘é11'!: of the Hotel Drouot. Here are

exhibited the picture-galleries of defunct

millionaires, the costly curiosities amass

ed by wealthy artists, the spoils of bank

rupt collectors and amateurs of china

and bric-a-brac. Here was displayed

last season the noble collection of pic

tures of the late M. Schneider and the

wonderful Spanish arms, armor, porce

lain and tapestries belonging to the la

mented Fortuny. Such collections are

usually on view for three days before

the sale--two for the holders of admis

sion-tickets. and one for the general

public. The admission-tickets are to

be obtained of the commz':.raz're-;$rz'seur,

or appraiser, who has made out the cat

alogue. In these rooms also were set

forth the goods and chattels of the no

torious Mrs. Blackford when she was ;

compelled to depart from Paris by de

cree of the police, leaving behind her,

as might have been expected, innumer

able unpaid debts. On that occasion the

crowd was so great that a second door

was opened, the spectators being forced

to enter at one door and pass out by the

other.

In the other rooms of this upper hall

take place the sales of fine furniture,

tapestries, bronzes, rich wardrobes, etc.

These sales are largely frequented by

the better class of second-hand dealers,

some of whom are no more elegant in

dress and demeanor than their down

stairs competitors, while others assume

the gait and bearing of fashionable in

dividuals. One young man, with dark

moustache and gentlemanly bearing,

always correctly and carefully dressed, is

conspicuous at the more important sales.

A wealthy old Jew dealer in the Rue La

Fayette is one of the characters of the

place. He is very tall, wears a broad

brimmed hat and carries a thick stick,

and he always bids for any coveted ar

ticle in a pugnacious and arbitrary man

ner, as though he wished to quarrel with

all his competitors. Whenever his anx

iety to secure an article has forced him

to pay an exorbitant price, he sticks

out his mouth and retires into the back

ground in a passion, where he sulks till

the next bidding is well under way, when

he emerges to repeat the process. His

shop on the Rue La Fayette is a verita

ble museum, as he never purchases any

but rare and costly articles. There is

also a little old woman in black who is

present at almost every sale of import

ance, and who invariably goes to sleep,

waking up every now and then to fire off

a bid in a sharp, short tone that reminds

one of the explosion of a pocket-pistol.

The arrangements for the display of

goods and for the accommodation of

purchasers at the Hotel Drouot are far

from being in accordance with the ex

tent of its transactions and clientele.

The auctioneer's desk is placed well for

ward at one end of the room. Behind

it and on either side, if the sale be one

including furniture, a vast structure com

posed of chairs, sofas, cabinets, etc. is

erected, towering wellnigh to the ceiling.

Curtains and tapestry are hung against
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the walls, clocks, candelabra and china

are set forth at every available point,

and locked glass cases are provided to

contain silver-ware, jewelry, rare furs

and fine laces. A long movable table

divides the public from this portion of

the room, and on this table each article

to be sold, from an ivory toy up to an

ebony cabinet, is placed for inspection

previous to being put up. Before this

table are placed three rows of small ‘

wooden chairs, which are generally mo

nopolized by the second-hand dealers—

who are on the best possible terms with

the auctioneer—too often to the exclu

sion of the general public. The sales,

unless of unusual extent and importance,

begin at two o'clock, and by four or five

the bidding is at its highest and compe

tition is the most spirited. There is no

strict adherence to the regular order of

the catalogue, the auctioneer often re

serving certain lots for the arrival of

some well-known client, or putting them

up at once at the request of some impa

tient buyer. It takes three functionaries

to officiate at the most ordinary sales

namely, the auctioneer, the cashier and

the salesman-—and this force is increased

on occasion to five or six. At important

sales there are men called "pushers,"

who circulate through the crowd, start

the bids and punctuate the process of

purchasing with such exclamations as,

"How beautiful!" “A real work of art I"

“It is going for nothing!" "A shame

ful sacrifice!" etc., etc. The bidding is

always prefaced by a statement of the

value and condition of the article present

ed, terminating with the phrase, “ll y a

marchand" at such and such a price;

which does not mean, as might be im

agined, that a purchaser stands ready to

take it at that price, but merely that such

is the value put upon it by the appraiser.

Usually, the thing finds a real “mar

chand " at a sum far below the original

statement, for the salesman begins to fall

at once in his demand, “Eh bien, mes

sieurs--deux cents francs vcut—on ?—

cent-cinquante ?—cent francs--cinquante

francs veut—on ?" At last somebody

makes a bid, the sale is started, and the

article is soon disposed of.

Very curious to witness are the sales

of jewelry and silver-ware “sous con

trole"-——that is to say, when they have

not paid duty. A government appraiser,

‘ with magnifying-glass in hand, presides

over the sale, and estimates the value

and future duty to be paid on each arti

cle as it is put up. Sometimes the silver

ware is purchased as old metal merely,

and then the agent breaks each piece as

it is sold, snapping ladles over his knee,

nipping forks and spoons with a pair of

iron pincers and then breaking them in

two, and crushing teapots, sugar-bowls,

etc. with a ponderous hammer. These

sales "sous contr6le" are not popular,

and it is rather amusing to hear the groan

that runs through the crowd when the

announcement is made that the articles

are to be sold under such rules.

The Hotel Drouot, as an institution, is

far from being a perfect one. It is a gi

gantic monopoly, controlled by some six

or eight mmm1'ssaz'res -priseurs, each of

whom has his own specialty. The costs

of selling are enormous, ranging from to

to 30 per cent., according to the nature of

the objects. The buyer also must pay 5

per cent. additional on the amount of his

bids, and if he fails to take away his pur

chase immediately, he is charged storage

for every hour that it remains under the

roof of the Hotel Drouot. So vast and

important are its transactions that they

furnish the sole matter of a weekly news

paper, Le /llon1'lcur dc‘: I/Znhrs. Under

the French law, if any person dies with

out leaving a will, every article he pos

sessed must be sold at auction. The

property of bankrupts and of fugitives

who have left unpaid debts must be

disposed of in the same manner. Ce:

dmnes contribute largely to the more

splendid of its sales. Always in debt,

living from hand to mouth, the magnif

icent queen of the demi-monde of yes

terday may see the costly furniture of

her splendid apartment on the Avenue

Fricdland or the Boulevard I-laussmann,

her laces and cashmeres, her pictures

and bronzes, dispersed to-morrow be

neath the hammer of the auctioneer.

These "sales after death" and "sales

after departure" are always absolute
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and bonii fide, and wonderful bargains

are often to be obtained at them. Cer

tain articles of value, however, never go

cheap. Thus, a Barbedienne bronze al

ways brings its full value. Pictures, un

less forming part of a famous collection,

are very uncertain: thus, I know of a

lucky gentleman who bought six draw

ings by Corot for the ridiculous sum of

one dollar and sixty cents apiece, and

that in face of the fact that the authen

ticity of the drawings was guaranteed by

the presiding expert. Paintings by un

known artists generally sell for some

thing less than half the value of the

frame, and even pictures by good sec

ond-class artists may often be purchased

at extremely low prices. In respect to

furniture, household goods, etc., many

things may be picked up at wonderful

ly low rates, but certain articles always

command their full value. Among these

last are fenders and fire-irons, which al

ways sell well and create a brisk compe

tition. China and glass go very cheap,

as do also clocks, unless they possess

some peculiar artistic value. Certain

artistic wares, such as Sevres china, an

tique buhlwork, mediaeval wood-carvings

and furniture, etc., always bring their full

value. Books too, unless they are worth

less trash, always bring within a few francs

of the price at which fresh copies of the

same works may be procured at the pub

lisher's. But the Hotel Drouot is not the

great book-mart of Paris. For auction

sales of fine libraries and rare and splen

did works one must frequent the Maison

Silvestre, in the Rue des Bons Enfants.

To those who are well acquainted with

the ins and outs and peculiarities of the

Hotel Drouot it speedily becomes the

most fascinating of lounging-places. It

is a. museum whose curiosities are contin

ually being changed, and whose charm

is increased by your knowledge that you

may possibly become the possessor of

some of its treasures. It is a lottery

where there may be drawn some as

tounding prizes, and where there are

no blank tickets. The rough hands of

its porters have touched more wondrous

art-treasures than imagination can de

pict. Through these dingy halls there

passes unceasingly a crowd of marvels.

If you go one day, and leave disgusted

because the sales are all of pots and

pans and commonplace frippery, the

next you may chance upon some won

derful curiosity or fine work of art—-a

peerless I-Iobbema, a Henri II. min

iature, a Louis XIV. sideboard, real

Gobelin tapestries, hangings of Cordo

va leather, services of Sevres or Dres

den china, antique German or Venetian

glass-ware. For the ordinary purchaser,

who is fitting up an apartment, here are

the beautiful brass-inlaid furniture of the

Louis XVI. period and the Empire, Louis

XV. bureaus that look as though they

might have been stolen from the pictures

of Vibert or of Brogniet, and all manner

of choice modern furniture at prices far

below what are demanded in the shops.

As for knickknacks, curious Chinese toys,

odd bits of china, quaint little bronzes and

clay figures,theirnameis Legion,and they

generally sell at very low rates. Were it

not for the crowd, and the smell. and the

foul air, and the cramped dimensions of

the rooms, the Hotel Drouot would be

only too bewitching. L. H. H.

BIG GEORGE, AND HIS HOME.

ITALY is now one and indivisible. But

this political fact does not and cannot

alter the disposition of Nature, which has

made her north, her centre, her south,

her eastern and her western coasts all as

different from each other as can well be

imagined. No two cities in Europe can

be less like each other than Turin and

Naples, than Venice and Syracuse. This

diversity is due in part to the physical con

formation of the country. The Alps and

the Apennine back-bone, with their mul

titudinous spurs and subordinate ranges,

divide the land into a vast variety of nat

ural enclosures, which might almost sug

gest to the imagination the cells of cloi

sonné-work. This is one great reason why

the wanderings of the enterprising and

curious traveler are continually rewarded

by the discovery, it may almost be called,

of new regions, which, if not absolutely

such to the geographer, are so to all in

tents and purposes to the guidebook-led

tourist, who is usually a "slave of the rail."
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- the streets of the little town.

Let any one who wishes to vary a lit

tle the prescribed route in which English

and American travelers follow each other,

nose to tail, like sheep going through a

gap in a hedge, take the rail from Venice

to Treviso. Already. after traversing so

short a distance, in what a different world

he will find himself!—differentin so many

respects, and yet with a variety of cling

ing marks of similarity which will not

allow the visitor, and still less the inhab

itant, to forget that the winged lion's paw

extended thus far, and that all these hills

and dales and plains were governed by

the mysterious and awful "Ten" who

sat in the chambers of the ducal palace

in seagirt Venice. These differences and

similarities—the former mainly due to

Nature's operations, the second to those

of man—ofi'er themselves to your obser

vation at every step as you walk through

To them

you may add a similarity in dissimilarity

which is partly the work of Nature and

partly that of man—the physical type

of the population. They are Venetians,

but Venetians with a difference. You

no longer see that refined and somewhat

aristocratic cast of feature, which, re

minding you in the older men of the

well-known physiognomy of Pantaloon,

the especially Venetian mask in the old

comedy, is the commonest type to be

met with in Venice, even among the

lower classes of the inhabitants. Yet

the type is Venetian—Venetian dashed

with a touch of that somewhat more

sturdy and larger-boned style of face

and figure which is due to agricultural

pursuits and surroundings and the near

er vicinity of mountain-air. In the style

of the buildings a somewhat analogous

similarity and differentiation may be ob

served. The notions of what a dwelling

should be, and of the mode in which the

construction of it should be set about,

are those of Venice, pursued with in

finitely smaller means of carrying them

mto execution. The forms are there:

the wealth of ornamentation is wanting.

The abundance of running water which

traverses the little town in the difi'erent

streams of the Cagnano (now called the

to the Venetian air of the place. But

the necessary presence of horses and

carts and carriages has of course brought

with it a very different arrangement of

the city.

The two streams above mentioned join

at Treviso, and formerly produced at the

spot of their juncture so bad and deep a

marsh that it was long deemed impos

sible to erect a bridge there, on account

of the difficulty of finding a stable foun

dation. At length, however, improving

science overcame the difficulty, and a

bridge of brick, which still remains, was

erected and long known as the "Ponte

lmpossibile." This was before the year

I318, for in that year a wandering Flor

entine exile, passing by Treviso in the

course of his sad and weary peregrina

tions, was so struck by the accomplish

ment of the feat in question that when

it occurred to him in after years to men

tion that city in verses which are immor

tal he spoke of the place as " Dove Sile

e Cagnan s‘accompagna ;" and since the

centenary which Italy celebrated in mem

ory of her greatest poet, the Trevisans, to

whom that line of the 1)1'1u'na Commen'ia

is the most interesting in the whole poem,

have called their bridge the Pan]: di

Danie.

Under the paternal rule of Venice,

down to the epoch of the Napoleonic

wars, the social life of Treviso would

furnish an excellent typical example of

the sleepy existence of a provincial town.

Living, thanks to the scarcity and bad

ness of the means of communication, was

wonderfully cheap. In money reduced

to the value of the present day, wheat,

at the beginning of the last century, was

worth four francs the hundred litres, while

the same quantity of Indian corn fetched

only three. Wine cost a franc and a half

the hundred litres, and meat about five

cents a pound. In the midst of this abun

dance the manner of living was simple

in the extreme, so that, looking at the

community as a whole, very little work

was needed to enable it to live. A strik

ing proof, and at the same time a result,

of this is seen in the almost incredible

fact that in this small place there were

Botteniga) and the Sile adds something I thirty-nine churches, besides ten monas
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teries and eight convents. What did the

people do all day when such large num

bers of them were exempted from the

necessity of work of any kind—when the

manners were so simple and the means

of amusement so scanty? It would seem

that they had recourse to pursuits that

more or less accurately deserved the ap

pellation of “intellectual."

no less than six "learned" academies in

the little town, with the strange names

that seem to have been the fashion of

that time in all parts of Italy. There were

the Sollecili ("the Anxious Ones"), the

Parse‘!/eran/1' (“the Persevering Ones“),

the Agfgiusrali (“the Fitted Ones“), the

C'n:;$z'rnnIi (“the Conspiring Ones: "

the Ten in the ducal palace at Venice

were doubtless very well satisfied re

specting the nature of their conspira

cies), the ]nfalimb1'lz' ("the Indefatiga

ble Ones"), and the lngmui (the “In

genuous Ones Can anybody imag

ine what the members of these societies

occupied themselves with? Not, assur

edly, with any subjects which could give

the smallest degree of umbrage to the

very cautious, timorous and suspicious

rulers. None but the "safest" of liter

ature was permitted by the sleepy old

Lion at the head of the Adriatic, who

seemed to have folded his wings for

good and all. They used to write son

nets, these Indefatigables and Conspira

tors, and the rest of them—sonnets and

madrigals upon every conceivable sub

ject and occasion. Did a young priest

say his first mass? A deluge of sonnets

immortalized the occasion. Was an in

fant born? ‘A salvo of sonnets; more

sonnets when he cut his first tooth; an

avalanche when he made his first com

munion. Marriages and deaths were

of course godsends to the whole of the

“academicians" of the six academies.

And all these innumerable sonnets were

printed and placarded over the walls of

the city. The style in vogue was the pas

toral and idyllic: every man was Phile

mon or Tityrus or Menalcas, and every

woman Phillis or Daphne. Everybody

went to bed, or at least to his own home,

at sundown, and on the rare occasions

when necessity caused a belated citizen

There were ,

to be out after dark he stuck a candle in

the foremost peak of the three-cornered

hat that was then the mode, as a beacon

to warn other wayfarers not to run over

him in the lampless obscurity. Arcadian

times! And it was upon such a commu

nity, so occupied, that the French Rev

olution suddenly burst like a bombshell.

The French invaders, writes a local his

torian, “appeared as demons unchained

from hell, rather than mere human ene

mies." And when the peace of Campo

Formio placed these districts temporari

ly under the sway of Austria, the change

was welcomed by a veritable explosion of

academical poetry from all the academi

cians, who had crept into their shells at

the first approach of the detested French

men. It was not long before the crowd

of periwigged poetasters were once again

consigned to the tender mercies of French

rule, which, terrible everywhere, perhaps

showed itself nowhere under more detest

able colors than in the Venetian prov

inces.

Some miles to the westward of Treviso

lies a very quaint little town which is well

worth a visit. The Trcvisan nags are a

very good little breed, and a pair of them,

easily hired in the town, will carry you to

Castelfranco in a couple of hours. The

name is significant of a course of things

common enough in the history of the

innumerable Italian medimval republics.

Little Treviso was at war with its neigh

bor, little Vicenza. Of course it was !

After long struggles the Trevisans were

for the nonce victorious, and in order to

secure their frontier against the reprisals

of the Vicentines they built a miniature

town, surrounded it with high brick walls

having a tower at each of the four angles,

and to secure a population for it enacted

that the inhabitants should enjoy various

immunities and be free from taxation for

a given time. Hence the place was call

ed Castelfranm. And there the little

baby-house sort of town still stands in

its circuit of red brick walls, appearing

to have at the present day very little

raimn d'é!re of any sort—save, indeed,

that its red walls have become in part

ruinous and magnificently covered with

ivy, and are in this condition more at
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tractive to wandering artists than they

could, one would think, ever have been

deterrent to the Vicentine foemen. But

there is another motive for making the

rarely-made journey to this out-of-the

way spot. Among the Trevisan border

ers who formed the small community

there was born, while Venice and her

arts were yet in their prime, a boy who

grew and grew in the pure fine moun

tain-air till the townsmen nicknamed

him "Big George." ltalianize the sobri

quet, and you will remember, I have no

doubt, to have heard of him—Giorgione.

There he grew, and as his eye scanned

the outline of the Friuli hills from the

ramparts of his native town, and marked

with the insight which is the gift of but a

few the characteristics and the beauty of

the human faces around him, he learn

ed the secret of reproducing them. Of

all the great painters, the works of Gior

gione are probably the rarest: he could

have produced but comparatively few

pictures. But the principal church of

his native place possesses one of his

finest works, the pride and glory of the

little town. The composition is a very

simple one, merely the Madonna on a

raised seat, with the Divine Child on her

knees, and below two figures—that to the

left of the spectator, Saint Liberale in a

complete suit of plate armor—a portrait,

as tradition says, of the painter; that to

the right, Saint Francis in the habit of

his order. Behind the Virgin is a deli

cious bit of landscape, the distant sea, a

line of blue mountains, with a few trees.

Not much to make a picture that has

riveted the eyes and elevated the hearts

of so many generations of gazers! Not

much ! But, though the pose of the Vir

gin has somewhat of the old Byzantine

rigidity, which the traditional rules of the

older schools prescribed as a sine qua non

for the representations of‘ the Mother of

God, the majesty and exquisite grace of

the figure are indescribably beautiful and

touching. The atmospheric qualities of

the picture are truly wonderful. The

spectator feels as if he were suddenly

transported out of the huge, damp, cav

ernous church into the open air under

a brilliant and limpid sky. It is a real

ly wonderful picture, which not one in

| twenty thousand of those who go to Italy

to look at pictures ever sees or hears of.

Poor remote little Castelfranco can give

the wanderer a dinner in its primitive

hostelrie before he starts on his return to

Treviso and Venice. " Si, signore," said

the cook with a flourish of the long knife

in his hand, and an air that implied that

his resources were equal to the most un

limited and Lucullian demands—"Una

minestra! lesso! caccia! frutti !" Vi/'e

stipulated for the addition of some veg

etables, and expressed ourselves perfect

ly contented with the menu. The mi

nrstm (soup) proved to be not a liquid

preparation, l)ut, according to the old

Italian fashion, a huge dish of maca

roni, with fragments of stewed meat in

it. Then came the lasso (z'. e. "the boil

ed "), consisting of an amorphous piece

of beef—n0t bad of its kind—and on the

same dish a fowl which had been put

into the pot without the smallest attempt

to alter the form as to legs and neck in

which the death-struggle had left it. It

ofiended, however, no sense save that of

the eye, and was duly eaten. But then

came a confession made by the waiter

with deprecating looks and bated breath.

There was a company of well-to-do coun

try folks, with a huge corpulent priest at

their head, who were dining at a table at

the farther end of the same enormous

long room, which extended the whole

depth of the house, and—they had eaten

up all the main (the game)! That was a

blow! But the fact that the “game " had

consisted only of tomtits or some such

small deer was a consolation: The party

in question had sat down to their dinner

about an hour before us (the priest having

placed himself at the table for some pre

liminary refection twenty minutes before

the others), and we left them still hard

at it. T. A. T.

A NIGHT AT THE NAU'l‘Cl~l.

ORIENTAL theatres and opera-houses

demand no admission-fee, but whenever

an exhibition of any sort is to be got up,

unless it be at the palaces of the very

wealthy, the community generally defray

all expenses. For some days beforehand
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little squads of actors, masked and in

costume, go round the town singing quaint

melodies, performing queer antics, and

collecting the necessary funds for the en

tertainments to follow, which are kept up

as long as a dollar is left in the treasury.

Happening to be at Singapore during

the celebration of one of the Moorish

and Malayan festivals, I was invited to

be present with a party of friends. After

some imposing religious rites, of which we

heretics could hope to get only a glimpse

from outside the portals of the mosque,

there was a grand procession arranged

for the afternoon, and the affair was to

wind up with a splendid nautch at night.

The nautch was to me the real attraction,

for I had been told that the Malays were

by far the most musical people of South

ern Asia, and, taking it for granted that

on such an occasion their best talent

would be displayed, I promised myself

a rare musical banquet. The Malayan

language, with its sonorous tones and

sweet, liquid melody, seems admirably

adapted to song, and I had frequently

heard from boatmen and d/mlzis little

airs and ditties that were full of plain

tive sweetness. Furthermore, there was

in our own household a female servant,

a youthful, bright-eyed Malayan damsel,

with a voice that would have made the

fortune of a prima donna, to whose vi

vacious performances I listened every

day with a. delight that gave me strong

faith in the musical powers of her people.

The procession was one of the most

unique I have ever witnessed, even in

the East. First and foremost, mounted

on a splendid Arabian steed black as

ebony and fiery as graceful, rode a stal

wart figure personating His Satanic Maj

esty, who, with his perfect horsemanship

and gorgeous attire gleaming with gems,

seemed a chieftain rather to be admired

than feared. Following close on the

heels of their leader came a brace of

Tritons astride an enormous sea-mon

ster, and playing with rare skill on

conch~shells of huge dimensions. Next

in order followed a car shaped like a

nautilus - shell. furnished with silken

hangings and cushions dainty and lux

urious, on which reclined a pair of mer

maids clad in robes that looked like a

mass of sea foam, and crowned with

chaplets of lustrous emeralds arranged

in the form of ivy-leaves. On their necks

were strings of gleaming pearls, and in

their hands they held small, queer-shaped

harps made of many-tinted corals; from

which, as the sounds from the Tritons'

conchs ceased, there issued sweet plain

tive music that seemed to come from a

distance, accompanied by a witching song

from the beautiful mermaids themselves.

After the mermaid-car came a squad of

sea-nymphs, plying the oars of a boat that

was borne aloft on the shoulders of eight

sturdy coolies. The nymphs were love

ly, effeminate-looking creatures, robed in

silken garments, radiant with jewels and

crowned with flowers. A Moorish myth is

connected with this boat. A noted rajah

of some remote period was, by a series of

misfortunes, reduced to penury, and as a

last resort turned fisherman for a living.

Each night on retiring he set a snare for

fish, but when he went in the morning

to examine it, he found only bones and

scales, and these in such quantities as

to show that a great many fish had been

taken, though all had in some mysterious

way disappeared. By diligent watching he

ascertained the cause: a lmulu, or spec

tre, came regularly and devoured the fish

as fast as they were snared. What could

the poor raj_ah do? One man's strength

against a hautu was nothing, and he had

no son to _ioin hands with his sire in the

contest, while all his servants and fol

lowers had deserted their master in his

misfortunes. He had nothing left but

ten fair young daughters, whose presence

made him only the more wretched that

he was unable to provide for them as

formerly. 50 day and night he wept in

their presence, till at last these loving

daughters resolved to sacrifice them

selves for their sire. Without telling

him of their plan. they obtained a boat,

in the bottom of which they made ten

large holes stopped by easy-moving pegs.

Then they decked themselves as brides

crowned with flowers, and, seated at

midnight in their boat, they rowed out

to the fishing-ground. The hautu, busy

at his feast, was startled by the sound of
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sweet music, and saw with wonder and

admiration the ten lovely damsels ap

proaching. Little persuasion was need

ed to induce the hautu to enter the boat,

which he had no sooner done than each

maiden unstopped the hole nearest her:

the boat filled instantly, and all were

drowned. The rajah was relieved of his

enemy, but he wept for his ten noble

hearted daughters, and he commemo

rated their brave sacrifice by an annual

tableau like that shown in the proces

sion.

After the boat followed a motley mix

ture of angels and demons, dragons, ser

pents, birds and alligators——things canny

and uncanny from earth, air and sea—

with, apparently, not a human being

among them. The disguises were per

fect, and the costumes not only brilliant

and fanciful, but for the most part ad

mirably adapted to the characters, and a

fitting exponent of the old Moorish splen

dor, combined with the Malayan love of

the mystic and marvelous. A company

of twenty who brought up the rear of the

long procession was the most ludicrous

of all. They were painted in black and

yellow, with false ears and tail attached,

their masks were the faces of tigers, and

their entire costume only silken sarong:

painted like their bodies. The resem

blance to the ferocious beasts they per

sonated was quite suflicient _to occasion

emotions more startling than pleasing at

finding one's self in such close proximity

to a score of full-grown tigers. They per

formed on all fours—leaping, crouching

and prowling-—each being secured by a

strong chain, and his motions guided by

a monster half man, half fish. The lat

ter, unlike the fabled “men of the sea,"

had the fishy half above and the human

portion below.

Altogether, the long procession must

have numbered three or four hundred

actors, and at least six thousand specta

tors who moved on with the company,

besides the multitudes collected at every

eligible point along the route. Our com

pany had obtained places on a balcony

from which the terminus of the route was

plainly visible, and we saw the gay crowd

halt at last in front of a temple hundreds

of feet high, and of architecture so gor

geously beautiful as to elicit bursts of

admiration from even an Oriental crowd.

This magnificent structure was composed

only of paper over a framework of split

bamboo; but so elaborate was the work

manship, and so profuse the decorations

in gold and precious stones, that the

building had cost, I was told, not less

than forty thousand dollars. The capa

cious pile consisted of five distinct, pago

da-shaped mosques, with minarets and

turrets innumerable, all profusely dec

orated and brilliantly illuminated. The

central building was seven stories high,

and each of the others five, each story

finished with gilded pillars and exquis

itely-carved cornices. It was a few min

utes before sunset when the procession

drew up in front of the temple. The

lofty turrets seemed to pierce the fleecy

clouds and the soft, warm skies beyond,

while the last rays of golden sunlight

were flooding every speck of tinsel, ev

ery gleaming gem, with their glory, to

be reflected in turn upon the ferns and

flowers, palms and plumed verdures of

the brilliant tropic scenery. "There is

no twilight within the courts of the sun ;"

and the day's sudden death was all that

was needed to reveal the full splendor of

the grandly-illumined structure before

us. From every window, each arched

with the loveliest of tropic flowers, and

displaying a profusion of many-colored

flags and gleaming transparencies, shone

forth the light of a cluster of wax tapers.

The spicy perfume of these myriads of

tiny candles floated away on the still

night-air, filling it with their scented

aroma; but their fire presently eon

sumed the fairy structure, reducing it

in a few minutes to a heap of ashes.

This was only a part of the regular

programme, but was made to appear

the result of an accident, and a crowd

of terrified-looking men and women

rushed from doors and windows, shriek

ing wildly, tearing their hair, and exhib

iting all the approved signs of Oriental

terror and dismay. Suddenly, one per

sonating an angel, with floating yellow

hair, a rainbow crown and garments of

silvery whiteness, waved a light wand
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over the smouldering ruins, swung aloft

a censer filled with burning incense, and

then, with lute in hand, sang a song of

wonderful sweetness. In a twinkling,

as the fumes of incense were dispersed,

there appeared before our astonished eyes

a very substantial-looking mosque, of real

bricks and mortar, in lieu of the paper

one just demolished by fire. The paper

structure had been placed at a safe dis

tance in front of the real mosque, which

was protected from any possibility of

harm by a barricade of wet boughs—

easily torn away in the darkness and

confusion without betraying the ruse.

The conclusion of the song was a call

to prayer, and the angel, who was real

ly the officiating priest, led the chosen

ones into the "holy of holies," whither

of course we and the vast body of infi

dels around us might not follow. But

the few concluding rites were soon over,

and then followed the nautch, or opera,

that was to be the final triumph of this

remarkable festival.

An immense pavilion received the

crowd, that consisted not only of Moors

and Malays, but also of Hindoos, Par

sees, Armenians, Chinese, Indo-Portu

guese and a sprinkling of Europeans.

The walls of the spacious enclosure

were all draped in muslin and beauti

fully adorned with flower-wreaths and

arches, and the pavilion was brilliantly

illuminated by lamps with oiled-silk

shades fancifully painted in blending

tints. At one end was a raised dais,

on which, beneath a canopy of crim

son silk studded with golden stars, sat a

company of éayazfirrs, or dancing-girls.

These girls were all pretty, and their

dresses picturesque and graceful, ex

hibiting somewhat charily the fascinating

charms of budding womanhood. Silk

en trousers, falling just below the knee,

were elaborately embroidered in gold,

and were gathered in full folds around

the waist by a jeweled girdle. A dainty

bodice of almost transparent silk veiled

but partially the perfect bust and well

rounded arms, and the ample folds of

the thin muslin sarong of pure white

were suffered to fall around the person

as a mantle, while one end, being passed

‘ across the instep by silken cords.

under the left arm across the braided

hair at the back of the head, was after

ward gathered coquettishly to the side

of the face like a veil. The dainty feet,

with rings on every toe, were disposed in

the prettiest of Arab sandals and laced

Silver

bangles, graven in quaint cabalistic de

signs, kept in place the tiny silver bells

that rang at every movement of the

practiced feet, and coronets of costly

diamonds gleamed from the ebon black

hair. On neck, arms and hands, in nose

and ears, everywhere indeed, were dis

played such a profusion of ornaments as

would have seemed to render impossible

the swiftness and grace of motion shown

by the danscuses; but these Oriental wo

men are used to being thus trammeled,

and their fondness for display renders

them willing burden-bearers.

At the first sound of the cymbals the

bayaderes rose, and, coming forward

hand in hand, bent their heads low be

fore the audience in one long graceful

salaam. Then, with castanets in hand,

they floated, sometimes singly, but of

tener in groups, through the countless

gyrations of the stately Moorish dance

and the mazy windings of the voluptu

ous Malayan mmari, till their heads

must have been dizzy and their flying

feet weary with the ceaseless motion of

more than half an hour ere they paused

once for breath. Their long gauzy dra

pery, disarranged by the rapid motion,

floated for a moment, wing-like, upon

the air, till gathered in by graceful arms

as the lithe fonns glided off once more

to the music of cymbal, lute and casta

net. ln their last dance there was a

visible falling back at each gyration, till

suddenly bayaderes, dais and all van

ished from our sight by the falling of a

silken curtain, before which immediate

ly appeared a full band of musicians.

Drums, tambourines, lutes, cymbals and

triangles, all bore a part, and for another

full hour we were very pleasantly enter

tained, but with instrumental music only.

Then the orchestra was cleared, and

as the heavy curtain rose once more

there stood before us a band of ten love

ly maidens, robed in white and crowned



I$4 [JAN.OUR JIONTHL Y GOSSIP.

with flowers, who, it appeared, had re

solved to devote themselves in celibacy

and seclusion to the study of religion.

A grove of palms, through which mean

dered a tiny spring, was alike their tem

ple and their abode, and wild fruits and

roots their only food. Guarded by be

nign spirits, their youthful charms faded

not, wild beasts were not suffered to

molest them, and beautiful palm trees

shielded them alike from storms and

sunshine. Even their garments neither

wore out nor became soiled by use, but,

on the contrary, grew more lustrous and

beautiful year by year, as the spirits of

the young maidens became purified from

the corruptions of earth. Their happi

ness also was greater, and their mutual

affection increased, so that their hearts

became knit together in the closest bonds

of sisterly love. Instead of wearying of

their lonely retreat, they more and more

delighted in the society of each other

and their seclusion from the world. They

believed themselves already in Paradise,

and cherished no desire for any other.

But at length one of the little band was

borne away by the same heavenly beings

who had guarded the sisters in their se

cluded grove, and then the survivors

tasted of sorrow's cup for the first time.

Presently another followed the first, and

after a while another, and so on from

time to time; and as these translations

always took place during the night, with

out token or warning, the survivors never

knew when they were to be bereaved,

but awoke from sweet dreams of love

and happiness to weep over the vacant

place of another dear one, until at last

but one remained. Sad and lonely, she

sat on the banks of the little stream be

moaning her sad destiny, until, in utter

terror and dismay at living alone in the

wilderness, she resolved on self-destruc

tion. But at this crisis a whole company

of bright lawadd/rs (angels) appeared

before her, and in a chariot of fire bore

her away to join her companions in Para

dise. She vanished with a song of tri

umph on her lips. and was seen no more.

Simple as was the plot, the perfect act

ing, so full of pathos and so true to life,

and yet more the wonderful and varied

sweetness of the singing, produced an

effect such as no words can describe.

The dreamy sweetness of their matin

and vesper songs as together the maid

ens sat beneath their palmy temple; the

glorious song of the celestial messenger

wooing away the one called, and unheard

by all save herself; the wild cry of sur

prise and grief walled forth by the nine

on awaking the morning after the re

moval of the first; the tender words of

consolation breathed in the song of the

celestial visitant as he conveyed to the

mourning sisters the tidings of the hap

py destiny of their lost friend ; and most

of all the wail of terror and despair ut

tered by the last, as, casting her chaplet

on the ground, crushing the fair flowers

beneath her feet, she tore her beautiful

hair in agony,--all proved to us that the

musical powers of the Malays have not

been overrated. F. R. F.

A SHEET OF “CHA)I."

THE French caricaturists have their

slap at the Centennial. Here is one:

Background of the cut, a crowd pressing

wildly into the gates: foreground, a bour

geois couple turning away : "An absurd

thing that American centenary, my love.

Let's wait for the next one."

Like previous rulers, the six or eight

hundred lawmakers of the republic take

their turn in the pillory of squibs. One

\ of them is walking out with his wife

when a fierce dog dashes out. "Heav

ens!" cries the lady: “that dog is going

to bite you! Show him your deputy's

badge."

In Paris, as here, the distribution of

school-prizes is an annual bore. “No

prize for my boy ?" demands an indig

nant mother from the board: “then pay

me the cost of having his hair dressed."

—"Charles, my son," inquires another

fond parent at the presentation, "what

is it the speaker is saying in Latin?"

—" He's praising me, and telling you to

give me ten francs as soon as we go out."

Another budding Gaul does not manifest

the expected delight over his prize. "You

don't seem satisfied with your book?"

asks the chaimmn. “We—-e—ll, sir,

you couldn't change it for a cricket-bat,
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could you?" An interchange of em

braces between pupil and teacher is part

of the ceremony in extraordinary cases.

"My child," inquires a fearfully homely

preceptor, "why do you shut your eyes?"

—“ Because I couldn't embrace you with

out."——"A prize in history, eh ?“ chuckles

the p0rter's wife to the charwoman as a

happy mother passes up the stairway

with her crowned and book-bearing boy :

“ he takes after his mother then, for she

makes a history for everybody in the

block." .

\Vagner, we need not observe, is to

the Parisians both a stumbling-block and

a foolishness. Like many other people,

they can't understand him, and, unlike

LITERATURE

Sermons preached before the University of

Oxford and on various occasions. ByB. Mozley, D. D., Regius Professor of

Divinity, Oxford, and Canon of Christ

Church. Second edition. New York:

E. P. Dutton & Co.

The thing that most strikes us in these ser

m0ns——partly, we fear, because of its extreme

rarity in productions of the same class—is their

literary excellence. The greater number of

-them were preached at Oxford, before the

University and in the cathedral, to audiences,

consequently, quite as critically disposed in

regard to language and logic as that of any

Scotch conventicle may have been on the

point of sound doctrine or of orthodox long

windedness. They are not oratorical, nor are

they in any strict or technical sense argu

mentative discourses: they neither make any

strong appeals to the feelings, nor do they

demand any close and searching study, such

as might be required for the full comprehen

sion of some elaborate exposition embracing

many deductions and subtle distinctions. Save

in two instances—that on the Roman Council

and one directed at the Comtist philosophy

—there is nothing controversial in their tone;

and with equally few exceptions-—those on

the Atonement and the Ascension—they deal

other people, they would not ifthey could.

A sketch represents “Richard Wagner

borne home in triumph "—t0 Charcnton

(the madhouse). Another places him

at a music-stand covered with " Musique

de l’Avenir," from which he turns in sur

prise and indignation as the bloused in

ventor of the cricket, the latest Parisian

furor in the way of noise, rushes off with

both hands to his ears.

This same cricket afflicts every one and

every place. Two intimates meet in the

street. One exclaims hastily, "Excuse

me, before saying good-morning! You

haven't a cricket about you ?"—-"I was

just about asking you the same ques

tion."

OF THE DAY.

with no distinctive dogmas either of the Eng

lish Church or of Christian theology. Nor,

on the other hand, can they be classed with

what usually go by the name of " practical"

discourses: they are singularly free from ex

hortations and warnings, and almost as de

ficient in direct counsel or encouragement.

They are not, in short, intended to elucidate

particular passages of Scripture nor to suit

any special stage of religious experience: the

text is in no case analyzed or commented on,

and the “ application " is not sprung upon us

at the close or pressed home with vigor and

emphasis. It must not, however, be inferred

from this negative description that these dis

courses are not properly sermons, but nmral

essays or academical lectures, or that they be

tray any coldness of feeling or laxity of be-‘

lief. On the contrary, they are informed

throughout with a deeply religious spirit,

and evidently proceed from a mind firm

in its convictions, ardent in its hopes, and

habituated to consider all subjects in that as

pect which it has learned to regard as the

most important. Their apparent object is,

not to clear up this or that difliculty or to en

force this or that lesson, but to foster the habit

of spiritual thought and stimulate those per

ceptive faculties by which the highest truths
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can alone be apprehended. Thus, in the ser

mon on Nature, the feelings of passionate ad

miration and awe inspired by grand and beau

tiful scenery are resolved into the instinctive

recognition of a Divine Mind—a profounder

feeling than any conviction produced by the

evidence of design. “ There is this remark

able difference between useful contrivance

and beauty as evidence of an intelligent

Cause, that contrivance has a complete end

and account of itself without any reference

to the understanding of man. True, it is an

object, and a very stimulating object, of the

understanding, but it does not require that

use of it in order to account for it :' even if

no single one of all those sentient beings who

profit by the contrivance of Nature understand

it, still they profit by it all the same; this is

a sufi-icient account of it; it is enough if it

works; and it is not necessary for its use that

it should be seen. But it is essential to the

very sense and meaning of beauty that it

should be seen; and inasmuch as it is vis

ible to reason alone, we have thus in the very

structure of Nature a recognition of reason

and a distinct address to reason; wholly un

accountable unless there is a higher reason

or mind to which to make it. . . . It must

be remarked that the whole of what any

scene of earth or sky is materially is stamped

upon the retina of the brute, just as it is upon

the man’s; and that the brute sees all the

same objects which are beautiful to man, only

without their beauty; which aspect is inherent

in man and part of his reason. He possesses

the key to the sight; and that which makes

the appearance what it is resides in him, and

is an inner light or splendor reflected from

his reason upon the surface of the universal

frame of things. The type of beauty, then,

on which the universe is framed, being essen

tially a relative thing, the very existence of

which requires reason to see it, the cxistencc

of beauty, unless we account for the corre

spondence of the two by chance, is an ex

press acknowledgment of a rational mind

which cannot proceed except from mind."

In a sermon on War, Dr. Mozley takes

the position that “War and civil force are

branches of one common stock, however

wide in their mode of demonstration. Civil

government with its sword is a kind of war

with man; war, with its settlement of ques

tions, is a kind of government of man.” Do

we not find, in fact, that those who deny that

war is ever justifiable are generally doubtful

as to the rightful basis of civil govemment—

their principle in the one case, as in the other,

being that of passive submission and non-re

sistance, instead of willing obedience and co

operation? But we have no space to discuss

any of the interesting questions which the

author has raised. If he has not treated

them exhaustively, what he says is always

relevant, and often full of suggestiveness to

the receptive mind. These sennons may not

be calculated to arouse a torpid conscience or

to guide the steps of a perplexed inquirer;

but, with the qualities most attractive to a

cultivated taste, they have a large measure

of that vivifying power which, without actmg

directly on the emotions, keeps the higher

nature exercised and watchful.
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den in the world; the beauties prome

nading in the Prado are to him the only

types of womanhood worth considering

for an instant; and his thin lips are

wreathed with supercilious smiles as he

asks the stranger to mention a museum

fit to be compared with that of his much

adored Spanish capital. He loves Mad

rid, " even its stains and faults," as Mon

taigne did the gay and wicked Lutetia

of his time; the dirtiest corner is for him

invested with poetic charm ; the piercing

blasts from the mountains, sweeping down

with deadly force across the arid plain

upon which an injudicious monarch

placed the chief of Spanish cities, are

more welcome to him than the balmy

breezes of Seville or Malaga. Not Lon

don nor.Paris cockneys are more un

reasoning in their blind attachment to

all the pleasant and unpleasant features

of their native towns.

I entered the Puerta del Sol in Madrid

one afternoon during the spasmodic rev

olution of 1869. The great oval place,

surrounded with high, gloomy-looking

dwellings, shops and hotels, was filled

with a variegated assemblage of people

of the middle and lower classes; and

every individual who could read was

hastily buying papers and scanning their

contents. In a few days eighteen or

twenty mushroom journals had sprung

into existence, and their columns were

filled with the most exaggerated of po

litical jargon. Old women, barefooted

and bareheaded, stalked to and fro,

screaming forth the merits of the Equal

ily, the Dz'scu:sz'0n, the Cnmbnl. In their

wake followed ragged urchins, urging the

claims of the Impartial, the l)im;y uf I/zc

Profile, the Epoch and the (."0rrespann’

encc. Curious to hold in my hand one

of the smallest and newest of the jour

nals, I beckoned to a crone to follow me

to a neighboring café, selected my paper

and searched my pockets for the appro

priate coin with which to pay. But I

found no small change: the venerable

vender had none, refused my proffered

gold-piece, demanded her paper back,

and overwhelmed me with expletives and

objurgations. A tall, grave Spaniard

courteously, produced from his pocket

the proper money, paid the woman,

handed me the paper, which she had

already taken from me, and when I de

sired to pay him held up his hands in

sign of protestation; then he resumed

his seat, and straightway ignored my ex

istence.

In the Puerta the water-peddler, the

aquador of sonorous voice, incessantly

passed and repassed, carrying his tin

filled with cooling drink. From time to

time he was stopped by thirsty pedes

trians, who drank freely and much. If

the Spaniards consumed as much wine

as water, Spain would be covered with

inebriate asylums rather than monas

teries and cathedrals. Catalonians, clad

in round antique hose fastened at the

waist by violet-colored girdles, in stiff

doublets and straw sandals, discussed

politics in animated fashion. Murcian

mountaineers, grave as Arabs, whom

they resemble, were grouped at street

entrances. Peripatetic merchants from

Alicante offered cloths from Alcoy and

lemons and dates. These wandering

commercial men were dressed in linen

trousers with red silk sashes at the

waist, black velvet vests ornamented

with white metal buttons, and mantles

of the broadest and most contradictory

colors. Around their heads colored

handkerchiefs were bound. Salaman

cans, Sevilians, Majorcans, Manchegos

with their girdles filled with long knives,

hastened by, rolling out their words and

accompanying them with long, sweep-'

ing gestures. A blind beggar played the

guitar and sold lottery-tickets alternate

ly. As the twilight deepened into dusk,

the night-watchmen began their rounds

and announced the hour in quavering

voices. In most of the. Spanish towns

these watchmen, called sermas, are arm

ed with a mcdiaval pike and a lantern.

They carry the keys of the doors open

ing into the courtyards of the houses on

their round, and let the tardy lodgers

m.

The gravity, excessive sobriety and

dignity of the thousands of people as

sembled in the great cafés in the vicinity

seated near me arose, touched his hat I of the Puerta del Sol are striking. Be
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fore nearly every lounger stands a glass

of sugared water: he consumes this with

the same satisfaction which the German

or the Englishman finds in his beer. The

talk is not loud: people rise and depart

as quietly as from a church. They hus

band their gayety for the festivals of their

saints, and their energy for the ferocity
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of their revolutions.

merchants bawl.

The country round Madrid is so arid

and desolate that one is agreeably dis

appointed to find the city filled with

Only the street i beautiful gardens, some of which have

i no rivals in Southern Europe. In the

Prado, which is to Madrid what the

l Charn s E1 sées are to Paris, all the
. P Y

', grades of Spanish society are amply rep
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resented every pleasant evening. The

beautiful promenade, with its double

row of noble trees, has but few architec

tural embelishments. One of the rich

est art-museums of Europe/lies hidden

behind sombre and prosaic walls; the

fountains of Neptune and of Cybele are

handsome, but not remarkable; and the

obelisk of red granite known as the mon

ument of the "Second of May" is a sor

rowful souvenir of the French occupa

tion. Under the trees are hosts of little

counters made of decorated wood, whence

agile waiters dispense cooling drinks to

the thousands seated at the long rows of

little tables. The Madrid public is thirsty

both summer and winter. Toward sun

set long lines of carriages freighted with

the grace and beauty of the capital ap

pear on two driveways, between which

pedestrians stroll smoking the inevitable

cigarette and taking off their hats with

grave courtesy as ladies pass. Young

officers mounted on horseback canter

slowly past the panorama of loveliness

and fashion. Any of these horsemen

can make a cigarette, twisting, filling

and lighting it, with one hand while he

holds his bridle-rein securely with the

other. In -the midmost alley of the Pra

do old men talking of finance or of their

dinners, politicians, soldiers, and nurse

maids surrounded by children, are gen

erally to be found. In a third alley

young ladies of the middle class, accom

panied by their mammas or their waiting

maids, or severe and cynical-looking du

ennas, are surrounded by adorers, who

sit beside them and gossip while the

night grows old. From beneath the fine

lace mantillas, and from behind deftly

managed fans, flash the most magnetic

of glances. The manners of these beau

ties and their courtiers are usually frank,

although environed with much etiquette,

and the joyous, careless laughter of the

damsels sounds like the ringing of silver

bells. In spring or summer evenings

the Castellanas or the Recoletos, favor

ite resorts for those who drive in car t infant.

riages, are redolent of the perfume of t

geraniums, lilacs and laurel-roses: soft

and warm breezes fill the orange sky.

A kind of glamour is thrown over even

the sterile landscape which stretches away

beyond the obelisk. Side by side with

the thousand evidences-of wealth and

luxury to be found in the Prado stalks

the gaunt and wan figure of Misery,

holding up its bony hands for the coins

that rarely come.

The Retiro is a great garden-park

which the people of Madrid call their

Versailles. Itis delicious: the perfumed

thickets, the gently-sloping lawns, the

luxuriant bowers, enchant the senses.

From the high portico of one of the pa

vilions there is a sweeping outlook over

the desolate plain through which the rail

way winds to Saragossa. and in the midst

of which rises one huge bluff crowned

with fortifications and batteries which

constitute one of the most important

defences of the capital. The lakes and

fountains are ofmediocre interest. Queen

Isabella showed a marked fondness for

this garden, and spent many an even

ing there, with questionable adorers at

her feet.

San Isidro is the patron saint of Mad

rid, and the people enter upon a gala

epoch, which is sometimes prolonged

for a fortnight from the fifteenth of May,

when the saint‘s festival begins. San

Isidro, it appears, was a poor servant

who was so exceedingly pious that he

at last worked miracles. He began his

holy career by praying about three

fourths of the time, and while he was

thus engaged his work was done by in

visible hands. One day his wicked mas

ter caught Isidro praying in a little dilap

idated chapel in a field, and began beat

ing him. After he had broken several

stout sticks over the peasant's back, he

began to feel thirsty, and commanded

Isidro to bring him a glass of water.

Isidro struck the ground with his spade,

and a cooling spring began to flow there,

and has never ceased flowing. At an

other time a baby fell into a deep well,

and Isidro rescued it by commanding the

water to rise and deliver up the drowning

Naturally enough, Isidro had a

very pious wife, who also worked mir

acles, and a church stands not far from

the place where she was wont to spread

her mantle on the Manzanares River and
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pass over dry shod to a shrine where she

liked to worship.

Madrid could not well refrain from

celebrating the festival of a saint so well

connected and so amply provided with

all the leading virtues; and the popula

tion gives itself up to unrestrained joy

until the epoch has passed. On the

morning of May fifteenth hundreds of

carriages, laden with merry excursion

EVENING AMUSEMENT IN A MADRID HOUSE.

ists, clatter out of the Puerta del Sol

down Toledo street, and away across

the Toledo bridge to the immense plain

where a fair is held. The beggars run

after them and shriek for aims in the

name of San Isidro. But every one who

has any money is too earnestly bent upon

losing it at play or in eating and drink

ing to give much thought to charity.

At night the militia and the civil guard
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bring back to Madrid a long procession

of the offenders arrested during the day

-—thieves, would-be assassins, actual

murderers, too boisterous revelers and

cheats-—all tied together with ropes in a

melancholy procession, and throw them

into jail, where they doubtless spend the

dark hours supplicating San Isidro. Per

haps they curse him: such things have

been known to happen. Once, upon a

San lsidro's day, the clouds sent down

torrents of rain. The merchants at the

fair, exasperated at this, rushed to the

Toledo bridge, upon which stands the

statue of the saint, and gave it a good

stoning. But the rain did not cease

until the next day. Other saints some

times receive similar treatment in Spain.

There is no epithet too vile to bestow

upon San Antonio if he allows a horse

to die after he has eaten grain blessed

by the priest, no matter how hopeless

the animal's malady may be.

Few Americans witness the Spanish

Carnival, but that of Madrid is far more

picturesque and interesting than are those

of Venice and Rome. The masquerad

ing is bolder, has but few restraints, and

is indulged in by all classes. Men, wo

men and children wear the most absurd

costumes and play the most fantastic

tricks. The streets are filled with groups

of dancing peasants and with carriages in

which the young ladies and gentlemen

of the nobility are so artfully disguised

that they cannot recognize each other.

" Cytherea's postman," clad in a costume

fabricated entirely with postage-stamps

of all countries, made his appearance

one year upon the Madrid streets in Car

nival-time distributing perfumed billets.

Toward the close of this frisky season

an absurd ceremonial, called “The Bu

rial of the Sardine," usually occurs. A

venerable donkey draws a creaking bier

above which a dead sardine is hung.

A crowd of maskers, dancing, shouting,

singing, follow the bier to a place chosen

for burial, where the little fish is interred

with much mock pomp, after which his

mourners dance for hours above his

grave. I have never discovered the

origin of this custom.

In the houses of the people of the

middle class during the whole Carnival

season reveling and dancing are the only

occupations. Sometimes, in passing by

an open door, one may see a group eager

ly watching the dancing of a young girl

mounted upon a huge table. As her

lithe figure sways to and fro beneath

the image of the Virgin which looks se

renely down from a dusty niche in the

wall, the excited people shout, clap their

hands and beat each other upon the

backs in pure joy. Now and then two

young men rush into deadly combat in

front of the very table on which the girl

is dancing, each angry with the other

because he has dared to compliment the

maiden freely.

The barbarity which even the kindliest

critic cannot fail to discover in the Span

ish character receives its most extraordi

nary illustration in the bull-fights in which

women do battle with the beasts. After the

season of the principal bull-fights is over,

a second series is inaugurated in Madrid,

and in this stout young Amazons take

the places of the hardy brutes who usu

ally play the matadors. These heroines

bind up their abundant hair with long

ribbons, and around their bodies wear a

wicker bottomless barrel, which protects

them against the more furious assaults

of the tormented animals. These wo

men, when dancing before the bulls and

inciting them to combat, look more like

turtles walking on their hind legs than

human beings. They are frequently

thrown high in air, and now and then

come crashing in their osier barrel down

upon the spectators. The animals chosen

for this minor series of combats are ordi

narily young, and their human torment

ors avoid killing them if possible. The

rings are frequently invaded by crowds

of amateurs who are provided with long

flexible poles, by the aid of which they

leap over the backs of the maddened

bulls that rush at them. A few years

since children were introduced in the

rings in combats with bull calves, in

which the poor little misguided human

creatures were sometimes crippled for

life by the calves, whose play was too

rough for them.

One day, when a Spaniard had no
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money, he heard that a bull-fight was to

take place in the afternoon in one of the

rings at Madrid. He went to a dentist

and sold two of his beautiful front teeth

for the pesrfa which he must pay for ad

mission. This will serve to illustrate the

madness of desire among the populace

for these spectacles. The toreadors who

risk themselves to please the people are

acclaimed in the most affectionate man

CATCHING \\'lLD BULLS FOR THE RING

ner on the streets. As one of them stands

in the centre of an arena, with the eyes

of ten thousand people glaring down

upon him, with ten thousand faces dis

torted with the rage for blood around

him, he fancies himself a hero. He

turns gracefully, poses, gesticulates, sa

-lutes ladies in the balconies, kisses his

hands to his especial friends. Before

the contest begins, an usher, clad in a
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black costume of the Middle Ages, ar

rives mounted on a superb Andalusian

horse, caracoles about the ring, and final- ‘

ly, pausing before the box of the govern

or, takes off his hat with dainty flourish t

and asks that the keys of the enclosure

in which the bulls are kept be handed

to him. Then ensues a procession of rs

/mdos, of éanderil/0.t, of car/zeleros and

of pzkadores. These various tormentors

are clad in elegant garments which ex

hibit the admirable suppleness of their

muscular forms. The picadores are arm

ed with pikes and are mounted upon

horses. At a given signal the usher re

tires, the gates are opened and the bull

bounds into the ring. He shakes his

noble head, flourishes his broad horns I

and rushes at the horses. The picadores

push him back with their pikes, but the

poor horses are often fearfully gored.

The foreign spectator gazing at one of

these barbarous fights finds himself in

stinctively wishing that the bull may kill

a man each time he charges, and that

the unoffending horses may escape in

jury. But not so with the Spanish public.

it roars with joy when a horse is dise1n

boweled. It beats upon the railings with

frenzy when a picador and his steed are

thrown into the air. It menaces, foams

at the lips, imprecates. insults when either

man or beast shows any faltering or cow

ardice. The women's eyes gleam with

delight when the battle is bloody and

disastrous to both sides. The bull pauses

confounded as he sees red, blue, green,

yellow cloths shaken at him from all

sides; the banderillos fill his shoulders

and neck with iron harpoons and flaming

darts, which excite the beast to the wild

est transports of rage: he bellows, he

moans, he hurls himself to the ground,

he rises again, and he sees before him,

kneeling upon one knee with a cape

wound about one hand and a sword in

the other, the impassible figure of the

toreador, who is intent upon killing him.

He plunges upon this new enemy: the

man steps aside with the quickness of

thought and wounds the passingr bull

with his sharp sword. This manuauvre

is repeated many times. At last the gov

ernor announces his permission to kill

the bull. Then the man with the sword

stands firm, and awaits the animal as he

makes a new sally: the keen weapon

flashes between the horns and is driv

en into the nape, and the beast falls as

if struck by lightning. The populace

shriek and applaud: the Anglo- Saxon

spectator goes away sick at heart, and

anxious to see a wild bull suddenly rush

into the street and fatally gore a dozen

men and women, thus avenging the bar

baric and useless slaughter of his kind.

We are told that the bull-fighters are

extremely pious, and that they pray be

fore shrines for hours before entering

the arena. This mode of preparation is

taking unfair advantage of the bull.

Once in a .\ladrid ring a bull was

matched against a lion, a tiger and a

score of ferocious dogs. The lion began

the assault. He sprang for the bull, but

received such a shock from the creature's

mighty head that he rolled on the sand.

Second effort, the same lack of success.

The lion then sat down on his haunches,

looking very much ashamed of himself.

The tiger and the dogs retreated into

corners, and contented themselves with

growling. They were left in the ring at

night. The next morning the animals

were found in the same position, and the

bull remained master of the situation un

i til he was released.

At another time a formidable bull was

matched against a colossal elephant. The

hull made but one attack: the elephant

threw him thirty feet, then rushed upon

him and stamped him to death. The

spectators were frightened, and hun

dreds fled from their seats into the open

air.

Herds of wild bulls roam over the

plains and mountains in the vicinity

of Madrid, and every week a dozen or

twenty stout victims are brought down

to the capital and trained for the sacrifice.

The adventurous fellows who secure these

ferocious animals for the delectation of

the populace are called ganaderos. Once

in a while one or two of them are brought

back to Madrid with their limbs and

heads broken, either by some assault of

the bulls or by blows from clubs in the

hands of enraged villagers, who object
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to having the animals driven through |

the limits of their hamlets. The gana

dero, mounted on his beautiful Andalu

sian steed and dressed in hose of leath

er and doublet profusely garnished with

triple rows of metal buttons, is an impos

ing and curious figure. He has at his

tongue's end many a story of hairbreadth

escapes from whole herds of bulls. In the

Guadarrama range of mountains these

ganaderos acquire, as shepherds and

'bullwhackers" from earliest boyhood,

the peculiar training necessary for their

dangerous career.

At Valencia, as at Barcelona and To- l

THE PASSlON-PLAY.

ledo, religious mystery-plays and proces

sions form one of the chief amusements

of the populace. In the principal thea

tre of Valencia 77:: Passzbn qf C‘/lrisl is

annually performed: the spectacle is re
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peated nightly for a fortnight in years

when the old city of the Cid is not dis

turbed by riot or revolution. For hours

before the play is to begin the square

in front of the theatre is crowded with

people from the neighboring mountains.

The mountaineers, with their blankets

on their backs, their arms naked to their

shoulders, their girdles filled with knives

and their long rifles strapped upon their

backs, quarrel with each other for places

nearest the entrance. The women cook

the supper for their families over little

fires built in the streets: hundreds of

persons bring rude mattresses with them

and sleep in the open air after the per

formance is finished.

The Passion combines reverential treat

ment of sacred subjects and common

place dramatic effects in the most pecu

liar manner. The curtain rises on a

scene loaded with Arabic decorations.

Magdalene is disclosed combing her

long tresses, looking at herself in a sil

ver mirror and soliloquizing upon her

affection for the Saviour. Suddenly Ju

das enters, and tells her of his love for

her: she repulses him, in the most igno

minious fashion. Judas, furious, leaves

her, crying out that he will have revenge.

At this point a few of the naive specta

tors generally warn Judas to beware or

they will inflict summary punishment

upon him. The scene changes. The Sa

riour is seen bidding His mother adieu.

Mary is overcome by a presentiment of

doom, and urges Him to remain with

her. But the curtain at the back of the

stage opens, and discloses a purgatory

filled with choristers representing the

spirits of the condemned bewailing their

sad fate. “Mother, these souls suffer un

utterable anguish," are the words of the

Saviour: "I must deliver them."

All the phases of the divine passion

succeed in regular order, and are often

portrayed with rough realistic vigor. The

“ flagellation “ is sometimes so alarming

ly real in appearance that the mountain

eers in the audience menace with death

those who ply the scourges. So serious

and reverent are the lookers-on that they

refuse to be startled from their equanim

ity even when they see Saint John at the

wings with a slouch hat on to protect his

head from draughts of air, or when they

are told that Magdalene rolls cigarettes

behind the scenes and chats with the dan

cing-girls. Occasionally, the most mon

strous absurdities occur upon the stage.

In the tableau of the "resurrection " one

evening the figure of the risen Redeem

er, as it passed through the air, toppled

over and hung head downward until the

person filling the role was nearly suffo

cated. This Passion had such an exci

table efi'ect upon the populace that the

bishops of Barcelona and Madrid for

bade its representation in their cities.

Old women often spat upon the ground

to express their rage when Judas ap

peared upon the scene, and if the poor

wretch’s identity were recognized on

the street any evening of the perform

ance, he ran the risk of being torn in

pieces.

The lower orders of Valencia are ter

rible in the expression of their malice,

frightfully persistent in their vengeances.

They are also heroic and noble in the

willingness with which they will sacrifice

themselves for their ideals. I have seen

the streets and public squares of Valen

cia bathed in the blood of her common

people who had rushed madly to the

fray because there were indications that

the Republic was to be taken away from

them. They have been at last awed

into temporary inaction by superior num

bers, but some day they will rise again.

They nourish the bitterest hatred for all

the machinery of personal and central

ized government, and for those who con

trol its movements. The people of Bar

celona are identical in sentiment with

those of Valencia. A few years since

they organized a savage pursuit of a

woman who was suspected of furnish

ing information to the secret political po

lice, and mobbed her through the streets

until she was covered with bruises and

blood. The wretched woman was com

pelled to take to thc housetops to save

her life.

On the festal day of San Vicente, pa

tron of Valencia, the tradesmen fomi long

processions in his honor, and the young

people of the upper ranks erect platfonns
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in the open air upon which tableaux show

ing the principal events in the life of the

holy man are given. Every hundredth

year witnesses one of the grandest fes

tivals of the Roman Catholic Church in

San Vicente's honor. All the marvels

of the ecclesiastical treasury are exhib

ited in the narrow Valencian streets.

Twelve stout fellows carry the cross,

which they are strictly enjoined not to

istwmtmi rféig-. . i

set down. If, overcome with fatigue,

they disobey this injunction, they are

heavily fined, and the cross belongs

thenceforth to the church upon whose

parish soil it falls. Gigantic figures of

 

_ A BARCELONIAN MOB PURSUING A VVOMAN.

Saint Christopher bearing the child Jesus

upon his shoulder, of Methuselah, and

of numerous other saints fill the ranks

L of this pageant.

In Estremadura and in various neigh
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boring provinces the mystery-plays are

conducted by the priests in the open air,

and often last for entire days. But the

coming generation will probably know

them no more.

An execution in Spain is preceded by

many ceremonies which must be pecu

liarly agonizing to the criminal; yet it ‘

must be admitted that the garrote is, ‘

on the whole, far more humane than the

hangman's rope. The condem ned crim

inal is rarely subjected upon the scafibld

to those awful and barbarous delays, to

the bungling preparations for slaughter,

which frequently characterize the execu

tion of the supreme penalty of the law

in America. The Spanish executioner

turns a screw with one movement of his

powerful hand, and all is over. But the

poor wretch is compelled to pass through

three days of penitence before he mounts

the scaffold. ln a gloomy vault, sur

rounded with the emblems of the Cath

olic faith, he remains with a priest beside

him, reciting the customary prayers, to

which he is compelled to respond. Some

times the criminal gives way under the

frightful mental torture, and is obliged to

take to his bed, from which he is drag

ged at the appointed hour to the place

of punishment. On the morning of an

execution the commissioners of the So

ciety of Charity of the locality in which

the crime has been committed prepare

the victim for his last journey. If a wo

man is to be executed, a curious spec

tacle is presented--that of the ladies of

the nobility with their own hands pre

paring the criminal for the executioner's

hands. The charitable societies also

agree to care for and to give a certain

amount of education to the children of

the father or mother executed for a cap

ital crime. When the prisoner is ready

to set out for the scaffold, he is presented

to his executioner. This functionary kisses

his hands, bids him a formal adieu and

begs him not to harbor any malice against

him. The criminal is then placed upon

a mule with his hands tied together, and

a little rustic cross is held where he can

see it. At the head of the sombre pro

cession march priests singing requiems

and holding up crucifixes; the charitable

societies come next; and behind them

appears the instrument of execution in

the midst of a detachment of cavalry.

It is a platform a little less than six feet

‘ high, accessible by a small staircase.

From its middle rises a tall post to which

is attached an iron collar, which by the

turn of an enormous vise can be brought

suddenly together so as to crush the neck

and to break the spinal column. The

criminal seats himself upon a stool in

front of the post: the executioner adjusts

the collar, and before the assembled

people have time to note the expression

upon the face of the doomed one the

vise has done its work: the head leans

slightly forward. The priests continue

their chants while the crowd disperses.

The body remains exposed upon the

scaffold until sundown, when it is placed

in an open coflin, upon each end of

which are painted skulls and crossbones,

and is carried to the hospital, whither it

is generally escorted by a rabble of old

women muttering prayers and flourish

ing candles of yellow wax in their skinny

hands.

If the sovereign passes by the scaffold

just as the execution is about to take

place, one of the members of the So

ciety of Charity kneels before him, pre

sents him the cross and begs for the

pardon of the criminal. It is never re

fused. But Spanish monarchs of the

present day take pains not to walk

abroad when an execution is to occur

in the capital.

There is an instance upon record of a

lack of skill on the part of a Spanish ex

ecutioner which is very remarkable. lt

occurred in January, 1873. The garrot

ing machine to which a notorious crim

inal had been attached was new and the

vise refused to do its office. After the

first effort the criminal shook his head

mournfully, and turned to look at the

executioner. A loud shout of mingled

horror and exultation rose from the as

semblage in front ‘of the scaffold. But

the executioner coolly took a knife, whit

tled the post, and arranged the collar for

some minutes, settled it anew upon the

criminal's neck, and the second trial

succeeded. The people were greatly ex
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cited, and announced their belief that the tions of Spain. Obstinacy and self-will

culprit should have been pardoned after are marked characteristics of the people:

the first unsuccessful trial. it is said of an Aragonese that if he should

The proud province of Aragon is one take a fancy to batter down a wall with

of the most attractive and peculiar sec- his head, he would keep at his work un

AFTER AN EXECUTION IN SPAIN.

til he had made a breach or broken his ‘ When afiairs at Madrid in 1869 did not

skull. The bravery of the men is world- i progress to the liking of the Aragonese,

famed. The passions are quick in Ara- [ a band of bravos sallied out from Sara

gon, as well as unreasoning and im- l gossa with the avowed determination of

perious. Assassinations are numerous. l cutting the throats of all the government
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officials in the capital.

too enthusiastic revolutionists were dis

persed by superior forces before they

had gone far.

Saragossa, with its splendid souvenirs

of constitutional liberty, is to-day a feeble

and apparently unresisting captive in the

hands of a boyish Bourbon. When it

was the capital of the kingdom of Ar

agon the people ruled their kings and

were jealous of oppression. To-day, the

gaudily-uniformed oflficers from the Al

fonsist court fill the barracks and stalk

proudly through the narrow streets, and ‘

the people never say them nay. The

town is old, decrepit, seems weary of the

world and anxious to be dissolved into

ruins. Perhaps it has a glorious future,

but at present there are no indications

of it. Here and there are a few hints of

modernism, such as a noble square, or a

public school, or a fine warehouse. But

these few innovations are forgotten as

soon as one plunges into the labyrinth

of small and dark streets, where over

hanging roofs seem whispering to each

other. Antonio, smoking his cigarette

on his balcony, may tumble the ashes

into the dinner-plate of his neighbor

tranquilly eating under his awning across

the way. The shops, save a few in one

wide street, are very primitive in their

character, and some are Oriental in their

destitution of modern furniture. Many

of the houses are so old that they are

propped up with large beams, and threat

en, even with such support, to fall ere

long. The cathedral of Our Lady of

the Pillar, one of the most celebrated

Catholic shrines in the world, has re

cently shown signs of crumbling, and

many devotees nearly died of fear when

it threatened to fall during the heavy

cannonading in the revolution of 1869.

All the inhabitants who believe in the

priesthood believe also that the cathe

dral was founded only forty years after

the beginning of our Christian era. The

old legend is preserved in the following

words: "And Jesus said, My dearly be

loved mother, I wish you to go to Sara

gossa and order Saint James (Santiago)

to erect a temple in your honor, where

you shall be invoked for all time to

Happily, these ' come." Saint James is supposed to have

accomplished his divinely-imposed duty

before making his famous pilgrimage to

Jerusalem, and the church has grown

to mammoth proportions from the little

chapel and the pillar on which the Vir

gin's figure was raised so many centuries

ago. The dark-eyed women. as well

as all the lame and dirty old beggars

of Saragossa, daily kiss the little frag

ment, said to be the only remnant of the

old pillar, now fixed in the cathedral

wall.

Near the church, and also in the imme

diate vicinity of one of the ancient pictu

resque gates of the city, a terrible fight

took place in the revolution eight years

ago. A curé who had, strangely enough,

been suspected of sympathy with the re

publicans for some time, threw open his

house to them when the struggle with the

government troops came on, and from

his windows they kept up a dreadfully

oppressive fire upon the soldiers. The

regulars, withdrawing a little toward the

bank of the adjacent stream, placed two

cannon in range and blew to pieces both

the priest's house and its occupants. Be

fore they had succeeded in this, however,

they lost several comrades and their

commanding general. The blood of the

latter still reddened the stones when I

visited the place in October, I869. The

Aragonese were wonderfully brave on

this occasion. Six men, with no arms

but long knives, kept at bay thirty sol

diers for many hours at the entrance of

one of the little streets. An Aragonese

who should come out unwounded from

such a battle would be a coward in the

estimation of all others of his race.

The village-folk in Aragon are rough,

but honest and reasonably hospitable.

They are fond of festivals, of the dance,

of feasting and of primitive processions.

At the country fairs men and women

climb greased poles in pursuit of the

booty secured at the tops, and laugh

uproariously when an incautious victim

loses his or her grip and tumbles head

long to the ground. A vein of savage

cruelty underlies all their sports.

After a journey through Spain, and

some experiences of the degradation and
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generation. But it will come: the Re

public, so sighed for, so fought for, and

ignorance of many of her people, one

is almost tempted to despair of her re

A VILLAGE Fl€S'l‘lVAL' IN ARAGUN.

so bravely died for by thousands, will be of lawlessness, will be forgotten in pres

finally established. The darkness of the ence of the light of a new and glorious

centuries of intolerance, of oppression, I dawn. EDWARD KING.
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OUR FLOOR OF FIRE.

CONCLUDING PAPER

IZALCO.

EFORE considering the embryology

of fire-mountains, let us begin with

their birth. This was formerly provoc

ative of disputes not unworthy in their

ardor of the fiery theme. The theory of

"craters of elevation," or the lifting of a

great mountain bodily by subterranean

force in the form of a gigantic vesicle

or bubble, was asserted and defended by

no less authority than that of Von Buch

and Alexander von Humboldt. It was

opposed by Lyell, Poulett-Scrope and the

great majority of modern geologists. Von

Buch, the father of the theory, based it

chiefly on his observations in the Canary

Islands. One of them especially, Palma,

seemed to offer support to it by the shape

in which the mountain was projected

ab we the level of the sea. From all the

coasts of the island the ground rises grad

ually toward the centre, attaining a height,

at the rim of the hollow interior, of over

five thousand feet. The depth of the

central basin is nearly as great. At one

point it is cut through by a ravine which

opens a passage to the sea. Along this

furrow, called the Barranca de las An

gustias, the almost perpendicular inside

walls of the great crater continue them

selves at a diminishing elevation. The

external slope, much gentler, is studded

with cones of scoriaz, many of them hav

ing miniature craters which formerly sent

forth lava.

Von Buch conceived that the layers of

volcanic matter which compose the isl

and, and are now tilted toward a com

mon centre, lay originally in a horizon



1817-]
'53

OUR FLOOR OF FIRE.

tal position at the bottom of the sea.

Raised thence, the hollow summit, after

enduring the strain to a certain point,

fell in, and left the immense cavity now

occupying its place. To subsequent ac

cretions by ejection he allows but little

effect in swelling the mass of the island.

Finding in the centre of the reversed and

fallen cone the point of least resistance,

the forces beneath effected there a new

outlet, and formed a crater of eruption,

the matters expelled from which grad

ually filled the cavity and raised them

selves above it. Hence the familiar spec

tacle of an active cone rising in the cen

tre of an amphitheatre. Barren Island,

BARREN

surface of fifteen, or even at Mauna Loa

of twenty-four, degrees slope. At Lanze

rote, in the eruption of l7§O—56, a stream

of basaltic lava formed a layer from two

to four feet thick on a grade of thirty

degrees. The sharply-drawn furrows

at Palma, supposed by Von Buch to be

crevices opened in the process of eleva

tion, are wider at bottom than top, con

trary to the shape required by such an

origin.

According to the view of the opposite

party, a cotfiparatively slight opening,

like the fissures through which water

passes down, having been effected in ‘

the crust of the globe, ashes and melted

stone, simultaneously or in various shades

of alternation, are projected in volumes

which in the course of time build up the 1 of water or lava from the cavity.

Vo|.. XlX -10

in the Bay of Bengal, offers a clear illus

tration. The Somma, or ancient wall

which encloses Vesuvius, and a similar

erection which has been traced around

'['enerifi"e, suggest themselves among

many others we could cite. Volcano,

represented in these pages in profile and

in plan, has a secondary crater on the

exterior circuit.

Another argument in favor of this view

was based on the assumed impossibility

of lava coming to a stand upon an in

clination of more than six degrees to the

horizon. Observations are, however, nu

merous and positive of its having arrest

ed its progress and formed sheets upon a
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volcano, with no great local disturbance

of the penetrated strata. The canal or

vertical pipe, inconsiderable it may be

at first, enlarges its dimensions—like

that, for instance, of Vesuvius, which

was widened to a diameter of one thou

sand feet by the explosions of fifteen

days. The ejected matter rolls back

into the enlarged funnel, and thus, aid

ed by the secular sinking of the exhaust

ed focus beneath. forms a vast cavity,

sometimes miles across. The showers

and currents which reach the scarp are

subject only to the influence of gravity

and the rains. Thus, their thickness

increases. The apparent height of the

enceinte is enhanced also by the break

ing through, generally at a single point,

The



‘I54 [Fen.OUR FLOOR OF FIRE.

degradation thus caused often forms pen

insulas in the sea and corresponding de

posits on land. In the Pacific are many

hollow islands like Palma, with the floor

more depressed, so as to lie under water.

One of this character furnished a refuge

two or three years ago to the water-log

ged transport Mega-:ra and her crew. lf

we draw a horizontal line across the low

est point of the crater of Orizaba, we have
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one of these islands ICPI'OdUCCd and their

formation illustrated.

Upon the perpendicular walls of the

tremendous seam called the Val del

Bove, three thousand feet deep, the an

atomy of Etna is depicted. lt presents

a succession of inclined beds of lava,

tufa and scoriae, cut through by dykes

or narrow injected clefts, which traverse

them nearly at right angles. Such fis

sures, we may remark here, are the

channels into which pass, either origin

ally or after the decomposition of their

first contents, the sublimations which

leave metallic ores.

It is a fair presumption, were there no

facts to justify other than a presumption,

that the great volcanoes are born like the

little ones—like I/zeir little Ones, for we

adverted in a former article to the sec

ondary cones which are ejected from the

flanks of the primary. They are fre

quent attendants upon cataclysms in all

volcanic regions. Two small mountains

called Monte Rossi were formed in a fort

night on the side of Etna in 1669, the

ejected cinders covering a space of two

miles. These are members of a large

family that flourishes around the same

hearth. It numbers about eighty at

present, but is liable to change from the

VOl.(‘./\l\‘ELl)O.

diseases which afflict infancy. Many are

swept off in early childhood, while others

grow up through a ]'¢-unesse orageusc, and

finally fill the place of their enfeebled

parent in the active world.

But the study of nascent volcanoes

is not limited to specimens like these.

Hills of greater size and in detached

localities have erected themselves before

the eyes of modern observers, and add

ed to the long list sent down by their

predecessors. The Chinese and Japan

ese records note occurrences of the kind.

Aristotle tells us of a submarine eruption

in his day. Strabo describes a flaming

mountain that sprang up in a night, and

made the sea boil to a distance of five

furlongs. Ovid speaks with the scientif

ic precision to be expected from a poet

of his stamp of a like apparition on the

promontory of Methone.

We shall refer to events not depend

ent for their authenticity on Mongol

chroniclers or Roman poets. On a Sep

tember afternoon in 153’ the sea sud

denly backed a thousand yards from the

Neapolitan coast under Monte Barbaro.

Next morning the earth sank in the place

afterward occupied by the crater. \Va

ter flowed from the spot, at first cold.

but afterward tepid, with a strong odor
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of sulphur. Toward noon, the sea, which

had lowered its level twelve yards since

morning, rose again, and at the same

moment a crater opened near Lake

Avernus, hard by, and ejected smoke,

flame, cinders, stones and mud with the

noise of cannon. The air was black

with ashes and scorize, and in four days

they had built up in the valley between

the lake and Monte Barbaro a hill near

ly as high as the latter, and three miles

in circumference. The eruption began

on the 29th, and four days after, the 3d

of October, it was possible to climb the

‘ hill, three thousand feet high. The work

had been done, however, in forty-eight

hours. That the blister theory gets small

comfort from Monte Nuovo is clear from

the fact that the columns of the ancient

temple of Apollo at the base of the moun

tain maintained their perpendicular. A re

sult, either of the immediate outburst or

of the earthquakes which had afflicted

the neighborhood for two years previous
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ly, was an upheaval of the adjacent shore

to an extent of thirty-six feet, as a de

posit of recent shells at that elevation

indicates. This is a rise utterly trivial

by the side of that attained by the moun

tain, and it appears to have been but one

of several oscillations experienced on the

same shores within the Christian era, as

Lyell has pointed out in his remarks on

the so-called temple of Serapis.

.\lonte Nuovo has been idle since the

year of its birth, only a little smoke rep

resenting the once formidable life that

filled its crater. But it may revive at

any time, as perhaps even may, after a

far longer period of repose, its classic

neighbors, Lucinus, Acheron, Avernus,

and a host of others silent for many cen

turies, but still breathing heavily, and

sometimes stertorously. From 1500 to

1631 A. 1). the crater of Vesuvius was as

placid and pastoral as when Spartacus,

the Roman Robin Hood, pranked it there

gayly with his merry men in dells dense

and fragrant with ilex and myrtle.

It was on the 29th of September, two

hundred and twenty-one years later, and

on the opposite side of the Atlantic, that

Jorullo saw the light. It rose, and stands,

fifteen hundred feet above the plain, thirty

leagues from the coast and more than

forty from any other volcano. The ba

saltic rocks of the neighboring moun

tains, however, indicate an ancient seat

of volcanic activity. This apart, its iso

lation from the ordinary sources of irrita

tion is, as compared with 1\/Ionte Nuovo,

complete. Jorullo rose so suddenly that

the first warning was the discovery of

ashes on the hats of peons at work on

the spot. These infernal snowflakes,

“soft and mute," preceded the tempest.
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It burst in all its fury by the time the na

tives had fled to the hills.

Jorullo appears to have burned for

about a year, and to have ejected in that

time four sheets of lava, and covered a

tract four miles square, thenceforward

known, from its utter desolation, as the

1
Malpays, or Bad Lands. It, with tive

other cones reared at the same time,

and somewhat less in height, emits in

our day only a little smoke. The plain

around it is nevertheless covered with

jets of smoke and vapor from thousands

of little fumaroles three or four feet

MONTE NUOVO.

high, styled by the inhabitants /rami/as,

or ovens. This lava-strewn plateau was

thought by Humboldt to have been rais

ed five hundred feet above the surround

ing level at the instant of _Iorullo‘s ap

pearance or just before it; but modern

explorers agree in the opinion that what

elevation exists is due to emissions of

lava. It does not exceed a fourth of the

distance from the original surface to the

summit of the new mountain, nor does

it amount in bulk to a greater mass than

that repeatedly ejected at a single erup

tion elsewhere.

lzalco, in San Salvador, is ten years

younger than jorullo. Its birthday was

the 25th of February, 1770. It came up

through a farm, the occupants of which

had for some months been disturbed by

subterranean shocks and noises. The

earth opened half a mile from the stead

ing, and sent out lava and smoke. No

tumescence is mentioned. It could not

possibly have been great enough to give

any countenance to the bubble theory,

or the hacienderos would have been ab

ruptly poured off the sides of their unfor

tunate plantation. They had no care

but to get out of the way of the cinders,

which were borne by the wind eighteen

miles.

Unlike the two others, lzalco did not

exhaust itself with a single effort. It

continued, and still continues, to rage
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and to increase in height. It has attain

ed the stature of Vesuvius, and there is

no reason why it should not, in the re

mote future that shall make our age geo

logic, rank with the existing giants of the

Cordilleras, created doubtless in substan

tially the same way.

It is barely a quarter of a century since

Central America was further enriched

with a new volcano. Mr. George Squier

 

witnessed the occurrence. and describes

in his lively way an ascent he soon after

made to the cone. The volcano was a

lusty infant, but ceased to breathe before

the neighboring clergy could follow their

custom of blessing and baptizing it. All

the Nicaraguan volcanoes were thus

Christianized soon after the Conquest,

with the exception of one fiery heathen

who never sent back the deputation of

JULIA ISLAND.

monks commissioned to plant the cross ‘

upon his crest. Unregenerate Momo

tombo still speaks in the old thunder to

the strange idols of stone that stare up

at him from the woods below.

Religious honors were likewise accord

ed to islets of volcanic origin in the Med

iterranean. Delos and Rhodes the clas

sic historians and naturalists could report

only on the strength of tradition as hav

ing suddenly sprung from the waves.

To the birth of others, as TheraI The

raica, Hiera and Thin, they were able '

to aflix known dates. Their accounts

have been verified by modern geologists,

who trace the eruptive rocks in all these

islands. Collateral evidence has been

furnished by the actual elevation of ad

ditional islands in the same sea, and out

of the substance of the ancient ones,

within the Christian era.

In A. D. 726, Hiera and Thia were

blended by a new eruption into one isl

and. This, now called Great Kai'meni,

was enlarged in I573 by the accession

from the same source of a fire-blacken

ed rock styled Little Kaimeni; and in

1707-12, New Kaimeni, two thousand

yards across and two hundred feet high,

was added to the group. In 1866 this

persistent focus was again convulsed.

New Kalmeni was enlarged by a prom

ontory two hundred feet long at one

point, and a projection of nearly equal

dimensions at another part of the coast.

During this eruption an incandescent

rock set fire to a vessel and killed the

captain.

Elevation and depression were alike

traits of these convulsions. The new

islands rose and fell several times be

fore establishing a firm submarine foun

dation, and their elder neighbors sufl'er

ed at some points a lowering of their lev_

el. The road of Santorin, in which they

lie, may be accounted the mother-crater.
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Meanwhile, far west of the Cyclades,

Etna was giving signs of a propensity for

annexation. In July, 1831, in the open

sea offthe harbor ofSciacca, on the south

western coast of Sicily, the skipper of a

Sicilian brig was astonished by the spec

tacle of a wave that swelled to a height

of eighty feet, and when it subsided gave

way to a dense column of smoke. This

happened several times, at intervals of

 

EXTINCI‘ CRATERS IN AUVERGNE.

fifteen or twenty minutes. Scoriae and

dead fish floated ashore in great quan

tities. In twelve days an islet had been

formed, crateriform in shape, and cap

ped with a sheaf of smoke and ashes two

thousand feet high. The greatest breadth

of the mound was eight hundred feet. Its

height was variable, but usually at the

extreme point sixty feet. The materials

ejected were too light to build a solid sub

stratum or resist the action of the waves.

Hence the short-lived island, with a flag

and a name—]ulia, Graham, Nerita, Fer

dinandea—for each month of its exist

ence, had in November disappeared. On

the 25th of December the sounding-line

showed twenty-four fathoms on its site.

Etna's first outlying colony was a failure.

The island of Sabrina, in the Azores,

had a longer lease of life—from 1811 to

I822. That ofJohanna Bogaslawa, in the

Aleutian Archipelego, has passed three

score and ten, but shows plain marks of

age and portents of dissolution. Like

Sabrina and Julia, the hyperborean re

cruit was rickety from the cradle. His

bony framework was defective and de

ficient. The softer tissues predominated;

and as neither men nor volcanoes can

live like jelly-fish, he must perforce suc

cumb. He lacked the stamina of the

Grecian striplings, the lusty sprouts of

Olympus.

From the young and the effete let us

pass to those which may be safely de

clared, lifeless. Italy contains a number

of them, as we have before intimated.

Mont Albano overlooks Rome and the

Campagna. lts lavas have overflowed

the tufa ejected from many craters on

the latter plain, and furnishing the Eter

nal City itself with both its natural and

its artificial foundations. At Baccano is

found another large extinct crater.

The traces of superficial volcanic ac

tion, perfectly apparent to the tourist

of to-day in Germany, Hungary, Spain,

Greece and its islands, were not detect

ed, or certainly not openly recognized,

before the beginning of the present cen

tury. Lyell has made us familiar with

the beautifully-marked groups of craters

in Catalonia and Auvergne. In the lat

ter are pointed out thirty-nine, besides

some others less unmistakably marked.

They all lie within a space of twenty-five
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or thirty miles. Lava, scoriaa, calcined I to shore," and the probability of their re

stones and soil of the character due to .

the disintegration of such materials leave

no doubt of the forces which have once

been at work, even were the conforma

tion of the country such as to admit of

question on that point. The most cur

sory reader who glances at the engraving

of the beautiful Lake Pavin, slumbering

at the foot of Mont Dialme in its cradle

railed in with basalt, must pronounce its

basin a duplicate of those of Etna and

Kilauea. “ its fires are out from shore

‘ curred last year.

kindling may be postponed at least to

sotne remote period in the future when

the continent shall have been remodeled.

They have been extinguished from the

Pliocene period, and deposits containing

the bones of the hippopotamus, tapir, etc.

interleave with their latest lava-beds.

Yet these beds, one of them thirteen

miles long, are as fresh-looking in their

texture as though the eruption had oc

The surface of the

country, in its relations to the sea-level.

LAKE PAVIN.

has not been materially changed. The

region was then, as now, inland, and the

volcanic outbursts sub-aerial.

Very different in the conditions of for

mation are the traces of the same force

we encounter in Staffa and on the coast

of Antrim. The famous causeway and

cave were shaped at the bottom of the

sea, and the lava, crystallized into col

umns, subsequently upheaved by a move

ment extending over a wide area, and

acting so smoothly and uniformly as to

cause little or no disruption. The pillars

are as erect as when the whale swam

above them. A reproduction on land

of Fingal‘s retreat is seen in the Cheese

Grotto near Coblentz. The basalt there

flowed from a height on which craters

are traceable to-day. Beds of the same

rock in the Bay of Trezza, illustrated in

these pages, carry us back to the sea,

and lead us south toward another island

of volcanic origin, not dependent on tra

dition or fable for association with giants.

but trodden within living memory by a

mightier than Fingal. For Napoleon,
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square miles the United States can claim

but two active volcanoes-St. Helen's, a

fellow-picket, far removed, of Jorullo on

the line of the Cordilleras, and its file

closer on the north, St. Elias, a twin in

height of Orizaba. Pre-historic craters

are nearly as rare.

chief one we have to cite, that of Mount’

labors of the coral-insect in erecting is

lands upon their slowly-sinking walls, it

is obvious that the ocean must conceal a

vastly greater number of effete craters

than are discoverable on land. This re

sults not only from the superficial excess

of the sea over the continents, but from

its greater depth as compared with the

average elevation of the land. Very few

volcanoes are as high as the average,

and none so high as the extreme, depth

of the sea. Judging from the number of

submarine outbursts observed during the

past few centuries, immensely numerous

must be those which have occurred since

the land upon the face of the globe as

sumed or approached its actual configu

ration. The depth below the new islets.

Oddly enough, the ‘

I,

1

\

Shasta near the California and Oi'e;;on

line, has associated itself with the single

military event which the meagre annals

of our Pacific coast have contributed to

history.

Taking no note of the extinct volcanoes

of the Pacific, many of which would be

invisible and unknown to us but for the

abortive or complete, is but a fraction of

the prevailing depth of the ocean. Many

must, within a few generations, have fail

ed to reach the surface. and others still

may have sent to it smoke and ashes un

seen from ship or shore. All have left a

‘ foundation-platform of trap or granite to

rise to light, perhaps. in the future, when

the points of eruption now above ground

shall have descended in turn.

Until the system of soundings now in

its infancy shall present us with better

profile maps of the floor of the ocean,

the eruptive centres there concealed will

refuse us their assistance in arriving at

definite conclusions based on the distri

bution of volcanoes and the tracing of

lines of disturbance. \N'e must be con
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of the volcanoes in action are found in

islands. With very few exceptions the

others are all within a few leagues of the

sea or of large bodies of water. The

tent with deductions based on the known '

minority.

Two-thirds—after one estimate 155 out ‘

of 225, and by another 190 out of 270- I

 

CRATER OF TENERIFFE.

same proportion holds among those which ;

appear to be temporarily at rest, or have

been so since geologic times. The latter,

when found far inland, are attended by

vestiges of ancient lakes or shore-lines.

The craters of Auvergne and the Eifel

adjoin broad basins long since filled up

with fossiliferous deposits. ln Central

Asia the gas-springs fortify the testimony

of the landlocked seas that the Caspian,

the Aral and a chain of smaller salt lakes

were once connected with each other and

with the Northern Ocean. The solitary

eruptive demonstration the United States

east of the Rocky Mountains has been

favored with since tradition began, and

since long before, was that at New Mad

rid in 181i. Mud and water are said to

have been thrown as high as the trees,

but sulphurous exhalations are not proved

to have been emitted, nor were other in

dications of igneous activity noted. If

this immediate cause did exist, it was

doubtless due to irritation from surface

water in the Mississippi or its swamps

passing through old cavities in the strata

or new ones formed by convulsions of

the earth connected with the great earth

quake of Caracas. More probably the

absorption and ejection of water, as shown

in the rising and sinking of shallow lakes,

was a result of the earthquake passing

along a long-cooled subterranean duct,

and in no way connected with local ig

neous action.

The eastern and northern coasts of the

Pacific are formed by a volcanic range,

as every schoolboy knows. Starting from

Tierra del Fuego, it passes through Mex

ico and our western limits to Behring

Strait. There, deflected south-westward

ly, it makes stepping-stones of the Aleu

tian cluster, and goes through Kamtchat

ka, japan and the Philippines to the Mo

luccas. There it divides—one branch

turning westward by Borneo, java and

Sumatra to Birmah, while a second

threads the New Hebrides and New

Zealand toward its culmination at the

South Pole in Mounts Erebus and Ter

ror, making a tolerably continuous oval.

Looking to the Atlantic, another system
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may be traced from Iceland past the '

Hebrides, the middle Rhine, Auvergne,

and the Apennines to Vesuvius, Etna

and the Grecian Archipelago. This line

may be connected with the other system

on the east by Ararat and the Thian

Shan, and to the west by Madeira, the

Azores, the Caribbees and Venezuela.

From this branch an offshoot skirts the

African coast in a line parallel with it,

and strikes, by way of Teneritfe, St. Paul

and St. Helena, toward the same objec

tive point at the South Pole.

Upheavals and depressions on a great

scale, and operating slowly over vast

areas, have made broad gaps in these

lines, and obliterated others formerly no

doubt quite as clearly marked. No one

of these rows of chimneys is at any time

continuous and synchronous in activity;

but the clefts supposed to underlie and

be tapped by them reveal their continu

ity frequently by sympathetic movements

involving points separated by thousands

of miles. Paroxysms in Hecla, Vesuvius

and Etna have more than once been pal

pably coincident. In I835, Coseguina in

Nicaragua, Corcovado and Aconcagua,

RUINS 0|-‘

burst into eruption on one and the same

day. The first and last are separated

by an interval of thirty-five hundred

miles. \/Vhat vehicle of communication

is it that travels with such velocity?

Sound would traverse the distance named

in about five hours. lt is on record that

Coseguina was heard at Bogota, eleven

hundred miles as the crow flies. The

atmosphere could not have accomplished

this. The reverberation must have been

i
l
l

l

I

LJSBUN.

conveyed along the crust of the earth

through the secret speaking-tube of the

fraternity. _The mere concussion may

have caused the explosions, by unsettling

the equilibrium of the slumbering forces,

much as the Strockr is summoned into

action by a pebble. \Nithout requiring

the existence of hollow cores to the moun

tain-ridges, we may justly assume a hori

zontal prolongation of such ducts as sup

ply active craters, or grooves which fa
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cilitate the passage of gases along certainlines.

The products of combustion must

have the means of reaching their definite

and permanent outlets. \Vhen any ofi

these are found to act in concert, the

conviction of their having a subterranean \

connection cannot be escaped. That

acute and systematic observer, Charles

Darwin, long ago made such a declara

tion, and facts to sustain it have since ac

cumulated.

When the gases rising from the molten
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interior lake seek egress, they force their ‘

way in a broad sheet through the space ,

between its surface and the under side of ‘

the incumbent shell, and the enormous

tension cannot fail to tell upon the in~ l

elastic crust. As a rule, the volume of

these fluids seems insufficient to pro

duce a serious tremor unless steam be

added to them by an influx of water.

Even then, the vibration they cause be

fore reaching the escape-valve is, even

in extreme cases, relatively very slight.

compare, when measured by the body

upon the surface of which it acts, with

the twitch of a horse's skin in shaking

off a fly. It is imperceptible to the eye

of those who experience it in an open

plain. Men and the lower animals are

seldom overthrown by the movement of

the soil. Their injuries are due to the fall

l

The most terrible earthquake does not

ing of walls, and less frequently to the

sudden opening of crevices in the soil.

These disruptions, a few feet across,

dwindle to an infinitely small disloca

tion as they sink toward the centre of

disturbance. Usually, the shocks last but

a few moments, room for expansion into

sea or air having been found by the im

prisoned vapor.

they are repeated during days, and even

months. The destructive earthquake

which warned the Pompeians of their

approaching doom, and gave them a

foretaste of it, preceded the eruption six

years. Of the prolonged series of shocks

heralding other outbreaks. and those

especially of new volcanoes, we have

heretofore made mention.

Slight as the oscillation may be, it

never fails to terrify all who feel it. No

one ever gets broken in to earthquakes.

Sometimes, however, -
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They sap the fundamental belief of all.

Men who have faith in nothing else be

lieve in the solidity of the ground they

stand on. To doubt it never occurs to

them. It possesses them even in their

sleep; so that when, in the dead of

night, the whole foundation of things

reels beneath them for an instant, and

to the extent of an inch or two, horror,

unconscious in inception and uncontrol

lable in course, snatches them from their

beds and sets them, staring awake, face

to face with the end of all things. The

beasts of the field show as unmistakable

afi‘right, for they too have their basal be

liefs. Stricken dumb or bellowing with

terror, they contribute to the general

effect of the situation. They are seized
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upon by artists who undertake to depict

such scenes as powerful accessories, lit

tle as the actual spectators are apt to

trouble themselves about what becomes

of the brutes. In fact, an earthquake, un

_less of such violence as to throw down

buildings, or experienced so near the

shore as to display the advance and

recession of a billow, is not a spectacle.

It does not address the eye. A voyager

in a balloon, looking down upon the spot,

would be at a loss to comprehend the

cries and the rushing to and fro of the

people.

The South and Central Americans

have become by long usage connois

seurs-—th0ugh never amateurs-—-in earth- E

quakes. They classify them into varie

,of the cannonade."

ties. The name of temb/or they give to

a moderate shudder, with sounds like

those habitual in the immediate neigh

borhood of volcanoes. The noise re

sembles the rattle of a distant skirmish,

interspersed with the mufiled “diapason

Some tiles may fall

and some glasses be shattered. Beyond

such disasters the damage is nil. Such

movements wander occasionally far be

yond the regular theatre of convulsion.

In these excursions they appear to be

the sequelae, or more properly the dilute

effect, of the severer species, named by

the Spanish Americans lerramolos, the

visitants from below so fraught with hu

man misery and suffering.

In their intensest efforts the shocks
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act in a vertical, horizontal or gyratory

direction. The first is sometimes so

sharp as to raise objects clear of the

ground. At Riobamba, in I797, “les

cadavres d’un grande nombre d'habi

tants furent lancés sur une colline haute

de plusieurs centaines de pieds, et située

au deli! du ruisseau de Suican." Thus

Boscovich. \Ve are afraid to translate

his statement. He follows Humboldt.

The Spanish province of Murcia was

visited by a projicient thrust of this kind

on the 21st of March, I829, but we can

not believe that the thirty-five hundred

houses then and there destroyed were

tossed bodily into the air. Hamilton is

more circumstantial in describing the

convulsion of Calabria in 1783. The

mountains, he says, rose and fell : "some

houses were transported without material

injury to more elevated situations, and

others were torn from their foundations

and overset. Some of the inhabitants

were abruptly lifted and deposited safe

VVELLS CAUSED BY l:'.AR'l"llQUAKES.

and sound on the adjacent heights, and

one woman who was up in a lemon tree

found herself deposited upon the ground

without the slightest damage" 1 Such

events are apt to enliven the rural imag

ination, as we infer from the remarkable

accounts brought over by the sturdy beg

gars whom an eruption of Etna frequent

ly throws across the Atlantic.

More puzzling and perilous than the

propulsive is the rotatory style of agita

tion. \Ve may well believe that notes

from calm and curious observers of this

phenomenon are not plentiful. The soil

is described as whirling like the surface

of coffee when stirred with a spoon. It

seems to be liquid. The land-waves may

be regular or irregular. The results of

both astonish, whether with ruin or the

inexplicable arrest of ruin. Cultivated

fields slide one over the other. In the

Calabrian earthquake above mention

ed the pedestals of two obelisks in front

of the church of St. Etienne del Bosco
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maintained their normal position, but the

capstones were twisted some inches upon

the centre. Still greater is said to have

been the wrench undergone by a tower in

Majorca in I85l. The base turned sixty

degrees upon its axis, while the upper

part stood firm.

The climax of these saltatory trans

ports of staid Mother Earth is attained

in the combination of all these move

ments. The result is but faintly shad

owed by our native representative of an

earthquake—-a steamboat explosion. At

Port Royal, Jamaica, in 1692, everything,

alive and inanimate, was thrown togeth

er pell-mell. The earth was like violent

ly-agitated water. Some of the people

are reported to have been thrown from

the centre of the town into the harbor,

where they retained presence of mind

and strength enough to swim ashore!

Humboldt was shown, when survey

ing the ruins of Riobamba, a spot where

lhe furniture of one house was extracted

from the ruins of another a considerable

distance off. The respective proprietors

preserved their bodily health sufficiently

to have the question of ownership settled

by a lawsuit. Fancy New York or Phila

delphia thus "thrown into hotch-p0tch,"

and the profits thence ensuing to the

lawyers!
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San Salvador, built upon a bank of

volcanic sand three or four hundred feet

thick, was destroyed in ten seconds on

the night of April 16, 1854. It had mem

ory of several serious shocks, but the

latest was half a century back, and the

inhabitants had gained confidence from

the immunity of two generations. To

slight innocuous movements, so frequent

as to gain for the city the sobriquet of

“the Hammock," they had become hab

ituated. The catastrophe was not unat

tended by premonitions in the shape

of heavy detonations and more de

cided agitations than usual, and

many of the people anticipated it by

taking up their quarters, some hours

previously, in the open plazas and

the patios of their dwellings. Hence

the comparatively slight loss of life.

A few of the older and more solid

ly-built houses stood, but none re

mained habitable.

Of numerous and equally disas

trous earthquakes in more recent

years, none have eclipsed in the

general mind that of Lisbon, No

vember ], I755. The attack and

instantaneous reduction of a Eu

ropean capital by a new and ter

rible invader made an impression

that will yet be long in dying out.

The accounts of eye-witnesses are

abundant and full. Even in our

day, a hundred and twenty years

later, new ones are discovered in

private letters written at the time,

and since buried in desks and chests.

Many English were in the city or

Prada was swallowed up with a crowd

who had sought safety upon it. For a

brief space of time the harbor was left

almost dry, but the water returned in a

billow fifty feet high, which swep’t many

walls left standing. Toward noon an

other shock, more feeble than its prede

cessors, closed the tragedy, which was not

confined to Lisbon. Oporto, Cadiz and

Madrid felt the shock at the same time,

almost to a minute. Other towns and

some of the loftiest mountains of the

on vessels in the Tagus who could

describe the event in its two aspects

on land and water.

In this case there was no warning. At

half-past nine in the morning a. tremen

dous noise was followed by a shock which

prostrated the most solid structures of

Lisbon in an instant. Some minutes

after the movement was renewed in a

kind likened to that of a chariot rolling

with extreme violence over a rugged sur

face. First and last, the terrible blow

occupied six minutes. The bed of the

river rose in several places to the level

of its waters, and the great quay of the

VOL. XIX ---xx
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l Peninsula experienced it with more or

less marked results, but it did not restrict

‘ iteslf to the bounds of Spain and Portu

i gal, nor was its severity by any means

I measured solely by distance from any

l supposed focus. The convulsion is esti

\ mated to have affected an area equal to

a twelfth part of the surface of the globe.

l Not only was all Europe shaken, but a

‘ part of America and North Africa. The

disturbance, however, was not simultane

ous over this extent. It distributed itself
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through some days. Turin and Milan

felt it seriously, the latter on the 1st of

November, and the former on the 9th.

In Brieg houses were overthrown. The

Lake of Neufchiitel overfiowed its banks.

The small Lake of Morat near it sank

twenty feet, and remained at the new

level. Vesuvius, in eruption at the time,

was suddenly silenced, and its column

of smoke reabsorbed into the crater.

Churches in Rotterdam were shaken ten

hours after the Lisbon shock. Lakes and

springs in many parts of Germany, Nor

way and Sweden were affected. A lit

toral wave swept the coasts of Western

Europe, rising eight or ten feet on the

coast of Cornwall, and doing great mis

chief there. The Scottish lakes rose three

feet. Tetuan, Tangiers, Fez, Mequinez

and other African towns approached Lis

bon in the completeness of their destruc

tion. At Mequinez a mountain opened

and discharged torrents of turbid water

—one of the escape-valves, possibly.

Vl/'estward across the Atlantic the vast

oscillation took its way. At Madeira the

sea rose fifteen feet. A billow twenty

feet high is said to have entered the har

bor of St. Martin's in the \/Vest Indies.

On the 18th of November the impulse

reached New England. In Boston chim

neys were overthrown or cracked, and

among the farms stone fences had the

like mishaps.

The shocks are social. They like com

panionship, and are wont to travel in

company. Yet they have a chief, re

sponsible, like other chiefs, for all the

mischief. The procession may last for

hours. days and months. At San Sal

vador, in 1856, 118 shocks were counted.

At Lisbon, after the decisive crash, the

earth did not wholly attain repose for two

months, and when Bile was overthrown

in 1356 the soil was in motion for a whole

year.

Periodicity has been averred to cha

racterize the recurrence of earthquakes,

but the proofs are few and feeble. Out

of so many recorded it would be strange

not to find coincidences going to sustain

such a view. Lima had :1 visitation on

the 17th of June in the years 1573 and

1678. Copiapo's period has been placed

at twenty-three years on the strength of

three returns. Syria and Southern Italy

are said to alternate with each other,

their orbits intersecting a ring of earth

quakes at equidistant points. The two

countries are said never to have been

convulsed at the same time. Extraor

dinary instances in the reverse direction

are furnished by the tremor which on the

16th of November, 1827, devastated Bo

gota, and shook less seriously the city of

Okhotsk in Siberia, nine thousand miles

distant, and by the convulsion of Jan

uary I9, 1850, simultaneous at Schuscha

in the Caucasus and in Italy, Chili and

California. The vibration here, however

caused, must have moved with the ve

locity of sound, and without interruption

from the subterranean dams alleged by

the dwellers on the Andes to stop at cer

tain points the transmission of shocks,

and called by them bridges.

The tread of the earthquake is not

stamped only in shattered cities. It rends

the rock they stood upon and pierces the

soil with living wells. The granite of

Monte Polisterra in Calabria was split in

1783 for a distance of nine orten leagues.

At Terranova and Oppido houses disap

peared utterly. Rosarno shows a be

quest of the same convulsion in cylin

drical wells which recall the Geysers.

These are but examples of crevices and

wells opened in other parts of the world

recently and anciently. Dykes and

"faults," or slides, thus originating, are

familiar to quarrymen, miners and geolo

gists.

A cup-shaped depression at the bottom

of a sheet of water, suddenly formed, has

been seen to throw up a magnificent col

umn due to the rapid confluence of the

water to a common centre. An eleva

tion, on the other hand, will pour a tem

porary torrent on the surrounding shores.

Evidence is wanting of permanent ele

vation or depression of the soil over any

considerable area due to these sharp and

sudden commotions. Localized effects

of this kind have been often traced to

them. Since the shock of 1750 at Con

cepcion in Chili, vessels have been un

able to come within three leagues of the

old port, and the rise of the coast is
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estimated at twenty-six feet. Again in

I822 the level of the coast at Valparaiso

is said to have been changed four feet,

and in [835 a shock which followed an

eruption’of Coseguina raised three hun

dred miles of the Chilian coast five feet,

and immediately depressed it three feet.

This last change was so very slight as to

be contested. Admiral (then Lieuten

ant) \Vi1kes tested the point by sound

ings, and came to an adverse conclusion.

An elevation of the surface of New Zea

land over a space of 4600 square miles

to a height varying at different points

between one and nine feet, by a violent

shock on the 23d of January, 1855, seems

to be better avouched.

In the oft-cited case of the Neapolitan

ruin which antiquarians dub the temple

of Jupiter-Serapis the alternate elevations

CRATER OF MERBABU.

and depressions are probably secular. The

preservation of absolute verticality by the

remaining columns, and absence of dis

location in the pavement on which they

stand and constructions around them, is

at war with the allegation that the move

ments were due to a cataclysm.

Could broad changes of level be freely

referred to earthquakes, the fact would

be easy of proof in view of the vast num

ber of tremors of which we have dates

and other data. In the basin of the

Rhine 539 have been recorded since

the ninth century, and 4620 in the whole

world in seven years ending with 1857.

The alterations traceable to any or all

of these in the relative elevation of land

and ocean are :1 trifle to those known to

have been slowly going on for centuries

in non-volcanic regions, to say nothing

of those, incomparably vaster in the ag

gregate, chronicled on the stony parch

ments of geology.

A gradual depression of the western

coast of Greenland, continuous during

at least the past four centuries over a

length north and south of six hundred

miles, is established by incontestable
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proofs. Another northern peninsula,

that of Sweden, has been for a longer

period in process of upheaval. This

movement covers a line of a thousand

miles north and south. The rate at the 1

North Cape is calculated at five feet in a I

century, diminishing toward Denmark.

From such facts we may conclude that

the subterranean forces act with a steady,

equable and prolonged effort, as well as

with sporadic and violent blows, and that

they accomplish more by the former than

by the latter method. We have seen

that the two forms of movement may

coexist without interfering, earthquake

shocks shooting across areas of uphea

val and depression like lightning over the

plain, as the vast succession of strata en

veloping the earth "like the coats of an

onion " are penetrated by injected clefts.

Are these forces, various in their man

ifestations, complex and distinct in their

character? Are they all to be summa

rily ascribed to a molten interior? If so, 3

does liquefaction by heat extend to the

centre of the sphere? Has the shrink

ing of the earth from either pole and ex

pansion at the equator, productive of a 1

present difference in diameter five times

greater than the height of the loftiest

mountains, nothing to do with the erec

tion of those mountains, of the long ridges

they stud, and of the broader and more

gentle plateaus upon which they stand.=

May not the assigned fluctuation of two

and a half degrees—granting that to be

its extreme amount—in the inclination

of the equator to the ecliptic, perpetually

changing, as it does, the distance of each

point on the earth's surface from its cen

tre of gravity, combine with the former

influence in affecting gradually or sud

denly the distribution of land and water?

The temptation to generalize upon vol

canic phenomena and their origin is very

great: scientific men of the first rank

have often yielded to it. But certainty

will not be approached until the treasury

of facts shall have been far better filled

than now. The actual conformation of

the planet's surface is yet to be traced.

Until that be effected the study of the

forces which have acted, and are still

seen to be acting, upon it must lack

the bases of precision.

EDWARD C. Bavca.

THE WABASH.

HERE is a river singing in between

Bright fringes of papaw and sycamore—

That stir to fragrant winds on either shore

\Nhere tall blue herons stretch lithe necks, and lean

Over clear currents flowing cool and thin

Through the clean furrows of the pebbly floor.

My own glad river! though unclassic, still

Haunted of merry gods, whose pipings fill

With music all thy golden willow-brakes!

Above thee Halcyon lifts his regal crest;

The tulip tree flings thee its flower-flakes;

The tall flag over thee its lances shakes:

VVith every charm of beauty thou art blest,

O happiest river of the happy West!

MAURICE Tnom-sox.
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HEBE.

I

R. AND MRS. ELLIOT were an

old couple, full of old habits and

feelings and prejudices, yet they had a

certain aroma of youth about them and

were fond of young people. Both were

endowed with a very large share of world

ly prudence, which had had the effect of

delaying their marriage till late in life.

Perhaps they had not thought of it soon

er; but, at any rate, Mr. Elliot had wait

ed till (so far as anything is secure) he

had a secure competency before he ask

ed a cousin of his own, of nearly his own

age, to marry him. This late marriage

had given them a long spun-out youth,

and it had also given them a second

spring—a spring, but it was not followed

by summer: winter came hard upon its

heels. Neither might acknowledge this,

but both felt it. The Elliots were rich

in nieces and nephews, among whom

they were known as "Nelly and john :"

they might be addressed as Aunt Nelly

and Uncle John, or as Mr. and Mrs. El

liot, but all their young connections,

speaking of them among themselves,

called them Nelly and John. Very great

men are known by their Christian names,

and very little men and men who are gen

erally well liked: if people are not very

great and not very ridiculous, and are

generally known by their first names, it

means that they are lovable.

john was very gray, and his shoulders

were bent, and he went about with his

hands in his pockets in a slow, meditative

way ; and Nelly tied across her forehead

a row of little rings of brown hair, each

rather bigger than a sixpence, and sur

mounted them with a cap which was

neither the cap of to-day nor yesterday,

nor did it look like the ancestor of these,

else they must have degenerated sadly

in size and volume; and both had the

old - fashioned virtue of contentment.

john stepped about his farm, looking

well after things, and never thought of

longing for a sight of the Alps, and Nelly

found all the excitement she needed in

her own house and about her own doors.

But things were growing shadowy to

them: life looked like a dream, or as if

made of two ends with the middle omit

ted; it had collapsed, and youth and

age came together; but to the new gen

eration that had sprung up on every

side of them they appeared most stable,

natural, and in some respects agreeable

institutions.

Nelly never took a direct path to an

end, and she had a fixed idea that John

needed to be managed; and she man

aged him accordingly, giving herself a

deal of unnecessary trouble, as ninety

nine out of a hundred managing per

sons do: if they would just say what they

meant or wanted in a plain, straightfor

ward way, they would be-as near their

purpose, if not nearer; but then they

would not have to congratulate them

selves on their own superior wisdom and

dexterity in moulding and directing oth

ers, and bringing about the very things

that ought to be brought about. This

talent of Nelly's was utterly thrown away

on John: he never recognized it, and he

would have done anything she wanted

at any time if she had merely stated her

wishes. That his wife was "pawkie" and

managed him never occurred to him,

he was so entirely unconscious of need

ing to be managed. Therefore, when

Nelly said to him one day, "Do you

think Lizzie Elliot is altogether comfort

able at home?" he at once said “Yes,"

and said it no more and forgot it at once,

not having the least idea that anything

depended from his wife's question, al

though this was her way of throwing

into his mind a seed which she expect

ed to fructify there.

A week or two after she remarked,

“Lizzie Elliot is not much needed at

home."

"If you come to that,“ said john,

“there are none of us but might be

done without."
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"Oh, ay," Nelly said; "but there are so

many young ones growing up that Lizzie

is lost among them."

"Is she ?" he said:

that."

A little while longer, and Nelly re

turned to the charge and brought out

her meaning in full. "What would it

be, John," she said, "to ask Lizzie Elliot

to stay with us for good and all?"

"Surely, if you would like it and she

can be spared at home."

"They would have spared her readily

enough to be married," said Nelly dryly.

“But coming here is not being mar

ried," John remarked.

“No: it's a deal better than some

marriages, though.”

"That's true," John said. "\Vell, if

you and she can agree about it, it's a

capital plan: she's a fine lassie."

"Yes, she is," said Nelly; and she

considered the matter as good as set

tled, and that by her tact and ingenuity ;

but she still had the other parties to the

agreement to"manage." However, they,

or at least Mrs. Elliot and her daughters,

had seen through Nelly all their days;

still, being amiably disposed, they were

always ready to let her go on with her

winding tactics without appearing to be

aware of them.

“I didn't know

Lizzie Elliot was her father's eldest ‘

daughter, and the only child by his first

marriage, but this was a fact that had

been lost sight of in the family: even

her stepmother seemed to have forgot

ten it, and her eldest brother—]ock, as

he was called to distinguish him from

the numerous other Johns in the con

nection—appeared to be fonder of Liz

zie than of his own sisters: there were

only two years between them, and be

tween him and Sibyl there was a differ

ence of six years, which might account

for his preference. lock and Lizzie were

great allies: he was only twenty-three,

but he had already got a good position

as sub-inspector of mines, with a pros

pect of early promotion. He was clever

and prudent: every one who knew him

felt that he would never do a foolish

thing.

Lizzie Elliot was old : she had been in

existence for a quarter of a century; and

when she said that to herself, it had a

very solemn sound indeed. More, she

had had what is called "a disappoint

ment ;" so at this advanced age and with

this experience, what remained for her

but to devote herself to her kindred at

Stonylea? Her father had ten children

besides herself, and, looking that fact in

the face, she had gone for two years to

the Continent to qualify herself to be a

; governess; but here was a situation offer

ed to her within two miles of her father's

door by john and Nelly, of whom she

had been fond all her life, and who were

childless. Nelly's management was as

much thrown away on Lizzie as on her

husband.

What did Miss Elliot do with her "dis

appointment" ? Did she leave it behind

her or take it to Stonylea? She did nei

ther. The truth is, she had drowned it

in pride, and then reduced it to powder

in a cremation-oven heated by the fire

of youth. After this, of course, there

was still the powder to dispose of; and

she looked at it wistfully, as if it were

something that did not belong to her and

could not throw it away : there was sure

ly small harm in keeping a little dust.

In her narrow world it was said she had

been jiltc-d—not a pleasant way of put

ting it. However, more than one man

had tried to gather up the love that was

supposed to have been thrown away, but

without success: for persons to lose love

which they value is bad, but to have a

substitute thrust upon them is intolerable,

at least to some natures. Cremation is

a process much to be commended in the

case of a dead love; and when it can be

done, it is well also to scatter the ashes

to the winds.

"50, Lizzie," said her uncle when she

arrived, "Nelly and you have made a

bargain, I understand?“

"Oh, nothing so business-like as that,"

said his niece.

“Then you should," he said: “it's

always best to know what you're doing,

to make a firm bargain. Have you nev

er heard that you should count siller

after your father?"

" Yes, I have heard that, but I shouldn't
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think of doing it: I like to trust peo

ple."

"Long may it be so, lassie !" said John;

and probably it would be long. It was

her nature to trust: even the little packet

of cremation-powder she had in her pos

session had not been able to shake her

faith in the race, although, as a rule,

nothing is more effectual to that end.

Crabbe perhaps goes far enough when

he makes a jilted woman, in speaking

to her sister, picture heaven as a place

"with not a man to meet us there ;" still, it

is certain that an experience of this kind

does give faith a terribly rude shake.

ll.

A house with only two old people in it

is apt to be preternaturally tranquil: there

is a stagnation of sound: when you go in

it seems as if the sounds were all there,

if only they could make themselves heard.

When Lizzie Elliot took up her abode at

Stonylea, she was the thaw that set free

the frozen sounds: she was like a breeze

in the house; and what a delightful thing

a breeze is in the house or by the way,

blowing through a book or a picture or

across a cornfield! The dull sitting

room began to wonder what had hap

pened: chairs were left out of their places,

bright -colored work lay about; as often

as not there was a litter of some kind on

one or other of the tables; and if John or

Nelly but happened to sneeze, the sofa

was whisked from its twenty years‘ an

chorage by the wall and landed at the

side of the fire before Nelly had time even

to think of the difficulties in the way of

such an arrangement; but she submit

ted, and Lizzie always stopped short of

carrying her innovations too far.

Nelly's prime difficulty in housekeep

ing was her servant: she only kept one,

as in any emergency help could always

be had from the hinds' houses, which

were only five minutes distant, or three

if people were in a great hurry; and in

such a quiet, methodical family one, Mrs.

Elliot found, was enough. Enough and

more than enough was the incumbent

in possession when Lizzie came to her

aunt's assistance : so, at least, Nelly

thought, with all her ideas stiffened in

the moulds of forty years back. Janet

Paterson, her single handmaiden, seem

ed to her the embodiment of modern

degeneracy. “That girl will ruin her

self yet." she said to Lizzie as Janet pass

ed the window, having got an afternoon

to herself to make some visits among

her acquaintance: “it is really not re

, spectable to see a servant dressed up

in that way."

"I like to see a happy face, and she'll

never be young again," said Lizzie, speak

ing feelingly from the borders of the mel

low old age she had reached; "but she

is certainly striking."

"Striking! A girl going out of this

house dressed in that way is not respect

able," repeated Mrs. Elliot.

‘'1 think your character and mine will

stand it, Nelly," said her husband from

his chair, in which he had apparently

been sleeping.

Janet had dressed herself in a gown

the effect of which was white, although

it had a small blue sprig on it, and it

was made with all the frills and fur

belows of the day; a little black jacket

shaped into her waist; a black hat turn

ed up with blue and surmounted with a

white feather; round her neck. secured

by a velvet ribbon and glittering over a

rose-pink necktie, was a cross of aqua

marine stones set in gold, the gift of one

of her numerous admirers, a man whose

income amounted to a pound a week.

When she showed it to Miss Elliot she

innocently said she did not know wheth

er it was really a good thing or not: good

or bad, it gleamed below her chin on its

rose-pink nest very prettily. Having for

the afternoon severed the link that bound

her to the " flag " and coiled hair, she had

let her tresses down in the for1n of a

mane: neat little kid gloves and a par

asol completed her. She had a round

face, big blue-black eyes with long eye

lashes, rosy cheeks, and the upright gait

and bearing of a drill-sergeant, tempered

with elasticity and grace. Owing to her

appearance, and also as a pleasant va

riety on the prosaic "Janet," Miss Elliot

generally called her Hebe; and the gods

would not have been ill off with such a

cup-bearer: she gave a strong impres
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sion of youth, and an impression of

strong youth.

“And if I were to speak to her about

it," continued Mrs. Elliot, "she would

probably tell me to find another servant ,

and she would find another place."

"Some might do that," said Lizzie,

"but not Hebe: she is a modest, hum

ble, biddable little being, I think."

"Then get her to dress herself like her

station," said Nelly.

"If ladies make fools of themselves

with dress, what can you expect of ser

vants ?" asked Lizzie.

“I have nothing to do with ladies,"

Mrs. Elliot said, “but I would like to see

my servant in a decent gown and with

out a feather in her head. Why, I don't

think I ever had the courage to wear a

white feather the youngest day I ever

saw!"

“Once, Nelly, once," said john sleep

ily from his chair: “you were nineteen

then, and wore a white feather, and not

a small one."

"You have a good memory," said his

wife.

“For some things, Nelly: many a '

thing better worth remembering I have

forgotten between that and this."

Age did not blunt Nelly's sharp feel

ing of gratification, but she merely said

in a dry way, "I can believe that. Well,

it was foolish if I did, but Iwas not a ser

vant. Common sense might teach janet

not to stick a feather in her head."

“Has she common sense?" asked

john: “it seems to me the most un- .

common kind of sense going."

"She never thinks anything about it. .

She likes to dress herself as any other

girl of her age does—that's all; and I

must sayl like to see her individuality

coming out: she is far more picturesque

and diverting than if she were tamed

down to regulation habits," said Lizzie. I

"Oh, I declare there's papa and Sibyl!"

she exclaimed, and ran out to meet them

with a flush of girlish glee not quite in

keeping with her time of life.

"Oh," cried Sibyl as she came in, ‘we

came through the village, and I saw I-lebe

dancing—-" A warning look from Liz

zie stopped her. "We have had such a

capital drive!" she went on, so as not to

make an awkward pause.

“What did you say about Janet ?" ask

ed Mrs. Elliot.

"I saw her as I came through the vil

lage," said Sibyl.

"Yes, she went away after dinner.

Has jock come back?" Lizzie said.

(jock had been away on a continental

tour.)

"Last night," said Sibyl. “ He enjoy

ed it awfully: you should drink off his ac

count of it before the foam dies down."

" So I will: is he not coming over ?"

"Oh yes, of course he is. He was

some weeks at Dresden, your old howff,

and saw all the pictures and heard no

end of music, and was at Pilnitz and
everywhere.“ I

"Was he?" she said in a dreamy, far

away kind of way; and she drew Sibyl

out to walk round the shrubbery. " How

soothing the open airis! What were you

going to say about Hebe? I am fond

of her, and aunt has taken a prejudice

against her. I thought if she heard of

her dancing, it would finish the business."

"Well," Sibyl said, "Hebe had stuck

; her parasol in the hedge, and she was

dancing in the middle of the road."

"Alone, and without any music?"

"Oh no: there was a fiddler, and she

had plenty of company. I saw her white

plume shine amid the ranks of villagers."

“Poor little Hebe! I'll have to set

about giving her an advice from time

to time," said Lizzie.

"I hope it may do her good," said

Sibyl. "When are you are coming

over ?"

"Not for a day or two: tell jock to

come here to-morrow, will you ?"

As Mr. Elliot and his daughter drove

off, I-Iebe came in, looking as fresh and

happy as it was her custom to look.

"Sol hear you have been dancing,"

her young mistress said to her.

"Yes."

"I think you should not dance on the

road."

"Not dance?" Hebe said in a tone

of surprise: it was as natural for her to

dance when she had an opportunity as

it was for the myriads of gauzy insects
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that tilled the air on that summer even

ing to advance and retire, to dart and to

wheel, in a way that might have given

valuable lessons to all the dancing-mas

ters in Europe.

"Well, not on the road. ‘Who was

your partner?"

"I don't know," said Hebe.

" It might be better not to dance on

the road with people you don't know,"

said Lizzie.

A grave, puzzled expression appeared

on Hebe's face: evidently, the notion of

stiff decorum of this kind was new to

her. She was pondering the matter:

her look was not the look of stupidity or

of displeasure, but of a person who has

got something to think of--perhaps like

what a new professor might wear who

is making a mental efibrt in getting up

a lecture for his students, or like that of

a naturalist when he has found a new

beetle. If Lizzie had been on her own

level, she might have asked for more

light on the subject; but, however she

might dress out of her station, she never

forgot it in intercourse with those she

considered her superiors.

Miss Elliot had taken a strong liking

to this girl—why, she could hardly have

told, probably because of her innocent

nature and unfailing brightness of spirit.

At times she was plain-looking and

almost coarse, and then again her face

seemed as near beauty as it was possible

to be; and this was its charm—its con

stant variety and mobility.

Hebe went to bed that night, her rea

soning powers not having found rest for

the sole of their foot regarding the dan

cing question; and her young mistress,

on gaining the sanctuary of her own

room, took a look at the cremation-pow

der, which the mention of Dresden had

gently agitated, as if it had been the

ashes of the phoenix meant to come to

life again; for was not Dresden and its

surroundings, its treasures for the eye

and ear, the scene of that short romance

the extinction of which had landed her

in old age? She had gone thither to

study many things, and lived in the

house of an aunt, a sister of her step

mother's, who was there for the educa

tion of her family, where she met a

young artist, a countryman of her own,

who was haunting the "old masters"

in the picture-galleries. Old masters are

no doubt very fascinating, but young mis

tresses are even more so, as the old mas

ters would be the first to admit if their

opinions could be got at. German gut

turals are charming, and so is the crash

of grand music; but steep all these in

an atmosphere of love, and what have

you ? Something vastly too good for this

world, and which consequently won't keep

——something that shows like nectar for the

gods, but which with a little time dulls

down into excellent domestic beverage

—good, wholesome, and strengthening,

but not nectar. However, the nectar was

taken from Lizzie‘s hand while it was yet

nectar. After she was engaged to Mr.

King (that was the artist's name), and

her mother and aunt had corresponded

on the subject, and people generally had

been duly apprised of the fact, some one

told her that Mr. King had a betrothed

already in England. She asked him if

this was true.

"Well," he said, "what if it were?"

"You ought to marry her."

“You think so? You mean that?"

“ Yes," she said with all the coolness

and dignity she could muster, "if she

will marry you, and you don't change

your mind again."

" You have considered the thing, and

that is your advice?" he said. _

"That is my advice," she echoed.

" Very well, so be it," he said; and they

parted.

He went back to England, and she

wrote home that the engagement was

broken off by mutual consent; which

good-natured people translated as mean

ing that she had been jilted. That was

three years ago now, and since that time

she had heard nothing of Mr. King.

lll.

Jock visited Stonylea next day, and

gave his sister a full account of his trav

els, telling her all about the people she

had known in Dresden. She listened

eagerly, but the name she waited for did

not occur in his narration, and she was
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disappointed, although she tried to make '

herself think she did not care; but she

found it difficult to believe a fiction of

her own making, and it was a fiction,

however much she might wish it to be a

fact.

"How did Lizzie enjoy your travels?"

Sibyl asked her brother.

“Oh, very well; but she is a curious

creature, Liz : she is what I call notional.

She is always taking an extra liking to

something or somebody, without consid

ering if it is reasonable or where it is to

lead her."

“ Is she? But she is good."

"Excellently good, and she is given to

think every one as good as herself."

“There is no one in particular that she

is making a hobby of just now, is there?

It won't do her any harm to think John

and Nelly as good as gold, and it won't

injure them."

"Oh, she entertained me for about

half an hour last night with the inno

cence and beauty and piquancy of the

servant they have—Hebe she calls her;

and I looked at the girl and said she

would make a good figure in a land

scape, and was vexed after I had said

it, thinking it would put her in mind of

King, and then made bad worse by tell

ing her that all her geese were swans. I

believe King's good qualities existed no

where but in her eyes."

"Oh," said Sibyl lightly, "she has for

gotten King long ago: you need not dis

tress yourself about that. But I think we

should go often to Stonylea : I should not

like her to feel dull."

" I'll go as often as you like when I'm

at home."

Lizzie was not dull, however, nor like

ly to be so: she was a young woman of

energy and resources, and dullness was a

thing that never entered her head. Be

sides, she was in a position of command:

she was, virtually at least, mistress of the

situation, and that to a person of energy

and ability is to be prized. For one

thing, she was seized with an enthusi

asm for educating Hebe: she saw per

fections and attractions and possibilities

about that young person which no one

else could see. Not that Hebe was with

out admirers: on the contrary, in her own

class she was quite a belle and attract

ed numerous lovers; but Lizzie grudged

her to the ordinary workingman, and she

had formed a small romance—not excit

ing or sensational by any means, but still

a plan with the romantic in it. Having

reached old age herself, she thought what

a fine thing it would be if she could mould,

form and to a certain degree educate

Hebe to be her own peculiar something

between friend and servant. After a

time, Lizzie took jock into her confidence

as to what she was doing. jock had been

at home all his life at Stonylea, and now

when he had time he very often drove

one or more of his sisters over. To her

delight, but rather to her surprise, her

brother approved of her plan, for he was

given to check romantic flights in his sis

ters, and she had expected him to frown

on it.

“There's no use in speaking of it to

every one," she said. " If I were to tell

John, he would say in his quiet way, ‘Oh,

ay, try it,‘ meaning, ‘You'll never make

anything of it;‘ and Nelly would put it

down altogether. I hesitated even about

telling you, for I thought you would laugh

at me; but I am glad Idid it. I'll go

on and prosper now."

"Always tell me everything," said

Jock. “But there's this risk: after you

have got your maiden moulded, some

one may snap her up. She may marry,

and a respectable ploughman reap what

you have sown. You must be prepared

for that risk : she is not without admirers,

you say ?"

"Plenty: everybody admires her but

you and aunt and Sibyl, and several

ladies who have been here: they think

her extra plain-looking."

"Beware of labor thrown away, Liz:

she would not have so many admirers if

she did not encourage them."

“I don't think she'll readily marry any

suitor she has yet: there are little bits of

refined taste which crop out in her that

make me think so."

"You should positively interdict fol

lowers," said Jock: “you'll never get a

girl to attend to lessons that has her

head filled in that way."
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"Oh, but if the ploughman were of the

kind that moves in glory and in joy upon

the mountain-side, I should have to let

her go."

"That kind of man came a hundred

years ago, and he is not due again for

other nine hundred or so," said Jock.

" And his wife might not be very com

fortable if he did appear," said Lizzie.

“Probably not," jock said. “It is a

queer thing, genius: Idare say it must

sometimes laugh at the kind of lodgings

it finds itself in.“

"Well, I‘ll go on. I like to watch the

big blue-black eyes and the smile half

innocent, wholly shrewd: besides, I feel

like a demiurge by comparison. She had

never heard of such a place as France:

1 have a whole world to create in her

mind."

“Do your best," said Jock, "and let

me know how you get on. lwish you

all success."

And on a winter night, when they were

alone, as not unfrequently happened,

and when john grew dozy by the fire

side, and Nelly's knitting dropped from

her hand, as it would do at times, I-Iebe's

voice singing to herself in the kitchen

and her brisk firm footstep moving about

the house reminded Lizzie to lay down

her book or work and seize the oppor

tunity of giving her a lesson. Hebe

could read in a way, but Miss Elliot

aspired to make her do it well, so that

it would be a pleasure to hear her read

aloud: she could also write so that you

could know what she meant, but if she

were to be friend, servant and secretary

she must be able to write a decent note;

and Lizzie labored all through the winter

most perseveringly, for her heart was in

her work. But education is not a thing

of a day, or even of a whole winter, and

Hebe was not descended from a race of

scholars. She did not imbibe learning

as her natural aliment. She never for

got anything it was her duty to do in the

house or out of it; cooking seemed to

come to her by inspiration ; she was tidy

and thrifty; her little hands (and they ‘

were both little and shapely, and had

the faculty of looking as if they did not

do much hard or dirty work) could ar

range a knot of ribbon and stick it on

the thing called a cap which perched on

the top of her head, and put another knot

of the same color at her throat, in the

jauntiest fashion possible : anything that

hands could do, and that she had seen

done. she could do. But she was not

creative, and literature was not her forte.

Sometimes Lizzie despaired, and almost

threw up her plan: then she was lured

on again by the varying expression and

the open-eyed, open - mouthed wonder

with which her pupil listened to any bit

of history or biography or tale told her:

she-was shy and did not ask questions,

and rarely betrayed her ignorance very

broadly, but smiled and blushed over it.

"You forget things horribly, Hebe,"

her teacher would say: "I don’t know

what your memory is made of. It is

worse than aunt's, and it can't be old

age with you. What do you think

about P"

Hebe smiled and blushed.

"If you were interested you would re

member. Should you not like to know

all about your own country?"

"Oh, I would like," she said with a

wistful earnestness that went to the heart

of her instructress.

"Well, if you would try to remember,

there's nothing to hinder you. Come

now, what is the capital--that is, the

chief, the biggest city—of England ? I’ve

told you that every week for three months:

you should know."

Hebe hesitated, afraid to commit her

self.

" Is it Portobello or Coatbridge, do you

think?" Hebe had distant relatives in

these two places, and had heard of them

consequently.

She smiled and blushed, and at last

said “ Glasgow."

Yes, teaching needs patience, especial

ly teaching a girl of eighteen who has

not been accustomed to learn.

IV.

"Well," said Lizzie to her brother, “I

could not have believed that a creature

with as much original sense and ability

as Hebe could have been so ignorant as

she is; and she has no thirst for infor



180 [FemHEBE.

mation: she forgets a. thing as soon as

she hears it. It is very curious, for it

is so delightful to know, and one would

think she would feel it so awkward not

to know." And Miss Elliot gave a few

details of her efforts.

“ Doyou feel much happier," jock said,

“because you know that London is the

capital of England, and not Glasgow?"

"I can't judge, for I never didn't know

that London was the capital of England."

"You see," said Jock, “knowledge is

such a comparative thing. If I were

talking to a very scientific man, I should

feel it my wisdom to hold my tongue and

listen, as Hebe does with you; and like

her, too,.I very likely should not under

stand or remember what he said. If the

scientific man were conversing with an

angel, he would be in the same fix. No,

knowledge, information, is not essential;

and she has never been within earshot

of it before, and does not know what

to make of it. She has sense, you say,

which you could not give her, and she'll

pick up knowledge now that she has the

opportunity."

“If it were not that I am fond of her

I believe I should throw it up," said

Lizzie.

“Perseverance is the thief of time,"

Jock said laughing.

"It would need to be the mother of

invention too, to fix a thing in Hebe's

head," said his sister.

Miss Elliot persevered, and time at

least stole away, but not altogether with

out some progress on I-Iebe's part.

Midsummer came—that glorious sea

son of the year that seems to suit the

constitution of all living things, and even

of some to which the idea of life is not

attached: the very stones look happier

on a summer day; the cutting and satiri

cal east wind has exhausted itself with its

heavy spring work, and has gone some

where to recruit: perhaps, like certain

human beings, it may turn over a new

leaf in other countries, and lead a better

and more useful life. At any rate, we

have got quit of a bad subject for the

time, and with the south wind and sun

shine life becomes a luxury and not a

struggle.

“Miss Elliot," said Hebe one day, " a

man comes here every week selling tea:

do you want any ?"

"None," said Lizzie: ‘we have a good

stock laid in. I doubt he'll find it a poor

business in this district."

"I told him nobody here bought tea

at the door, but he said he had it very

good and very cheap."

"Fifty years ago he might have had a

chance, but the time is past for selling

tea in that way. Poor creature! Is he

old?"

"No—young," said Hebe.

"VVell, next time he comes you can

give him some bread and milk, and tell

him that he need not take the trouble of

calling here again: we don't want tea."

"He'll be here this afternoon," said

Hebe: "this is his day."

"What is he like?" asked Miss Elliot.

"Something like a gentleman: if he

had not come to the back door, I would

have taken him for a gentleman."

“ If he had been old I should have pit

ied him," said Lizzie, "but a young man

ought to be able to do something better.

Does he seem weak in his mind ?"

"He looks weak in neither his mind

nor his body."

Punctual to his time the tea-merchant

arrived.

“Do you need any tea P" he asked.

He had stepped in through the porch,

and was standing in the doorway oppo

site Hebe.

“ No,“ she said, turning round from

looking at herself in the little glass that

hung by the window : she had just been

pinning below her chin a knot of bright

crimson ribbon, the finishing touch to her

afternoon toilet, and had seen the wide

awake, curls and spectacles of the tea

man in the glass by the side of her own

face.

“\Vould you be kind enough to ask

your mistress?" he said.

"I‘ve asked her already," said Hebe

shortly.

“And what did she say?"

“She said she had a good stock of tea,

and did not want any."

“ But,“ said the man, “ a good stock of

, tea is not a stock of good tea: mine is a
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very superior article, grown in India—a

new thing in the market, you might tell

her."

"I know she does not want it."

"Just be good enough to ask her," he

said persuasively.

" It's no use disturbing the old lady:

she does not want tea, I know."

"But you need not disturb the old

lady: tell the young one. You have a

young mistress, have you not ?"

“How would you feel if you knew?"

Hebe said, considering the question un

called for.

"Your kitchen is a picture," said the

man, leaning against the door and look

ing all round.

And certainly it was a picture. It was

as pure and bright as hands could make

it; a dark old massive press stood by one

wall, a dresser gleaming like cream-col

ored satin by another, and above it an

array of tins burnished and glittering

like a knight‘s armor; there was a fire

place where the glow of the tropics was

encircled by the snowy whiteness of the

arctic regions; over the fire hung a ket

tle black and shining, and purring like a

big cat, while it occasionally pushed up its

lid with a rattle to cool itself. On a large

old rug which covered the hearth the

real cat lay basking and dozing, but at

the sound of voices it rose, stretched

itself, and, walking over to the stranger,

began to rub itself against his legs.

"Pussy," he said, "is that girl stand

ing there so like a picture kind to you

is she?" and he stroked the cat's head.

"Does she let you rest yourself when

you're wearied ?"

A semipathetic tone in the last ques

tion touched Hebe, and she said, "Are I

you tired?"

“Very tired, and I have not sold an

ounce of tea all day."

"Why do you not try something else?

Nobody buys tea at the door, the mis

tress says."

“The old lady?"

"You can come in and take a seat if -

you like, and I'll give you some bread I

and milk."

"Oh, thank you," said the man; then

bending over the cat he said, “She is

kind, after all, pussy: I wish I were in

your quarters."

Hebe set a bowl of new milk and s01ne

scones on the table, and the stranger

partook heartily.

“ I have not enjoyed any food so much

for a long time," he said rising: "many

thanks. Now, before I go will you just

put that shawl over your shoulders and

stand there for a moment?“ pointing to

a spot where the light fell fully.

The shawl was a Rob Roy tartan, one

of Hebe's, which she wore out of doors

when it was cold, thereby unconsciously

making herself a very telling object in

the landscape. She wondered, but took

up the shawl and stood as directed, while

a smile and a blush gathered on her face.

“Thank you : that will do. I'll call

again next week."

"The mistress said you need not take

the trouble of calling again," said Hebe:

"she told me to tell you that."

" It is no trouble," said he, "and I am

determined to succeed. Tell her mine

is a splendid article—a blend of the finest

Indian teas, such as she'll not get every

where. Well, good aflernoon : many

thanks. Remember, next week ; and

your mistress will regret it if she does

not give my tea a trial: it refreshes old

age and would not hurt an infant."

V.

Hebe reported the visit and the mes

sage of the tea-man to her mistress. “ It

must have been him I noticed going down

the road," said Miss Elliot: " he has quite

the look of a gentleman. I wonder what

has brought him to this, or if he is doing

it for a wager? I have heard of such a

thing."

“But," said Hebe, "he would not be

tired and hungry for a wager. l was

sorry for him: he ate like a man that

had not seen meat for a week."

"Poor creature!"

"He is coming back next week: he is

determined to succeed. He says his tea

is something extraordinary."

"Determination is all very well," Miss

Elliot said, "if it were a thing worth

doing, but he'll never make a business

‘ of selling tea from door to door: no one
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can put back the world's clock. I should

like to see him," she said musingly: "let

me know next time he comes.-—-Perhaps

I could get some sort of situation for him,

and I might judge better what he is fit

for if I saw him," she thought.

But the next time he came Lizzie was

at her father's, and the time after she

was also from home. Mrs. Elliot, how

ever, happened to stray into the kitchen

while he was eating his bread and milk.

"And who may you be?" she said,

looking him over through her glasses.

He rose immediately and said, "I'm

selling tea, ma'am, and I shall be happy

if I can supply you."

"Well, as you are here I dare say I'll

have to take a pound, but you needn't

come back. I doubt you have made a

mistake in taking to that business, my

man."

"So people tell me," he said quite

briskly, "but a first-class article and

minimum profits tell in time, and I have

not a heavy shop-rent nor many shop

men to pay."

"That's true," said the old lady. "Well,

give me a pound of your best."

" Manythanks, ma'am. Ihappen just

to be sold out of my prime quality to

day, but if you can wait till next week

I'll bring it then."

“I can wait," said Nelly.—"I could

wait till next .year," she said to Hebe

as the man disappeared. "I took it as

a charity merely."

Next week Miss Elliot was at home,

and Hebe let her know when the tea

man came. "Send him in here," she

said. She was alone, John and Nelly

having gone into town that day. She

turned round from the window where she

was looking out when she heard the man

enter the room: he had his hat in one

hand and the ordered pound of tea in

the other, she observed. The tea he put

down on the table near the door, and '

stood there.

''I sent for you," she said, "to see and

speak to you. It seems to me that you

are wasting time in your present employ

ment, and if I could—- Good gracious,

Mr. King!" she exclaimed as she came

nearer and got a full view of him.

" Miss Elliot !" he said in humble low

tones.

She stood transfixed for an instant, then

her impulse was to sweep past him as

Dido swept past ./Eneas in the shades,

but pity held her.

"How is it that you are reduced to

this P" she said when she had recovered

from her intense surprise, "or are you

reduced P"

"I am reduced," he said almost in a

whisper.

"But how is it? how is it? You have

your profession ;" and looking in his

face she felt the truth flash on her. " Is

it your eyes," she said. "You did not

use to wear glasses: has your sight fail

edP Is it that P" ,

"My eyes are getting dim," he an

swered.

"Where is your wife P" she asked.

“I don't know,“ he answered in a

deep low tone.

"Oh, how sorry I am for you !—how

sorry!" and almost unconsciously she

took his hand and stroked it. "Blind

and forsaken!" she murmured; "and I

always pictured you as happy and pros

perous ; and that was a kind of happiness

to me when I had nothing else."

"Do you mean to say you have thought

of me at all P"

"l have tried not to think of you, but

I'll think of you now. You are not to

go about the country weary and hungry.

Something must be done. Is it cataract P"

she said, looking into his eyes. “ I don't

see anything on them."

" No, it's not cataract," he said hastily.

"I think I had better go."

"Oh," she said, "let your wife know:

if she knew your circumstances she would

come to you, be sure."

"She can't: she is not in existence."

" Dead P"

“No: I never had a wife."

"Richard!"

"And I never asked a woman to be

my wife but once: it was well for her

that she backed out in time."

"Richard!"

"She would hardly have cared to trav

el the country with a blind man."

"I can't bear it," she said—"l can't
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bear it;" and she sat down as if ex

hausted.

"What can you not bear, Miss Elliot?"

"That you should be—should be—"

and she burst into tears.

"If," he said hesitatingly—"if I were

to recover my sight and succeed in my

profession, do you think it would be pos

sible—-do you think that we-—that is,

could you marry me yet?"

"Oh, Richard, you have far more need

of a wife when you are poor and blind:

I could keep a school and you could

help me: you could be no end of help.

Think of it."

" I don't understand it," he said. “You

were quite ready and willing to part with

me because some person told you a fool

ish story : you surely could not have loved

me then ?"

"I thought I should have died."

"If I had known or suspected it, Liz

zie, I would not have let you go, but I

was poor, and I believed yourlove would

not stand the strain of poverty; and your

readiness to break the engagement made

me sure of it. But now I'm what's call

ed a rising artist; and besides, I got a

legacy lately; so if—"

“ Do you mean to say that the blind

ness and the tea is all a sham?" exclaim

ed Lizzie, starting from her chair.

“You made the blindness: I never

spoke of it-—-"

" You said your sight was getting dim."

"So it was at the moment, but my

handkerchief could have cleared it. I

own to the tea, and it has served my

purpose. I wanted to judge if you cared

for me at all, and how much."

" It was a foolish trick—cruel and un

worthy of you."

“Not cruel, surely."

"Yes, cruel and unjustifiable. What

will my friends think ?—that you are a

romantic fool; and they are sufficiently

angry and embittered against you al

ready."

"Let them think me a fool: I don't

object."

"But I object: they must know noth

ing of this tea business. I mean my fa

ther and john and Nelly, and, above all, -

jock."

“Who is jock ?"

" My brother, whom I dearly love and

who loves me; but he is awfully wise

and prudent, and could not do a foolish

thing if you were to pay him for it. If

he heard of the tea-trick, I don't know

what he would think—not that you were

fit to be his brother-in-law, I am sure."

"Well, what am I to do? where or

when am I to turn up in my own colors?"

"I can't tell: it's like a dream. Have

you had your bread and milk? Hebe

said you ate like a famished creature."

"Hebe? that's classic. When a man

is hungry and has good food placed be

fore him, he would be a greater fool than

even I am if he didn't seize the oppor

tunity. I had been out sketching since

early morning. Is Hebe that girl's name?

I made a sketch of her when I went in."

"We have got into the way of calling

her that: it was impossible to call a crea

ture like her ']anet' always."

"Does Jock not think it silly?"

“Most likely he does : nobody can see

any attraction in her but myself."

"I did. Did she not tell you I asked

her to stand for her picture?"

"No: she would not know what you

meant. I should like to see her in a

picture."

"I think I'll call on your father to

morrow," said Mr. King.

“This is Monday," she said: "let it

be Thursday. He'll be from home to

morrow and Wednesday. I'll give aunt

the tea: what am I to charge for it? I

believe you bought it coming through

the village?"

"Yes, I did. Oh, make her a present

of it: say I always give my customers a

sample free."

"I'll ask four shillings sixpence, and

say I told you not to come back."

"As tea-man, but when may I come

as myself?"

"I don't know: I must have time to

think. Where are you living?"

" Six miles from -here, at Grasshill."

“Grasshill? Do you know Mr. Sten

house there?"

" Very well."

"Then get him to drive you over when

you go to my father's—you couldn't have
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a better introduction—and don't say any

thing about me at all. The thing is to

make a favorable impression before they

know what Mr. King you are. lcould

talk my father over, and even my uncle

and aunt, but I am afraid of Jock: he'll

stand out against you. He sees every

side of anything, and he never was in

love: when he is it will be with a woman

made to order. Now you are to go away:

as tea-man never come back."

She rang the bell, and said to Hebe

when she came, “Give this man some

bread and milk."

And Mr. King sat down at the corner

of the kitchen table to his rural repast.

Miss Elliot appeared and said, "I see

some hens in the shrubbery, Hebe: run

and turn them out, will you ?" Then she

stood and looked at the wayfaring man,

and laughed heartily. He came and

stood beside her. “ Now," she said, "go:

Hebe will be here immediately."

"That man has not eaten so much this

afternoon," said Hebe as she cleared the

table.

VI.

Jock came over to Stonylea the same

evening: he had been from home for

some weeks, and had only returned that

day.

"I/Vell, Lizzie," he said, "what have

you been about all this time? You are

looking we1l—-a trifle pale maybe. but

bright."

" I am very well indeed," she said, and

relapsed into a silence not usual with her.

"And how is your pupil Hebe getting

on ?"

"Well," she said, "it is very uphill

work teaching her : I'm thinking of giv

ing it up."

“I wouldn't do that if I were you,"

said Jock: "I would persevere. You

would not master a foreign language

yourself in a few months, and book

learning is a foreign language to her."

"But I would find out if I had any '

aptitude for mastering it, and go on or

give it up accordingly. People can't do

everything, and why waste time on what

they have no taste for, and may never

need? I don't mean ever to part with I

Hebe if I can help it, but I throw up the

sponge about her education.“

" That's always the way with women,"

said Jock. "They begin a thing with no

end of enthusiasm, and if it does not suc

ceed in a moment, down they throw it."

He spoke with displeasure in his voice.

“But, Jock, be reasonable," said his

sister. “ Hebe is a first-rate servant, and

as bright and happy as a human being

, can be: she'll be of far more use in a

house than a score of people who can

read and write to perfection--in fact, lit

erary servants are a bore—and what's

the use of forcing the little creature to

learn what she doesn't care for?"

"Was it not your scheme to make her

a companion for yourself?"

"Yes it was, but I have changed my

mind: I think she'll be as happy and

more useful as she is."

“ There's something new in the wind:

what's your next hobby to be?"

"But if you are really interested in

Hebe's education, I think it may possi

bly be taken up by different hands. She

has had the Illustrated London News

sent to her several times lately, and I

saw a Tauchnitz edition of David Cof

perfield lying in the kitchen: if he is

a literary youth who sends these things,

and expects sympathy in his tastes, I

doubt he'll come up against a dead wall.

I told her whoever gave her that book

should come and read a chapter of it to

her every night: that's the only way she'll

ever get through it."

"She surely could understand a book

like Dav/id Copperfield .9"

"Oh yes, if it were read to her, but

she could not read it. I wonder who

sends it? He does not come here, or I

should have seen or heard of him."

"Did you not ask her?"

“No: I did not feel I had any right

to ask, and I can trust her fully. If she

had not brought the paper to me to ex

plain the pictures, I should not have known

of them."

“ Did the pictures interest her?"

"Greatly. You should see her vary

ing expression and color when you are

telling her anything she is interested in :

she always charms me."
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" If I were you I would go on : I would

drive pegs into her mind to hang infor

mation on, so that she wouldn't forget.

Tell her that these pictures are made in

London, and she would remember that

London is the capital. See, there's some

gloves I brought for you: if you were to

give her a pair of them and tell her they

were bought in London, that would be

another peg. I think I could be a good

teacher."

“ I don't doubt you would. Many

thanks for the gloves—a whole dozen

—but they are far too fine for Hebe:

we must remember her station."

"To be sure," said Jock, "I didn't

think of that.”

"I said to Hebe one day that the par

lor would be the better for some pictures

to lighten it up, and instantly I saw the

dawn of a great idea in her face, and she

said in a flushed, hesitating way, ‘ Would

my pictures not do if they were put in a

frame P’ Poor little Hebe! I could have

kissed her on the spot, but it doesn't do

to confound ranks."

“No, it doesn't do," said Jock, "but

you have not told me what your new

hobby is."

"Wait till it is set fully ageing."

"Don't expect my sympathy for it: I

can't take things and people up and throw

them down as you do."

"I take them up, but I do_n't throw

them down. One may change one's

opinion as to the wisdom of a course of

action, and that's all I have done."

She had certainly done this. The truth

is, the cremation-powder had the same

properties as the ashes of the phoenix:

it was kindling up and beginning to glow

with all the color and beauty of the life

that had seemed extinct, but was not.

The necessity for Hebe as a prop and

comfort in old age was disappearing.

Mr. King improved his introduction to

the Elliots into a pretty intimate acquaint

anceship, and as he was densely igno

rant of Dresden, he was not for a mo- ‘

ment suspected of being the original

Mr. King; so that prejudice (lid not ar

ray itself against him; and thus, having ‘

a fair field, he soon won plenty of favor.

jock and Sibyl took him over to Stony
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lea and introduced him to Lizzie as an

acquaintance they were rather proud to

have made, and he and Miss Elliot went

through the introduction with a gravity

that left nothing to be desired. Mr. King

was of opinion that the time was ripe

for revealing their plans, but Lizzie

thought differently: she was still afraid

of jock, and she felt that by meeting as

strangers she and Mr. King were getting

deeper in the mire than ever. Her broth

er would think the artist positively silly

and not capable of conducting the ordi

nary affairs of life, for jock was not ro

mantic, and would have no patience with

stratagems in love, whatever he might

approve of in war. Mr. King, however,

not being possessed by the same love or

fear or reverence for Jock as his sister was,

things were likely to come to a crisis,

whether she approved or not, when l

light thrown suddenly up revealed her

brother to Lizzie as a man who could

commit an error of judgment, and who

was subject to weakness like his fellow

mortals.

She had been pondering matters one

afternoon, and feeling very happy and a

little perplexed, when she went to the

kitchen to speak to Hebe. She stopped

at the door and in half-dumfoundered

tones said, "jock!"

' There unquestionably was the prudent,

wise sub-inspector of mines standing on

the hearth, his arm lying over Hebe's

shoulder and his face bent down over

hers.

“jock! Hebe! Maud Miiller! it is, and

hadn't ought to be!" hurriedly exclaim

ed Lizzie all in a breath.

"It had ought to be, and it is," said

Jock determinedly.

Hebe in her gown of white effect and

her crimson ribbons was looking down

at her little hands, anxiously pulling the

corner of her muslin apron; the round

open face was perfectly pale, where in

general it was rose-pink; her under lip

hung down slightly and quivered; her

big blue-black eyes were dewy, andshe

said, UIt wasna me, Miss Elliot: I've often

told him I am no match for him."

Lizzie thought she had never seen her

look half so attractive: the grief and joy



I86 [ FEB.HERE.

and fear blended in her face were a sight

which she only wished Mr. King could

have seen, having an eye to her lover's

reputation.

“You are a match for any man in the

county, Hebe," jock said, drawing her

close to him. "And you are mine as

sure as my name is Jock Elliot; and

‘wha daur meddle wi' me’ ?"

"I would not take him, Hebe, if I were

you: he'll do nothing but drive pegs into

your mind, and bother you with spelling

and grammar.—You'll carry on her edu

cation, Jock P" said his sister, laughing.

At that moment the back door opened

and Uncle john entered: he stood an

instant and surveyed the group, then

passed into the parlor without a word;

but after tea he asked his nephew to go

out and look at something with him, and

then made use of the opportunity he had

made.

"Now, Jock," he said, "yon I saw in

the kitchen is to go no further: it is to

stop at once. That girl is no wife for

you."

“I am the best judge of that," said

Jock with hauteur.

“ No, you are not," his uncle said:

“you are no judge at all. If you were

to marry that girl, you would repent it

to the end of your days. Take her youth

from her, and what have you left? He

prudent and be advised."

“Time will take the youth from her

and me too, and prudence may be carried

too far," said jock.

His uncle winced. “Why," he said,

“ she is nothing but a bright little animal:

if she were a kitten she would run round

after her tail. I'll never consent to it,

Jock."

“So be it," said jock. "It's a point

on which no man shall dictate to me."

When Nelly heard of the matter from

her husband she said, “ Impossible ! jock

marry a little vain, silly, flirting servant

girl! I'll set her to write a letter to him,

and it will give him a fright: it will hard

ly be the thing he would like to see from

his wife's hand. But his father and moth

er will prevent it: he can't be allowed to

ruin himself."

jock was the favorite nephew of john

and Nelly. Hebe did not write, how

ever: she had sense enough not to com

mit herself where she knew she was aw

fully wanting; but if she had, the illiter

ateness of her production would only have

seemed to jock another claim for extra

tenderness: there was actually not the

shadow of a crevice in his mind through

which the imprudence and folly of his

intentions could gain admittance.

VII.

Except Lizzie, all ]ock‘s kindred to a

man and woman opposed his wishes:

and her consent was negative: she said

nothing—she would not take the respon

sibility of encouraging him, although she

could not see the matter in the ruinous

light that the others did—but then she

was fond of Hebe. Beside this the tea

trick looked rational—a thing which, if

it had come to ]ock's knowledge, she had

felt sure he would have thought betrayed

a romantic silliness incompatible with the

steady earning of a respectable livelihood.

And there is no doubt that this affair

of his smoothed her own way consider

ably: the opposing forces were all en

gaged in doing battle with him ; and

when Mr. King, having used every means

to gain the sutfrages of her kindred and

wipe out the past, revealed himself and

his proposals, the decision upon them was

left to Ligie herself, and she having al

ready decided he had no farther trouble

or anxiety.

Jock merely looked at his sister and

said, "The new hobby."

"See that you don't tire of the old one,

jock," she said.

“Never, Lizzie," he said—“ never."

"But, jock, three, five, ten years after

this, how will you enjoy phonetic spelling

and grammar not quite what it used to

was ?"

“They'll be dear to me for her sake,"

said jock with strong feeling.

"Amen!" said Lizzie.

jock did not think of lifting the lowly

flower out of its bed and sending it to a

hot-house, where the growth of the near

ly-invisible shoots of learning might be

forced to a kind of maturity: he meant

that to be a gradual, natural process, ac
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complished by himself; but if he had, he

would have found that Hebe had a mind

of her own, and _had decided to fulfill

her engagement to Mr. Elliot; which

might indicate either that she had a

sound conscience or groveling tastes.

Jock did not like it, but his sister per

suaded him not to interfere. “just let

Hebe and me jog on together for the

time : we have always been good friends,

and we'll be better ones now," she said.

The other relatives hoped that his

submitting to this was a sign that the

thing might possibly be broken off yet.

His uncle John was so moved by the dis

tress of the parents, and so sure that his

nephew was preparing misery for him

self by this mesalliance, that he private

ly offered Hebe five hundred pounds if

she would refuse to marry him and go

to America, where a brother, her only

near relative, was settled, and had re

peatedly asked her to come to him.

Poor little Hebe was hard pushed: her

color came and went—which from much

practice it was pretty good at doing——and

she said, “I'm not marrying hini for

money, and I'll not refuse him for money:

money is nothing to me, not if it were

tive thousand pounds."

Could anything more be done? No

pecuniary lever could be brought to bear

on jock: he was independent.

Lizzie's marriage-day was fixed for the

eleventh of December, but as Hebe could

neither stay at Stonylea when her time

of service was ended, nor be received at

his father's house, Jock determined that

his marriage should take place on the

eleventh of November, the day that his

bride would leave her "place" with her

little wooden chest, and her half year's

wages in her hand. It was to be a mar

riage stripped of all externals, such as

trousseau, presents, wedding-garments,

bridesmaids, wedding - guests, speeches,

congratulations, old shoes, etc. etc. jock

laughed these things to scorn: it was

the first time he had ever given his

friends a moment's anxiety, and he was

sorry for it, but he could not help it if

they were unreasonable.

Hebe went about her duties as usual,

doing everything well and neglecting

nothing, but she did not sing as had been

her wont, and her face was not so blithe

as it was its nature to be. Her master

and mistress were not magnanimous

toward her: if there was blame in the

matter, surely it belonged to their own

nephew, and not to their servant-girl,

but they made her feel the weight of

their displeasure; not John so much, who

merely ignored her entirely, as Nelly, who

snubbed her at every turn. It was not

like them, but good people can do un

worthy things.

The bustle of the harvest-time had

been got over, and Miss Elliot had gone

to pass some days at her father‘s house,

Mr. King being there also. It was a.

dark, murky Sunday night: John and

Nelly had returned from church, and

Hebe had taken the dinner-tea which

was the Sunday fare into the parlor, and

had sat down at the kitchen fire with her

feet on the fender and her thoughts on

Jock. She had not seen him for a fort

night, and she was sad: she was think

ing if it was for his good to marry her.

\Vould she be a drag on him? and in

time would he tire of her and despise

her for her low origin and want of edu

cation, as his uncle had told her? Her

eyes filled with tears, and she took the cat

upon her lap and stroked it, ifso she might

find comfort; and pussy had a very sooth

ing effect on her and she on pussy: it

climbed up and rubbed its fur on her

face, and purred as much as to say,

“ You and me against the world, Hebe !"

then in loving trust it curled itself up on

her knee and composed itself to sleep.

She drew ]ock's last letter from her pock

et and read it over the cat's head: it was

written, or rather half printed, in big

round text, for the writer knew if he

wrote in his usual way Hebe would not

be able to read it; and what will a man

not do who is infatuated and shuts his

eyes to causes and consequences? It

was s_hort, for when a letter is half print

ed in big, distinct type it checks the in

dulgence of imaginative flights or poet

ical quotations, and even assurances of

undying aflection, were the writer ever

so inclined to these. ]ock's letter was

short, but it appeared satisfactory to the
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person to whom it was written, for her

face cleared and she kissed the paper on

which it was written; which must be a

genuinely natural thing to do, for Hebe

had never read a novel in her life, nor

ever had an opportunity of seeing a sim

ilar action performed.

She was still meditating on its con

tents when the back door opened with

out causing her to look up, as the man

who attended to the horses came ev

ery night for the key of the granary,

and she did not doubt that it was he as

usual; but she started up and pussy fell

from her lap in a hurry when a heavy

hand grasped her arm and two men

with erape over their faces stood beside

her.

"\Vhat do you want ?" she asked, for

so ignorant was she of the usages of

housebreakers that the crape on their

faces had no meaning for her.

"If you are quiet and say nothing

we'll not hurt you," said one of the men,

"but speak a word and I'll blow your

brains out ;" and he showed a revolver.

"Bring her with you, Jim," the other

man said, striding out of the kitchen

into the front lobby; and Hebe found

herself hurried into the dining-room,

where Mr. and Mrs. Elliot were still sit

ting at table. They both rose in alarm.

"Has anything happened?" Mrs. El

liot asked.

"Not yet," said the man.—"Now, old

gentleman, tell me where your money is

or I'll shoot you where you stand ;" and

he held his pistol near Mr. Elliot's head.

"Very well, shoot," said Jolm quietly.

"Oh, good men," cried Mrs. Elliot,

taking out her purse, “what will you

take to go away? I'll give you—" The

man snatched the purse from her hand,

while his mate secured her husband's

watch.

"Tie him in his chair, Jim," the lead

er said, "and I'll hold the women."

The man produced strong cord and

bound John hand and foot, he making

no resistance.

"Now the old lady, Jim," said the

man, keeping hold of Hebe.

Nelly was powerless with terror by

this time.

"You'll pay for this night's work yet,

you villains!" said John when he saw his

wife secured with cords, and writhed at

his own helplessness.

"Keep a civil tongue in your head,"

said the ruffian.—" Now," he said to

Hebe, “lead on to the old gentleman's

rooms. \Ve'll break open his desk if we

can't find a key, and if you try to play

us false, this is ready ;" and he held up

his weapon.

Hebe took a small kitchen~lamp in

her hand and ascended the stairs before

them : there was no light in the lobby or

passages. When she reached the head

of the stairs she opened a door and went

in, and stood till they followed her.

"This is a very dark passage," she

said, "but it is not narrow: we just go

right to the end of it, and then—" At

that instant the light disappeared from

her hand, she slipped back, and before

the men had time to think or move she

had the door shut and locked upon them.

It was a strong door and a strong lock.

“They can't break it open in less than

ten minutes," she thought. She flew

down the stairs like a bird: the front

door was locked and barred and chain

ed, but her fingers served her well. In

an instant she was out. The gate of the

shrubbery was fastened too: she tore it

open, and away down through the dark

ness and the mud she ran like a hare to

the hinds' houses, losing her slippers by

the way. Bursting in at the first door,

she had only breath to gasp, "There are

robbers in the house: they may kill Mr.

Elliot." It being Sunday night and sup

per-time, the men were all in their own

houses: they did not stop to speak or

think, but snatched up a pitchfork or a

poker, whichever came first, and rushed

in a body to the house.

John and Nelly sat looking at each

other from the chairs which they could

in nowise leave. The house-doors were

both wide open, and a cold draught swept

through the house.

"Some one went out," said Jolm.

" The doors are all open at least," said

Nelly.

"I hear nothing," said John:

can they be doing, the rascals?"

' what
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“Be glad you are not shot," said his

wife philosophically.

"There would have been some satis

faction in being shot, but to be tied like

a sheep in my own house !" groaned

John.

The robbers were not tied, but they

were trapped, and had the satisfaction

of cursing their own simplicity and stu

pidity. They struck a match, and found

there was no outlet from their prison but

the door: it was a bathroom, and light

ed from the roof, which was high, and to

try to climb the walls was hopeless: from

top to bottom there was nothing that

either a hand or foot could lay hold of.

Their only chance was to break open the

door, which they could have managed in

time, but they had not time: many feet

were on the stairs, and voices discussing

what had better be done. Some consid

eration was needed before opening a door

upon two desperate men armed with a

revolver.

A minute or two after the farm-ser

vants Hebe came on the scene again

with a coil of ropes in her hand. "I no

ticed them in the barn yesterday,n she

said, " and brought them in to tie the

men. Maybe you should just watch the

door, and let them be where they are till

the police come."

This suggestion was approved of and

adopted: half a dozen men planted them

selves on the stairs; one was sent off on

horseback for the police, and another for

Mr. Elliot's brother, both spreading the

news as they went; and people being all

at home and unemployed, the population

of the district set in for Stonylea, and in

a short time a congregation was gather

ed not much inferior in numbers to those

drawn by Messrs. Moody and Sankey.

Mr. and Mrs. Elliot were well known

and respected, and, besides, such an

outrage had not been heard of in the

district within the memory of the old

est inhabitant.

Vlll.

Having posted her sentinels, Hebe

hastened to the relief of her master and

mistress: her face was bright from ex

ercise and excitement, and, the danger

being over, only a very strong sense

of propriety enabled her to suppress a

hearty laugh, the situation was so nov

el and, as it struck her, comic. She cut

the cords that bound Mr. Elliot, and he

stood up a free man. “You have done

well the night, lassie," he said.

"Have l P" she said a little surprised :

she did not know that she had displayed

the valuable qualities of resource, pres

ence of mind and quick and deft exe

cution. Even Nelly, when she looked

at her own wrists showing the marks of

the cord that had bound them, felt that

Hebe was of use for something more

than flirting and dressing herself, but

she did not say so: in actual life people

who fully and frankly confess their mis

takes and make amends for them are

fewer than in print or on the stage.

Mr. Elliot and his two daughters, Liz

zie and Sibyl, with Mr. King, arrived at

Stonylea at the same moment as the

police, and Mr. King had the pleasure of

assisting to capture and secure the burg

lars and divesting them of their crape

veils: he must have seen on that occa

sion some heads and some expressions

of face and postures of limb that could

not fail to be useful to him in his art.

The two men were carted off by the

police to the nearest county jail, there

to await their trial.

By nine o'clock Stonylea was left to

its usual quiet again, and John and Nel

ly had quite recovered their customary

tranquil state of mind. Hebe went about

her business of attending to the unex

pected guests who were to remain over

the night. She had got everything done,

and was speaking to Miss Elliot, when

suddenly she said, “ Oh !" drew her hand

across her eyes, the color went out of her

face, and she fell back in a dead faint.‘

Lizzie caught her, and in a minute or two

she was able to get to a sofa. Properly

speaking, Jock ought to have been at

hand at this crisis, but he was not, being

from home at the time. Poor little Hebe !

Though she did belong to the working

classes, she was not quite made of iron,

but she treated her weakness lightly, and

said she would be all right in the morn

ing. And in the morning she scrambled
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up to her work, although Lizzie arrived

very early on the scene to do it; and

even Mr. King, who had been out with

the dawn, came in by the back door and

said that as a small return for the capital

milk and scones she had given him, he

would light the kitchen-fire, having, ac

cording to his own account, a special gift

in lighting fires. She looked at him and

said, “ I was as sure as anything that you

were the tea-man, but I did not like to

say it."

“Set off to your bed again, Hebe,"

said Miss Elliot: “with the tea-man and

Sibyl to help me I'll surely get through

your work. Come, run away."

Feeling weak and queer, the girl obey

ed orders.

“ Now," said Lizzie as she covered her

up comfortably, "just lie there and divert

yourself till you are really able to rise."

"Miss Elliot," she said, “what way do

you sometimes call me Hebe and some

times Maud ?"

"Ask jock," said Lizzie. "I have

nothing more to do with your education ;

besides, it's the Scripture rule, what wo

men don't know they are to ask their

own husbands at home."

"But he'll maybe not know, either."

“ Have you really the impudence to

think there is anything that jock doesn't

know? Saint Paul couldn't have be

lieved it, and he made his arrangement

for a case of the kind ;" and she bent

over her and kissed her cheek. Hebe

turned round with dewy eyes and a sense

of complete rest, such as she had not

had since she had wakened out of child

hood: the womanly caress gave her a

feeling of sisterhood and home that jock

might have been jealous of.

“ How my brother determined to mar

ry that girl is to me the oddest thing I

could imagine," Miss Elliot said to Mr.

King when she went back to the kitchen.

“ Well," said Mr. King, who was busy

breaking sticks, “I don't see that at all :

if I had not been previously pre-engaged

to the former lady the day before, I think

I should have fallen in love with her too."

"I can fancy that part of it, for I fell

in love with her myself, and I can sup

pose you would have carried it out: you

have the artistic temperament. I am

quite prepared for you doing a daftlike

thing. But jock! It is so unlike him:

he is so intensely practical."

"Well, why shouldn’t a practical man

marry a practical woman? It is most

appropriate.“

“If you had been all your life under

bondage to jock's good sense, as I have

been, you would enjoy it more—oh, you

would enjoy it!" and she laughed mer

rily. “Why, it's little more than six

months since Hebe was dancing on the

road to the sound of a fiddle with people

she had never seen before ; and he knew

it."

Hebe‘s illness was of brief duration.

The Elliots felt under obligation to her,

but it was an obligation they would very

willingly have paid ofl‘ with a twenty

pound note, that being a sum suitable to

the position in life of the girl;'but with

all her managing talents, Nelly could not

manage this: her servant would not allow

that she was under any obligation, far

less accept a reward. "I did nothing,"

she said: "I only turned the key of the

bath-room door: anybody could have

done that."

Neither had Mrs. Elliot ever been able

even to get her nephew to listen to her

at all on the subject of his misplaced

fancy; so, there being nothing else for

it, she gave in to her husband's proposal

that they should let the marriage take

place in their house. jock did not ac

cept the offer as a favor, nor with the

gratitude his aunt expected: he merely

said, " Very well : it is a matter of perfect

indifference to me where I am married."

And at Stonylea it was. Hebe's bear

ing on the occasion would have been

characterized as dignified if she had been

a Howard, although it was merely the re

sult of feeling herself among people who

thought her an intruder into their family :

jock and Lizzie were her only loving

friends among the Elliots.

\Vhen jock bade his sister good-bye

as they went away, he said, "When we

come back you'll find she knows the

name of the capital of England, and of

some other capitals too: there's nothing

like practical geography."
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"Be careful, Jock: don't break her

heart driving in pegs."

Had Hebe overheard these remarks?

\Vith all her calmness and self-posses

sion, she was no sooner in the carriage

than she fairly broke down. "I am so

ignorant!" she sobbed.

"So am I," said jock, “but we can

learn together."

And ever after he always bracketed her

and himself together, nor ever attempt

ed direct teaching; but having excellent

material to work on, the scholar made

rapid progress unconsciously. She had

much good sense and very good natural

dispositions—things which jock always

believed he had discerned in her before

he made up his mind to fall in love; and

very possibly it might have been so, for

was it not his business to inspect mines?

\Vhen they returned, Mr. and Mrs.

King presented Jock with a picture of

his wife in :1 Rob Roy shawl.

THE AUTHOR or “ B1.1.\'o1>rrs.‘

GOD'S GRACE TO ADAl\I.*

OUR hundred two and thirty weary years

Our father Adam slaked with sweat and tears

The thorny crops of earth's accursed soil.

At last, worn out with centuries of toil,

He sought a pillow for his tired head,

There to lament in anguish and in dread,

As over all the misery he thought

\-‘Vhich by his own transgression should be wrought,

Till mere affliction seemed his vital breath.

Then to his side he called his third-born, Seth:

"Son, of thy service I have instant need.

I bid and pray thee to the angel speed

\Vho has the gates of Paradise in ward,

And guards the tree of life with two-edged sword.

Say to the seraph that I grieve to live:

Implore him by the holiest Name to give

The precious oil of mercy, God's last grace,

He promised when He drave me from His face.

The way, unused, lies eastward through the vale;

Yet, lest thou err, pursue a blighted trail

Thy parents‘ sinful feet made long ago,

'Where never herb nor blade of grass will grow."

The son sets forth, and by the blasted track,

His parents‘ road to exile, follows back,

And finds the angel standing at the gates.

In eager haste his errand Seth relates:

The angel listened mute, then bade him gaze

Through the half-open gateway. In amaze

And awe Seth nearer drew, and bent his head

\Vithin those portals. closed to human tread.

' Sec Fauriel, Hirl. dz Ia Pain‘: Pro:/mrale, vol. I. ch. viii.
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Before him Eden's forfeit realm unrolled

In beauty unimagined and untold—

Of verdurous expanse, with blossoms bright,

Of soft umbrageous gloom, of scent and light,

Vi/ith song of countless birds, and murmurous flow

Of four great rivers, separating slow

Their devious course from one parental s'pring.

But in the midst there stood a ghastly thing:

Beside that limpid fount a tree he spies

\Vhose topmost branches seemed to touch the skies:

It owned nor leaf nor bark, but, gaunt and white,

A sapless skeleton the place did fright.

Of Eve's and Adam's sin it told the tale:

lts boughs had borne the fruit of human bale.

Seth guessed the secret of its grim estate,

And turned away in sadness from the gate:

That glimpse of Paradise vouchsafed him naught

Of yea to the petition which he brought.

"Go look again," the seraph said. “Perchance

May some more hopeful token meet thy glance."

Seth heard and went: about the trunk despoiled

A monstrous snake in slimy spirals coiled.

The mortal, shuddering, closed his eyes and fled.

"Nay, go and look once more," the angel said.

Slowly he went, bereft of hope; but, 10!

In swaddling garments white as morning snow,

An Infant sat upon the tree and wept.

Seth, wonder-stricken, to the threshold crept,

And gazed in rapture, beauty so divine

Around that pure, foreknowing brow did shine.

Then musing to the guardian he returned,

Nor yet the answer to his quest discerned.

"This," said the angel, "is God's only Son,

\\'h0 from His love unfathomed has begun

To weep thy father's and thy mother's crime:

His sacred tears, in fullness due of time,

By Infinite compassion shall efface

The stain they have bequeathed unto their race.

'Tis He who to thy grieving sire will send

The oil of mercy, and his penance end."

The angel spake, and from the Saviour took

The blessed unction; with benignant look

Upon the man the precious gift bestowed,

Then silent pointed to the backward road.

Bearing these new-found treasures in his breast,

The hope of pardon and the pledge of rest,

Home through the vale of Hebron hastened Seth,

\Vith God's long-promised boon to Adam—death!
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RAILROAD REFLECTIONS.

HERE have been times within the

memory of men still living when

an interest in and connection with rail

roads seemed to afiix something like a

stain upon the reputation. The little

pocket railroads of New England may

have been considered comparatively in

nocent diversions. It is to be hoped, for

instance, that those who share with the

writer the misfortune of owning, after

years of prudent expenditure and care

ful hoarding, a few shares in such en

couraging corporations as the Vermont

Central or the Vermont and Canada do

not suffer in fame as bitterly as in for

tune. It is agreed on all sides that in

New England people must get about.

But you are expected to ride through the

\Vest on a horse of another color. ln

that remote past of which I am speaking

the project of opening a new road through

Kansas, the attempt to lay a second track

' in Michigan, the thought of running a

narrow-gauge tramway up Mount Shasta,

were spoken of as if they were rank of

fences and smelt to Heaven.

Perhaps they did, but I trust Heaven

remembered what earth for the time for

got—that ours is a great country. Far

be it from me to maintain that those men

—capitalists and engineers—who project

ed, surveyed, built and maintained the

great roads of the Great \Vest are any

thing but scoundrels of the first water.

\Vhether they gained or lost by their ras

cality, they shall have no quarter from

this quarter. If they made money, they

are bloated bondholders: if they lost,

they are battled villains. In either case

let them be anathema. But when from

Altoona you are writhing over the Alle

ghanies, creeping in‘ tortuous curves up

the mountain-sides; when the train is

doubling upon itself, crawling along a

shelf dug out of the mountain, and you

look shuddering down a great gulf fixed

hundreds and, for aught it serves you,

millions of feet beneath you; when you

are softly and smoothly gliding hour after

hour—one might almost say, day after

day—across the rich plains of Illinois or

the green and gently-rolling prairies of

Iowa, along the bosky banks of the Mis

souri, over the boundless and boundless

ly-fertile levels of Kansas, through the

leprous, loathsome wastes of the Bitter

Deserts, beating down the battlements

of the Rocky Mountains, conquering

the crests of the Sierras, cleaving the

green billows of the Sacramento Valley,

and safely, swiftly, serenely gliding up to

the very threshold of the Golden Gate

that bars the Vi/estern \Vorld,—you for

get to utter maledictions upon the knaves

who have carved their dishonest fortunes

out of the work, and have only power to

marvel at the boldness of its conception

and the grandeur of its execution.

For if there were to be no railroads, it

was on the whole rather an impertinence

in Columbus to discover America. \Vhat

is the use of a country sprawling out from

Maine to California, from Mackinaw Bay

to the Florida reefs, if you are to spend

all your life in walking over it? Our

glory is our grief. Our magnificent“dis

tances have slain their thousands. Moun

tain and forest and desert are strewn with

the bones of men, women and children

who have grappled with their greatness

and fallen in the struggle. lt is only

when steam and science have conquer

ed time and space that our great country

becomes truly our own. It is only when

time and space remain in spite of steam

and science that we see how truly great

our country 15.

The broad flat lands of the Platte River

were evidently graded originally for rail

roads. To the Eastern eye, accustomed

to limitations, they stretch out endlessly

far. The train that bears you on seems

aware of the majesty of space. It scorns

the whirl and rush, the shaking and rock

ing, the frantic hurry and undignified

screams, with which an Eastern engine

darts from station to station, giving you

the impression that your whole journey
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is merely a series of startings and stop

pings. This train sets out with tranquil

lity, and proceeds with placidity. No

rapidly-advancing and rapidly-receding

objects weary the eye, confuse the mind

and mark the world's hot haste. You

are simply gliding majestically and in

comparative silence through a majestic

and silent plain. A silent river, broad

and tranquil, spreads without waves

along your steadfast course. Here and

there the white curve of an emigrant

wagon marks the route of former travel.

A few horses resting, a few cattle feeding,

a few women tending children, afew men

guarding the fire or watching the curling

smoke, show us how slowly and painful

ly was trodden the path of the pioneer.

The occasional adobe huts, seeming mere

anthills in the great waste, divert without

distracting the eye. \Ve are going ap

parently neither fast nor far, but if you

stand on the rear platform you see how

the lonely, plodding emigrant-wagons

are left hopelessly behind, what nu

merous windmills wait at regular inter

vals their turn to quench the engine's

burning thirst, the long file of telegraph

poles standing on dress parade, the slen

der iron track stretching infinitely far—

a straight line dividing the level world.

The life of the adobe hut and the emi

grant-wagon is a slow and weary life,

dry and dust-bestrewn, sad-colored and

dreary. One wonders that the traveler

should travel farther or the adobe-dwell

er care to stay. What difference can it

make to that woman by the smoking

camp-fire whether she is in one place or

another? There is for her only the adobe

hut and the rude enclosure if she go on :

there is the emigrant tent-wagon if she

stays; and, going or staying, always this

broad pitiless plain. All the life that

beckons to her is the life of past cen

turies, the life of the sky and the earth,

the endless generations of the grasses

and the slide of the sluggish river. All

the new life that comes is in this train,

and is so near and yet so far. Through

this one artery the world pours its swift

tide of wealth and learning and luxury

and power, but from her the Euphrates

is not more remote. Thus it seems as

_ wont to find herself.

you lie lost in the depths of your velvet

arm-chair, looking at her through great

sheets of plate glass; but it is not so, for

at the next station the flood-tide of life

sprays out a moisture which shall refresh

even her parched lips. Telegraph and

stray newspapers, panniers and fringes

walking wonderingly up and down the

platform during the train's short halt,

raiment of camel's hair and Russia lea

ther girdles, give her glimpses of the

great world's ways which she might spend

her lifetime without but for this one chan

nel of communication.

I know nothing more impressive than

the sense of vastness which one feels in

riding across these \Vestern plains. Kan

sas in the month of June is a green, level,

smooth sea meeting the horizon in one

unbroken circle. lf you have come

eastward fro1n a land that is without rain

and without hope of rain for all the sum

mer and all the autumn months, the first

few drops pattering from Kansas clouds

on the platform of your car are music

and bloom and fragrance. The richness

of these wide fields seems inexhaustible.

just as they are, they have lain for gen

erations. No hand of man has sown the

seed, but here every spring, regular and

sure as the seed-time and harvest of the

gardens of God, the land smiles under

dew and sunshine and the early rain,

and leaps into marvelous luxuriance.

Since the morning stars sang together

these broad acres have grown green with

unreaped harvests—have borne in their

bosom the nourishment of nations. Kan

sas has taken her place permanently on

the map, and sends her representatives

to House and Senate. and has so joined

hand and fortune with the East that she

seems now not very far \Vest. Yet hour

after hour for a day-long journey your

own quiet railway-train is almost the only

object that breaks the monotony or rises

above the level of‘this high green floor

that seems nearer the sky than Earth is

Still, in her teil

tree has Nature left a tenth. From the

populous past a few antelopes, timorous

and agile, have skipped down to our

time. and survey the railroad and the

mighty engine with bright, eager eyes,
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pausing as they turn to flee. A black

moving spot afar off approaches and en

larges, and even a Cockney can see that

it is a buffalo, who has no adequate idea

of the power of steam and steel. \Ve

are enchanted to see him approach us as

if meaning to cross the track at an acute

angle ahead of us. The engineer, in

mercy to Eastern curiosity, "slows " the

train : the buffalo diminishes naught of

his long, loping trot. His course, from

which apparently he disdains to deviate,

will certainly take him directly across

our track and in front of us. Already

he is so near that we discern the shaggy

mane of his huge neck, the set of his big

head and his wide eyes. I did not hope

to see a buffalo so near, and I recalled

the picture drawn long ago in the land

of U2 by Eliphaz t_he Temanite—a land

that speaks to me no more of the past

and the far than this land which has

come down from the past without a voice:

“A dreadful sound is in his ears: in pros

perity the destroyer shall come upon him.

For he stretcheth out his hand against

God, and strengtheneth himself against

the Almighty. He runneth upon him,

even upon his neck, upon the thick bosses

of his buckler." But the thick bosses of

our bucklers are not yet all-powerful. The

resolute buffalo impinges upon the train,

and is quietly and, no doubt much to his

own surprise, tossed incontinently aside;

but, equally to our surprise as we crane

our necks out of the car-window, he picks

himself up, and with a little limp, but

with what must, under the circumstances,

be allowed to be a very respectable lope,

he resumes his journey with a cool per

sistcnce that should have met a better

encore than the feeble and happily futile

shot that follows him from the train.

On the plains of Kansas and the pla

teaus of Laramie, engineered and graded

for railroads by the same Hand that

made the world, one enjoys the results

rather than admires the work; but Clear

Creek Cafion reveals the will of Provi

dence that man shall not everywhere

build railroads without being at the ex

pense of it himself. Central City, at the

head of Clear Creek Cafion, is eight thou

to be the highest settled town in America.

True, the moment you have firmly fixed

that fact in an unstatistical mind, the son

of some other prophet rises and affirms

that Georgetown, a little way ofi‘, is high

er still. \Vhether a riddle hides under

the phraseology I know not; whether

Georgetown is no settlement at all, but

in a constant state of seething, or wheth

er, in this deceptive Colorado atmosphere

which lures you to a hopeless sixty-mile

tramp for the purple and hazy moun

tains that seem -but six miles away,

Georgetown looms when it ought to low

er,—neither that do I know, but only this,

that the man who built the railroad, and

who ought to know, declares that Central

City is the highest settled town in North

America; and l have been there, and

I believe him! Up this cafion, a deep

crack into the very heart of the hills

which it would seem the foot of man

could hardly tread, he has pushed his

railway- train. Down from the moun

tain-top a little stream, fierce and de

termined, has worn with its unwearied

rushing a fissure thousands of feet deep.

Before, behind, around you, everywhere,

rise the inaccessible mountains, enclos

ing you in a cu!-dz-xar from which there

seems to be neither entrance nor escape.

But well may the mountains frown, for

that noisy little river has betrayed their

secret, and once and for ever they are

shorn of their strength. Following the

plunging water, curving with its curves,

plodding along its capricious path, men

have toiled up the mountain, and all the

way along they have patiently and skill

fully chiseled out a little shelf upon its

side, and laid thereon these two mystic

iron lines, and planted above that still

more mystic iron wire, and, lo ! the gold

en secret of the mountain is laid bare to

all the world! It is but a holiday excur

sion now from Denver to Golden, from

Golden to Central City. But before these

corrupt capitalists chiseled their railroad

bed, before even their engineers climbed

on foot up the rocky cafion, the miners

were there, and little farmers digging on

the slope of the uplands. All their pro

visions—food, forage, tools, machinery,

sand feet above the sea-level, and is said I men and money even—had to be car



196 [FEB.RAILROAD REFLECTIONS.

ried up slowly, singly, precariously, with

labor and toil inconceivable. Once there

was so great a famine that life was in

danger. So deep was the snow, so in

surmountable the blockade, that the only

way of conveying food to ‘the beleaguer

ed dwellers was to despatch men on snow

shoes by night, when the snow was hard

est, with sacks of flour on their shoulders;

and the price of a sack of flour was one

hundred and twenty dollars. The ordi

nary cost of carriage for the eighteen

miles from Golden up to Central City

was eighty dollars a ton. The project of

a railroad was deemed wild and visionary.

The very man who advanced the money

for its construction, and who had nev

er seen the canon till he was borne up

through it comfortably in his own car on

his own road, was so impressed with its dif

ficulty and danger that he declared that

if he had had one glimpse of it before

hand he never would have put a penny

into the enterprise. The grade is no

where less than one hundred and sev

enty feet, and often as much as two hun

dred and twelve feet, to the mile. The

work was so costly, hard and hazardous

that even the bold men who undertook

it did not attempt a full-grown railroad,

but contented themselves with a mere

baby affair. The gauge is but three feet.

The seats of the closed cars are many of

them single, and in the open cars are ar

ranged lengthwise along the sides. The

turns of the road are so sharp that cars

of the ordinary length could not make

them, and an engine was invented and

cars were shortened and lowered to a

size that might meet the requirements of

the case. Thus the Liliput train attacks

the Gulliver of the hills, and—conquers

him. There are no more fears of fam

ine: there are no more barriers to travel.

The cartage, which was eighty dollars a

ton, is now reduced to four, and supplies

are as regular and as reliable as in New

York. The mountain-sides are honey

combed with miners‘ holes: many of

them seem to be merely dug out and

stoned up in front. Men are washing

gold all along the creek. We seem to

be in the realm of gnomes and kobolds.

Nowhere is visible a blade of grass, only

a rocky world and gray, bare, broken

earth. But we are in a comfortable ho

tel four stories high, built of brick, with

good rooms, neat furniture, carpets, piano

and a bill of fare which includes Nier

.steiner and Rudesheimer. Looking from

your window, you see that comfortable

little cottages are backing up everywhere

against the roughly-terraced mountain

sides, and many of them are adorned

with paint and sheltered with blinds and

gay with flowers. Ten wicked men saw

the necessities and the possibilities of

the situation, clubbed together and built

this road, which, after only a few months‘

operation, quintupled in value. lts pro

jection and construction were an auda

cious piece of rascality, but it has been

overruled for good, and is a manifest

benefit to Colorado and to the world.

\Vith all the tortuous mountain-ranges

over which we slowly climb, and the sav

age gorges through which we writhe, one

cannot form so clear an idea of the road

upon the road as by the side of it. \Ve

must stand off and look at ourselves be

fore we can really see where we are. At

Summit we leave our train, take the

mountain-wagon and drive to Lake Ta

hoe over a track that only by courtesy

can be called a road, and, even with

courtesy thrown in, if not perhaps the

steepest, or the roughest, or the rockiest,

or the crookedest road ever trodden by

foot of man or beast, is surely the strangest

compound of roughness and rockiness

and steepness and crookedness that was

ever offered to human victim in the dis

guise of a road. But jolting, rattling,

jumping, jerking frightfully and frantic

ally, yet merrily, over this road, you look

up the steep, bristling mountain-crags

under which you ride, and high, high up

discern a slender, irregular persistent line

winding beyond your vision; and that

is the railroad you passed over but yes

terday, and will resume to-morrow. It

seems impossible that the foot of man

could ever have found place there; and

the only thing easy to believe is that at

their first survey there were places where

the engineers could gain no foothold, but

had to be let down and swung by ropes

to make the necessary observations.
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Yet, after all, the frowning barriers of

the mountains seem less of an obstacle

than the wide waste of the Bitter Desert.

Among the mountains is variety: there

is field for skill and science. There is

the grand and stirring scenery—toil, but

also excitement and exhilaration. But

the Bitter Creek Valley is one great

gray, rotten saleratus world. \Ve pass

ed through it with equanimity, protected

by glass, sheltered under linen dusters,

sucking lemon-drops assiduously, and

encountering no serious discomfort. But

what would it be to plough along on foot

or on horseback through that soft, pallid,

scurvy-stricken soil? Many have attempt

ed it, and all the way is marked by the

bones of those who perished. The feeble

faltered and fell, and the pitiless desert

swallowed them up. Bitter Creek pushes

its sluggish way through the hopeless

sand between clumps of pale sage

brush, and does not even tempt the

thirsty traveler, so disgusting is the drivel

of its bitter and deadly waters. In this

awful waste, surrounded by living streams,

no living stream arises for hundreds of

miles, and here our engineers plodded to

and fro through the thick, soft, acrid, rot

ten earth, carrying with them every drop

of water they used, often for days and

nights without water, steadfastly pursu

ing the lowest summit and the best path,

laying straight in the desert a highway

for their people.

So chimerical seemed the project of

building a road across this forbidding

country that many years were consumed

in memorializing and discussing, in ad

vocating and dissuading, before the ex

periment was begun. As late as 1856

the minority report before Congress de

clared this as impracticable as a railroad

to the Polar Sea. No route, declared the

opposition, had yet been discovered in

the country between the northern bound

ary-line of Mexico and the southern

boundary~line of the British possessions

where a railroad from the Pacific to the

Mississippi could be located with such

grades and curves, and constructed at

such a cost, as would justify either the

government or individuals in attempting

to build it, and rely upon its earnings to

keep it in repair and pay for the use of

the money expended, even one per cent.

per annum of the first cost of the road.

"Nay, it is exceedingly doubtful whether

a road . . . could be maintained from

its earnings during the first ten or fifteen

years, even should its builders be willing

to sink all //zeir m;‘n'tal and abandon the

road to whomsoever would give security

to maintain and run it." The opinion

prevailed that such a road “must be very

costly to construct, very costly to main

tain in an effective condition, and yet

could produce but small sums of money."

The chief reason lay in the fact that "vast

sterile plains and rugged. extensive and

uninhabited mountains interposed be

tween the termini of the railroad, and

must be rrorred. No engineering skill

can teach us how to avoid these arid

plains, nor how to turn those lofty ranges

ofmountains. . . . Thesancl-plainsmusl

be crossed, the mountains must be scaled.

No route has yet been discovered, north

or south, . . . whose mountain-passes

are so low as one mile /nlg/L abut/e I/re

law! qf I/re sea .- not one.

"So lofty, irregular and rugged are

these mountain-ranges it is difficult for

an unpracticed writer to find language

to convey an adequate idea of their real

character. The whole mountain-region

appears as though it had been 11;)/[fled

amid some great convulsion of Nature-—

broken, irregular, often destitute ofiall

vegetation, and rarely exhibiting even

small sections fit for cultivation without

a resort to irrigation. . . . Hundreds of

miles may be traversed, on 1111': side of

//12 Rocky /llnunlains, without finding

timber fit to make even an axletree or

an axe-helve. Along the Platte Valley

route for six hundred miles, upon this

eastern side of the South Pass, there is

an absolute destitution of timber for all

useful purposes whatever: there is none

with which to repair a car or to replace

even a cross~tie.

"To show still further the difficulty of

building a railroad through these solitary

and uninhabited regions at any cost. and

the improbability ofits furnishing business

to the road when built, it is only neces

sary to point to the absence of ruafer.
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“The mountains through and among

which the asked-for railroad would run

are from seven thousand to ten thousand,

twelve thousand, and even sixteen thou

sand, feet high. In two places the road

would have to be upward of eight thou

sand feet above the level of the sea.

Amid these vast solitudes the snow must

necessarily drift in heaps of mountain

magnitude. . . . So, with a train of cars

running up the plain from Iowa or Mis

souri to the foot of the Rocky Mountains,

a distance of some eight hundred miles,

how, in a storm, is shelter or wood or

water or food to be gained? Arrested

eight hundred miles from Iowa in No

vember, how is a train of cars to be re

lieved before May? By what means

could it even be visited? In such a case

the sheltering skill would be useless. To

talk of doing business in the winter sea

son on a road through such a region,

though every conductor was a Kit Car

son and every traveler a Fremont, would

seem to be idle and preposterous. The

attempt would soon make mule-meat

fashionable."

This was not the language of exagge

ration or timorousness, but of truth and

common sense. The history of the

work does not show the folly, but the

wisdom, of its opponents. It is only that

the world's great measures are often car

ried by spurts of uncommon sense inter

jected up into the fissures of the great

overlaying strata of common sense. We

can avail ourselves of the one without

decrying the sturdy, reliable indispen

sableness of the other.

In reading the reports of the engineers

we see the prophecy of the anxious apos

tles of caution fulfilled. Scarcely an ob

stacle was' foretold which is not narrated

in the government reports, and many are

reported which were not foretold. Nor

was it simply difficulty, but danger, that

was confronted. No pioneer when the

continent was new breasted greater hard

ships than those men who went out with

no special purpose of heroism in their

hearts, but only bent on exploring the

wilderness to lay a track for a railroad.

Life and death fought fierce battles on

that iron track. The Indians, jealous and

hostile, hovered along the lines of sur

veying-parties, and many who escaped

the rigors of forbidding Nature fell be

fore the treacherous arrows of ignorant

and savage men. Percy Thorn Brown,

a man whom his associates character

ize as "without a blemish," led a party

through the Green River country, where

we travel now as tranquilly as across

New jersey. He was thrice attacked

by Indians, and after losing several of his

best men, fell himself mortally wounded,

and died on the following day. Again

and again were surveying-parties attack

ed, mules, harness, firearms captured,

the chiefs slain, the escorts depleted, all

notes destroyed, all infommtion lost, so

that the whole ground had to be gone

over again from the outset. Day and

night, summer and winter, the explora

tions were pushed forward through dan

gers now hardly apprecinted: every mile

had to be run within the range of the

musket; numbers of the men, including

some of the ablest and most promising,

were killed, and stock was run off by

the hundred and the thousand. Nor

could the hinderance and suffering aris

ing from a scarcity of water be exagge

rated. Mr. Bates and his party got into

the Red Basin, and had been three days

out of water when he was forced to re

tire to the last water on his line. A por

tion of his party had come very near dy

ing from the use of stagnant or poison

ous water from one of the lakes in Red

Desert Basin. Mr. Appleton and his

party spent the whole fall and early win

ter wandering to and fro in the Bitter

Creek country to find a low summit and

a feasible line to the Red Basin. He did

it with great hardship and suffering, often

being without water for days, and with

out fire or wood. But he did it fully and

successfully. Many streams, quite in

significant the greater portion of the

year, were vastly increased in june by

the melting snows, until the receiving

river overflowed its banks and covered

all the bottom-lands. This was the cause

of great delay and expense to the outfit,

and rendered progress very tedious. Oc

casionally, the greater portion of a party

were engaged in helping to move the
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wagons through the mud, or hanging to

them by ropes to prevent their upsetting

on side-hills. Mr. Evans pushed through

Laramie Caflon in 1866—a narrow, wild,

precipitous gorge never before passed by

man. Everything had to be packed by

the men, as pack-mules could not find

footing in the gorge. He was three weeks

in making twenty-five miles. The line

known as the Crow Creek and Lone Tree

Divide line was obtained only after spend

ing three years in that region, and bend

ing all energies of the last year to the

fulfillment of that work ; and that work,

says the report modestly, “is very credit

able to the perseverance, ability and pro

fessional skill of Mr. Evans.“

Mr. Bates's party left Deep Creek for

the Humboldt Wells on Monday, August

5, with the chief of the Goshoots—om

inous name !—for a guide. After being

misguided three days, two days without

water except what little they carried with

them, and finding the route impracticable

for loaded teams, and nearly ruinous to

their animals, they were forced to return

and start in a new direction. At the north

end of Ruby Valley they crossed the Big

and Little Franklin rivers, which should

more properly be called slozzg/ts. They

have a current of about two thousand

cubic feet per minute, spread out over

two miles of the valley, and forming

perfect quagmires. The men were two

days packing their provisions and bag

gage across these sloughs on their backs

in mud and water five feet deep. The

ground was so soft and miry that the

empty wagons would sink into it to the

box. They paid a ranchman twenty-five

dollars to haul them over, and it required

six yoke of oxen to accomplish it. From

\Varm Springs to Reed's Pass was one

continuous quagmire. They had to un

load the wagons from two to six times

each day, pack the contents across the

streams and sloughs on their backs, take

the wagons apart and haul them out of

the mire a piece at a time. It required

the greatest exertion both of man and

beast, during the whole of the journey,

to average twelve miles a day.

Nor were the opponents of the road

were only at fault about the ability to

overcome them. Through the region

of heavy snowfall the track was cover

ed by strongly-built sheds, boarded in

at the sides. Whenever the road crosses

the track of a snow-slide a heavy roof is

“ built over the road and extended up the

side of the mountain, to which its upper

edge is fitted, and the whole securely fas

tened to the rock, its slope being such

that the avalanche will readily pass over

it. In some cases these roofs extend up

the slope of the mountain one or two

hundred feet, and are very strongly built

to carry the great weight which may be

suddenly thrown upon them. ln a dis

tance of forty miles there is an aggregate

length of thirty-two miles of snow-sheds

and galleries, costing about seventeen

hundred thousand dollars.

But the impracticable Pacific Railroad

was built. And it was built in about half

the time allotted by Congress to its con

struction. The first grading ofthe Union

Pacific was done in the autumn of 1864,

and the first rail laid in July, 1865. It

began at the Missouri River, with no

railway communication from the East;

with five hundred miles of the country

in advance without timber, fuel or any

material whatever from which to build

or maintain a road, except the sand for

the bare road-bed itself; with everything

to be transported by teams, or at best by

steamboats, for hundreds and thousands

of miles. The lack of confidence in the

project was so great, even in the \Vest,

that laborers demanded their pay before

they would perform their day's work. But,

though rapidly done, the work was well

done. The commissioners, some ofthem

able and noted engineers, reported it as

a good and reliable road, well equipped,

comparing favorably with a majority of

the first-class roads in the United States,

and reflecting great credit upon its gen

eral officers, its local management, its

superintendents and assistants. In re

gard to the correctness of the general

route no question has ever been raised ;

and even in the details of its location it

has received the praise of some of the

ablest engineers in the country. Its de

at fault about the blocking snows: they l fects have been minor ones, easily rem
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edied. The scarcity of water has been

met by persistent search, the discovery

of springs, the sinking of artesian wells,

and by bringing water in pipes through

long distances. Rich coal-deposits have

been discovered and opened along the

line of the road. The Union Pacific

Railroad Company owns in \Vyoming

Territory an area of coal-fields greater

than the entire anthracite coal-fields of

the State of Pennsylvania. These ex

tend along four hundred miles of the

road, and five million acres of its land

are within coal-measures. On the Union

Pacific are fifteen tunnels through solid

rock and conglomerate or soft granite.

The road-bed is very largely composed

of sand, gravel and loa1n, arid the cli

mate is so dry that neither frost nor

thaw materially affects the ground. The

winter of 1874-5 for cold and snow was

unprecedented in the Rocky Mountains,

yet from November 1, 1874, to March 1,

1875, the passenger-trains on the Union

Pacific failed in a single instance only to

connect with the Central Pacific trains

on the west end or the trains of the Iowa

roads on the east.

The total earnings of the road were

For the year ending June 30, 1872, . . $7,953,014.20

“ " " June 30, I873. 9.633.965-09

" " " Dec. 31, 1874, . . 1o,559,8So.n

The expenses-—

For the year ending Dec. 31, 1874, were $4,652,314.95

The government has invested in the

Union Pacific Railroad $27,237,000 in

six per cent. bonds.

The Postmaster-General stated, in a

communication to the House of Repre

sentatives, in answer to a resolution of

inquiry adopted by that body, that for

mail-service rendered by the Union Pa

cific Railroad Company for the years

1867 to 1872, inclusive, the government

had paid $1,156,138.73, and that had the

road not been constructed it would have

paid for the same service, over the routes

merged into this one, for the same time,

$1,799,718.28, being a saving, calculated

on the basis of pounds transported by

stage, of $107,263.25 per annum; but in

addition to this direct saving the Post

master-General states that it should be

borne in mind that the mail-road route

between the Missouri River and the Pa

cific coast is incomparably superior to the

previous service. Under the old con

tracts the time from Atchison, Kansas,

to San Francisco was sixteen days from

April to November inclusive, and twen

ty-four and a half days the rest of the

year. By the railroad the time, the year

round, is less than four and a half days.

The average amount of matter conveyed

in the old mails overland was less than

a thousand pounds a day. In March,

1870, on the Union Pacific the mails had

averaged 6376 pounds per day, and on

the Central Pacific 5308 pounds per day.

So that the saving to the government in

the transportation of postal matter, tak

ing weight alone as the basis of calcu

lation, to September 30, 1874, had been

$6.O94.979-40

On the 31st of January, 1873, the Sec

retary of \Var communicated to the

House of Representatives, in answer to

a resolution of that body, a letter fro1n

Quartermaster-General Meigs, showing

that the saving upon transportation of

troops and supplies by railroad, rather

than by stage and wagon, to June 30,

1872, was $6,507,282.85; so that for the

two years from June 30, 1872, the saving

to the government in the transportation

of postal and war matters had been at

the rate of $1,894,894.40 per annum.

The great Pacific Railroad has been

an epic and a tragedy. Its difiiculty, its

perils and its grandeur touched the im

agination of the people. When its prog

ress had assured the country of its prac

ticability, their eagerness and enthusiasm

were irrepressible. Everything asked

was granted; every measure tending to

hasten its construction was approved; its

completion was celebrated with a joy that

rang through the world.

Then came the Credit Mobilicr, and all

was changed. The great Pacific Railroad

went into eclipse. \\'hoever had had

anything to do with it passed under a

cloud. The man who came to its aid in

its day of small things, who when its fate

trembled in the balance staked upon its

success his immense private fortune, his

business and financial sagacity, and his

good name which had never been im
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pugned, was denounced by the country as

an evil-doer, and formally censured by

the House of Representatives, of which

he was a member. It is true that the

community in which he had done busi

ness refused to believe ill of him, and

the town in which he had lived met him

with open welcome on his return ; but the

proud old man had received his death

wound, and went down, silent and bro

ken-hearted, to his grave.

Nevertheless, in spite of thoughtless

applause and reckless or merited con

demnation, the road remains—a monu

ment to the splendid courage, the in

domitable energy, the clear foresight, the

enthusiasm and the persistence of our

countrymen. Of whatever was dishon

est or dishonorable in its construction or

in its management I say nothing, because

I know nothing. What I have said I

have said from personal observation or

from cold official reports transferred al

most verbally. Passing over the Pacific

Railroad immediately after the close of

the Credit Mobilier investigations, I was

greatly surprised to find that notwith

standing the efforts I had made to com

prehend that fraud, and the stern, un

tempted virtue with which I had con

demned it, the Credit Mobilier was con

tinually slipping away from me, and the

real magnitude of the real work was grow

ing ever more and more. Nor was this

in the smallest degree owing to any ma

nipulation of any proprietor of the road.

I-lumiliating as the confession must be to

one's self-love, it cannot be denied that

I undertook the journey without the small

est suspicion of the fact in the bosom of

any owner, director, stockholder or other

employé of the road, to the best of my

knowledge and belief.

Let it be far from me, however, to as

sume a virtue though I have it not. The

condemnation of free passes is wide and

deep: I submit to it without a murmur.

My experience with free passes has been

VOL. XlX.—x3

of the most short, slender and spasmodic

kind, but so far as it has extended it has

been one of unalloyed delight. It has

always seemed a waste to pay money for

going from place to place, because you

want all your money to spend when you

get there! I have never yet refused a

railroad pass, and, Heaven helping me,

I never will ! Whether as legislator, su

preme judge or private citizen, whenever

any railroad offers me a complimentary

ticket, I shall not only accept it unflinch

ingly, but feel that such road has paid

me a deserved compliment and done

itself an honor. If a man is so poor a

creature that he can be bribed by a rail

road ticket,-it makes very little difference

on what rock he is wrecked: he is sure

to go down quickly. Stronger tempta

tions than tickets lie all around us. As

to the honesty of issuing free passes

by a railroad company, it will scarcely

be asserted that the right to exercise

courtesy is to be denied to a corpora

tion, from the Congress of the United

States down to the Children's Mite So

ciety. I suppose the sending of compli

mentary passes is the same shrewd mix

ture of business and civility which in

duces a publisher to send his books to

the critics, and the manager of a thea

tre to send tickets to editors, and the city

of New York to give a reception to Dom

Pedro. If a railroad has no sense and no

conscience, and wastes its substance in

riotous passes, the remedy of the owners

would seem to be a change of agents. But

I am not discussing that branch of the sub

ject. I only wish to be perfectly frank, and

to warn the reader that any credit given to

this article on the supposition that a free

pass offered to the writer by the president

of a railroad would be indignantly reject

ed as a bribe, is gently but firmly declined.

The reader must compute for himself the

discount to be made upon the views and

statements presented.

Gan. Haunxox.
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THE MARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, AUTHOR OF "MALCOLM."

CHAPTER XXIII.

PAINTER AND GRUOM.

HE address upon the note .\lalcolm

had to deliver took him to a house '

in Chelsea—one of a row of beautiful

old houses fronting the Thames, with lit

tle gardens between them and the road.

The one he sought was overgrown with

creepers, most of them now covered with

fresh springr buds. The afternoon had

turned cloudy, and a cold east wind

came up the river, which, as the tide

was falling, raised little waves on its

surface and made Malcolm think of

the herring. Somehow, as he went up

to the door, a new chapter of his life

seemed about to commence.

The servant who took the note return

ed immediately and showed him up to

the study, a large back room looking

over a good-sized garden, with stables

on one side. There Lenorme sat at his

easel. "Ah!" he said, " I'm glad to see

that wild animal has not quite torn you

to pieces. Take a chair. What on earth

made you bring such an incarnate fury

to London?"

“I see well enough now, sir, she's not

exactly the one for London use, but if

you had once ridden her, you would

never quite enjoy another between your

knees."

"She's such an infernal brute!"

“You can't say too ill of her. But I

fancy ajail-chaplain sometimes takes the

most interest in the worst villain under

his charge. I should be a proud man to

make /wr fit to live with decent people."

“ I'm afraid she'll be too much for you.

At last you'll have to part with her, I '

fear."

“ If she had bitten you as often as she

has me, sir, you wouldn't part with her.

Besides, it would be wrong to sell her.

She would only be worse with any one

else. But, indeed, though you will hard

ly believe it, she is better than she was."

"Then what must she have been ?"

"You may well say that, sir."

" Here your mistress tells me you want

my assistance in choosing another horse."

“Yes, sir—to attend upon her in Lon

don."

"I don't profess to be knowing in

horses: what made you think of me ?"

“I saw how you sat your own horse,

sir, and I heard you say you bought him

out of a butterman's cart and treated him

like a human being: that was enough for

me, sir. I've long had the notion that

the beasts, poor things! have a half

sleeping, half- waking human soul in

them, and it was a great pleasure to

hear you say something of the same

sort. ‘That gentleman,’ I said to my

self—‘he and I would understand one

another.’ "

"I am glad you think so," said Le

norme, with entire courtesy. It was not

merely that the very doubtful recognition

of his profession by society had tended

to keep him clear of its prejudices, but

both as a painter and a man he found

the young fellow exceedingly attractive;

—as a painter from the rare combination

of such strength with such beauty, and

as a man from a certain yet rarer clarity

of nature which to the vulgar observer

seems fatuity until he has to encounter

it in action, when the contrast is like

meeting a thunderbolt. Naturally, the

dishonest takes the honest for a fool.

Beyond his understanding, he imagines

him beneath it. But Lenorme, although

so much more a man of the world, was

able in a measure to look into Malcolm

and appreciate him. His nature and his

art combined in enabling him to do this.

“You see, sir," Malcolm went on, en

couraged by the simplicity of Lenorme‘s

manner, “if they were nothing like us,

how should we be able to get on with

them at all, teach them anything, or

come a hair nearer them, do what we

might? For all her wickedness, I firm

ly believe Kelpie has a sort of regard for
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me: I won't call it affection, but perhaps

it comes as near that as may be possible

in the time to one of her temper."

"Now I hope you will permit me, Mr.

1\IacPhail," said Lenorme, who had been

paying more attention to Malcolm than

to his words, "to give a violent wrench

to the conversation, and turn it upon

yourself. You can't be surprised, and

I hope you will not be annoyed, if I say

you strike one as not altogether like your

calling. No London groom I have ever

spoken to in the least resembles you.

How is it ?"

"I hope you don't mean to imply, sir,

that I don't know my business?" returned

Malcolm, laughing. ,

“Anything but that. It were nearer

the thing to say that, for all I know, you

may understand mine as well."

"I wish I did, sir. Except the pictures

at Lossie I-louse and those in Portland

Place, I've never seen one in my life.

About most of them I must say I find it

hard to imagine what better the world is

for them. Mr. Graham says that no work

that doesn't tend to make the world bet

ter makes it richer. If he were a hea

then, he says, he would build a temple

to Ses, the sister of Psyche.“

"Ses ?—-I don't remember her," said

Lenorme.

“The moth, sir-—‘the moth and the

rust,‘ you know."

“Yes, yes—now I know. Capital!

Only more things may tend to make

the world better than some people think.

\\’ho is this Mr. Graham of yours. He

must be no common man."

"You are right there, sir: there is not

another like him in the whole world, I

believe." And thereupon Malcolm set

himself to give the painter an idea of the

schoolmaster.

When they had talked about him for

a little while, "Well, all this accounts for

your being a scholar," said Lenorme;

"but-"

"I am little enough of that, sir," inter

rupted Malcolm. "Any Scotch boy that

likes to learn finds the way open to him."

"I am aware of that. But were you

really readingr Epictetus when we left you

in the park this morning?"

“Yes. sir: why not?"

"In the original?"

"Yes, sir, but not very readily. I am

a poor Greek scholar. But my copy has

a rough Latin translation on the opposite

page, and that helps me out. It's not

difificult. You would think nothing of

it if it had been Cornelius Nepos or

Cordery's Cal/nquknr. It's only a better,

not a more difiicult book.“

"I don't know about that. It's not

every one who can read Greek that can

understand Epictetus. Tell me what you

have learned from him ?"

"That would be hard to do. A man

is very ready to forget how he ca1ne first

to think of the things he loves best. You

see, they are as much a necessity of your

being as they -are of the man's who

thought them first. I can no more do

without the truth than Plato. It is as

much my needful food, and as fully

mine to possess, as his. His having it,

Mr. Graham says, was for my sake as

well as his own. It's just like what Sir

Thomas Browne says about the faces of

those we love—that we cannot retain the

idea of them, because they are ourselves.

Those that help the world must be served

like their Master and a good deal forgot

ten, I fancy. Of course they don't mind

it. I remember another passage I think

says something to the same purpose

one in Epictetus himself," continued

Malcolm, drawing the little book from

his pocket and turning over the leaves,

while Lenorme sat waiting, wondering,

and careful not to interrupt him. He

turned to the forty-second chapter and

began to read from the Greek.

“I've forgotten all the Greek I ever

had," said Lenorme.

Then Malcolm turned to the opposite

page and began to read the Latin.

“Tut! tut!" said Lenorme, "I can't

follow your Scotch pronunciation."

"That's a pity," said Malcolm: "it's

the right way."

"I don't doubt it: you Scotch are al

ways in the right. But just read it off

in English, will you ?"

Thus adjured, Malcolm read slowly

and with choice of word and phrase:

"‘And if any one shall say unto thee
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that thou knowest nothing, notwithstand

ing thou must not be vexed: then know

thou that thou hast begun thy work.‘

That is," explained Malcolm, "when you

keep silence about principles in the pres

ence of those that are incapable of un

derstanding thcm.—' For the sheep also

do not manifest to the shepherds how

much they have eaten by producing fod

der; but, inwardly digesting their food,

they produce outwardly wool and milk.

And thou therefore set not forth princi

ples before the unthinking, but the ac

tions that result from the digestion of

them.’-—That last is not quite literal, but

I think it's about right," concluded Mal

colm, putting the book again in the breast

pocket ofhis silver-buttoned coat. " That's

the passage I thought of, but I see now

it won't apply. He speaks of not saying

what you know: I spoke of forgetting

where you got it."

"Come, now," said Lenorme, growing

more and more interested in his new ac

quaintance, "tell me something about

your life. Accountfor yourself. If you

will make a friendship of it, you must do

that."

"I will, sir," said Malcolm, and with

the word began to tell him most things

he could think of as bearing upon his

mental history up to and after the time

also when his birth was disclosed to him.

In omitting that disclosure he believed

he had without it quite accounted for

himself. Through the whole recital he

dwelt chiefly on the lessons and influ

ences of the schoolmaster.

“Well, I must admit," said Lenorme

when he had ended, "that you are no

longer unintelligible, not to say incred

ible. You have had a splendid educa

tion, in which I hope you give the her

ring and Kelpie their due share." He

sat silently regarding him for a few mo

ments. Then he said, “ I'll tell you what,

now: if I help you to buy a horse, you

must help me to paint a picture."

"I don't know how I'm to do that,"

said Malcolm, "but if you do, that's

enough. I shall only be too happy to

do what I can."

"Then I'll tell you.

tell anybody: it's a secret.

But you're not to

I have dis

covered that there is no suitable portrait

of Lady Lossie's father. It is a great

pity. His brother and his father and

grandfather are all in Portland Place,

in Highland costume, as chiefs of their

clan: his place only is vacant. Lady

Lossie, however, has in her possession

one or two miniatures of him, which,

although badly painted, I should think

may give the outlines of his face and

head with tolerable correctness. From

the portraits of his predecessors, and

from Lady Lossie herself, I gain some

knowledge of what is common to the

family; and from all together I hope to

gather and paint what will be recogni

zable by her as a likeness of her father;

which afterward I hope to better by her

remarks. These remarks I hope to get

first from her feelings unadulterated by

criticism, through the surprise of coming

upon the picture suddenly: afterward

from her judgment at its leisure. Now,

I remember seeing you wait at table—

the first time I saw you—in the High

land dress : will you come to me so dress

ed, and let me paint from you?"

"I'll do better than that, sir," cried

Malcolm eagerly. " I'll get up from Los

. sie House my lord's very dress that he

wore when he went to court—his jewel

ed dirk, and Andrew Ferrara broadsword

with the hilt of real silver. That'll great

ly help your design upon my lady, for he

dressed up in them all more than once

just to please her."

"Thank you!" said Lenorme very

heartily: "that will be of immense ad

vantage. Write at once."

“I will, sir. Only I'm a bigger man

than my——late master; and you must

mind that."

“I'll see to it. You get the clothes

and all the rest of the accoutrements-—

rich with barbaric gems and gold, and—"

“Neither gems nor gold, sir--honest

Scotch cairngorms and plain silver,"

said Malcolm.

"I only quoted Milton," returned Le

norme.

“ Then you should have quoted cor

rectly, sir. ‘Showers on her kings bar

baric pearl and gold'—that's the line,

and you can't better it. Mr. Graham
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always pulled me up if I didn‘t quote

correctly. By the bye, sir, some say it's

Hugs barbaric, but there's barbaric gold

in Virgil."

“I dare say you are right," said Le

norme. "But you are far too learned

for me."

" Don‘t make game of me, sir. I know

two or three books pretty well, and when

I get a chance I can't help talking about

them. It's so seldom now I can get a

mouthful of Milton. There's no cave

here to go into and roll the mimic thun

der in your mouth. If the people here

heard me reading loud out, they would

call me mad. It's a mercy in this Lon

don if a workingman get loneliness

enough to say his prayers in."

“You do say your prayers, then?"

asked Lenorme, looking at him curi

ously.

"Yes: don't you, sir? You had so

much sense about the beasts, I thought

you must be a man that said his prayers."

Lenorme was silent. He was not al

together innocent of saying prayers, but

of late years it had grown a more formal

and gradually a rarer thing. One reason

of this was that it had never come into

his head that God cared about pictures,

or had the slightest interest whether he

painted well or ill. If a man's earnest

calling, to which of necessity the greater

part of his thought is given, is altogether

dissociated in his mind from his religion,

it is not wonderful that his prayers should

by degrees wither and die. The question

is, whether they ever had much vitality.

But one mighty negative was yet true of

Lenorme: he had not got in his head,

still less had he ever cherished in his

heart, the thought that there was any

thing fine in disbelieving in a God, or

anything contemptible in imagining ,

communication with a Being of grand

er essence than himself. That in which

Socrates rejoiced with exultant humility

many a youth now-a-days thinks himself

a fine fellow for casting from him with

ignorant scorn.

A true conception of the conversation

above recorded can hardly be had except

my reader will take the trouble to imagine

the contrast between the Scotch accent r

and inflection, the largeness and prolon

gation of vowel-sounds, and, above all,

the Scotch tone of Malcolm, and the

pure, clear articulation and decided ut

terance of the perfect London speech

of Lenorme. It was something like the

difference between the blank verse of

Young and the prose of Burke.

The silence endured so long that Mal

colm began to fear he had hurt his new

friend, and thought it better to take his

leave. “ I'll go and write to Mrs. Court

h0pe—that‘s the housekeeper—to-night,

to send up the things at once. When

would it be convenient for you to go

and look at some horses with me, Mr.

Lenorme ?" he said.

"I shall be at home all to-morrow,"

answered the painter, "and ready to go

with you any time you like to come for

me."

As he spoke he held out his hand, and

they parted like old friends.

CHAPTER XXIV.

A LADY.

THE next morning Malcolm took Kel

pie into the park and gave her a good

breathing. He had thought to jump the

rails and let her have her head, but he

found there were too many park-keepers

and police about: he saw he could do

little for her that way. He was turning

home with her again when one of her

evil fits came upon her, this time taking

its first form in a sudden stiffening of

every muscle: she stood stock-still with

flaming eyes. I suspect we human be

ings know but little of the fierceness with

which the vortices of passion rage in the

more purely animal natures. This be

ginning he well knew would end in a

wild paroxysm of rearing and plunging.

He had more than once tried the exor

cism of patience, sitting sedate upon her

back until she chose to move; but on

these occasions the tempest that followed

had been of the very worst description ;

so that he had concluded it better to

bring on the crisis, thereby sure at least

to save time; and after he had adopted

this mode with her, attacks of the sort,
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if no less violent, had certainly become

fewer. The moment, therefore, that

symptoms of an approaching fit show

ed themselves he used his spiked heels

with vigor. Upon this occasion he had

a stiff tussle with her, but as usual gain

ed the victory, and was riding slowly

along the Row, Kelpie tossing up now

her head, now her heels, in indignant

protest against obedience in general

and enforced obedience in particular,

when a lady on horseback, who had

come galloping from the opposite direc

tion with her groom behind her, pulled

up and lifted her hand with imperative

grace: she had seen something of what

had been going on. Malcolm reined in.

But Kelpie, after her nature, was now as

unwilling to stop as she had been before

to proceed, and the fight began again,

with some difference of movement and

aspect, but the spurs once more playing

a free part.

“ Man! man !" cried the lady in most

musical reproof, "do you know what you

are about ?"

" It would be a bad job for her and me

too if I did not, my lady," said .\Ialcolm,

whom her appearance and manner im

pressed with a conviction of rank; and

as he spoke he smiled in the midst of

the struggle: he seldom got angry with

Kelpie.

But the smile, instead of taking from

the apparent roughness of his speech,

only made his conduct appear in the

lady's eyes more cruel. " How is it pos

sible you can treat the poor animal so

unkindly—and in cold blood too?" she

said, and an indescribable tone of plead

ing ran through the rebuke. "Why, her

poor sides are actually—-" A shudder

and look of personal distress completed

the sentence.

"You don't know what she is, my

lady, or you would not think it necessary

to intercede for her."

" But if she is naughty, is that any rea

son why you should be cruel P"

"No, my lady; but it is the best

reason why I should try to make her

good."

"You will never make her good that

way."

"Improvement gives ground for hope,"

said Malcolm.

"But you must not treat a poor dumb

animal as you would a responsible hu

man being."

"She's not so very poor, my lady.

She has all she wants, and does noth

ing to earn it-—nothing to speak of, and

nothing at all with good-will. For her

dumbness, that's a mercy. If she could

speak she wouldn't be fit to live amongst

decent people. But for that matter, if

some one hadn't taken her in hand,

dumb as she is, she would have been

shot long ago."

" Better that than live with such usage."

"I don't think she would agree with

you, my lady. My fear is that, for as

cruel as it looks to your ladyship, take

it all together, she enjoys the fight. In

any case, I am certain she has more re

gard for me than any other being in the

universe."

“Who can have any regard for you,"

said the lady very gently, in utter mis

take of his meaning, "if you have no

command of your temper? You must

learn to rule yourself first."

“That's true, my lady; and so long

as my mare is not able to be a law to

herself, I must be a law to her too."

"But have you never heard of the law

of kindness? You could do so much

more without the severity."

“With some natures I grant you, my

lady, but not with such as she. Horse

or man—they never know kindness till

they have learned fear. Kelpie would

have torn me to pieces before now if I

had taken your way with her. But ex

cept I can do a good deal more with

her yet, she will be nothing better than

a natural brute beast made to be taken

and destroyed."

“The Bible again!" murmured the

lady to herself. "Of how much cruelty

has not that book to bear the blame!"

All this time Kelpie was trying hard

to get at the lady's horse to bite him.

But she did not see that. She was too

much distressed, and was growing more

and more so. “I wish you would let my

groom try her," she said after a pitiful

pause. “He's an older and more ex
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perienced man than you. He has chil

dren. He would show you what can be

done by gentleness."

From Malcolm's words she had scarce

ly gathered even a false 1neaning—not a

glimmer of his nature—not even a sus

picion that he meant something. To her

he was but a handsome, brutal young

groom. From the world of thought and

reasoning that lay behind his words not

an echo had reached her.

" It would be a great satisfaction to my

old Adam to let him try her," said Mal

colm.

“The Bible again!" said the lady to

herself.

“But it would be murder," he added,

"not knowing myself what experience

he has had."

"I see," said the lady to herself, but

loud enough for Malcolm to hear, for her

tenderheartedness had made her both

angry and unjust, “his self-conceit is

equal to his cruelty—just what I might

have expected!"

\Vith the words she turned her horse‘s

head and rode away, leaving a lump in

Malcolm's throat.

“I wuss fowk"—he still spoke Scotch

in his own chamber—~" wad du as they're

tell't, an‘ no jcedge ane anither. l'm

sure it‘s Kelpie's best chance 0~ salva

tion 'at I gang on wi' her. Stablemen

wad hae had her brocken doon a‘the

gither by this time, an’ life wad hae

had little relish left."

It added hugely to the bitterness of

being thus rebuked that he had never in

his life seen such a radiance of beauty's

softest light as shone from the face and

form of the reproving angel. “Only she

canna be an angel," he said to himself,

“ or she wad hae ken't better."

She was young—not more than twen

ty—tall and graceful, with a touch of

the matronly, which she must have had

even in childhood, for it belonged to her,

so staid, so stately was she in all her

grace. \Vith her brown hair, her lily

complexion, her blue-gray eyes, she was

all of the moonlight and its shadows—

even now in the early morning and an

gry. Her nose was so nearly perfect that

one never thought of it. Her mouth was

rather large, but had gained in value

of shape, and in the expression of in

dwelling sweetness, with every line that

carried it beyond the measure of small

ness. Most little mouths are pretty, some

even lovely, but not one have I seen

beautiful. Her forehead was the sweet

est of half-moons. Of those who knew

her best, some absolutely believed that

a radiance resembling moonlight shim

mered from its precious expanse. "Be

ye angry and sin not," had always been

a puzzle to Malcolm, who had, as I have

said, inherited a certain Celtic fierceness;

but now, even while he knew himself the

object of the anger, he understood the

word. It tried him sorely, however, that

such gentleness and beauty should be

unreasonable.

never have a chance of convincing her

how mistaken she was concerning his

treatment of Kelpie? Vi/hat a celestial

rosy red her face had glowed! and what

summer lightnings had flashed up in her

eyes, as if they had been the horizons

of heavenly worlds up which flew the

dreams that broke from the brain of a

young sleeping goddess, to make the

worlds glad also in the night of their

slumber!

Something like this Malcolm felt: who

ever saw her must feel as he had never

felt before. He gazed after her long and

earnestly. " It's an awfu' thing to hae a

women like that angert at ye," he said

to himself when at length she had dis

appeared—-" as bonny as she is angry.

God be praised ‘at I-_le kens a' thing,

an‘ '5 no angert wi' ye for the luik 0’ a

thing! But the wheel may come roon'

again—wha kens? Ony gait, I s‘ mak

the best 0' Kelpie I can.—I won'er gien

she kens Leddy Florimel ? She's a heap

mair boontifu'-like in her beauty nor her.

The man micht haud 's ain wi' an arch

angel ‘at had a wuman like that to the

wife 0' 'm.—-I-Ioots! I'll be wussin' I had

had anither upbringin', ‘at I micht ha‘

won a step nearer to the hem 0' her gar

ment; an' that wad be to deny Him 'at

made an‘ ordeen‘t me. I wull not du

that. But I maun hae a crack wi' Mais

ter Graham anent things twa or three,

jist to haud me straucht, for I'm jist

Could it be that he should
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girnin' at bein' sae regairdit by sic a

revelation. Gien she had been an auld

wife, I wad hae only lauchen : what for ‘s

that? Idoobt I'm no muckle mair riz

zonable nor hersel'. The thing was this,

I fancy: it was sae clear she spak frae

no ill-natur', only frae pure humanity.

She's a gran’ ane yon, only some saft, I

doobt."

For the lady, she rode away sadly

strengthened in her doubts whether

there could be a God in the world—

not because there were in it such men

as she took Malcolm for, but because

such a lovely animal had fallen into his

hands.

"It's a sair thing to be misjeedged,"

said Malcolm to himself as he put the

demoness in her stall; “but it's no more

than the Macker o‘ ‘s pits up wi‘ ilka

hoor 0' the day, an’ says na a word.

Eh, but God's unco quaiet! Sae lang

as He kens till himsel' ‘at He's a‘ richt,

He lats fowk think ‘at they like—till He

has time to lat them ken better. Lord,

mak clean my hert within me, an‘ syne

I'll care little for ony jeedgement but

Thine!"

CHAPTER XXV.

THE PSYCHE.

IT was a lovely day, but Florimel

would not ride: Malcolm must go at

once to Mr. Lenorme: she would not

go out again until she could have a

choice of horses to follow her. “Your

Kelpie is all very well in Richmond

Park—and I wish I were able to ride her

myself, Malcolm—but she will never do

in London."

His name sounded sweet on her lips,

but somehow to-day, for the first time

since he saw her first, he felt a strange

sense of superiority in his protection

of her: could it be because he had that

morning looked unto a higher orb of cre

ation? It mattered little to Malcolm's

generous nature that the voice that is

sued therefrom had been one of unjust

rebuke. “Who knows, my lady," he

answered his mistress, "but you may

ride her some day? Give her a bit of

sugar every time you see her—-on your

hand, so that she may take it with her

lips and not catch your fingers."

"You shall show me how," said Flori

mel, and gave him a note for Mr. Le

norme.

\\-‘hen he came in sight of the river,

there, almost opposite the painter's house,

lay his own little yacht. He thought of

Kelpie in the stable, saw Psyche floating

like a swan in the reach, made two or

three long strides, then sought to exhale

the pride of life in thanksgiving.

The moment his arrival was announced

to Lenorme he came down and went with

him, and in an hour or two they had found

very much the sort of horse they wanted.

Malcolm took him home for trial, and

Florimel was pleased with him. The

earl's opinion was not to be had, for he

had hurt his shoulder when he fell from

the rearing Kelpie the day before, and

was confined to his room in Curzon

street.

In the evening Malcolm put on his

yachter's uniform and set out again for

Chelsea. There he took a boat and

crossed the river to the yacht, which

lay near the other side in charge of an

old salt whose acquaintance Blue Peter

had made when lying below the bridges.

On board he found all tidy and ship

shape. He dived into the cabin, light

ed a candle and made some measure

ments: all the little luxuries of the nest

—carpets, cushions, curtains and other

things—-were at Lossie House, having

been removed when the Psyche was

laid up for the winter: he was going to

replace them. And he was anxious to

see whether he could not fulfill a desire

he had once heard Florimel express to

her father—that she had a bed on board

and could sleep there. He found it pos

sible, and had soon contrived a berth:

even a tiny state-room was within the

limits of construction.

Returning to the deck, he was consult

ing Travers about a carpenter when, to

his astonishment, he saw young Davy,

the boy he had brought from I)ufi' Har

bor, and whom he understood to have

gone back with Blue Peter, gazing at

him from before the mast.
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"Gien ye please, Maister MacPhail,"

said Davy, and said no more.

"How on earth do you come to be

here, you rascal?" said Malcolm. “Pe

ter was to take you home with him."

“I garred him think I was gauin',"

answered the boy, scratching his red

poll, which glowed in the dusk.

“I gave him your wages," said Mal

colm.

"Ay, he tauld me that, but I loot them

gang an‘ gae him the slip, an’ wan ashore

close ahint yersel‘, sir, jist as the smack

set sail. I cudna gang ohn hed a word

wi' yersel', sir, to see whether ye wadna

lat me bide wi' ye, sir. I haena muckle

wut, they tell me, sir, but gien I michtna

aye be able to du what ye telI‘t me to du,

I cud aye haud ohn dune what ye tell't

me no to du."

The words of the boy pleased Mal

colm more than he judged it wise to

manifest. He looked hard at Davy.

There was little to be seen in his face

except the best and only thing—truth.

It shone from his round pale-blue eyes;

it conquered the self-assertion of his un

happy nose; it seemed to glow in every

freckle of his sunburnt cheeks as earn

estly he returned Malc0lm's gaze.

“ But,“ said Malcolm, almost satisfied,

“ how is this, Travers? I never gave you

any instructions about the boy."

“There's where it is, sir," answered

Travers. “I seed the boy aboard be

fore, and when he come aboard again,

jest arter you left, I never as much as

said to myself,‘ It's all right.‘ I axed him

no questions, and he told me no lies."

“Glen ye please, sir," struck in Davy,

“ Maister Trahvers gied me my mait, an‘

I tuik it, ‘cause I hed no sil'er to buy ony:

I houp it wasna stealin', sir. An‘ gien

ye wad keep me, ye cud tak it aff 0' my

wauges for three days."

"Look here, Davy,’ said Malcolm,

turning sharp upon him : “can you

swim ?"

"Ay, can I, sir—weel that," answered

Davy.

“Jump overboard, then, and swim

ashore," said Malcolm, pointing to the

Chelsea bank.

The boy made two strides to the lar

board gunwale, and would have been

over the next instant, but l\I;J.lC0ll1‘l caught

him by the shoulder. " That'll do, Davy:

I'll give you a chance, Davy," he said;

"and ifI get a good account of you from

Travers, I'll rig you out like myselfhere."

"Thank you, sir," said Davy. "I s’

do what I can to please ye, sir. An‘ gien'

ye wad sen’ my wauges hame to my mith

er, sir, ye wad ken ‘at I cudna be gauin'

stravaguin' an‘ drinkin' whan yer back

was turn‘t."

“Well, I'll write to your mother and

see whatshe says," said MalcoIm.—" Now

I want to tell you, both of you, that this

yacht belongs to the marchioness of Lost

sie, and I have the command of her, and

I must have everything on board ship

shape, and as clean, Travers, as if she

was a seventy-four. If there's the head

of a nail visible, it must be as bright as

silver. And everything must be at the

word. The least hesitation and I have

done with that man. If Davy here had

grumbled one mouthful, even on his way

overboard, I wouldn't have kept him."

He then arranged that Travers was to

go home that night, and bring with him

the next morning an old carpenter-friend

of his. He would himself be down by

seven o'clock to set him to work.

The result was, that before a fortnight

was over he had the cabin thoroughly

fitted up with all the luxuries it had for

merly possessed, and as many more as

he could think of to compensate for the

loss of the space occupied by the dain

tiest little state-room—a very jewel-box

for softness and richness and comfort. In

the cabin, amongst the rest of his addi

tions, he had fixed in a corner a set of

tiny bookshelves, and filled them with

what books he knew his sister liked, and

some that he liked for her. It was not

probable she would read in them much,

he said to himself, but they wouldn't

make the boat heel, and who could tell

when a drop of celestial nepenthe might

ooze from one or another of them? So

there they stood, in their lovely colors

of morocco, russia, calf or vellum—

types of the infinite rest in the midst of

the ever restless—the types for ever toss

ed, but the rest remaining.
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By that time also he had arranged

with Travers and Davy a code of sig

nals.

The day after Malcolm had his new

hack he rode him behind his mistress in

the park, and nothing could be more de

corous than the behavior of both horse

and groom. It was early, and in Rotten

Row, to his delight. they met the lady

of rebuke. She and Florimel pulled up

simultaneously, greeted and had a little

talk. When they parted, and the lady

came to pass Malcolm, whom she had

not suspected, sitting a civilized horse in

all serenity behind his mistress, she cast

a quick second glance at him, and her

fair face flushed with the red reflex of

yesterday's anger. He expected her to

turn at once and complain of him to his

mistress, but to his disappointment she

rode on.

\Vhen they left the park, Florimel went

down Constitution Hill, and, turningr west

ward, rode to Chelsea. As they approach

ed Mr. Lenorme's house she stopped and

said to Malcolm, "I am going to run in

and thank Mr. Lenorme for the trouble

he has been at about the horse. Which

is the house?"

She pulled up at the gate. Malcolm

dismounted, but before he could get near

to assist her she was already halfway up

the walk, flying, and he was but in time

to catch the rein of Abbot. already mov

ing off, curious to know whether he was

actually trusted alone. In about five

minutes she came again, glancing about

her all ways but behind—with a scared

look, Malcolm thought. But she walk

ed more slowly and statelily than usual

down the path. In a moment Malcolm

had her in the saddle, and she cantered

away past the hospital into Sloane street,

and across the park home. He said to

himself, "She knows the way."

CHAPTER XXVI

THE SCHOOLMASTER.

ALEXANDER GRAHAM, the schoolmas

ter, was the son of a grieve, or farm-over

seer, in the north of Scotland. By strain

ing every nerve his parents had succeed

ed in giving him a university education,

the narrowness of whose scope was pos

sibly favorable to the development of

what genius, rare and shy, might lurk

among the students. He had labored

well, and had gathered a good deal from

books and lectures, but far more from

the mines they guided him to discover

in his own nature. In common with so

many Scotch parents, his had cherished

the most wretched as well as hopeless of

all ambitions, seeing it presumes to work

in a region into which no ambition can

enter—l mean that of seeing their son a

clergyman. In presbyter, curate, bishop

or cardinal ambition can fare but as that

of the creeping thing to build its nest in

the topmost boughs of the cedar. Worse

than that: my simile is a poor one, for

the moment a thought of ambition is

r/tank/ted, that moment the man is out

of the kingdom. Their son, with already

a few glimmering insights which had not

yet begun to interfere with his accept

ance of the doctrines of his Church,

made no opposition to their wish, but

having qualified himself to ~the satisfac

tion of his superiors, at length ascended

the pulpit to preach his first sermon.

The custom of the time as to preach

ing was a sort of compromise between

reading a sermon and speaking extem

pore, a mode morally as well as artistic

ally false: the preacher learned his ser

mon by rote, and repeated it—as much

like the man he therein was not, and as

little like the parrot he was, as he could.

It is no wonder, in such an attempt, ei

ther that memory should fail a shy man

or assurance an honest man. In Mr.

Graham's case it was probably the for

mer: the practice was universal, and he

could hardly yet have begun to question

it, so as to have had any conscience of

evil. Blessedly, however, for his dawn

ing truth and well-being,‘ he failed—fail

ed utterly, pitifully. His tongue clave to

the roof of his mouth; his lips moved,

but shaped no sound; a deathly dew

bathed his forehead; his knees shook;

and he sank at last to the bottom of the

chamber of his_ torture, whence, while his

mother wept below and his father clench

ed hands of despair beneath the tails of
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his Sunday coat, he was half led, half

dragged down the steps by the bedral.

shrunken together like one caught in a

shameful deed, and with the ghastly look

of him who has but just revived from the

faint supervening on the agonies of the

rack. Home they crept together, speech

less and hopeless, all three, to be thence

forth the contempt, and not the envy,

of their fellow-parishioners. For if the

vulgar feeling toward the home-born

prophet is superciliousness, what must

the sentence upon failure be in ungen

erous natures, to which every downfall

of another is an uplifting of themselves!

But Mr. Graham's worth had gained him

friends in the presbytery, and he was that

same week appointed to the vacant school

of another parish.

There it was not long before he made

the acquaintance of Griselda Campbell,

who was governess in the great house

of the neighborhood, and a love, not

the less true that it was hopeless from

the first, soon began to consume the

chagrin of his failure, and substitute for

it a more elevating sorrow; for how

could an embodied failure, to offer

whose miserable self would be an in

sult, dare speak of love to one before

whom his whole being sank worshiping?

Silence was the sole armor of his priv

ilege. So long as he was silent the ter

rible arrow would never part from the

bow of those sweet lips: he might love

on, love ever, nor be grudged the bliss

of such visions as, to him seated on its

outer steps, might come from any chance

opening of the heavenly gate. And Miss

Campbell thought of him more kindly

than he knew. But before long she ac

cepted the offered situation of governess

to Lady Annabel, the only child of the

late marquis's elder brother, at that time

himself marquis, and removed to Lossie

House. There the late marquis fell in

love with her and persuaded her to a

secret marriage. There also she be

came, in the absence of her husband,

the mother of Malcolm. But the mar

quis of the time, jealous for the succes

sion of his daughter, and fearing his ‘

brother might yet marry the mother of

his child, contrived, with the assistance

of the midwife, to remove the infant and

persuade the mother that he was dead,

and also to persuade his brother of the

death of both mother and child; after

which, imagining herself willfully de

serted by her husband, yet determined

to endure shame rather than break the

promise of secrecy she had given him,

the poor lady accepted the hospitality of

her distant relative, Miss Horn, and con

tinued with her till she died.

\Vhen he learned where she had gone,

Mr. Graham seized a chance of change

to Portlossie that occurred soon after, and

_ when she became her cousin's guest went

to see her, was kindly received, and for

twenty years lived in friendly relations

with the two. It was not until after her

death that he came to know the strange

fact that the object of his calm, unalter

able devotion had been a wife all those

years, and was the mother of his favorite

pupil. About the same time he was dis

missed from the school on the charge

of heretical teaching, founded on certain

religious conversations he had had with

some of the fisher-people who sought his

advice; and thereupon he had left the

place and gone to London, knowing it

would be next to impossible to find or

gather another school in Scotland af

ter being thus branded. In London he

hoped, one way or another, to avoid dy

ing of cold or hunger or in debt: that

was very nearly the limit of his earthly

ambition.

He had just one acquaintance in the

whole mighty city, and no more. Him

he had known in the days of his sojourn

at King's College, where he had grown

with him from bejan to magistrand. He

was the son of a linendraper in Aber- .

deen, and was a decent, good-humored

fellow, who, if he had not distinguished,

had never disgraced himself. His fa

ther, having somewhat influential busi

ness relations, and finding in him no

leanings to a profession, bespoke the

good offices of a certain large retail

house in London, and sent him thither

to learn the business. The result was,

that he had married a daughter of one

of the partners, and became a partner

himself. His old friend wrote to him at
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his shop in Oxford street, and then went

to see him at his house on Haverstock

Hill.

He was shown into the library, in

which were two mahogany cases with

plate-glass doors, full of books, well

cared for as to clothing and condition,

and perfectly placid, as if never dis

turbed from one week's end to another.

In a minute Mr. Marshal entered—so

changed that he could never have recog

nized him; still, however, a kind-heart

ed, genial man. He received his class

fellow cordially and respectfully, referred

merrily to old times, begged to know how

he was getting on, asked whether he had

come to London with any special object,

and invited him to dine with them on

Sunday. He accepted the invitation,

met him, according to agreement, at a

certain chapel in Kentish Town, of which

he was a deacon, and walked home with

him and his wife.

They had but one of their family at

home, the youngest son, whom his fa

ther was having educated for the dissent

ing ministry in the full conviction that he

was doing not a little for the truth, and

justifying its cause before men, by de

voting to its service the son of a man of

standing and worldly means, whom he

might have easily placed in a position to

make money. The youth was of simple

character and good inclination—ready

' to do what he saw to be right, but slow

in putting to the question anything that

interfered with his notions of laudable

ambition or justifiable self-interest. He

was attending lectures at a dissenting col

lege in the neighborhood, for his father

feared Oxford or Cambridge—not for

his morals, but his opinions in regard

to Church and State.

The schoolmaster spent a few days in

the house. His friend was generally in

town, and his wife, regarding him as very

primitive and hardly fit for what she

counted society—the class, namely, that

she herself represented—was patronizing

and condescending; but the young fel

low, finding, to his surprise. that he knew

a great deal more about his studies than

he did himself, was first somewhat attract

ed, and then somewhatinfluenced by him,

so that at length an intimacy tending to

friendship arose between them.

Mr. Graham was not a little shocked to

discover that his ideas in respect of the

preacher's calling were of a very worldly

kind. The notions of this fledgling of

dissent differed from those of a clergy

man of the same stamp in this: the lat

ter regards the Church as a society with

accumulated property for the use of its

officers ; the former regarded it as a com

munity of communities, each possessing

a preaching-house which ought to be

made commercially successful. Saving

influences must emanate from it of course,

but dissenting saving influences. '

H is mother was a partisan to a hideous

extent. To hear her talk you would have

thought she imagined the apostles the

first dissenters, and that the main duty

of every Christian soul was to battle for

the victory of congregationalism over

episcopacy, and voluntaryism over state

endowment. Her every mode of think

ing and acting was of a leveling com

monplace. \Vith her, love was liking,

duty something unpleasant—generally

to other people—and kindness patron

age. But she was just in money-mat

ters, and her son too had every inten

tion of being worthy of his hire, though

wherein lay the value of the labor with

which he thought to counterpoise that

hire it were hard to say.

CHAPTER XXVII.

THE PREACHER.

THE sermon Mr. Graham heard at the

chapel that Sunday morning in Kentish

Town was not of an elevating, therefore

not of a strengthening, description. The

pulpit was at that time in olfer to the

highest bidder—in orthodoxy, that is,

combined with popular talent. The first

object of the chapel's existence—l do

not say in the minds of those who built

it, for it was an old place, but certainly

in the minds of those who now directed

its aflairs—was not to save its present

congregation, but to gather a larger

ultimately that they might be saved, let

us hope, but primarily that the drain
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upon the purses of those who were re

sponsible for its rent and other outlays

might be lessened. Mr. Masquar, there

fore, to whom the post was a desirable

one, had been mainly anxious that morn

ing to prove his orthodoxy, and so com

mend his services. Not that in those

days one heard so much of the dangers

of heterodoxy—that monster was as yet

but growling far off in the jungles of

Germany—but certain whispers had been

abroad concerning the preacher which he

thought it desirable to hush, especially as

they were founded in truth. He had test

ed the power of heterodoxy to attract at

tention, but having found that the atten

tion it did attract was not of a kind fa

vorable to his wishes, had so skillfully

remodeled his theories that, although to

his former friends he declared them in

substance unaltered, it was impossible

any longer to distinguish them from the

most uncompromising orthodoxy; and

his sermon of that morning had tended

neither to the love of God, the love of

man, nor a hungering after righteousness

-its aim being to disprove the reported

heterodoxy of Jacob Masquar.

As they walked home, Mrs. Marshal,

addressing her husband in a tone of con

jugal disapproval, said, with more force

than delicacy, "The pulpit is not the place

to give a man to wash his dirty linen in."

"\\’ell, you see, my love," answered

her husband in a tone of apology, "peo

ple won‘t submit to be told their duty by

mere students, and just at present there

seems nobody else to be had. There's

none in the market but old stagers and

young colts—eh, Fred ?—But Mr. Mas

quar is at least a man of experience."

"Of more than enough, perhaps,"

suggested his wife. "And the young

ones must have their chance, else how ;

are they to learn? You should have

given the principal a hint. It is a most

desirable thing that Frederick should

preach a little oftener."

“They have it in turn, and it wouldn't

do to favor one more than another."

"He could hand his guinea, or what

ever they gave him, to the one whose

turn it ought to have been, and that

would set it all right."

At this point the silk-mercer, fearing

that the dominie, as he called him, was

silently disapproving, and willing there

fore to change the subject, turned to him

and said, “Why shouldn't you give us a

sermon, Graham ?"

The schoolmaster laughed. "Did you

never hear," he said, "how I fell like

Dagon on the threshold of the Church,

and have lain there ever since?"

" \\’hat has that to do with it P" return

ed his friend, sorry that his forgetfulness

should have caused a painful recollection.

"That is ages ago, when you were little

more than a boy. Seriously," he added,

chiefly to cover his little indiscretion,

"will you preach for us the Sunday after

next ?" Deacons generally ask a man

to preachfor them.

"No," said Mr. Graham.

But even as he said it a something

began to move in his heart —a something

half of jealousy for God, half of pity for

poor souls buffeted by such winds as had

that morning been roaring, chaff-laden,

about the church, while the grain fell all

to the bottom of the pulpit. Something

burned in him : was it the word that was

as a fire in his bones, or was it a mere

lust of talk? He thought for a moment.

"Have you any gatherings between Sun

days ?" he asked.

" Yes, every Wednesday evening," re

plied Mr. Marshal. "And if you won't

preach on Sunday, we shall announce to

night that next VVednesday a clergyman

of the Church of Scotland will address

the prayer-meeting."

He was glad to get out of it so, for he

was uneasy about his friend, both as to

1 his nerve which might fail him, and his

Scotch oddities which would not.

“That would be hardly true," said Mr.

Graham, "seeing I never got beyond a

license."

“Nobody here knows the difference

between a licentiate and a placed min

ister; and if they did, they would not

care a straw. So we'll just say clergy

man."

"But I won't have it announced in any

terms. Leave that alone, and I will try

to speak at the prayer-meeting."

"lt won't be in the least worth your
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while except we announce it. You won't

have a soul to hear you but the pew

openers, the woman that cleans the chap

el, Mrs. Marshal's washerwoman and the

old greengrocer we buy our vegetables

from. \Ve must really announce it."

“Then I won't do it. just tell me:

what would our Lord have said to Peter

or John if they had told Him that they

had been to synagogue and had been

asked to speak, but had declined be

cause there were only the pew-openers,

the chapel-cleaner, a washerwoman and

a greengrocer present?"

"I said it only for your sake, Graham:

you needn't take me up so sharply."

“And ra-a-ther irreverently, don't you

think? Excuse me, sir," said Mrs. Mar

shal very softly. But the very softness

had a kind ofjelly-fish sting in it.

“I think," rejoined the schoolmaster,

indirectly replying, "we must be careful

to show our reverence in a manner pleas

ing to our Lord. Now, I cannot discover

that He cares for any reverences but the

shaping of our ways after His; and if

you will show 1ne a single instance of

respect of persons in our Lord,.l will

press my petition no further to be allow- '

ed to speak a word to your pew-openers,

washerwoman and greengrocer."

His entertainers were silent—the gen

tlcman in the consciousness of deserved

rebuke, the lady in offence.

just then the latter bethought herself

that their guest, belonging to the Scotch

Church, was, if no Episcopalian, yet no

dissenter, and that seemed to clear up to

her the spirit of his disapproval.

" By all means, Mr. Marshal," she said,

"let your friend speak on the VVednesday

evening. It would not be to his disad

vantage to have it said that he occupied

a dissenting pulpit. It will not be nearly

such an exertion, either; and if he is

unaccustomed to speak to large con

gregations, he will find himself more

comfortable with our usual week-even

ing one."

"I have never attempted to speak in

public but once," rejoined Mr. Graham,

"and then I failed."

"Ah! that accounts for it," said his

friend's wife; and the simplicity of his

confession, while it proved him a sim

pleton, mollified her.

Thus it came that he spent the days

between Sunday and Thursday in their

house, and so made the acquaintance of

young Marshal.

When his mother perceived their grow

ing intimacy, she warned her son that

their visitor belonged to an unscriptural

and worldly community, and that not

withstanding his apparent guilelessness

—deficiency indeed—he might yet use

cunning arguments to draw him aside

from the faith of his fathers. But the

youth replied that, although, in the firm

ness of his own position as a congrega

tionalist, he had tried to get the Scotch

man into a conversation upon church gov

ernment, he had failed: the man smiled

queerly and said nothing. But when a

question of New Testament criticism

arose he came awake at once, and his

little blue eyes gleamed like glow-worms.

"Take care, Frederick!" said his moth

er. "The Scriptures are not to be treat

ed like common books and subjected to

human criticism."

"We must find out what they mean, I

suppose, mother," said the youth.

“You're to take just the plain meaning

that he that runneth may read," answer

ed his mother. "More than that no one

has any business with. You've got to

save your own soul first, and then the

souls of your neighbors if they will let

you; and for that reason you must cul

tivate, not a spirit of criticism, but the

talents that attract people to the hearing

of the \Vord. You have got a fine voice,

and it will improve with judicious use.

Your father is now on the outlook for a

teacher of elocution to instruct you how

to make the best of it and speak with

power on God's behalf."

When the afternoon of Wednesday

began to draw toward the evening there

came on a mist—not a London fog, but a

low wet cloud—which kept slowly con

densing into rain; and as the hour of

meeting drew nigh with the darkness it

grew worse. Mrs. Marshal had forgot

ten all about the meeting and the school

master: her husband was late, and she

wanted her dinner. At twenty minutes
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past six she came upon her guest in the

hall, kneeling on the door-mat, first on

one knee, then on the other, turning up

the feet of his trousers. “Why, Mr. Gra

ham," she said kindly as he rose and

proceeded to look for his cotton umbrel

la, easily discernible in the stand among

the silk ones of the house, "you're never

going out in a night like this?"

"I am going to the prayer-meeting,

ma‘am," he said.

"Nonsense! You'll be wet to the skin

before you get halfway."

"I promised, you may remember,

mafam, to talk a little to them."

“You only said so to my husband.

You may be very glad, seeing it has

turned out so wet, that I would not al

low him to have it announced from the

pulpit. There is not the slightest occa

sion for your going. Besides, you have

not had your dinner."

“That's not of the slightest conse

quence, ma'am. A bit of bread and

cheese before I go to bed is all I need

to sustain Nature and fit me for under

standing my proposition in Euclid. I

have been in the habit, for the last few

years, of reading one every night before

I go to bed."

“\Ve dissenters consider a chapter of

the Bible the best thing to read before

going to bed," said the lady with a sus

tained voice.

"I keep that for the noontide of my

perceptions— for mental high water,"

said the schoolmaster. "Euclid is good

enough after supper. Not that I deny

myself a small portion of the \Vord," he

added with a smile as he proceeded to

open the door, “when I feel very hun

gry for it."

"There is no one expecting you," per

sisted the lady, who could ill endure not

to have her own way, even when she did

not care for the matter concerned. “ W'ho

will be the wiser or the worse if you stay

at home?“

"My dear lady," returned the school

master, “when I have on good grounds

made up my mind to a. thing, I always

feel as if I had promised God to do it;

and indeed it amounts to the same thing

very nearly. Such a resolve, then, is not

to be unmade, except on equally good

grounds with those upon which it was

made. Having resolved to try whether

I could not draw a little water of refresh

ment for souls which, if not thirsting, are

but fainting the more, shall I allow a few

drops of rain to prevent me ?"

“Pray don't let me persuade you

against your will," said his hostess,

with a stately bend of her neck over

her shoulder as she turned into the

drawing-room.

I-ler guest went out into the rain, ask

ing himself b_v what theory of the will

his hostess could justify such a phrase—

too simple to see that she had only thrown

it out, as the cuttle-fish its ink, to cover her

retreat. V

But the weather had got a little into

his brain : into his soul it was seldom al

lowed to intrude. He felt depressed and

feeble and dull. But at the first corner

he turned he met a little breath of wind.

It blew the rain in his face and revived

him a little, reminding him at the same

time that he had not yet opened his

umbrella. As he put it up he laughed.

“ Here I am," he said to himself, “lance

in hand, spurring to meet my dragon!"

Once when he used a similar expres

sion, Malcolm had asked him what he

meant by his dragon. “I mean," replied

the schoolmaster, "that huge slug, T/ze

Cammonp/ace. It is the wearifulest

dragon to fight in the whole miscre

ation. Wound it as you may, the jelly

mass of the monster closes, and the dull

one is himselfagain—feeding all the time

so cunningly that scarce one of the vic

tims whom he has swallowed suspects

that he is but pabulum slowly digesting

in the belly of the monster."

If the schoolmaster's dragon, spread

abroad as he lies, a vague dilution, ev

erywhere throughout human haunts, has

yet any /zrad-quarters, where else can

they be than in such places as that to

which he was now making his way to

fight him? What can be fuller of the

wearisome, depressing, beauty-blasting

commonplace than a dissenting chapel

in London on the night of the weekly

prayer-meeting, and that night a drizzly

one? The few lights fill the lower part
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with a dull, yellow, steamy glare, while

the vast galleries, possessed by an ugly

twilight, yawn above like the dreary

openings of a disconsolate eternity.

The pulpit rises into the dim damp air, .

covered with brown holland, reminding

one of desertion and charwomen, if not

of a chamber of death and spiritual un

dertakers who have shrouded and coffin

ed the truth. Gaping, empty, unsightly,

the place is the very skull of the mon

ster himself—the fittest place of all ‘

wherein to encounter the great slug,

and deal him one of those death-blows

which every sunrise, every repentance,

every childbirth, every true love, deals

him. Every hour he receives the blow

that kills, but he takes long to die, for

every hour he is right carefully fed and

cherished by a whole army of purvey

ors, including every trade and profes

sion, but officered chiefly by divines

and men of science.

\Vhen the dominie entered all was

still, and every light had a nimbus of

illuminated vapor. There were hardly

more than three present beyond the

number Mr. Marshal had given him

to expect; and their faces, some grim,

some grimy, most of them troubled, and

none blissful, seemed the nervous gan

glions of the monster whose faintly-ge

latinous bulk filled the place. He seated

himself in a pew near the pulpit, com

muned with his own heart. and was still.

Presently the ministering deacon, a bum

bler one in the worldly sense than Mr.

Marshal, for he kept a small ironmon

gery shop in the next street to the chap

el, entered, twirling the wet from his um

brella as he came along one of the pas

sages intersecting the pews. Stepping

up into the desk which cowcred humbly

at the foot of the pulpit, he stood erect

and cast his eyes around the small as

sembly. Discovering there no one that

could lead in the singing, he chose out i

and read one of the monster's favorite

hymns, in which never a sparkle of

thought or a glow of worship gave rea

son wherefore the holy words should

have been carpentered together. Then

he prayed aloud, and then first the mon

ster found tongue, voice, articulation. If

this was worship, surely it was the mon

ster's own worship of itself. No God

were better than one to whom such were

fitting words of prayer. \Vhat passed in

the man's soul God forbid 1 shouldjudgc:

l speak but of the words that reached the

ears of men.

And over all the vast of London lay

the monster, filling it like the night—not

‘ in churches and chapels only-—-in almost

all theatres and most houses—most of

all in rich houses: everywhere he had

a foot, a tail, a tentacle or two—every

where suckers that drew the life-blood

from the sickening and somnolent soul.

\Vhen the deacon-a little brown man,

about five and thirty—-had ended his

prayer, he read another hymn of the

same sort—one of such as form the

bulk of most collections, and then look

ed meaningly at Mr. Graham, whom he

had seen in the chapel on Sunday with

his brother-deacon, and therefore judg

ed one of consequence, who had come to

the meeting with an object, and ought to

be propitiated: he had intended speak

ing himself. After having thus for a mo

ment regarded him, “Would you favor

us with a word of exhortation, sir?" he

said in a stage-like whisper.

Now the monster had by this time in

sinuated a hair-like sucker into the heart

of the sehoolmater, and was busy. But

at the word, as the Red-cross Knight

when he heard Orgoglio in the wood

staggered to meet him, he rose at once,

and, although his umbrella slipped and

fell with a loud discomposing clatter,

calmly approached the reading-deskl To

look at his outer man, this knight of the

truth might have been the very high

priest of the monster, which, while he

was sitting there, had been twisting his

slimy, semi-electric, benumbing tendrils

around his heart. His business was nev

ertheless to fight him, though to fight him

in his own heart and that of other people

at one and the same moment he might

well find hard work. And the loathly

worm had this advantage over the knight,

that it was the first time he had stood up

to speak in public since his failure thirty

years ago. That hour again for a mo

ment overshadowed his spirit. It was a
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wavy harvest morning in a village of the

North. A golden wind was blowing, and

little white clouds flying aloft in the sun

ny blue. The church was full of well

known faces, upturned, listening, expect

ant, critical. The hour vanished in a

slow mist of abject misery and shame. ,

But had he not learned to rejoice over

all dead hopes and write Te Deums on

their cofiin-lids? And now he stood in

dim light, in the vapor from damp gar

ments, in dinginess and ugliness, with a

sense of spiritual squalor and destitution

in his very soul. He had tried to pray

his own prayer while the deacon prayed

his, but there had come to him no re

viving, no message for this handful of

dull souls—~there were nine of them in

all-—and his own soul crouched hard and

dull within his bosom. How to give them

one deeper breath ? How to make them

know they were alive? Whence was his

aid to come?

His aid was nearer than he knew.

There were no hills to which he could

lift his eyes, but help may hide in the

valley as well as come down from the

mountain, and he found his under the

coal-scuttle bonnet of the woman that

swept out and dusted the chapel. She

was no interesting young widow. A life

of labor and vanished children lay be

hind as well as before her. She was six

ty years of age, seamed with the small

pox, and in every seam the dust and

smoke of London had left a stain. She

had a troubled eye, and a gaze that seem

ed to ask of the universe why it had given

birth to her. But it was only her face

that asked the question: her mind was

too busy with the ever-recurring enigma,

which, answered this week, was still an

enigma for the next—-how she was to pay

her rent—too busy to have any other

question to ask. Or would she not, rath

er, have gone to sleep altogether, under

the dreary fascination of the slug mon

ster, had she not had a severe landlady

who would be paid punctually or turn

her out? Anyhow, every time and all

the time she sat in the chapel she was

brooding over ways and means, calcu

lating pence and shillings-—the day's

charing she had promised her, and the
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chances of more—mingling faint regrets

over past indulgences—-the extra half

pint of beer she drank on Saturday, the

bit of cheese she bought on Monday.

Of this face of care, revealing a spirit

which Satan had bound, the schoolmaster

caught sight—-caught front its common

ness, its grimness, its defeature, inspira

tion and uplifting, for there he beheld

the oppressed, down-trodden, mire-fouled

humanity which the Man in whom he

believed had loved because it was His

Father's humanity divided into brothers,

and had died straining to lift back to the

bosom of that Father. Oh tale of hor

ror and dreary monstrosity, if it be such

indeed as the bulk of its priests on the

one hand and its enemies on the other

represent it! Oh story of splendrous

fate, of infinite resurrection and uplifting,

of sun and breeze, of organ-blasts and ex

ultation, for the heart of every man and

woman, whatsoever the bitterness of its

cark or the weight of its care, if it be

such as the Book itself has held it from

age to age !

It was the mere humanity of the wo

man, I say, and nothing in her individ

uality of what is commonly called the in

teresting, that ministered to the breaking

of the schoolmaster's trance. "Oye of

Ii!//e far"//1./" were the first words that

flew from his lips—he knew not whether

uttered concerning himself or the char

woman the more—and at once he fell to

speaking of Him who said the words, and

of the people that came to Him and heard

Him gladly—how this one. whom he

described, must have felt, 011, if I/ml ée

/rue! how that one, whom also he de

scribed, must have said, [Vow /1; mean:

me! and so laid bare the secrets of

many hearts, until he had concluded all

in the misery of being without a helper

in the world, a prey to fear and selfish

ness and dismay. Then he told them

how the Lord pledged himself for all

their needs—meat and drink and clothes

for the body, and God and love and

truth for the soul—if only they would

put them in the right order and seek the

best first.

Next he spoke a parable to them—of

a house and a father and his children.
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The children would not do what their

father told them, and therefore began to

keep out of his sight. After a while they

began to say to each other that he must

have gone out, it was so long since they

had seen him; only they never went to

look. And again after a time some of

them began to say to each other that

they did not believe they had ever had

any father. But there were some who

dared not say that—who thought they

had a father somewhere in the house,

and yet crept about in misery, some

times hungry and often cold, fancying

he was not friendly to them, when all

the time it was they who were not

friendly to him, and said to themselves

he would not give them anything. They

never went to knock at his door, or call

to know if he were inside and would

speak to them. And all the time there

he was sitting sorrowful, listening and

listening for some little hand to come

knocking, and some little voice to come

gently calling through the keyhole; for

sorely did he long to take them to his

bosom and give them everything. Only

if he did that without their coming to

him, they would not care for his love or

him—would only care for the things he

gave them, and soon would come to hate

their brothers and sisters, and turn their

own souls into hells and the earth into a

charnel of murder.

Ere he ended he was pleading with

the charwoman to seek her Father in

His own room, tell Him her troubles, do

what He told her, and fear nothing. And

while he spoke, lo! the dragon-slug had

vanished; the ugly chapel was no longer

the den of the hideous monster: it was

but the dusky bottom of a glory-shaft,

adown which gazed the stars of the com

ing resurrection.

“The whole trouble is that we won't

let God help us," said the preacher, and

sat down.

A prayer from the greengrocer follow

ed, in which he did seem to be feeling

after God a little; and then the iron

monger pronounced the benediction,

and all went—among the rest Fred

erick Marshal, who had followed the

schoolmaster, and now walked back

with him to his father's, where he was

to spend one night more.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE PORTRAIT.

FLORIMEL had found her daring visit

to Lenorme stranger and more fearful

than she had expected: her courage was

not quite so masterful as she had thought.

The next day she got Mrs. Barnardiston

to meet her at the studio. But she con

trived to be there first by some minutes,

and her friend found her seated and the

painter looking as if he had fairly begun

his morning's work. \Vhen she apolo

gized for being late. Florimel said she

supposed her groom had brought round

the horses before his time: being ready,

she had not looked at her watch. She

was sharp on other people for telling

stories, but had of late ceased to see

any great harm in telling one to protect

herself. The fact, however, had begun

to present itself in those awful morning

hours that seem a mingling of time

and eternity, and she did ‘not like the

discovery that, since her intimacy with

Lenorme, she had begun to tell lies:

what would he say if he knew?

Malcolm found it dreary waiting in the

street while she sat to the painter. He

would not have minded it on Kelpie, for

she was always occupation enough, but

with only a couple of quiet horses to hold

it was dreary. He took to scrutinizing

the faces that passed him, trying to un

derstand them. To his surprise, he found

that almost every one reminded him of

somebody he had known before, though

he could not always identify the likeness.

It was a pleasure to see his yacht lying

so near him, and Davy on the deck, and

to hear the blows of the hammer and the

swis/1 of the plane as the carpenter went

on with the alterations to which he had

set him; but he got tired of sharing in

activity only with his ears and eyes.

One thing he had by it, however, and

that was a good lesson in quiescent

waiting—-a grand thing for any man,

, and most of all for those in whom the

I . .

' actwe IS strong.
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The next day Florimel did not ride

until after lunch, but took her maid with

her to the studio, and Malcolm had a

long morning with Kelpie. Once again

he passed the beautiful lady in Rotten

Row, but Kelpie was behaving in a most

exemplary manner, and he could not tell

whether she even saw him. I believe she

thought her lecture had done him good.

The day after that Lord Liftore was able

to ride, and for some days Florimel and

he rode in the park before dinner, when,

as Malcolm followed on the new horse,

he had to see his lordship make love

to his sister without being able to find

the least colorable pretext of involun

tary interference.

At length the parcel he had sent for

from Lossie House arrived. He had

explained to Mrs. Courthope what he

wanted the things for, and she had

made no difficulty of sending them to

the address he gave her. Lenorme had

already begun the portrait, had indeed

been working at it very busily, and was

now quite ready for him to sit. The

early morning being the only time a

groom could contrive to spare—and

that involved yet earlier attention to

his horses--they arranged that Mal

colm should be at the study every day

by seven o'clock until the painter's ob

ject was gained. So he mounted Kelpie

at half- past six of a fine breezy spring

morning, rode across Hyde Park and

down Grosvenor Place, and so reach

ed Chelsea, where he put up his mare

in Lenorme's stable—fortunately, large

enough to admit of an empty stall be

tween her and the painter's grand screw,

else a battle frightful to relate might have

fallen to my lot.

Nothing could have been more to Mal

colm's mind than such a surpassing op

portunity of learning with assurance what

sort of man Lenorme was; and the re

lation that arose between them extended

the sittings far beyond the number neces

sary for the object proposed. How the

first of them passed I must recount with

some detail.

As soon as he arrived he was shown

into the painter's bed-room, where lay

the portmanteau he had carried thither

himself the night before: out of it, with

a strange mingling of pleasure and sad

ness, he now took the garments of his

father's vanished state—thc fillibeg of

the dark tartan of his clan, in which green

predominated; the French coat of black

velvet of Genoa, with silver buttons; the

bonnet, which ought to have had an

eagle's feather, but had only an aigrette

of diamonds; the black sporran of long

goat's hair, with the silver clasp; the

silver-mounted dirk, with its appendages,

set all with pale cairngorms nearly as

good as Oriental topazes; and the clay

more of the renowned Andrew's forging,

with its basket hilt of silver and its black,

silver-mounted sheath. He handled each

with the reverence of a son. Having

dressed in them, he drew himself up with

not a little-of the Celt's pleasure in fine

clothes, and walked into the painting

room. Lenorme started with admiration

of his figure and wonder at the dignity

of his carriage, while mingled with these

feelings he was aware of an indescriba

ble doubt—something to which he could

give no name. He almost sprang at his

palette and brushes : whether he succeed

ed with the likeness of the late marquis

or not, it would be his own fault if he

did not make a good picture. He paint

ed eagerly and they talked little, and

only about things indifferent.

At length the painter said, “Thank

you! Now walk about the room while

I spread a spadeful of paint: you must

be tired standing."

Malcolm did as he was told, and walk

ed straight up to the Temple qf Isis, in

which the painter had now long been at

work on the goddess. He recognized his

sister at once, but a sudden pinch of pru

dence checked the exclamation that had

almost burst from his lips. “What a

beautiful picture!" he said. "What

does it mean? Surely it is Hermione

coming to life, and Leontes dying ofjoy.

But no: that would not fit. They are

both too young—and—"

"You read Shakespeare, I see," said

Lenorme, " as well as Epictetus."

"l do—a good deal," answered Mal

colm. “But please tell me what you

painted this for."
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Then Lenorme told him the parable

of Novalis, and Malcolm saw what the

poet meant. He stood staring at the

picture, and Lenorme sat working away,

but a little anxious, he hardly knew why:

had he bethought himself he would have

put the picture out of sight before Mal

colm came.

"You wouldn't be offended if I made

a remark, would you, Mr. Lenorme P"

said Malcolm at length.

" Certainly not," replied Lenorme,

something afraid, nevertheless, of what

might be coming.

"I don't know whether I can express

what I mean," said Malcolm, “but I will

try. I could do it better in Scotch, I be

lieve, but then you wouldn't understand

me."

"I think I should," said Lenorme. "I

spent six months in Edinburgh once.”

"Ow ay I but you see they dinna thraw

the words there jist the same gait they

du at Portlossie. Na, na! I maunna at

temp’ it."

"Hold! hold!" cried Lenorme. "I

want 'to have your criticism. I don't

understand a word you are saying. You

must make the best you can of the Eng

lish."

“I was only telling you in Scotch that

I wouldn't try the Scotch," returned Mal

colm. “Now I will try the English. In

the first place, then—but really it's very

presumptuous of me, Mr. Lenorme; and

it may be that I am blind to something

in the picture——''

‘'60 on," said Lenorme impatiently.

" Don't you think, then, that one of

the first things you would look for in a

goddess would be—-what shall I call it?

—-an air of mystery?"

"That was so much involved in the

very idea of Isis-—in her especially—that

they said she was always veiled, and no

man had ever seen her face."

"That would greatly interfere with

my notion of mystery," said Malcolm.

"There must be revelation before mys

tery. I take it that mystery is what lies

behind revelation—that which as yet

revelation has not reached. You must

see something—a part of something

before you can feel any sense of mystery

i
r

about it. The Isis for ever veiled is

the absolutely Unknown, not the Mys

terious."

" But, you observe, the idea of the par

able is different. According to that, Isis

is for ever unveiling; that is, revealing

herself in her works, chiefly in the W0

men she creates, and then chiefly in each

of them to the man who loves her."

‘'I see what you mean well enough;

but not the less she remains the goddess,

does she not?"

"Surely she does."

“And can a goddess ever reveal all

she is and has?"

"Never."

"Then ought there not to be mystery

about the face and form of your Isis on

her pedestal?"

“ Is it not there? Is there not mystery

in the face and form of every woman

that walks the earth ?"

“Doubtless; but you desire——do you

not ?—to show that although this is the

very lady the young man loved before

ever he sought the shrine of the goddess,

not the less is she the goddess Isis her

self P"

“I do, or at least I ought; only—by

Jove !—you have already looked deeper

into the whole thing than I."

"There may be things to account for

that on both sides," said Malcolm. “But

one word more to relieve my brain: if

you would embody the full meaning of

the parable, you must not be content that

the mystery is there: you must show in

your painting that you feel it there; you

must paint the invisible veil that no hand

can lift, for there it is, and there it ever

will be, though Isis herself raise it from

morning to morning."

"How am I to do that ?" said Lenorme,

not that he did not see what Malcolm

meant, or agree with it: he wanted to

make him talk.

" How can I, who never drew a stroke

or painted anything but the gunwale of

a boat, tell you that?" rejoined Malcolm.

"It is your business. You must paint

that veil, that mystery, in the forehead

and in the eyes and the lips—yes, in

the cheeks and the chin and the eye

brows, and everywhere. You must make
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her say without saying it that she knows,

oh, so much, if only she could make you

understand it !—-that she is all there for

you, but the all is infinitely more than

you can know. As she stands there

now—’'

“I must interrupt you," cried Lenorme,

“just to say that the picture is not finished

yet."

“And yet I will finish my sentence if

you will allow me," returned Malcolm.

“—As she stands there—the goddess—

she looks only a beautiful young woman,

with whom the young man spreading out

his arms to her is very absolutely in love.

There is the glow and the mystery of love

in both their faces, and nothing more."

“And is not that enough?" said Le

norme.

"No," answered Malcolm. "And yet

it may be too much," he added, “if you

are going to hang it up where people will

see it."

As he said this he looked hard at the

painter for a moment. The dark hue of

Lenorme's cheek deepened, his brows

lowered a little farther over the black

wells of his eyes, and he painted on

without answer. "By Jove!" he said

at length.

" Don't swear, Mr. Lenorme," said Mal

colm. “Besides, that’s my Lord Liftore's

oath. If)/ou do, you will teach my lady

to swear."

"What do you mean by that?" asked

Lenorme, with offence plain enough in

his tone.

Thereupon Malcolm told him how on

one occasion, himself being present, the

marquis her father happening to utter

an imprecation, Lady Florimel took the

first possible opportunity of using the

very same words on her own account,

much to the marquis‘s amusement and

Malcolm's astonishment. But upon re

flection he had come to see that- she

only wanted to cure her father of the

bad habit.

The painter laughed heartily, but stop

ped all at once and said, “ It's enough to

make any fellow swear, though, to hear

a—-groom talk as you do about art."

“Have I the impudence? I didn't

know it,“ said Malcolm, with some dis

may. “I seemed to mysplf merely say

ing the obvious thing, the common sense,

about the picture, on the ground of your

own statement of your meaning in it. I

am annoyed with myself if I have been

talking of things I know nothing about."

"On the contrary, Macl’hail, you are

so entirely right in what you say that

I cannot for the life of me understand

where or how you can have got at it."

" Mr. Graham used to talk to me about

everything."

"\Vell, but he was only a country

schoolmaster."

"A good deal more than that, sir,"

said Malcolm solemnly. "He is a dis

ciple of Him that knows everything.

And, now I think of it, I do believe

that what I've been saying about your

picture I must have got from hearing

him talk about Me revelation, in which

is included Isis herself, with her brother

and all their train."

Lenorme held his peace. Malcolm

had taken his place again unconscious

ly, and the painter was working hard

and looking very thoughtful. Malcolm

went again to the picture.

“Hillo!" cried Lenorme, looking up

and finding no object in the focus of his

eyes.

Malcolm returned directly. "There

was just one thing I wanted to see," he

Said—"whetht?r the youth worshiping

his goddess had come into her presence

r/can."

"And what is your impression of him ?"

half murmured Lenorme, without lifting

his head.

“The one that's painted I/zere," an

swered Malcolm, "does look as if he

might know that the least a goddess

may claim of a worshiper is that he

should come into her presence pure

enough to understand her purity. I

came upon a fine phrase the other

evening in your English Prayer-book.

I never looked into it before, but I found

one lying on a book-stall, and it hap

pened to open at the marriage-service.

There, amongst other good things, the

bridegroom says, ‘ With my body l thee

worship.’ ‘That's grand !' I said to my

self: ‘that's as it should be. The man
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whose body does not worship the woman

he weds should marry a harlot.’ God

bless Mr. VVilliam Shakespeare!-/re

knew that. I remember Mr. Graham

telling me once, before I had read the -

play, that the critics condemn /Measure 1

far Jlcasurr: as failing in poetic justice.

I know little about the critics, and care

less, for a man who has to earn his bread,

and feed his soul as well, has enough to

do with the books themselves without

what people say about them; and Mr.

Graham would not tell me whether he

thought the critics right or wrong: he

wanted me to judge for myself. But

when I came to read the play, I found,

to my mind, a most absolute and splen

didjustice in it. They think, I suppose,

that my lord Angelo should have been

put to death. It just reveals the low

breed of them: they think death the

worst thing, therefore the greatest pun

ishment. But Angelo prays for death,

that it may hide him from his shame: it

is too good for him, and he shall not have

it. He must live to remove the shame

from Mariana. And then see how Lu

cio is served!"

W'hile Malcolm talked, Lenorme went

on painting diligently, listening and say

ing nothing. When he had thus ended

a pause of some duration followed.

"A goddess has a right to claim that

one thing—has she not, Mr. Lenorme P"

said Malcolm at length, winding up a

silent train of thought aloud.

"\Vhat thing?" asked Lenorme, still

without lifting his head.

"Purity in the arms a man holds out

to her," answered Malcolm.

"Certainly," replied Lenorme, with a

sort of mechanical absoluteness.

"And according to your picture every

woman whom a man loves is a goddess

—-I/Z1.‘ goddess of Nature ?"

“Certainly. But what are you driving

at? I can't paint for you. There you

stand," he went on, half angrily, “ as if

you were Socrates himself driving some

poor Athenian nob into the corner of his

deserts! I don't deserve any such in

sinuations, I would have you know."

"I am making none, sir. I dare nev

er insinuate except I were prepared to

charge. But I have told you I was bred

up a fisher-lad, and partly among the

fishers, to begin with, I halflearned, half

discovered, things that tended to give me

what some would count severe notions:

I count them common sense. Then, as

. you know, I went into service, and in

that position it is easy enough to gather

that many people hold very loose and

very nasty notions about some things;

so I just wanted to see how you felt about

such. If I had a sister now, and saw a

man coming to woo her all beclotted with

puddle-filth, or ifI knew that he had just

left some woman as good as she crying

eyes and heart out over his child, I don't

know that I could keep my hands off him

—at least if] feared she might take him.

What do you think now? Mightn‘t it be

a righteous thing to throttle the scum and

be hanged for it?"

“Well," said Lenorme, "I don't know

why I should justify myself, especially

where no charge is made, MacPhail—

and I don't know why to you any more

than another man—but at this moment

I am weak or egotistic or sympathetic

enough to wish you to understand that,

so far as the poor matter of one virtue

goes,-I might without remorse act Sir

Galahad in a play."

"Now you are beyond me," said Mal

colm. "I don't know what you mean."

50 Lenorme had to tell him the old

Armoric tale which Tennyson has since

rendered so lovelily, for, amongst artists

at least, he was one of the earlier bur

rowers in the British legends. And as

he told it, in a half-sullen kind of way,

the heart of the young marquis glowed

within him, and he vowed to himself

that Lenorme and no other should mar

ry his sister. But, lest he should reveal

more emotion than the obvious occasion

justified, he restrained speech, and again

silence fell, during which Lenorme was

painting furiously.

"Confound it!" he cried at last, and

sprang to his feet, but without taking his

eyes from his picture. “\\-"hat have I

been doing all this time but making a,

portrait of you, I\Iacl’hail, and forgetting

what you were there for! And yet," he

went on, hesitating and catching up the
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miniature, "I have got a certain like

ness! Yes, it must be so, for I see in it

also a certain look of Lady Lossie. \Vell,

I suppose a man can't altogether help

what he paints any more than what he

dreams.-That will do for this morning,

anyhow, I think, MacPhail. Make haste

and put on your own clothes, and come

You

0

into the next room to breakfast.

must be tired with standing so long.

"It is about the hardest work I ever

tried,“ answered Malcolm, “but I doubt

ifI am as tired as Kelpie. I‘ve been

listening for the last half hour to hear

the stalls flying."

[-ro BB coma NlJBD.]

THE SECOND PART OF GOETHE‘S "FAUST."

HE essence of the classic is life and

spontaneity——the form entirely sub

servient to the subject-matter, and en

tirely inspired hy it. lt was Greek an

tiquity, in its art and literature at once

the most spontaneous and the most thor

oughly creative of the fitting form, that

gave the world an ultimate conception

of the highest excellence which art and

literature can reach. But since every

age and every century has its distinct and

separate life, the form must vary to be its

suitable expression. The classic is pro

team in its essence, and heaviest shackles

clog the time which fails to feel its inde

pendent mission of creation—which fails

to see its own reflection in its own truly

classic works.

The unique importance of Gennan

literature for modern readers lies in the

fact that, unlike the French and English,

its classic period is the modern. At the

head of this literature stands by com

mon consent the Faust of Goethe, the

Second Part of which is, however, com

paratively little known, being commonly

regarded as a mechanical and labored

allegory, while with some it passes for

a work of genius, filled with gems, but

lacking unity and method. Yet the

number is increasing of those who hold

it destined to be the greatest glory of

the greatest poet of our time. It cannot

be the province of criticism to compel

admiration for the poem, but since in

versification and in detail it is beginning

to attract attention as a work of highest

I

art, it is the purpose of this paper to show

that unity, and in the highest sense sim

plicity of scope and plan, are no less vir

tues that may at least be claimed for it.

In the opening of the Second Part an

indefinite time has elapsed since the trag

edy of Gretchen's life is over. Faust is

discovered at twilight sinking to slumber

in the open air—0nly the silent landscape

is fitted to bring him without inquiries or

explanations once more upon the scene.

Fairies watch and soothe his slumbers till

the approach of dawn drives them away.

The scene changes to the palace of the

German emperor. The imperial council

is assembled and the emperor ascends

the throne. The court-fool is absent from

his place. This the emperor notes in the

same instant that a new aspirant for the

position appears. It is ll-lephistopheles.

The sitting is opened by the Emperor with

a regretful reference to the masques and

amusements which he prefers to consider

the main occasion of so large a convo

cation of his vassals. The chancellor in

reply soon passes from adulation to facts

of no agreeable nature. The disorders

of the empire find additional exponents

in the imperial commander, the treasurer

and the chamberlain. The emperor med

itates—at length turns to his fool for a

complaint: so many appear to him a

hopeless matter, he must have at least

the mournful satisfaction ofa joke. But

l\lephisto overflows with compliments, the

prelude to a project—n0 less a one than

an issue of paper money based upon the
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buried treasure of the empire. The plan

finds incredulous but still avaricious hear

ers. ltis debated: the emperor demands

immediate proof that such treasures can

be found, but the astrologer holds the

pending masque a frivolous amusement

which must first be disposed of. The

masquerade which follows serves to in

troduce Faust, in gorgeous and brilliant

ly-supported character, to the emperor,

who desires no better recommendation

than the power to amuse. In the excite

ment of the festivities the latter signs a

paper presented by the chancellor. It

is not till the following scene that he

realizes its purport: he learns it from the

chorus of officials hastening to recount

the marvelous effects of the newly-manu

factured riches, and, only too delighted

to be rid of their complaints, he makes

Faust and Mephistopheles the sole direct

ors of the undertaking. The talents of

the newcomers are soon in request for

the amusement of the pleasure-loving

monarch. The emperor wishes to see

in tableau Paris and Helen. Mephis

topheles has small wish to meddle with

antiquity, but gives Faust a magic key,

armed with which the latter is to seek

the ultimate sources of historic form and

change. Meantime, the court is assem

bled in the theatre. A Doric temple oc

cupies the scene. Faust in priestly robes

rises with an antique tripod through the

stage—evokes from it with his talisman a

cloud of vapor, from which the forms of

Paris and Helen separate. In the midst of

the criticisms and encomiums Paris raises

Helen in his arms as though to bear her

away. Faust, who has dared the un

known and holds the prize his conquest,

cannot be withheld from breaking in

upon his rival, and an explosion follows.

Faust lies prostrate, the spirits dissipate

in mist, and Mephisto bears him away

in the tumult.

The second act opens in the Gothic

chamber which the weary scholar had

once deserted in his search for happi

Mephisto appears from behind a

curtain, which he raises, revealing Faust

stretched upon an antiquated bedstead.

A new Famulus enters, for \Vagner has

become himself the head-professor. Me

phisto, disguised in the old fur coat so

long left hanging in Faust's chamber,

begs admission to Wagner's study. The

latter is discovered in the act of accom

plishing in his laboratory the production

by chemical methods of a human being.

But only a manikin rewards his alchemy,

and even this must be kept within the

phial which gave it birth. Wagner has

tens to propound to it a problem for solu

tion, but Mephisto points the activities of

the quick-witted nondescript to a more

practical matter, the restoration of the

comatose Faust. The phial escapes from

\Vagner's hand, and Homunculus, hov

ering over Faust, describes his dream.

lt is the vision of Leda and the Swan,

which embodies to the mind of the

dreamer the charming and naive sense

life of the antique man. Homunculus

finds in the yearning of the slumberer

the means for procuring his recovery.

The classic "\\/alpurgis Night" is at

hand, and on the Pharsalian fields it is

that the next scene presents the three to

us again—Wagner being left to his be

loved parchments. Mephisto finds the

monstrosities of antique myth unconge

nial, not to say disagreeable, compan

ions, but borrows a disguise from the

Phorkyads, the most monstrous of all,

as a specimen brick of antiquity where

with to frighten his fellow-devils in hell.

Homunculus pursues a will-o‘-the-wisp's

progress in search of a more generally

recognized manner of existence, while

Faust unswervingly pursues his passion,

Helen. The centaur Chiron bears him

to the sanctuary of Manto, ./Esculapius's

daughter, where we leave him, at the

entrance to the lower world.

The third act presents us the palace

of Menelaus in Sparta, evoked by the

spells of the Walpurgis Night. Helen

appears before it with a train of Trojan

women. She has been sent from the

ships to prepare the sacrifice of return,

without suspecting that the victim is to

be herself. The hideous beldame who

informs her of the fact (it is Mephisto in

his Phorkyas disguise) suggests also an

escape. Helen, consenting, is transport

ed to the castle of Faust: their nuptials

are celebrated, and a son is born to
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them. His spirit is not of earth, but in I Torches appear in the courtyard: Me

his speedy flight his mantle and his lyre

remain. Helen vanishes from the arms

of Faust to be with her child, but her

veil and robes waft the enthusiastic lov

er away to the events which begin the

final culmination of his strivings.

The opening scene of the fourth act is

a lonely mountain-summit: a cloud rolls

over, sinks to the earth, and Faust ap

pears.

he now reveals the ideal of his futurc—

the conquest of the sea. The aimless

elemental force of lashing wave must

yield to human enterprise. \Varlike

music, heard in the distance, marks the

approach of imperial forces. The dis

orders of the empire have reached the

limit of endurance, a rival is in full tide

of triumph, and the emperor must stake

his crown upon the coming battle. Me

phisto finds the means of giving Faust his

wish. His arts secure the victory, and

the strand of the empire is the reward.

The first scene of the fifth act presents

the district won by Faust's labor from the

sea. A wanderer returns to the spot

where a peasant and his wife once saved

him from shipwreck and the waves. The

couple still live in their cottage on the

hill, but far and wide beyond swarm vil

lages and signs of human industry. The

scene changes to a palace. A vessel

moves in from the ocean on a wide ca

nal. Mephisto and the sailors land, and

the products of foreign climes are ranged

upon the shore. But Faust gives no sign

of pleasure or of welcome: without the

hill beyond his darling plan is marred.

Here only can he gain the view of what

has been accomplished. Mephisto un

dertakes to transport the holders to a

better home by force, since they refuse

all terms of purchase. He fires the cot

tage and they perish in the flames. As

Faust curses the deed midnight is at

hand: shadows hovering over him de

scend, and four gray women—VVant,

Guilt, Danger and Care—appear, but

only the last enters the rich man's door.

Faust refuses to acknowledge her pow

er. Strickcn blind by her breath, he

summons his laborers to rise from their

To Mephisto, presently at hand, ,

phisto as overseer summons goblins

about him, and they dig a grave. Faust

appears at the doorway and delights in

the sound of their spades: he calls to the

overseer to push on the dikes, sinks

down, and the goblins lay him dead

upon the ground. His soul escapes the

clutches of Mephisto and soars aloft.

Let us glance at the century of which

Goethe is the king. Its enormous ma

terial prosperity, the well-being of the

.masses, their consequent striving in Eu

rope for political power, in America their

exclusive hold of it, —these things first

strike the eye. Its boasted railroads and

telegraphs mean simply richer shopkeep

ers and more of them. Because time is

money the exquisite Pelham very con

sistently held it vulgar to carry a watch.

The possession and acquisition of prop

erty begin, however, with the Stone Age,

which is not the Nineteenth Century

spelled with two capitals. We may take

a certain satisfaction in livingin the time

which has more shopkeepers and richer

ones than ever before, just as we should

prefer being a mammal with a long name

in the mammalian age to being an oys

ter with a long name in the earlier gold

en age of oysters. But seeing that every

successive time has some material ad

vantage over all before it, the amount of

pleasure to be drawn from our superior

ity depends on knowing how many ages

are to follow us. \Ve therefore leave

this rather naive admiration of horse-car

civilization to those whom it concerns,

and look a little deeper at this nineteenth

century. \Ve find, then, that it is play

ing a very noble part in the preparation

of the new bottles in which the new wine

must be poured, and above all that it is

distinguished from its predecessors by a

marked indisposition to say much about

new wine until the bottles shall be ready.

Its greatest men have learned the lesson

of a singular reticence and singular self

abnegation, but they are enthusiasts in

their work. They are building at their

: dike against the gathering flood of medi

ocrity wellnigh at the height—against the

waves of socialism which labor massed

sleep and push on his work to the end. by capital has raised-—against the aim
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less waste of elemental force which his

tory mourns.

It is a matter of no mean import that

we find to-day men preaching culture by

words as well as deeds—a preaching of

culture which seems almost ridiculous,

so matter of course is culture in some

sort to those the preaching reaches first.

But while the antique and the mediaeval

life were alike in favoring strong charac

ter, modern character murf be ru/11":/afm’,

unless it is to deaden in the specializing

occupations of modern life and the soul-.

leveling division of manufacturing labor

-—unless it is to be crushed by the com

plexities of science and the multitude of

books, to be sapped by the shallow dif

fuseness of penny-a-lining, and scared

with the selfishness generated in that

struggle for existence which democracy

involves of all things, first and foremost.

Culture—by which we understand the

culture of c/mractcr-—is in truth the dike

we are in need of.

Not that we would degrade the crea

tive grandeur of the culmination we have

sketched to the rank of allegory. This

‘ultimate self-set ideal of the bookworm,

the seducer and the dreamer, who sells

his soul for one moment of earthly bliss,

and finds it only in the conquest of new

fields for human enterprise and human

happiness,—this ideal needs no allegor

ical interpretations. Certainly, no true

American but will find in the conclusion

of the Second Part the very height of

poetic grandeur. The essence of an art

work, however, is that it incorporates and

personifies thoughts and ideals beyond

its corporate form. Though it is not

the province of criticism to exhaust their

meaning, to state the sum of thoughts

and ideals which the form expresses

(could this be done the art-work were

unnecessary), their existence may be in

dicated, their outlines sketched. The cha

racter of Faust is Goethe's own in essence,

in the thirst for knowledge, for personal

experience of every phase of life, in the

yearning for the antique ideal, in the

consistent self-directed development of

personality having a higher object than

its own development. (See Emerson on

Goethe's "selfishness.") The Faus! is

. ond Part.

the highest expression of Goethe's self:

its conclusion is inspired by a like un

swerving devotion to a definite aim.

\\"e know that this aim was culture.

Herein lies the inner connection between

the earlier and the later acts of the See

It was Greek antiquity which

gave the ideal of culture to the world,

which realized it most c"ompletely. No

form so fittingly personifies the Greek

ideal as Helen. The grand and simple

harmony of the Second Part becomes

apparent. HELEN and the DIKE are

the keynotes of its symphony.

But not mere abstract forms are those

which Goethe gives us. And it is with

full artistic right that his personality fires

them with creative force, for his person

ality is the characteristic expression of

his time. Each cycle has its character

istic type. In the Greek it is the grace

ful athlete; in the Roman the fighting

farmer; in the mediaeval the chivalric

knight; in the modern it is the man of

science and of letters. The character

istic head of this modern cycle is "the

writer“ (Emerson on Goethe): the Faust

is eminently its characteristic poem. Its

hero wakes to the nothingness of study

for its own sake: his compact with Me

phisto gives the machinery for the trial of

every possible experience, without which

no solving of the problem could be sat

isfying. This problem is the one we all

are asking—men of reflection and of

books at least——What shall a man do?

\Vhat is the world good for? The intro

duction of Mephisto serves for the state

ment of the problem in detail; brings

out the eternal contradictions and dev

ilish nature of the universe; shows the

existence of good and evil only as con

. tradictions of each other; serves as a foil

for the earnest nature of the hero—for

that, and that only, which is not in earn

est is Satanic. The story of Gretchen

gives color and dramatic life: it states

concretely life's most appalling contra

dictions, infinite torture of infinite inno

cence. There are those to whom this

, episode, the story of the opera, is the

. main subject of the poem: rightly con

sidered, it is one of three. The dramatic

machinery and contingent life-giving de
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tails of the latter two comprise the Sec

ond Part. ls comment needed to show

the unity of action by which the heart

sick student, turned gallant, becomes

idealist, then man of action (Gretchen,

Helen, the dike) ?

'-The appearance of Faust and Mephis

to at the imperial court is the introduc

tory basis of the Second Part, essential as

foundation for the second meeting with

the emperor by which the strand of the

empire is secured—essential as founda

tion for the magic intercourse with Hel

en; for Faust's pursuit of her is repre

sented not as the result of bookish en

thusiasm and reflection, but as the result

of actual contact with her form. His

breaking in upon the spell is the link

with the classic Walpurgis Night, for it

is to secure his recovery that Homuncu

lus recommends the journey. The con

ception of the latter is one of Goethe's

infinite expedients for acreative motive

which shall secure new combinations by

new causes (instead of, for instance, a

recommendation by Mephistopheles of

the magic journey). It gives exactly

the fantastic character needed for the

development of the classic Walpurgis

Night, which could only be exhibited

by multitudinous mythic forms; which,

again, must have an interlocutor other

than Faust and Mephistopheles if the

essential variety is to be maintained.

The chemical creation of the H0muncu

lus is an enormous satire on the preten

sions of materialistic science; and his

dissolution about the chariot of Galatea,

the Venus of the sea, indicates that sci

ence too must bow in homage to the

Greek ideal. The conception of the

classic \Valpurgis Night has a double

ofiice: it affords the fitting machinery

for a magic spell which shall again call

up the form of Helen; it serves also to

bring Greek antiquity actually upon the

scene, whereas the romantic passion of

Faust for Helen is too living and per

sonal a conception entirely to serve the

purpose; it finally affords a foil to his

romantic enthusiasm by presenting us

antiquity mainly from the monstrous

and fantastic side, while the hits of Me

phistopheles bring out in bold relief the

deviations of the modern from the an

tique standpoint. The \Valpurgis spell

continues in the third act. \\'e are left

to imagine the means by which Helen

has been called back to life, or rather

the means by which Faust becomes an

actor with the beings of the past, rehears

ing the shadows of their deeds; but the

immediate appearance of Mephistoph

eles in his Phorkyas disguise is a suffi

cient reminder that we are dealing with

a consistent development of plot. The

very personal vigor of the action in the

marriage of Faust and Helen raises the

episode above the field of allegory to the

true artistic greatness of self-existent con

ception. Still, we are dealing with that

marriage of the antique and romantic

(mcdizeval) spirit on which our 1nodern

era rests. The interpretation by which

the child Euphorion is made the embod

iment of Byron has historical accuracy,

as far as concerns the original intention

of the writing—which was not at first

designed for Fausl—-but does great in

justice to the imaginative character of

the scene in its connection. Interpreta

tion obscures the creative independence

of the episode. The connection between

the Greek ideal of culture and the spirit

of modern labor is indicated by Helen's

robes wafting Faust upward and away

to his appointed task. A proof of the

intention which rules the whole is the

symmetrical arrangement by which the

first act affords a common basis for the

episodes of Helen and the dike, while

of the remaining four, two acts are

given to each of these themes, the first

serving as introduction, the second as

culmination.

The greatest men combine the high

est national qualities not with the cor

responding weaknesses, but with exact

ly opposite virtues. In more than one

Jew has been united a moral liberality

quite un-Judaic with the religious tena

city and fire which only Semites know.

Shakespeare joins Anglo-Saxon force

with very un-English many-sidedness—

Goethe, German reflectiveness with cre

ative force, German depth with full mas

‘ tery of expressional form, German earn

.‘ estness with keenest satiric power.
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\Ve have concerned ourselves with the

grandeur and the unity of Fzlusl, but it

is not with moderns that a poem reach

ing the size of an ordinary book can

chain the attention of its readers exclu

sively by qualities like these. Let us ac

knowledge openly that the scotTer's vein

chords with the spirit of the time. Not

only without exception do we find it in

the greatest novelists, in the only litera

ture which our nation boasts as such, and

in the cultus of the opt’-ra bouffe: in the

deepest sense it may be said that Satan

is an essential element of Christianity.

(One of the most interesting episodes of

the Second Part is the introduction of

Mephistopheles to antiquity.) An his

toric Satan in a modern poem would be

ridiculous: Mephistopheles is none but

Goethe. The unity of plot demands,

however, a self-consistent Mephistoph

eles, and this is given us; for though

the devilish is in abeyance throughout

the Second Part until its close, it is in

abeyance because the devil must keep

his compact. But the Mephisto vein

pervades whole sections of its action.

The “greenback " episode is a most tell

ing satire on phases of modern finan

ciering, "paternal" government, super

cilious orthodoxy and political thimble

rigging. The scene in which the spirits

of Paris and Helen are evoked is a run

ning satire on modern misconceptions

and fashionable views of antique art.

In the second act we meet again the

timid student of the First Part as full

fledged baccalaureus, and hot with the

enthusiasms from which all graduates

graduate. The manufacture of Homun

culus is priceless—the classic VValpur

gis Night an arsenal of quotations for

the class accomplished at seeing through

a millstone. The fourth act satirizes the

chronic evils of all government. In the

fifth a special episode depicts with sar

donic vigor the fate of narrow good in

tention which blocks the path of great

ness.

The use of magic and the supernatural

is indispensable for the machinery of a

drama with the scope of Faust. This

poem is in its ideal, intent and general

character allied with that most successful,

most artistic and most truly modern art

work, the opera. The opera alone in

modern art is raised above the art-de

grading standard of common actuality

by its essential nature and ideal purpose.

It alone in modern art fulfills that first

condition of true art, popularity combined

with ideal significance—greatest to the

greatest, but great to all. The spectator

of Don Yuan leaves the opera-house in

spired at least by the music, perhaps with

a suspicion that deepest meaning sounds

from every note. Infinite self-assertion

of infinite self ma_v even find its sympa

thetic chord within his breast. In every

work of Meyerbeer a whole historic pe

riod breathes its grandeur. The music

of socialistic revolution rings in the airs

of 1l[(lS(l!li!'//0, of antique singleness of

feeling in the two great operas of Gluck.

All great operas have, like Faust, ideals

beyond the subject-matter, the indicated

meaning of the work. \Vho dreams of

carping at the supernatural in Robcrl, at

the magic spell of the Frcz'sr/riils, the

story of the /llngic F/ule, or the fairy

world of Obernn .1’

The opera of Fausl is itself the most

popular of all modern music of the kind

—the character of Mephisto a favorite

with audience and singers. That the

standpoint indicated—that is, the actual

dramatic—is the one which Goethe con

templated for the work, is sufficiently ap

parent in the stage-directions of the Sec

ond Part, in which numerous aside: of

Mephistophelcs are marked for the audi

ence, while on one occasion he addresses

them in epilogue frotn the proscenium.

With certain omissions, such as are also

customary in dramatic presentation of

the First Part. the Second can be real

ized as actual drama: it may and should

in any case be read as though it were.

Beyond this aspect of the machinery em

ployed, it must be noticed that the hero

preserves an even attitude of cool con

tempt and skepticism toward all the

manifestations of the devilishly super

natural. Even Mephisto has scoffing ra

tionalistic explanations of his magic. we

hear sometimes the remark that Goethe's

witches are far inferior to Shakespeare's.

The answer to be made is that Goethe's
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supernaturalism is inlenlionally n0n-cre

ative.

Two sections especially of the Second

Part must be regarded from the dramatic

and, so to speak, the operatic, standpoint

—the masquerade and the classic \Val

purgis Night. The attempts at mystical

interpretation of these portions of the

poem are among the most laughable of

modern criticism. The first is a ballet

diversion pure and simple, ending with

a "grand transformation scene" and red

fire: the second is a \Valpurgis Night

whose logical unraveling in detail may

logically be left to the Thessalian witches.

It is unnecessary to speak in this essay

ofthe versification of the Second Part, ex

cept to say that it is the best work of the

greatest modern poet. The translation

of Mr. Taylor is open to the criticism

which must be made, perhaps without

exception, on all translations more than

fragmentary, or limited paraphrases, of

rhyme in rhyme. Mr. Taylor is right

in asserting that the original effect is

quite unattainable without the rhyme

and metre: we will add, it is still less at

tainable with them. A prose translation

is inadequate, but if simply and severe

1y literal the absence of pretence is, in

its way, a classic element which gives a

certain elevation to the work. It is im

possible in rhyme translation to file off

every trace ofthe mechanical; yet rhyme

for rhyme's sake, words for the sake of

words,—these are vices of the poetaster

not to be endured.

lt remains to be explained why this

greatest of all modern poems still awaits

the final verdict of popular approval.

Doubtless, a certain period must elapse,

and always has elapsed, before a work

which is to be classic for all time shall

receive its full appreciation. In this case

it is not simply our closeness to the work

which is in question. The poem is itself

the victim of that complexity of modern

culture whose throes it represents. It

demands a special education and a spe-.

cial taste-—not only the knowledge of

Greek art, but love of it. There are

not many hundreds in the world with

time or taste to make themselves sin

cerely masters of its inner life. Of these

there are many who do not read German

with that full knowledge of the language

which the work demands. The meeting

of Faust with the centaur Chiron, who

bears him to the threshold of his long

ings, strikes the keynote of this feeling:

to those who share it the poem is an open

book ; to others it will be closed for ever.

Und sollt' ich nicht, schnsiichtigstcr Gewalt,

Ins Leben zielm die einzigste Gestalt,

Des ewige \\"esen, Giittern ebeubiirtig,

So gross als zart, so hehr als liebenswih-dig?

Du sahst sic cinst ; heute hab' ich sic gezehn,

Se schfin wie reizend, wie ersehnt so schiin.

Nun ist mein Sinn, mein Wescn streng umfangen;

lch lebe nicht, kann ich sie nicht erlangen.

WILLIAM HENRY GOODYEAR.

THE CHRISTMAS TREE.

RUSTED with silver, gemmed with stars of light,

Topaz and ruby, emerald, sapphire, pearl,

The enchanted tree within a world of white

Uplifts her myriad crystal branches bright

Against the pale blue skies. The keen winds whirl

Her globed jewels on the sheeted snow,

That hard and pure as marble lies below.

Yet even as the radiant fruitage falls,

Touching the solid earth, it melts to air.
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Gold-glimmering rings and clear, flame-hearted balls,—

These be the magic keys to elfin halls.

The outstretched hands of greed are void and bare,

But elfin hands may clasp, elf eyes may see,

The mystic glories of the wondrous tree.

L0, as beneath the silver boughs I stood,

And watched the gleaming jewel in their heart,

Blue as a star, the subtle charm held good:

I touched and clasped a dropping diamond dart,

And, rapt from all the snowy world apart,

Alone within the moist, green woods of May,

I wandered ere the middle hour of day.

And over me the magic tree outspread

Her rustling branches like a silken tent;

An azure light the balmy heavens shed;

Rose-white with odorous bloom above my head,

Scarce 'neath their burden soft the wreathed sprays bent.

Through them went singing birds, and once on high

Surely a blindfold, winged boy-god flew by.

In the cool shade two happy mortals stood

And laughed, because the spring was in their veins,

Coursing like heavenly fire along their blood,

To see the sunbeams pierce the emerald wood,

To hear each other’s voice, to catch the strains

Of sweet bird-carols in the tree-tops high;

And laughed like gods, who are not born to die.

A spirit murmured in mine car unseen,

"Rub well the dart thou holdest." I obeyed,

And all the tree was swathed in living green,

Veiled with hot, hazy sunshine, and between

The ripe, dark leaves plump cherries white and red,

Swaying on slender stalks with every breeze,

Glowed like the gold fruits of I-lesperides.

Once more I rubbed the talisman. There came

Once more a change: the rusty leaves outshone

\\"ith tints of bronze against a sky of flame,

\Veird with strange light, the same yet not the same.

But brief the glory, setting with the sun:

A fog-white wraith uprose to haunt the tree,

And shrill winds whistled through it drearily.

From out my hand the mystic arrow fell:

Like dew it vanished, and l was aware

Of winter-tide and death. Ah, was it well,

Ye mocking elves, to weave this subtle spell,

And break it thus, dissolving into air

The fairy fabric of my dream, and show

Life a brief vision melting with the snow?

lirma Lazmws.



1877-] 23!THE LWUISE OF THE IJEROIV.

THE CRUISE OF THE HERON.

HE small sloop Heron, with a crew

of three men, went on a pleasure

trip‘down the coast. There were half a

dozen in the party——Kate Meadow and

her father and a cousin of his, Mrs.

Brook, Kate's cousin, Louise Larch,

Richard Fleming, and finally Dan Field

of the new law-firm of Colman & Field.

Their plan was to go where will and

wind prompted, and stay as long as they

could, unless they got tired beforehand.

They spent a week or two sailing in still

water, and in water that was anything

but still; making harbor at splendid sun

sets, and lying at anchor till morning, or

sleeping with the roll of the waves in

their brains and the low wash against the

planks close to their ears; fishing, lying

becalmed or stealing ghost-like through

radiant golden haze, with the fog-horn

sounding far away; going ashore in

strange places; lying cabined till the

rain should pass over, or walking the

deck close-wrapped and fluttering, while

the bare rigging creaked and the bow

pointed up stubbornly to the tautened

hawser, and the wind careered sturdily

out of the south.

Fleming, whom they called "Rich,"

was a quick, clever, quiet little fellow,

and an old friend of Kate‘s whom she

liked very much in a frank way. Field,

too, she had long known in a general

way : they two were always chafl-ing one

another when together, he being any

thing but a serious fellow, as most people

saw him, and finding a very pleasant acid

flavor in her sharp chatter, for which he

somehow always gave occasion. Their

banter was the merriment of the whole

party. All of the company were more

or less acquainted beforehand, and every

one knows how rapidly persons become

intimate who are together all day long

and dependent on one another. '

All the morning of the second Friday

they had been trolling for bluefish, and

went into Fowler's Island Harbor early

in the afternoon. Some of them went

ashore in the yawl and took a look at the

curious settlement and the wild-looking

islanders. As Mr. Meadow and two or

three of the party passed by one of the

houses, Captain Shore came out and ask

ed for money to pay for some milk and

eggs, and Field took out a roll of bills

while two or three of the rough natives

stood by.

Kate had not gone ashore: she was in

perplexity, and wanted a chance to think

by herself. So she sat and listened to

the bubbling of the water, and watched

the fishermen‘s boats glide and gleam in

the sunlight. The perplexing situation

was briefly this: Fleming, Kate knew,

had been getting to think a good deal

of Louise, who on her part had found

him a very clever and pleasant little fel

low; and since they began this cruise

Field had been coming between them,

and one of them had not enjoyed it.

Field did not appear to know anything

about it, but amused himself and Miss

Larch and every one else more or less.

Rich did not mope or scowl: he was

active and friendly with all, and appear

ed to take a good deal of pleasure in his

quiet way; but Kate knew him better

than the rest, and how sensitive he was,

and she knew that he was hurt, and was

very sorry. He was proud with all his

gentleness, and would be second to none;

and when Field walked and chatted and

lay on the deck beside Louise, reading

out of Mark Twain or doing tricks with

cards, or what not, and laughing always,

Rich only kept away and let him have

it all his own way. He had no reason

to find fault with Field, who took no ad

vantage and showed a liking for the trim

little fellow: more than once, indeed, he

had put Fleming in charge of Louise,

saying that he must have a skirmish with

the enemy, meaning Kate, whose tongue

always had a sharp edge ready for him.

But even then he was so much bigger ev

ery way than Rich that he unconsciously

gave the feeling of parceling out the favor
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of Miss I.arch's company, for which Rich

did not wish to be indebted to any one.

The worst of it was that, underneath

all Field's banter and flippancy and evi

dent cleverness, Kate had known him

too long not to have found out that he

was true and generous to an unusual

degree. His partner, Philip, had often

spoken to her of his faithfulness and sin

cerity, and her father had acquired a high

opinion of his ability and honor in busi

ness relations. She could not helpliking

and admiring him, with certain reserves

to be set to the account of his own ap

parent contentment with himself; and on

both these accounts she was very angry

at him. If he was so scrupulous in busi

ness matters, promises and appointments.

could he not see how mean and cruel it

was to rob one of what he held above

all price? and was he so large in his

own eyes that he could see no one but

his own great person?

Kate was quite distressed and out of

patience—angry with Fleming for not

showing more spirit, with Field as a

blundering dolt—with Louise more than

all, because, forsooth ! she took both

their comings and goings very coolly

indeed, and did not seem to care which

came or went. She ought, indeed, to

see that she was hurting her very good

friend Fleming, but how was she to make

light of such a handsome and every way

superior fellow as Field ?

Kate and Fleming had taken a row by

themselves in the skiff that morning. He

had left off rowing a while, and let the

boat rock while Kate leaned over the

stern and looked into the waves. " Kate,"

he had said suddenly, “I think I shall

leave you when we get to New Dublin."

And she had sat up and said, “Why,

Rich, you'll do nothing of the kind."

"Yes, I think so," he continued. "I

had a letter from Lancey at Seaport say

ing VVill was sick."

The frank girl looked at him a minute,

and then said, "Rich, you know that's not

the reason."

A fishing-boat passed near them just

then with a barefooted, lank, shaggy

young islander, dressed in a tattered

covering of blue overall and a shapeless

hat. He stared at Kate as he came, and

ran his boat quite close, grinning in Kate's

face in an offensive manner that raised

Fleming's hot blood, and he lifted his

oar and warned him away; whereat the

fellow gave him a scowl and sheered off.

As Kate sat on deck in the afternoon

she was thinking that the worst of,this

puzzle was that nobody seemed to be to

blame, and asking herself why she should

take it so much to heart: there was no

good reason why Field should not like

Louise as well as Fleming; and he was

as good a fellow if he did laugh at his

own jokes, and Louise was certainly

worthy of the best. But he had every

advantage of Rich, and Kate always

sympathized with the weaker side. She

could not bear to see any one in trouble,

remembering a certain heartache ofwhich

time had cured her indeed, but which she

did not care to repeat. And what was

strange about her sympathy with Rich

now was, that it brought back the taste

of that same bitterness and the same

forsaken feeling.

She had forgotten the bright and

strange scene, and was looking down

into the water full of changing light,

when a shadow passed over her, and

glancing up a sail almost touched her,

and the same half-naked sea-dog was

grinning at her closely. She gave him

one half-startled, half-defiant glance,

turned about and went down to Captain

Shore in the cabin.

Fleming came ofl' presently with Mrs.

Brook, and sent one of the hands ashore

with the yawl again, remaining to keep

Kate company. She told him how the

wild young islander had been annoying

her again, and he was much vexed

about it, and told Field when he and

Louise came aboard. Field made light

of it as usual, and was rather amused.

He came over and threw himself down

by Kate, and began chaffing her about

her admiring Triton, her Neptune in over

alls, and the like.

Now, Kate was in no humor for ban

ter: she had been brooding over the

prospect of Rich going off home by rail

alone and unhappy, and the spoiling

of their cruise, which had else been so
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pleasant, and was especially out of hu

mor with Field for a marplot and for

being selfish and unseeing. So, much

to his surprise, she kept silent for a min

ute with her face turned seaward, and

then turned on him suddenly and an

swered, speaking quickly and sharply,

"It doesn't become you very well to

make light of an insult offered to a lady.

lf you weren't by to resent it, you might

at least have the delicacy to say nothing

about it. If you thought less of yourself

and more of others, you'd make fewer

such blunders. There are barbarians

who are not fishermen, and all the peo

ple who annoy and spoil people's happi

ness do not wear overalls." Then, over

come with vexation at the unintentional

vehemence of her speech and the rush

of pent feelings but half understood, she

turned away quickly and sobbed once

in spite of herself: then went down to

her state-room and locked herself in.

Louise went after her presently, but

Kate would not answer or let her in. She

did not come out till supper-time, when

no one took any notice, and she tried to

appear as if nothing had happened.

Field was quite concerned, and took

an opportunity of asking Fleming if he

knew what was the matter with her; but

he answered no, not altogether. He

thought she was not feeling very well

that day. At the same time Fleming

took the-chance, Mr. Meadow happen

ing to join them, of announcing his in

tention of taking the train at New -Dub

lin, and both opposed it strongly. But

Field forgot and fell whistling to himself,

and presently he said,' " Rich, Kate knows

you talk ofgoing ?"

uYes, I told her this morning."

"I thought so," answered Field, and

began to whistle again reflectively. He

lay stretched on the roof of the cabin,

and Fleming sat near him. "Rich," he

said, "if that amphibious dog annoys

Kate again, we must teach him better

manners." After a pause he added,

“Rich, 1 don't see what you want to go

home for: Iwouldn't if I stood in your

shoes.”

Fleming looked at him inquiringly.

“Well, maybe you wouldn't," he an

Voc. XlX.—x5

swered a little sharply. "But if} and

pro?/irlings don't so often happen as

might be. ‘It is, but hadn't ought to

be,‘ you know ;" and he got off and

walked away.

The wind sprang up toward sunset,

and blew unceasingly from the north

west, and the Heron lay at anchor for

the night. One of the ladies proposed

to take a row after supper and try an

echo of which some one had spoken,

and Fleming got round the yawl and

helped them all over the side. Field

and the skipper were talking together in

a low tone, and they called Fleming and

spoke to him, looking toward the shore

without pointing; and then Fleming

dropped into the hatchway quickly and

put something into his pocket, sprang

out lightly and back to the yawl, and

pulled away in a straight line, keeping

the sloop between him and a boat which

was coming off from shore. When they

had come aboard in the afternoon, after

bringing the milk and eggs, Shore had

said to Field privately, ‘'If it wasn't

coming on to blow out of the north'ard,

I'd be for going into New Dublin to-night.

I don't like these islanders much : they're

about half shark, anyway. You ought

not to have showed them grcenbacks

the way you did: they looked at them

as if they were sharp set enough to eat

them and you too."

Their manner, at first forbidding and

sulky, had become jocular and rudely

familiar, and they had made a small

present of fish, on the strength of which

they invited themselves to come aboard

in the evening. So now they were com

ing. There were six or eight of them,

men and women.

Field and the skipper hoped to get rid

of their visitors before the ladies return

ed. Shore said to Field, "We must treat

them civil now. Never mind about a

little roughness: if we get foul of them.

we'll have the whole island on us. You

keep a sharp lookout on deck, and I'll

go down with them and give them some

thing, and make some excuse to get quit

of them. That's the devil of it: they'll

never go till we give them whisky, and

they're no saints with drink in them."
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They came aboard with a good deal

of rough merriment, and made an espe

cial show of friendliness toward Field;

and when Shore invited them down to .

the cabin, they insisted on Field's ac

companying them, and one or two re

fused to go down till he came. Field

would have been for treating them to

cold courtesy and ordering them off if

they did not behave themselves; but

Shore intimated to him that it would not

do to cross them lightly, and so he went

down, and the skipper remained on deck,

sending down the two hands, Brace and

Beach, to bear him company. These

proved but a poor resource, however.

Mr. Meadow was in the hold forward,

arranging some lines for to-m0rrow‘s

fishing. (The cabin accommodations of

the Heron were limited, and berths had

been improvised for some of the party

in the waist.) The skipper came and

called him after a while: "Mr. Meadow,

I think you'd better come up." He came

up immediately, and saw Shore standing

forward with a handspike in his hand

and looking out in the direction Flem

ing had taken. "What is the matter?"

he asked.

" Go aft and look into the cabin," Shore

said.

He went back on the quarter and look

ed down the companion-way. There was

high carnival going on down there. Ei

ther they had brought ofi' liquor with

them, or they had somehow got the best

of Field and taken possession of the skip

per's store, and appeared to be drinking

freely. The hands, apparently wrought

upon by the blandishments of the island

women, had already taken too much,and

they and their new friends were making

boisterous hilarity, singing, chattering

all together in a harsh jargon, laughing

and clinking their glasses in the wildest

manner. They were all between Field

and the entrance, and in the fitful light

of the hanging lamp, the wild faces of

the islanders and their outlandish dress,

with the handsome young fellow at the

farther end resolute and composed, and

just a little pale, made a rather startling

spectacle.

\Nhen Mr. Meadow went forward again

he saw Shore in the shrouds swinging a

lantern, and he asked, " Isn't it time Flem

ing was back? You don't think anything

has happened?"

" No," Shore answered: "he was arm

ed and he's a plucky fellow. They won't

trouble him, but I wish he was here."

Mr. Meadow went down and got his

pistol, and when he came back the skip

per said, "They're coming ;" and, listen

ing, they could hear the chock of the

oars. Presently the boat appeared, and

they heard them speaking to one anoth

er in a low tone across the water. They

had seen the signal, and taken the hint

from its silence. The two men stood by

the gunwale and waited for them to come

alongside, then helped them aboard; and

Shore said, "We've got some drunken

islanders aboard, ladies, and I think you'd

better go below here till we get rid of

them."

Nothing more was said, but they assist

ed them to climb down the hatchway,

put on the hatch, and blocked up one

side not to smother them. Meanwhile,

Fleming had been aft to reconnoitre, and

came back. "Well," he asked, "what's

to be done?"

“\Ve've got to go out of here," the

skipper said.

Fleming was a tolerable sailor, and

they quickly and silently got up sail, and

then hove the anchor. The wind was

blowing hard from the north-west by this

time, and even in the harbor the water

was beginning to be rather rough. As

the sails rose and filled out, one and an

other grufi' voice from the neighboring

craft lying at anchor hailed to ask where

they were going, and Shore answered,

"\Ve're going into New Dublin."

From all sides came advice not to try

it, and one captain said the Heron could

not make New Dublin with that wind.

Shore did not reply, but went aft to the

wheel, and the sails flapped and filled,

and then drew and made the sloop move

through the water.

The party below were uproarious by

this time, but some of them noticed the

fiutter in the rigging or the heeling of

the vessel, and came out to see what

it was. They demanded where he was
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bound, and being told said it could not

be done, and receiving no reply went

back to report.

About that time Field suddenly disap

peared from among the riotous crew with

out any one seeing him go. That and

the\news of the sloop being under way

created a great excitement for the mo

ment in the cabin ; and meanwhile Field

appeared suddenly to the startled ladies

in the hold: there was a narrow passage

through the partition, covered by the

stationary cabin table, and through this

Field had managed to slip unnoticed.

He went to his berth and brought out a

pair of pistols, and said to Kate, "Kate,

you've handled a pistol, haven't you ?"

Kate answered, "Yes," remembering

well the first time. "Well, keep that,"

said Field. “ The sloop's under way, and

we'll soon shake them off." He climb

ed up and pushed aside the hatch, and

joined his friends on deck, who were

glad enough to see him.

Kate was nearest the cabin partition,

and hearing some noise that way turn

ed quickly, and the light of the lantern

flashed luridly on the shaggy head of the

same young dog of an islander grinning

savagely in her face, and quite close.

She gave an involuntary scream, and

instantly the hatch overhead was flung

aside and Fleming dropped through it

like a cat. He comprehended with a

quick flash of anger, and almost at the

instant he struck on his feet slapped

the fellow smartly in his face. The dev

il sprang up in the ugly visage, and he

thrust his hand into his breast and drew

out a knife. He was raising his arm to

strike when there was a cry and a sud

den report, and the knife flew across the

hold. The fellow ducked and turned,

and went through the hole in the wall

like an eel. Fleming turned toward

Kate. "Did you do that?" he asked.

"Yes," answered Kate.

"You knocked the knife out of his

hand."

"I fired: that's all I know," she said.

Mrs. Brook and Louise were naturally

startled and agitated.

" Do you want me to stay now?" ask

ed Fleming, feeling that he ought, but

anxious about what might happen on

deck.

Kate alone was quite composed: her

blood was up, her face flushed and eyes

bright, and her hair thrown back from

her face. She moved the lantern so that

its light fell into the corner next the cab

in. "No," she said: "you go up, Rich.

We're not afraid: Iwon’t let any more

come through."

So he left them and went on deck

again.

The islanders said it was madness to

think of going into New Dublin that

night, that they must not try it, and

finally that they should not go. They

said they could have twenty men by

calling for them, and looked and talked

very threateningly. But meanwhile the

Heron was beating out of the harbor, and

the four determined men took no notice

of their words except to let the butts of

their pistols show as they moved about

on the alert and stood by to brace the

jib round to help her jibe. When the

crew in the cabin found they were bound

to go out, they began to pelt the captain

at the wheel, and directly opposite the

companion-way, with anything they could

lay hands on—at first with light objects,

then with bottles and glasses that whirl

ed past his head overboard or smashed

on the wheel or the taffrail, knocking his

hat off and cutting his hand. Finally,

the cabin-lamp came out bodily and all

aflame, and crushed into a thousand frag

ments. Having thus thrown away their

light, they had no resource but to come

on deck, shouting and turbulent, women

and men together. But they were evi

dently awed by the silence and deter

mination of the little party in charge,

and Shore added to their awe by knock

ing down first one and then the other of

his own drunken hands as they came

within his reach. Some of them were

evidently for getting away, and as the

sloop came round and drew up on the

next tack, and began to feel the heave

of the open water and the sweep of the

head wind, they began to move toward

their boat, towing astern. But, whether

reckless with drink or wild with resent

ment of Fleming's blow in the face, just
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as the last of them were dropping over

the side, the same young dog made a

sudden movement and flung 06‘ the cov

er of the hatch. Just as he was about to

leap down, Field came with a bound and

sprang right across the hatch upon him.

"You sea-devil, you! now go!" he cried;

and seizing him round the body as he

stooped, he lifted him, and with a swing

flung him clear over the side into the

sea. Then he and his friends stood at

the gunwale with their pistols drawn and

warned the boat off, while the sloop came

up fluttering into the wind and went dan

cing away on the starboard tack, safe from

any pursuit.

But they had little time or reason then

for congratulation, with a rough sea, a

wild night of head wind and a danger

ous harbor before them. The drunken

hands were dragged forward and left to

roll in the scuppers to sober them. The

cabin was hastily put to rights, a lantern

hung, and the ladies got out of the hold.

The young men got up the red and green

lights and hung them in the shrouds, and

made everything snug as the captain di

rected ; and they dropped the harbor be

hind and went staggering out into open

water. Then for half the night it was

beat and beat up into the wind, with wet

decks and scuppers spouting, spray flying

in great sheets from bow to stern. The

lonely ladies sat together, speaking little,

and with a dreary feeling of the desola

tion of sea-storms and foundering vessels

creeping over them as they listened to the

labor and strain of the sloop, the clatter

and creaking and loud flapping of the

sails and rigging, the swash and thump

ing of the waves, trampling feet on the

deck overhead, and now and then a

hoarse call. So dismally they huddled

together in the dim cabin while for hours

the sloop forged on, pitching till the bow

sprit pointed halfway to the zenith, then

plunging with a headlong wallow into

the seething hollow, sometimes burying

her bowsprit in the coming billow.

About midnight there was a temporary

lull in the gale, and Field came down to

see how they got on, and found Kate sit

ting alone: Mrs. Brook and Louise, tired

out. had gone to lie down in the state

rooms. Field was dripping: he took off

his hat and shook out the water. He

looked more sober than Kate had ever

seen him, but not at all alarmed. "Well,

Kate," he said, "how do you get on?

It's dismal for you, isn't it?"

"Oh, I'm glad you've come," she an

swered. “It's dreadfully lonesome and

dismal down here. Do you think there's

any danger, Mr. Field?"

He hesitated a moment, but answered

then, "You would not wish me to deceive

you, Kate, and you have a right to know,

and I suppose you want to know the truth.

There is danger, but I have no doubt

we'll get in. The I-Ieron is a very stiff

little craft, and Shore is a good sailor.

But it's a bad wind to make New Dublin

harbor, and the sea is running high. That

is the exact truth, I believe. I think we

had best not alarm the others, but you

would rather know, wouldn't you P"

The vessel rolled so that they were

obliged to hold on to keep from being

overturned as they sat, and they had

to put their heads close to hear for the

uproar without.

"Thank you," she answered, just a

little pale, but not belying his confidence

in her courage. “ I wouldn't mind at all

if I could be on deck and help. It's a

great deal more dismal cooped up here

with nothing to do: don't you think so?

And it must be grand out there too: I

should so much like to go up a little

while. Don't you think I could?"

"Well, I don't know," he said. “It is

grand, but it's very wet too;" and he

laughed, as was his way. "But if you

don't mind a ducking, I think we can

manage it. I'll see."

He started to go up the cabin-stair,

but came back and bent over her, hold

ing on. "Oh, by the way, Kate," he

said, “I want to beg your pardon for

offending you this afternoon. I did not

mean to offend you, I'm sure."

She did not answer, but looked away

soberly, not thinking of Field or herself,

but recurring to Rich and his trouble.

"Then you won't forgive me P" Field

said, after looking at her a little while.

"Oh, I wasn't thinking of that," she

answered hastily, looking up. "I have
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' and should ask pardon.

nothing to forgive : it was I who was rude ‘

It was not what

you said that offended me. I was angry

with you about something else, and had

been thinking about that; and I'm afraid

I was very rude and foolish."

He sat down and was silent a little

while, and then said, "Kate, will you tell

me what you were angry with me about?

I don't understand."

Then the frank, impulsive girl told

him about Rich and Louise, and how he

was making Rich unhappy, flushing up

and speaking eagerly as she went on.

" Louise is a very nice girl," she finished,

"and you are certainly not to blame for

liking her; but Rich has been getting to

think a great deal of her, and he's a very

touchy fellow and takes such things more

to heart than—-than most people. He is

talking of going away to-morrow, and I

know it's on account of nothing else but

that; and it will spoil our trip to have him

go off so alone; and I think it's a great

pity, any way. Rich is as good and

clever as any one, but you have the ad

vantage of him every other way. I know

it's hard to give up to another, but I know

it can be done "—there were drops in the

eager eyes when she said that—“and I

know you are brave and generous, and

would not interfere if you knew what

you were doing."

She forgot storm and danger and dis

comfort in her ardent pleading of an

other's cause, and Field sat leaning on

the table and looking at her while she

talked and a little longer, the sea and

storm tossing them and shutting them

in with the deafening uproar. "Are you

quite sure of that ?" he said then.

"Yes, quite sure."

"And would you be pleased if you

knew Louise liked Fleming as well?" _

" Of course I should," she replied.

"They are both my very dear friends."

"And you would have no regret of

any kind?"

"No—-none that I know of.

know what you mean."

There was a shoutupon deck just then,

and Field ran away, calling, “ They're go

ing about. l'll come back."

The sloop came up to the wind with a I

I don't

tremendous flapping and flutter, and then

she drew away again with the steady

heave and plunge and the great swash

and hurtle of waves and wind.

About a quarter of an hour later Field

came down again to Kate. "Now," he

said, "if you think you'd like to go up a

little while, and can wrap yourself up so

as not to mind a shower-bath, I've pro

vided a little arrangement to keep you

from being washed overboard."

Kate jumped at any relief from that

dungeon. "Oh, I should like to come!"

she cried.

She wrapped herself closely, and they

went up. He went out first, and the

heaving tumult upon which she look

ed out made her hesitate, but he said,

“ Don't be afraid. Keep hold and creep

just round here." -

He had made a rope fast, and she crept

round and crouched in the lee of the cab

in, and he brought the rope round her and

fastened it. She felt the pitch of the ves

sel here much more than she had done

in the cabin, and at first crouched in fear

and clung to the mouldings of the house,

deafened and scared, and when a heavier

lurch broke loose her feeble grip, she

could not help screaming and catching

hold of Field, though the rope held her

quite safely. There was nothing for

Field to do then but to crouch beside

her and hold her fast. She quickly be

came assured in his strong grasp, and

could admire the grand spectacle. She

lay still and awed a good while, and

finally Field put his mouth close to her

ear and asked if she wanted to go back.

“No," she answered: " I'd rather stay

here. It's dreadfully dismal below, and

it's very grand here: don't you think it

is ?"

He looked at her and answered with

a motion of his head. They said no

more for a good while, speaking being

very difficult and the awe of the wild

night not inclining either to talk. By

and by Field put his face quite close to

Kate's, and in that way they could talk

quite easily, though no one could have

heard a word three feet oil’; and he said,

" Kate, you were very much mistaken."

"Was I? How?" And she turned
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her head and tried to see his face more

plainly. "Don't you like Louise?"

"Yes, very much."

"And you did not know about Rich P"

"No: I did not know that."

"Well, then, how was I mistaken?"

“ We have all been mistaken—you and

I and Rich and Louise. Louise thinks

Rich cares more for you than any one

else; I thought you cared most of all for

Rich; Rich and you think I care only

for Louise. You know that Louise and

I were mistaken. But was I quite in the

wrong, Kate?"

"That I cared more for Rich than any

one else? No, I don't know that you

were wrong. I never thought about it,

but Rich and I are very good friends,

and I like him very much."

“Well," answered Field, looking in

tently into the dim face, “I like Louise

very much, and yet you were very much

mistaken, because I care a great deal

more for somebody else."

She grew timid somehow at his con

fidence: there were some unknown qual

ities of tenderness in his voice and half

seen manner that touched her, and she

was suddenly overcome with confusion

and self-upbraiding for having misjudged

him, and so blundered. “ Oh, do you?" she

answered contritely. " Do I know her ?“

"Can't you really guess, then?" he

asked, seeming disappointed.

Somehow, she did not want to guess:

she was wondering at herself that, though

that trouble of Rich's was gone now-and

indeed had never been but in imagina

tion—she was still not satisfied, and still

kept the pain it had given her. "No,"

she returned, keeping her face away, "I

can't think who it is. VVill you tell me

her name?"

" Her name," he answered, looked

away, and then turned back again with

a movement that implied a very surpris

ing emotion in him, and repeating the

words—"her name is Kate."

She stood up. She had become ac

customed to the heave of the sloop, and '

could stand with the aid of the rope.

She bent toward him and asked, "And

I know her P"

He partly rose, and answered swiftly '

with passion, “Oh, will you never un

derstand, Kate? I care for no one but

you!"

There was a sound of breakers ming

ling with the general tumult then, and

both looked up and saw a great light in

the air above and close upon them. " It

is the lightship," said Field.

Then, as they rose on the waves, they

made out the lonely hulk, dismal and

stark, buried in a cloud of spray and

dashed over and over by the waves,

the storm screaming and tearing through

her bare rigging, that clanked and rattled

dolefully like the chains of galley-slaves,

but bearing her light aloft sturdily. They

beat up under its lee, and then tacked

and left it behind. Field went to help

Shore at the wheel as he luffed, and

then went forward.

Presently, Fleming came clambering

aft to Kate, and asked if she wanted to

go down. But she answered no, she

would rather stay and be where she

could see what was coming, and if she

was not in the way she would not go

down till they got in.

"Rich," she asked, "how did you know

I was here P"

"Field told me.

about you.

Kate ?"

"They were lying down when I came

up. You'd better go down and tell them

where I am, and keep them company a

while." After a minute she added, " Rich,

you and I have been very foolish. I've

been talking with Mr. Field, and—and

you need not go away: there's no rea

son for it."

“Are you quite sure of that?" he ask

ed eagerly.

" Yes, I am quite sure. Go now, Rich."

She wanted to be alone: she had found

‘out more things than one. All through

that wild passage she crouched there,

dashed with spray and beaten by the

tempest, rejoicing in it, triumphing over

it: there was a spirit within her as brave

and untamed as its own. She knew then

the ardor of men in battle: she remem

bered a line of Brownell's lyrics, repeat

ed it aloud, and kriew what it meant, with

her eyes wide open and facing the dark

He sent me to see

Where are the other ladies,
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ness and the gale that beat on her face

full of'saJt rain:

Fear a forgotten form, death a dream of the eyes!

She could talk or laugh or cry as she

pleased in the heart of that fierce chorus:

never had she been more alone than there

with people all round her.

Once or twice the skipper at the near

wheel made out that she was singing wild

and high in concert with the storm, and

once he caught the words, as the gust

hurled them at him, "Stormy winds ful

filling His word."

They made the harbor safely about

three in the morning, after a very rough

and dangerous entrance. Rain came

on about daybreak, and lasted till near

noon. Then there was a splendid break

ing away, and all came up to see. Kate

was standing with Rich, and Louise came

over and put her arm about her. “ Rich,"

she said, “Kate tells me you think of

going away. I hope you will not."

" Do you care, then ?" he asked quickly.

“Certainly I do," she answered. "I

am sure we should all miss you very

much."

"Then I think I won't go," he said.

And presently the Heron got up sail

and bore away upon her happy cruise.

JAMFS T. McKay.

I-IEMMED IN.

0 other presence in the universe

So longed I for as thine:

The blessing came, but shadowed by a curse.

What ailed this heart of mine?

At sight of thee it straightway turned to lead,

And sank me by its weight.

How poor and weak the scanty words I said!

Far less like love than hate.

Ah! this is it. Love's possibilities

Of speech and sign are rare:

So mighty then each little moment is,

It numbs me like despair.

I stood in midst of opportunity,

Bewildered by the shock:

Its bounty fell so suddenly on me

It hemmed me in like rock.

CHARLOTTE F. Bares.
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YOUNG ALOYS; OR, THE GAWK FROM AMERICA.

BY BERTHOLD AUERBACH, AUTHOR OF “ON THE HEIGHTS," "VILLA ON THE

. RHINE," ETC.

CHAPTER I.

“ ORB STATION!" cried the con

ductor.

A young man dressed in black, of a

stout and robust figure, alighted: he

pushed back his broad-brimmed hat, so

that it rested on his neck. The face that

looked out so defiantly, with its com

manding forehead and prominent cheek

bones, had been newly shaven, and only

a heart-shaped, closely-trimmed beard

was left on the chin. Around the neck,

which was brawny and sunbumt, he had

tied in a knot, on which a diamond glit

tered, a red, brick-colored cravat. He

now took off his hat, which was almost

as broad as a moderate-sized carriage

wheel, and as he threw back his head

and planted himself squarely on his wide

spread legs, it seemed as if he threw out

into the world the question whether any

one had a wish to tackle him. His big

fingers, on one of which he wore a thick

ring, played with the pendants of a heavy

gold watch-chain, consisting of a square,

hammer and trowel, all of gold. I-Iis

blue eyes, whose good-natured expres

sion contrasted strikingly with his gen

eral pugnacious aspect, glanced in all

directions.

A well-strapped trunk was handed out,

and the conductor asked, " Does this be

long to you ?"

uJust so," answered the stranger: .‘I'll

send for it."

Without another word he turned and

went toward the town.

_ On the Neckar Bridge he stopped,

looked down into the stream, in which

at that moment some white ducks were

swimming, and a singular smile passed

over his broad face as he said to him

self, "Father, I imagined it bigger than

this. So, then, down below there lies

thy luck-penny. One could see it if it ,

were still there. I fancy the rivers are

much clearer here than with us."

Now we know him, then—the son of

Aloys, nicknamed Gawk. The father,

when discharged from military service,

finding that his sweetheart, Marianna,

had played him false and was married

to Georgy, had emigrated to America.

Whistling to himself the air of "The

Nut-brown Maid," the young man turn

ed about, crossed the railroad track and

went up the hill.

"God's greeting! Will you not step

in?" cried the hostess, who stood on the

front step of the railroad restaurant. The

young man silently declined with a wave

of the hand and strode on.

"That, then, is the brick-kiln, and that

the hollow, where the terrible scuffle took

place that night?" he thought to him

self as he stalked onward; and when he

saw the many beer-cellars dug into the

hillside, he said, nodding his big head,

“They make good provision against thirst

here, at all events."

The day was hot: the traveler stopped

by the wood and looked at the town,

which is built so curiously up the slope

of the mountain; but he looked more

particularly at a grassy mound on the

green strip that bordered the field by the

roadside: “There, then, is where Mari

anna sat at the time when father came

home from the soldiers‘ lottery?"

Boys with school-knapsacks came up

the hill: they stopped, and a bold, sum

mer-freckled urchin said, pulling off his

cap, “Good-day, Mr. American."

"Vi/hat dost thou know me by?"

" By that cart-wheel hat."

"What is thy name?"

“]ulius."

"Who is thy father?"

“ He is dead."

"What was his name?"

Published by arrangement with llu:<R\' HOLT 8: Co., the authorized American publishers of Auer

bach‘s works.
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“ Kobbel‘s Frum " (Abraham).

" Any relation to tall Herzle's Kob

bel?"

"I don't know anything about him."

The boys walked beside him a short

distance, and the freckle-face inquired,

“ Perhaps you are a carpenter or a ma

son ?"

" Why so ?"

"Because you have mechanics’ tools

made of gold on your watch-chain."

Young Aloys made no further answer.

At the boundary-post, bearing the in

scription, " Dorf Nordstetten," he stopped

and let the boys go on ahead.

Yes! This too is a station.

How sad his father had been that day

when he saw this boundary-post for the

last time! However, to make amends

for it, he had founded in America a. vil

lage of the same name.

From the fir tree, which stands not far

from the boundary-post, the newcomer

broke off a slender branch with the year's

fresh growth.

Hark! What a singing in the air!

Not from tree or hedge, but down out of

the free heavens it rings, and, lo! yonder

it whirls, a little quivering point.

That is the lark.

Young Aloys was hearing a lark for

the first time in his life.

He stood still a long time before go

ing on again.

On the upland plain he stopped, and as

his father, when leaving the village, had

saluted it from the Bildeching height

in military style, so did the son now

stand and contemplate the village, whose

houses, gleaming amid orchards, looked

so bright and attractive.

In a field by the roadside a female

voice was singing in a low tone. How

would it be if he should step up to the

first damsel he met and say to her, "Wilt

thou marry me ? I am strong and healthy

and can maintain a wife" ?

He was about to step over the wayside

ditch, with the intention of going into the

field, when he drew back his foot- not

from fear of the great dog that showed

itself on the edge of the mound border

ing the field and began to bark, but ex

pecting the appearance of the woman,

who now called loudly, " Be quiet! down !

Here, Gawk !"

Did he really hear the cry “Gawk," or

was that only running in his mind?

For before his departure his grand

father, Mat of the Mountain, had told

him confidentially that Father Aloys had

had in the village the nickname of Gawk.

To be sure, he said, it was not a very

handsome name, but it was not so ill

meant after all.

No one came, and young Aloys went

on. "Over yonder is the target-field where

father had a piece of ground, and there

on the Hochbux* lie timbers as in fa

ther's day. At that time Ivo's father

worked here."

With wondering eyes young Aloys

read on the post at the entrance of the

village its name, that of the county

town, the circle and the military district.

All Germany, then, was enrolled in the

army!

CHAPTER ll.

“HERE comes an American ! Here

comes an American!" shouted the boys

through the streets of the village, hav

ing passed him on their way home from

the high school in the town.

An American was far from being a

novelty in those days, but still every one

asked who it was, for there is hardly any

one in the village who has not relations

- in the New World. The boys, however,

could give no further information, not

even whether the stranger was a Chris

tian or a Jew. And the stranger did not

come for a long time into the middle of

the village, for he stopped at the very

third house, next to that of Mendle the

mason, and knocked at the door of the

living-room on the lower floor. No one

answered. From the house of Landolin

opposite an old man thrust out his snow

white head and cried, "Whom do you

want to find ?"

"I was only going to ask who lives

here: I want nobody."

"Well, he lives just there. That is

‘A tract deriving its name, apparently, from I

growth of high box-wood,
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where Nobody lives," cried the old man,

and laughed so immoderately that it al

most seemed as if his mouth would stay

open.

" Isn't this where the widow of Bartly

Bast,* the mother of Aloys Schorer,

lived ?"

"To be sure I But that was long ago.

But stay: I'll come down."

The old man came down to the street

door and asked, "Where are you from ?"

"From Nordstetten, but not from here."

"If you want to make a fool of some

body, then get some one like yourself

I mean as young as you are."

"I am not trying to make a fool of you.

I am from Nordstetten in America, and

I am the son of Bartly Bast's Aloys."

"What! the son of the Gawk? Thun

deration! Who can tell what one will

not live to see? Is your father along

with you?"

"No, I left him at home."

"Then I say, God greet thee I Yes,

yes, America comes to us. Formerly, it

was supposed that there was only a way

from here to America, but now there is

also a way that leads from America hith

er. You have, likely, come on account

of the inheritance of your grandfather's

sister in Seebronn ?"

" You have hit it."

"Who would have imagined that there

would be anything to inherit there? I

am also related to your mother in the

third generation, or, maybe, in the fourth ;

namely—" And now was displayed a

genealogical tree which in all its ramifi

cations was hard to climb. The old man

could not do it himself, and concluded,

"Well, anyhow, we are related —mayst

rely upon that. But, thank God! I have

no need of anything in that quarter."

Young Aloys went on farther, but by

standers must have already announced

who he was, for out of all the houses came

greetings, and he heard them say behind

him, "That is the son of the Gawk."

At the house of Zindelmann there came

an old woman to meet him, who while

still at some distance cried out, weeping,

" Oh, my l\Iechtild's own son!"

When she stood before him she could

hardly speak for weeping and sobbing.

The newcomer offered his hand and

spoke kind and soothing words.

"I seem to hear thy father," cried the

aunt: "just so full of feeling was his

voice too. Don't take it ill of me that I

look so: had I known thou wert coming

I would have put on my Sunday clothes

and gone to meet thee. God be thanked

and praised a thousand times over that

I still see a living creature that has my

brother's blood in his veins! I may say

llzou to thee, may I not?"

"Of course."

"Thou art the youngest?"

"Yes."

"And still single?"

Young Aloys could not answer that

question, for at SchIossbauer's house

there came up a haggard man who wore

spectacles, with his shirt-sleeves stripped

up, and a great apron with a breastcloth

on, and said, "Am an old comrade of

thy father’s—was a fellow-soldier of

his."

"You are I-Iirtz the shoemaker ?"

"Yes."

"Father gave me special greetings for

you, and told me I must go to you for

good advice in all things."

"Yes, a waxed end and good counsel

for a friend are always to be had at my

shop. At present I live there, and am

always at home."

"I'll come to see you soon."

"That's right," said the man and

hastened back to his house and his

work.

"That is the palace," said young Aloys,

pointing to the large edifice: he was in

formed that the corporation had bought

the palace and made a council-house and

school out of it.

The Schulthciss looked out of the win

dow and nodded. Young Aloys went

directly up to him and presented his

papers of identification and power of
I attorney. He received the reply that

there would hardly have been any need

of them, for one would imagine him

self transported back thirty years, he

looked so like his father, only he had

' Bartholomew's Sebastian.

the taller stature of the race of Mat of

the Mountain.
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"Thou wouldst be just thy father over

again," said the Schultheiss, chucking

young Aloys under the chin, "if thou

hadst not that goatee here."

"And thou art very well shaved,” re

plied young Aloys, stroking the magis

trate's smooth chin.

The Schultheiss started back. That is

a bold thing in the young man, so sud

denly and so coolly to make a practical

retort upon him; but there was nothing

to be said or done about it.

Smiling to himself, young Aloys went

down the stairs. How delighted his fath

er will be when he tells him how he has

paid home the arrogant familiarity cash

down on the spot! They may all say

"Gawk" as much as they please: they

shall see that an American doesn't let

himself be brow-beaten by anybody.

In the street his aunt was waiting, and

many others had joined her. One of the

schoolboys whom he had met in the lane

had brought a kinsman of tall Herzle's

Kobbel. Young Aloys was able to in

form him that his relative was in a pros

perous condition, and also that he lived

in the new Nordstetten in America, and

had even sent money by him to his poor

relations. Many others came, asking after

relatives who lived in other and remote

States. Young Aloys could give no ac

count of them, but all escorted him on his

way into the village.

“We've got'em ! we've got 'em !" Such

was the cry that rose at smith Georgy's

house. Aloys asked what that meant,

and learned that they had captured a

swarm of bees which had flown in there.

preted-—" oh, the very best! Only think!

—a swarm of bees caught on thy arrival!

Praise and thanks to God! better things

one could not have wished."

Aloys silently acquiesced in this speech.

In the Old World there is still a great deal

of lingering superstition.

"Where wilt thou put up, then ?" asked

the aunt.

"With thee."

" Ah, at my house things are miserable.

Such a gentleman as thou must live in a

tapestried room at the Eagle."

The aunt had perhaps expected that

young Aloys would make objections, but

he said with the utmost simplicity, "Quite

right."

The aunt added, “And the young

hostess of the Eagle is also related to

thee on thy father's side. She is bro

ther‘s daughter to thy uncle's wife. Dost

understand ?"

"No." All laughed.

Not till others came to his assistance

was it made clear to Aloys that the host

ess of the Eagle was the daughter of

Ivo, and his father's brother certainly

had a sister of lvo's for his wife.

Truly, we may say, once for all, that

whoever cannot find his way through the

tangled wood of auntships and cousin

ships is out of place in the land we call

our Upper German home.

A young man in shabby and thread

bare black clothes, his somewhat crushed

cylinder hat set askew on his head, came

down with an unsteady gait from the up

per village.

"There comes Ohlreitl" was the cry,

and there was a confused call: "Ohl

reit, now thou canst jabber in English!

Ohlreit, speak English: here, too, is an

American!"

The young man came up to Aloys,

and in fact accosted him with a hoarse

voice in English. Aloys answered curtly

in the same language, and went on. The

drunken man looked after him with a

glazed eye, muttering to himself. Young

Aloys was informed that this was Philip

the joiner's Trudpert, who nearly a year

ago had come home with considerable

‘ money, but knew not how to do anything

"That's a good sign," the aunt inter- ' except go to law and be drunk every day,

and jeer continually at all the world.

The district letter-carrier presented

himself to young Aloys as a son of

Soges,* and received the check in order

, to bring up the trunk from the railroad.

At the Eagle all were astounded when

young Aloys asked where, then, was the

linden under which, in old times, great

knee-timbers were always piled up. Only

elderly people retained any recollection

' The Soges mentioned on page Ba of the Black

> Forert Storin (Holt‘s edition), who received that

nickname from his habit of twisting $41!: ("I say")

into So{'.t.
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of that. The old Gawk had evidently

instructed his son well.

But, above all, he had said to him,

"The history of the inheritance is a good

pretext. Get thee a wife from our coun

try. It would be the most gratifying to

us if thou shouldst bring a daughter of

Ivo and Emmerence."

The hostess of the Eagle was an in

teresting person, and Aloys would gladly

have asked, “ Hast thou still a single sis

ter who is like thee P" But young Aloys

was prudent enough not to make known

his intention at once.

“Where is the host of the Eagle?" he

asked.

“ He must be at home soon: he is at the

Sulz market. We need a milch cow."

In a well-bred manner, at which the

hostess of the Eagle nodded approval,

young Aloys begged his aunt to leave

him now alone for a while. The aunt

stared with astonishment at being so un

ceremoniously sent home: she insisted,

however, upon waiting in the bar-room

till Aloys should come down again; but

after all she had to go home before he

came back, for with all his hearty in

terest in the whole village, and pre-em

inently in his aunt, he was not going to

give up his repose and quiet reflections:

"It is certainly one of the most singular

experiences in the world to come thus

into a village where at every house from

the first to the last the mention of one's

name starts up a train of remembrances,

and every creature has part in one's life.

How much father had to give up in tear

ing himself away from all this, and be

ginning life over again all alone, or at

most with only a few old familiar friends !

It must be a sound stern that, when trans

planted from the companionship of the

forest, grows and flourishes anew."

CHAPTER lll.

IT was still daylight when the landlord

of the Eagle came home, for the railroad

has this good thing about it, that it short

ens absence. The letter-carrier had put

the strikingly handsome trunk into the

vehicle which had been waiting for the

landlord of the Eagle, who thus knew al

ready of the arrival of Aloys, and went

immediately up to his chamber to see

him. The Eagle landlord was also of

a well-known family: he was the son of

the so-called Studentle little student"),

who, however, had died years ago. Aloys

now gave the greeting which his father had

committed to him to the son.

"Our fathers were good friends : we

will be so, too," said the Eagle landlord;

and Aloys gave him his hand once more

by way of ratification as he said, “I come

here not merely into possession of my

aunt's inheritance in Seebronn : I inherit

good friendships as well."

" He is the image of his father," thought

the Eagle landlord ; and his prying look

assumed a good-natured expression as he

said aloud, “ If thou wouldst get informa

tion about any one, only ask me: in that

way thou wilt go along smoothly. Shall

we have the honor ofthy company long P"

“I know not yet how long I shall stay.

My father sends me also to thy father

in-law—to Ivo. Has he still children at

home P"

“ To be sure. He has another daughter

and a son, but the son is not at home: he

is studying to be a veterinary surgeon."

Over the face of young Aloys there

passed something ofwhich, as he thought,

no one would guess the meaning, but the

Eagle landlord guessed it nevertheless.

For down below in the bar-room he said

to his wife, “Bear in mind what I now

say to thee: the young Gawk is pleased

with thee."

" Fie! for shame! What talk is this P"

“O pride! It has no relation to thee.

That young man is here— But keep

it to thyself and tell no one. But stay!

It is better I should not tell it to thee at

all."

"Oh, thou — thou hast been drinking,

and knowest not what thou gabblest.

Thou hast nothing at all to say: thou

wouldst only excite my curiosity."

“Well, I tell thee, then: young Aloys

has come to carry away thy sister Igna

tia. But now be prudent, else thou wilt

spoil the game.“

i The two could not continue their pri

\ vate talk any further, for the bar-room
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was soon crammed: all wished to see

young Aloys, who soon entered in a

fresh toilet. They were astonished to

see how rapidly he got himself posted

about everything—-who this one was,

and who that one, and from whom the

younger ones were descended: they

laughed when they found that he knew

their nicknames, and clapped their hands

and struck the table when he said that

they must call him only the young Gawk

or Gawk Junior.

" He's a shrewd one," said the Eagle

landlord behind the bar: “now that he

has given them leave to do it, it is very

certain no one will call him so."

“ls not Marianna‘s Georgy here?"

asked young Aloys.

“He has been dead this great while."

"How is his wife, then ?" 0

“ Well, so-so. She is considerably bed

ridden."

“ Has she children P"

“Yes, five. One son she lost in the

war: he was the best trumpeter, and a

cannon-ball knocked the trumpet out

of his mouth, and shot his head off too.

She has also two sons over yonder [in

America], but nothing has been seen or

heard of them. A daughter of hers is

married to the forester in Ahldorf, and

one she still has at home, a chip of the

old block: she looks exactly as if she

had been cut out of Georgy‘s face; and

she has such a soldierly walk too, and is

the best singer in the church. She'd do

over the water."

Every one seemed disposed to con

tribute his share to the delineation, and

all the while they kept up a lively order

ing of wine and beer, according to each

one's liking.

The Eagle hostess took her stand be

hind the seat of young Aloys, and asked

softly, “Am I to put down all that is

drunk on thy score?"

“ No," replied young Aloys in the

same low tone: “every one pays for

himself."

The Eagle hostess had not time to

form an opinion about this decision, or i

in fact to make it public, for just then

Hirtz the cobbler entered. Young Aloys

went forward to meet him, bade him sit

down by his side, and called to the host

ess to bring a bottle of her best. Hirtz,

however, decidedly declined—-said he

drank his glass for himself, and did not

accept a treat from any one. All pres

ent made wry faces when Aloys instant

ly added, "That's right; nor shall I al

low myself to treat any one." Thus it

was made known that every one must

himself pay for his evening drink.

His father, to be sure, had told young

Aloys that he might give free drinks,

and young Aloys was, as we shall very

soon learn, an obedient child, such as

few in Germany or America could match.

Nevertheless, he knew that his father had

only meant to give him a piece of advice

in this case, and would certainly not dis

approve his son's following his own judg

ment in the matter, which now led him

to demand that people should show him

respect not for the sake of drinks, but be

cause he was the son of Aloys; besides

which he felt annoyed that they should

still dare to call his father Gawk.

As a general thing, young Aloys was

not given to boasting, but now, when the

Schultheiss and the three teachers came

also, he related that his father had been

made justice of the peace, and in the

war had been chosen captain: Ludwig

Waldfried, who lived over there in Murg

thal, had been his colonel. Thereupon,

the tone of the meeting seemed to take

a higher pitch: here and there one and

another were heard to say how proud they

were of their good old companion.

“ Is he too still jolly ?" the question was

asked; and young Aloys related how

much they sang at home, and that his

father was almost as merry as his grand

father, Mat of the Mountain, who knew

all songs.

Young Aloys begged now that they

might have some singing here too, but

he was told that it was no longer the

custom, as in old times: there was now,

however, a singing society here, and the

head-teacher promised to call the mem

bers together on Sunday in honor of

their distinguished guest.

"I've a notion," said a young man—it

was the Jewish teacher—"l've a notion

there is less singing in the village since
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lame Klaus the knitter has begun to play

on the accordion."

Hardly had he said it when the knitter

Klaus came in on crutches, and played

several airs with great artistic skill. Soon,

however, they began talking back and

forth, and as if to drown the music the

conversation grew louder and louder.

" It appears to me as if there were few

young fellows in the village," said young

Aloys. '

" He is right: he has found it out very

soon. Aforetime it was quite otherwise,“

was the answer; and the Schultheiss

said, “The Prussians are to blame for

that."

“Why the Prussians ?"

“Just because now-a-days everybody

is obliged to be a soldier, and so there

are few young fellows that come back

home any more."

Aloys asked the knitter Klaus, private

ly slipping money into his hand, whether

he could play the tune of the " Nut-brown

Maid." He could, and now all sang, and

young Aloys the most lustily: he knew

whole stanzas that almost every one else

had forgotten.

"l learned that long ago from grand

father, from Mat of the Mountain," cried

he gayly.

The evening seemed to be passing off

with a charming hilarity, when suddenly

the cry arose, “Here comes Ohlreit !"

"Is the man's name Ohlreit, then?"

asked Aloys.

“ That's what he's always jabber

ing," was the reply; and already they

heard him call on the outside, “.41!

rzlg/zl./"

Boozily blinking, Ohlreit came up to

the table and undertook to speak Eng

lish. Aloys answered him in German.

Meanwhile, all amused themselves with

the poor wreck of a man, and Aloys saw

that people take more pleasure in one

who is a butt for ridicule than in one

who is respected: men who during the

whole evening had not opened their

mouths except to swallow liquor, were

now all of a sudden exceedingly elo

quent

Aloys accompanied the cobbler Hirtz,

who had drunk his pint and would not

taste a drop more, out into the street

There stood a troop of girls: at his ap

proach they fled in every direction; only

one stayed.

"That's right," said the cobbler: "let

the geese flutter away."

"Good-evening!" said the girl, turn

ing to Aloys; and the latter answered,

"Thanks! Who art thou?"

" Marianna's daughter. Mother sends

a greeting, and bids me say the gentle

man must come and see her too. She

is unhappily—God pity us!—-bedrid

den."

Every one near was lighting his pipe

with a match: there was a short glare of

light, which revealed to Aloys two great

bright eyes, then all was dark again.

"Good-night!" cried the girl, and darted

off likda weasel before Aloys could an

swer a word.

The cobbler went on with Aloys to the

house of Mat of the Mountain, where the

aunt lived, but here all was dark and

silent: the aunt was already asleep.

Aloys accompanied the silent man to

his own house: he, too, was silent, so

much was stirring in his soul. The

moon shone bright: here and there a

dog barked, or a young cock crowed

with a thin voice, showing himself still

unskilled in determining the hour. Hirtz

said, "Here, then, is where I live, and

here thou wilt always find me. The

house belonged formerly to blind Con

radle: thy father must surely have told

thee about him: he has, it would seem,

informed thee on all points."

“Yes, and told me that you must ad

vise me in everything; and mother used

to say too, ' There's Hirtz: he knows men

—he has the last of every foot in the vil

lage.' "

“Yes, thy mother, she was always a

wide-awake girl. I cannot exactly boast

of having a great knowledge of men,

but this much I know: from king to

cobbler, in America and with us all,

men are alike: they all stand barefoot

in their stockings."

Aloys laughed, and then asked, "What

sort of man is the landlord of the Eagle?"

“ He is a fair sort of man, and a gen

uine son of Studentle: of the com
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_ To-morrow is a day too.

mandment, ‘Love thy neighbor as thy

self,‘ he holds especially to the second

part."

“ Is old Buchmaier still living?"

"Yes, but he is on his last legs: he is

over eighty."

“ My father charged me with a special

greeting to Buchmaier: he is particularly

proud of him."

"Yes, he is a worthy man, but he will

not hear anything about America: that

is just his peculiarity. No one of his

tribe has ever been permitted to emi

grate to America. But now good-night.

Let thy dreams

be of something good in thy first night

among us."

Aloys indulged himself in dreaming

something even while still awake. He

went through the Hollow Lane and be

tween the garden-hedges out to the edge

of the village.

The wheat was in bloom, and a whole

some fragrance floated over the breadth

of the fields. The night-train on the rail

road glared and roared in the valley, and

now the lights vanished and the roaring

was swallowed up in the Hochdorf tun

nel. Silence reigned everywhere; only

from the high stone-quarry sounded the

half-drowsy croak of a frog, but the quail

too piped at this late hour, and the land

rail answered her note.

The chain of the Rauhe Alb rose clear

in the moonlight, and a castle was dis

tinctly visible.

“That must be the seat of the H0hen

zollern. That is the way an ancestral

castle looks, then ?" thought Aloys to

himself.

Something rings and swings in the

still moonlight over the mountains of the

home land which even the young Amer

ican cannot resist. The clock strikes in

the village, and now that over in Ahl

dorf, and yet another—from Miihlen, it

may be, or I-lochdorf—and now clearly

from the different towers in Horb. By

day the villages do not hear each other,

but in the night they talk to one another

with brazen tongues.

" Here roamed my forefathers, and also

my parents, who are now far away over

yonder: it is day with them, and they

are at their work and thinking of me.

—Singular!’ Marianna, then, has still a

daughter ? Did father know that? Cer

tainly, else he would not have said ex

pressly, ‘See! It is best thou shouldst

get thee a wife in the old country, and

thou canst bring home to me as a daugh

ter-in-law whomsoever thou pleasest—

rich or poor, Jew or Christian-if she

is only industrious and healthy. I shall

be entirely satisfied, and thy mother too.

lnquire after the family at shoemaker

Hirtz's, and also at lv0’s. To be sure,

it would be most agreeable to me if thou

shouldst get a daughter of lvo and Em

merence,* who live over near Freiburg;

and they have certainly good and hand

some children. He is a brother, too:

thou knowest what that means. No one

can be of use to us here whose thinking

does not run out beyond the catechism.

lvo was to have been a clergyman, and

she was an honest maid-servant: that is

certainly a good breed and trained up to

good ideas—clear-headed. But bring

whomsoever thou wilt; only do not bring

me a daughter of Marianna and Georgy.

Further than this I have nothing to say

to thee: thou canst imagine the rest for

thyself.‘

uYes, indeed, I can very well imagine

it, and it is well that I know it," said

young Aloys to himself as he at last re

turned to the village. He proposed to

himself, so soon as the matter of the

inheritance should be settled, to make

a journey to Ivo's, and it was very con

venient that he should here be staying

with lvo's daughter: perhaps the host

ess of the Eagle would be his traveling

companion, or at least her husband.

As Aloys approached the inn he saw

from afar that they were lighting Ohlreit

out.

"Strike up!" cried Ohlreit, and crooked

Klaus went ahead with the accordion and

played “Yankee Doodle" for him down

the back street, where Ohlreit lived; but

Klaus quickly hitched on to the Amer

ican melody that of the "Nut-brown

Maid."

" The history of lvo and Emmerence is given in the

chapter of the Black Fara! Starr}: called " lvo the

Gentleman."
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CHAPTER IV.

FROM house to house through the whole

I

village every one went to his pillow to- ‘

night with a new idea in his mind: “A ‘

son of the Gawk is here! How long it

is since one has ceased to think of him !

Nor is it possible, indeed, to keep all that

have died or emigrated in one's mind:

every one has enough to do to think

of himself and of what lives around

him."

"How does he look, then P" was the

question of a wife here and there to her

husband as he returned from the tavern.

“Very well," the answer would be: "he

has a heavy gold watch-chain and a great

ring; but as to giving free drinks, that

doesn't seem to come natural to him.

Every one had to pay his own scot. Is

that fair P"

"Not exactly.

he is rich."

"May well be. He has hands twice

as broad as mine; and whom dost thou

think he was on the most familiar terms

with P"

"How can I tell that P"

"With cobbler Hirtz.

thing behind that."

"ls he still single?"

"For all I know."

"Mind my words: he will take a wife

from here. It will certainly be Hirtz's

Madeline. I couldn't begrudge it to her:

she looks quite miserable with her tele

graph-ha1nmering, and Ohlreit, he'll nev

er get up again."

" just let me be quiet. The Gawk and

his whole tribe, hide and hair, don't weigh

a feather with me."

Such was the talk in many a house be

fore they turned over to go to sleep.

But in one house the conversation

lasted a good while longer.

Ainong the so-called Rear Houses, not

far from the new churchyard, stands a

broad house with a barn and extensive

stables: the barn is only half full, the

But to me that is a sign

There's some

stable is almost entirely empty, for two I

cows and a six-weeks-old calf seem al

most lost in the wide space.

lifetime of course it was otherwise: then

there were four horses in one stall and

In Georgy's ‘

I

generally before the house, stood a great

stage-coach which had twelve seats, not

counting the four places on the roof.

The maintainer and manager of all

this lies now over in the churchyard

up yonder: he had been till his death

a jolly comrade, and as in old times he

jodeled through the village streets as a

proud young cavalry officer, so he con

tinued long after to jodel oftentimes down

from his box when three times aweek he

drove his own team to the capital and

home again, and all along the road, in

towns and villages, saw none but cheery

faces, for all liked Georgy and had a

smile for him. Yes, even the dog which

ran along under the coach shared the

popularity of its master: it never got

into scuflles; which, to be sure, is further

accounted for by the fact that it was not

a male dog, but a female, and for her the

dogs have many a tussle with each other

no doubt, but she herself is never as

sailed.

Georgy was one of those who, as the

saying is, die before their time, for he

had cheeks almost as red as his scarlet

waistcoat, and like the closely-set rows

of silver buttons on the same, so shone

his teeth from a mouth which had for

every creature on the road a jocose

speech.

At his death it was found that the ex

pense of keeping horses and carriages

had left a heavy debt upon the little farm;

but the widow could still support herself

and her children off of her own fields,

though, to be sure, only in a very scanty

way. Two grown-up sons, instead of

helping their mother, emigrated, and a

field and a meadow had to be sold to

pay the expense of their outfit and voy

age. The youngest son, in form and

gayety of spirit very like his father, had

fallen in the last war.

In the chamber the window of which

opens toward the churchyard—-which is

not seen, however, because the nut tree

by the house and the fruit trees in the

garden obstruct the prospect—the moon

shone on the coverlet of a bed in which

lay a woman who murmured to herself,

“\Vhat has one to show for it that one

six cows in another, and in the barn, or i was once young and buoyant, and that
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everybody treated one handsomely? Here

I lie nowlike an old dried-up pear in the

grass. But it was a handsome thing, after

all, that I taught the Gawk to dance. Ah,

thou wast from childhood up a good sim

ple creature, a soft heart: didst think of

me, too, and wast fond of me more than

was good, and more than I could ever

repay thee. How can I help it? Thou

hast certainly sent us something, or at

least some message, by thy son. Dost

know, then, that I still live? Such a life,

to be sure !-—death were better. Where

can Marianna be staying away so long ?

She will not surely be sitting with him in

the tavern! My children are away, and

my own feet will no longer stir."

So wailed the woman in the solitude

of the night : presently she heard the

crooked Klaus playing and Ohlreit bawl

ing; then all was still again.

One quarter of an hour after another

struck, and up from the valley screamed

the whistle of the locomotive.

“ It is close upon eleven o'clock. Where

can the child be staying ?—Marianna I"

she called aloud: "Marianna! Art not

at home, then, yet?"

“Yes, to be sure, long ago," was an

swered out of the next chamber. "I sup

posed you were asleep.Y'

" Oh no. Come in and tell me."

The girl ca1ne in and seated herself

by her mother's bedside. The latter in

quired, " Hast seen him? What did he

say ? how does he look?"

“ I gave him your greeting, but how he

looks-I do not know: we stood in the

shadow, and he wears a hat as broad as

the roof ofa shed. He is tall and broad,

and has a voice like a bailiff."

“ What did he say to thee?"

" To me? Nothing. But I heard him

as he talked to the shoemaker Hirtz.

\Vhen he came up to us my companions

all ran off, and nearly threw me over;

lsut I kept my stand and delivered your

greeting and message."

“And what did he say to thee upon

that?"

“Nothing: I don't know. As soon as

I had got the words out I too started and

ran off."

"Oh, you silly goose!

Vor.. XlX.—|6

But so far so

good: he has now, at all events, on the

first night, had a ‘ good-night‘ from me,

and he cannot be /11's son if that has not

lodged in his soul. To be sure, in Amer

ica people change their natures. Ohlreit

says that the damson trees over there all

turn into plum trees, but, after all, a fir

will never become a pear tree. So far

so good. To-morrow, bright and early,

thou wilt make the house clean from top

to bottom, and wipe off the picture that

hangs out there, that of the foot-soldier.

Thou wilt see he'll come the first thing

in the morning. And dost know what

I'm thinking of?"

"What?"

"To-morrow, bright and early, thou

wilt go to morning mass. Thou wilt

see he too will come, and there—"

"No, mother, that I can never do: I

should be ashamed before our Lord

God."

"So? Then let it be."

VVhile this talk about him was going

on, young Aloys stood at the open win

dow and breathed with agitated bosom

the home-air of his father: presently he

stepped back, opened his trunk and

wrote:

" DEAR PARENTS: I hasten to tell you

that I have arrived here safely. I came

hither in a train from Hamburg. It has

seemed to me as if I could not feel my

self at home for a night anywhere else

in Europe than just in Nordstetten, and

as if here a miracle awaited me. But all

is just as it is everywhere.

"But this, dear father, I must tell thee

at once: on the railway I heard men

jeering at the new Germany. \Vhy,

they did not make clear to me, but

there are always and everywhere dis

contented people.

"The fir-twig enclosed is from the tree

at the boundary-post. I add also a leaf

of the nut tree near grandfather's house.

Of the lark's song, which I really heard

for the first time in my life, I cannot send

thee anything.

"Aunt Rufina is still quite lively, but

speaks so that I can with difficulty un

derstand her, and so it is here generally.

But I shall soon be used to it.
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“It is a pity, I must confess, th_at

with us at home the nut trees will not

thrive.

“How often have you told me about

your home! but seeing is, after all, quite

another matter. On the other hand, you

will not have known, perhaps, that the

young hostess of the Eagle tavern is

the daughter of Ivo: she has only been

married since Easter, and her husband

is a son of Constantine. I am here all

tangled up with nothing but aunts and

cousins; and Marianna is a widow and

has a daughter too. I will write again

soon. Your Acovs.

“P0:/scrzjfi/.—Dear father, to-morrow I

visit Buchmaier, as you charged me. It

must be high time, for his death is hour

ly expected.

" Grandfather, the night-watchman does

not sing any more, as he did in your day."

CI-IAPTER V .

‘NH!-IN Aloys awoke early in the morn

ing he was told that old Landolin had

been there a long time, and was waiting

for him. Aloys went down, but the old

man begged to be allowed to go up with

him to his chamber, and, as if he had

held in till now, he began all ofa sudden

to weep violently. Aloys sought to com

fort him, and the old man said, "Yes,

yes, thou hast a kind heart from thy fa

ther, and it is a providence of God that I

was the first of all in the village to speak

to thee. And now I have a question to

ask thee: How long dost thou stay with

us ?"

"Two or three weeks, at least."

“That's just the thing! Eight days

from this thou shalt have it back, to a

penny and a farthing."

The old man now represented, with

many circumlocutions and asseverations,

that his son, with whom he lived upon

allowance, knew nothing about it, but if

Aloys would help them it would be the

means of securing him a comfortable

time till the end of his days.

Aloys had now for the first time to be

informed that it was the custom in Ger

many for a father to make over his prop

erty and put himself into a state of de

pendence upon a child.

The old man finally came out with the

request of a loan for his son, who in

eight days, by the sale of hay, would

come into the possession of money.

“I have no money to lend."

“The host of the Eagle will give thee

what thou requirest."

“Then he can give it to you himself,

and I presume you will pay him back in

due time; but if it were not so I could

not bring an action against you. That

is not fit for me."

Aloys uttered this in no mild tone: he

had little compassion for poverty: it seem

ed to him almost like a crime. He was

again wholly an American. The old

man's mouth stood open again with as

tonishment, and now the maid came and

told Aloys some one was waiting for him

without who must speak to him on neces

sary business. Outside the landlord was

standing, who warned Aloys against giv

ing the old man money: he was an hon

est man, but his son made use of him

for his own purposes, and was waiting at

this moment behind the garden until his

father should have borrowed something

for him again: it was a shame to the

village that Aloys should on the very

first day be so importuned.

Aloys asked whether he might make

the old man any present: he was an

swered in the negative; and when Aloys

went back to his chamber he perceived

that the old man had been listening, for

he heard him fire a parting shot of abuse

at the landlord, and then take his de

parture.

The aunt came in her Sunday finery.

Aloys could not help confessing, in an

swer to her pressing inquiries, that he

meant, if he could find a damsel of hon

est family who was pleased with him, to

take her home as his wife.

The aunt was overjoyed at this com

munication, but suddenly she interrupt

ed herself: "I have already heard that

(Jeorgy's Marianna sent thee a greeting

yesterday. Don't be drawn in by that

false snake: it were best for thee not to

go at all into her house."

“ But that 1 must do."
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"But other people, and proper people.

have the first claim. I am thy grand

father's sister. I may tell all, may I

not ?"

Aloys controlled his impatience at the

circumstantial way which seemed to be

usual in this country, and he said, "Yes,

indeed. Iwill follow you willingly where

I can see my way clear."

"That is right, then. Thy mother al

ways minded me, and thou seest how

well it has gone with her. I brought her

and thy father together. With thee just

now of course it is a different matter."

The aunt went on to say that there was

now a good opportunity for him if he had

a mind to take a damsel of the place.

Next Sunday there was to be a wedding

--to be sure only a small affair—of a

widow and a tailor: young Krappen

zacher had inherited the match-making

trade from his father, and he had brought

the couple together. If one wished it,

this Krappenzacher would give notice to

the first farmers’ daughters in the coun

try, who would be ready, and glad enough

too, if they could get a rich American.

"And one from such a family as ours

into the bargain l" she added with a

new pride of nobility. "But shall I tell

thee what would be the cleverest stroke?

Thou sawest it, indeed, yesterday. If

one wishes to catch the queen-bee, one

must put on a bee-cap. I will give out

that thou art already married: then thou

wilt be like the man who could put on a

cap of mist. Dost thou know the story

of the horned Siegfried? Once there

was a man-"

Aloys cut her short: this was really

too much, that an American in broad

day, on a bright morning, should have

to listen to a German fairy-tale; and an

American Aloys now felt himself once

more to be. In the night something

of German dream-sickness had attack

ed him, but that had flown. Aloys took

leave of his aunt, saying he inust go to

Buchmaier's.

“That's right," said the aunt approv

ingly: "he is the best of men, and that

is the best of families. Hadst thou only

come half a year sooner !—then he had

still a single daughter."

\Vhen one knows the road and is ac

quainted with the people one cannot go

astray, they say with us at home. Young

Aloys seemed to furnish a new proof of

this incontestable truth. He had been

well informed by his father and mother,

and by his grandfather too. The latter

had particularly given him the names of

the best singers, but most of them had

been already called away to the heav

enly Liederkranz. Father Aloys, on the

other hand, had made great glorification

of I3uchmaier—~the first “free citizen," so

he always called him.

On first going out in the morning Aloys

saw a group of men at the smithy : they

were standing round a horse, and inside,

in the workshop, the fire was burning.

Aloys knew, from what his father had

told him, that at the smithy could always

be had the best dry-—that is to say, sober

-—conversation. He joined the men just

as the smith was fitting on the iron. He

examined the horse and said, "With us

in America they would say he could be a

voter."

“What does that mean?"

"The horse is full twenty years old."

" You've hit it."

Proudly and smilingly Aloys added

that in America there was no one to lift

up the horse's foot: the smith did that

himself, and shod the animal the while

without any one to help him.

The people nodded to each other,

as much as to say, "That is American

brag."

“Is it true, then, what Ohlreit says,"

asked the apprentice, who was holding

up the horse's foot—"is it true that the

oxen in America are so intelligent that

they can be governed without the goad,

by a mere word?" ‘

Aloys confirmed it, and related more

particulars conformably to the fact; but,

disconcerted at perceiving that it was

the fashion not to believe much of what

Americans told, he went away. He pro

posed to himself not to tell the people

anything more that was striking, how

ever true it might be.

As he strolled along toward Buch

maier's house he recalled to mind that

story, how Buchmaier had struck a blow
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with his axe at an illegal ordinance of

the bailiff Relling.*

As he approached the farm, which had

a remote and secluded situation, there

came running to meet him through the

open gate a handsome foal that flung its

head high in the air, stood still a mo

ment_ and looked at the stranger with

its great eyes, and then, kicking up its

heels, ran off into the meadow and grazed

quietly. In the yard he met the parson,

with the ministrants bearing the cross

and the censer, who had just come from

the house. When they had passed him

Aloys asked the servants, who stood be

fore the stable-door, how it was with old

Buchmaier—whether he was still living.

He received for answer that he was still

fully conscious, but that his life was at its

last flicker.

“Here comes the young farmer," they

said. Young Buchmaier asked Aloys

somewhat roughly who he was and what

he desired.

While Aloys was expressing his wishesI

a lady whose time was approaching had

come up and said, “ I think thou shouldst

certainly inform father of this.—Take it

not ill of myhusband," she said, turning

to Aloys: “he is now naturally troubled,

and not in a good humor."

The young farmer went up, and soon

Aloys was summoned.

CHAPTER Vl.

OLD Buchmaier sat in an arm-chair:

his long hair and beard were white as

snow. He sat in a sunken posture, but

the sinewy frame was still recognizable.

"Father, Aloys is here from Amer

ica," said the young farmer with trem

bling voice.

It was some time before the sick man

answered: then he said, “Where is

Aloys? \Vhere ?--Come hither: I can

no longer see well."

Young Aloys drew near to him, and

the old man groped with trembling hands

over his face. Young Aloys related that

his father and all in Nordstetten remem

‘This daring act of Buchmaier's is described in

one of the Black 1"or-at Sloris.

bered Buchmaier, and how he had once

on a time cut with his axe into the ar

bitrary ordinance of the bailiff. "Father

says often and often," young Aloys add

ed, "that at that time, when he saw your

blow of the axe and heard your words, it

dawned upon him what freedom was."

A gleam of joy flashed over the old

man's countenance. " Mat!" he cried.

" Father, what do you wish ?"

"Lay the axe on my coffin, and let it

go with me into my grave. It is the lit

tle broad one with the maple handle."

"I know, father," replied the son, and

bit his lips, while large tears rolled down

his cheeks.

The elder daughter of Buchmaier came

in with her husband and her children;

the youngest married daughter came

with her husband and her parents-in

law; members of the local council gath

ered round: the chamber seemed hard

ly capable of holding all the people.

Old Buchmaier sat sunk into himself:

suddenly he raised himself and cried,

“They come! they come!" He spread

out his arms, as if he must fold the ap

proaching ones to his heart. Aloys has

tened to him and held him upright. The

old man turned his head to and fro, and

seemed to gaze with wonder upon the

stranger: then he lifted his head high,

an illumination passed over his counte

nance, with wildly-dilated eyes he stared

into the distance, and his voice rang with

a startling energy: “They are all coming

back again ! Open the gate wide: they

are all here again. Farewell, America!

Good-morning, Germany! I-luzza! God

greet thee, Lucian ! God greet thee, Mat

of the Mountain! So? Art thou too

here, thou good Gawk? Just let them

all in—all. At home again ! huzza !"

He staggered, sank back and breathed

out his last breath.

All present held their breath too, until

at last the clerk of the council said,

“Such a consistently honorable man as

Buchmaier will not soon appear again."

When Aloys left the house young

Buchmaier accompanied him, and said

on the threshold, “Thou hast been a

good messenger: thou hast brought my

father an easy and happy death."
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In the meadow out before the yard

the foal sent out a neigh into the clear

sunshine, the birds sang in the air and

from the trees: nevertheless, Aloys was

heavy at heart.

When, on the day following, Buch

maier was buried, Aloys stood, as one

of the nearest relatives, by the side of

the young farmer, who handed him the

axe that he might lower it into his fath

er's grave.

Aloys wrote all these occurrences to his

father, but he did not send the letter: it

might prove too severe a. shock for him

in his somewhat ailing condition.

He traveled with his aunt Rufina to

Rottenburg, and endeavored first of all

to arrange the matter of the inheritance.

“That is a keen young man: one

would never think that was the son of

the Gawk," was the verdict of the rela

tives at Seebronn.

He was, however, urgently entreated

to stay over Sunday with them at See

bronn : they were jealous of Nordstetten,

and thought it wrong that he should stay

there. They said to him repeatedly that

the -Nordstetteners were mockers, and

if he replied that he had never noticed

anything of the kind, then the cry was,

"Take heed! Thou wilt learn it soon

enough." Aloys, however, felt himself

more at home in Nordstetten than in

Seebronn, where he certainly had far

more relations; but he knew little of

them, for they seldom met at the house

of the sister of his grandfather, who was

settled there. His father had said just

ly, "In America seven leagues of road

amount to nothing, but at home one is as

much cut off from those over the Neckar

as if a sea lay between."

There were also handsome maidens

in Seebronn, and all were kinsfolk, but

Aloys was singularly stubborn. He made

a journey to the capital to see his consul,

and also to visit a relative who had served

as a. soldier. He saw the building in

which his father had been a soldier—it

now served for purposes of traffic—but

he was really frightened when he saw

a barrack, in which hundreds and hun

dreds of young men must spend the

best years of their lives. "Thank God !

we have not that in America," thought

he onlhis way home.

When he came back to Nordstetten it

seemed to him as if he had always been

at home there, and he found something

which creates the home-feeling as noth

ing else can.

As in those old times Ivo's father, the

carpenter Valentine, used to do, so to

day a man was laboring on the l—loch

bux with the broad-axe hewing out

beams. Aloys went up to the man, and

asked him why they did not have the

timbers finished off in the saw-mill: the

man replied that it was more trouble

and expense to carry the timber down

the mountain and bring up again the

finished beams.

" Do you never take a journeyman ?"

asked Aloys.

“I should be glad to, but it is impos

sible in these days to get along with jour

neymen."

"It may, however, be possible," re

plied Aloys, and pulled off his coat,

seized a broad-axe and worked with

such ease and exactness that the mas

ter nodded approvingly.

The men coming home from the field

were astonished, and they must have re

ported the extraordinary phenomcnon in

the village, for men, women and children

came and gazed at Aloys, who, howev

er, worked on without looking round.

Even Ohlreit went by and laughed a

laugh as immoderate as it was forced,

but afterward he sat down on a heap

of stones and stared over at Aloys, who

continued at his labor till evening.

And thus Aloys labored a whole week.

But now he had to rest, for the foun

dation-walls of the new house were not

yet made ready for the laying of the

beams.

" He is a learned carpenter," was the

verdict at the Eagle: “he has the gold

en tools of the mechanic hanging on his

watch-chain." But the hostess of the

Eagle said confidentially to her husband

she knew, by what her father had told

her, that Aloys was a brother Freemason.

"Then he is doubly fitted to make one

of thy family," replied the host of the

Eagle, "but don't let it go any further.
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The people here are so very old-fash

ioned still, and will think there is some

devil's mischief lurking under it."

Threshing is no mystery, they say,

and hewing timber on the Hochbux is

no mystery either.

The first day Aloys worked out there

as carpenter it passed for a joke, as one

of the American oddities; but when he

continued his labor day after day the

people were obliged, perforce, to resort

to some other explanation, and so at the

Eagle they talked the matter over to and

fro, and the conclusion was this: "It is

nothing but mere show-ofl": he wants to

let us see what he can do: it's all swag

ger."

The shrewd daughter of lvo and Em

merence did not generally care to take

part in the conversation of the men,

especially when, as now, the Schultheiss

was the chief spokesman: moreover, she

was still too new a comer in the village

to make her opinion of much account.

But on this occasion she could no long

er hold in, and with lips trembling with

anger she cried, “Heigh! heigh! How

long must one stand and listen to such

talk 9"

“Hush! the young Eagle hostess has

something to say," cried the clerk of

the council. " Let's hear it.——Hand out!

Thinkst thou that the young Gawk means

anything else by it ?"

"I think that it's time this business of

the ‘Gawk ‘ was dropped. Yes, my opin

ion is exactly the opposite of yours. Even

if it were as you say—~even supposing he

did wish to show what he is and can do

—is there any harm in that, pray, that

one should want to pass for what he is

worth? People who make themselves

out so modest that one must not praise

them for God's sake,—those are not al

ways the honest and good ones. I must

say right out what I think. I hear on all

sides continual ridicule and abuse— or,

at best, pity—of Ohlreit, and now for

once there comes one who will not hang

round idly in the streets or lie round in

the taverns till it is time to go home. Is

not that honorable? That's my opinion."

“Thou canst preach like thy father,

that's a fact."

"And she's right."

"And it's true."

"The young Eagle hostess must be

made a member of the council."

" That woman is like the deceased wife

of the Schultheiss, whom they called the

‘Watergate.’ She can hold her tongue

a long time, but when she once begins it

overflows all the meadows."

Thus did opinions veer round, and all

the young hostess could do was to beg

they would only abstain from giving her

any nickname.

When Aloys at length came into the

bar-room every one moved aside, and

every one cried, “Sit by me! by me !"

They bantered him, but he did not

understand what it all meant—namel_v,

that the young hostess of the Eagle had

been his advocate. When, however, the

guests were gone, the Eagle hostess sat

down by him and said, "l have been

pleased with thee all along, with thy

whole behavior; and nowl am pleased

with thee more than ever. If my father

were here he would give thee his hand

and say, ' Bravo! that's fine! Thou art

on the right track-- not idling round till

the ofiicials have got all the papers made

out: that's the right thing.‘ "

“Thou couldst not have said anything

to me which would make me happier

than that, that thy father would give me

his hand. \Vhenever my father utters

the name lvo, there is pure happiness

in his face. Have I told thee yet of my

intended journey to thy father?"

"Yes indeed."

"And—"

"And what? just speak out freely."

“ So thou art pleased with me P"

“Such jesting is not for thee, nor for

me either."

"Nevertheless, I must say it once more.

So thou art pleased with me P And think

est thou that I might persuade thy sister

too to be pleased with me ?“

“Thou art not wanting in frankness."

"No. To my father it would be the

most gratifying thing-—and since I have

known thee to me also—-ifl could win

thy sister. Does she look like thee ?"

"She is taller and broader, and a yea!

and a half older, than I."
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“ There is no harm in all that. Couldst

thou not manage to have her come

hither?"

" No: she will not leave home."

" How am I to understand that?

even when she marries?"

“When she marries—-yes, when. . She

is in love."

Not

" Indeed! May I ask with whom ?"

“ Oh yes. She is in love with her

father."

"Thatis no fault. Therein I can match

her."

"I should be delighted to have thee

for a brother-in-law. But that my sister

should go to America will be hard to

bring about. I think thou shouldst seek

a wife here: there are handsome and

nice girls enough hereabouts."

The young Eagle hostess related of

her sister Ignatia that she had herself

insisted upon it the younger sister should

marry, for she herself would not leave

her father: she understood farm-man

agement as well as a I-Iohenheim pro

fessor; besides that, she read to her

father the journals and books, and she

had in the late war got a medal as sick

nurse. The wounded would consent to

undergo operations only on condition

that Ignatia should hold their hands.

"For the rest," she concluded, “one

can never know how a maiden may be

won: thou must try thy fortune, for a

fortunate man he will be who carries

home Ignatia."

"lgnatia!—a singular name," said

Aloys.

"Thy father has surely told thee of

Nazi, who was a faithful servant to my

grandparents, and afterward was of great

help to my father as a farmer: he stood

godfather to my eldest sister, and from

that she got the name of Ignatia. She

is one, too, who deserves a peculiar

name, for like her there is no second

anywhere. For herself, she is not at all

proud, but if she marries it must be a

man of whom she can be proud."

Young Aloys looked up surprised. He

had come into the old home of his father

with the confident feeling that he brought

with him not only the good name of his

family, but the fame of all America. As

a matter of course, any one would be in

ecstasies upon whom he should look with

favor; and now he saw himself humili

ated: faintheartedness and anxiety over

came him. Nevertheless, he talked in a

tone full of spirit, as if quite another man

spoke out of hitn. He begged the Eagle

hostess to write to her sister that he was

coming, and what he was coming for:

he would not take any advantage of her

beforehand. ‘

"I do not understand how thou mean

est that ?" answered the Eagle hostess.

"This is what I mean by it: I am go

ing to the house as a suitor, and thy sister

shall know that as well as I, and conduct

herself accordingly. I have no time for

a long probation. She knows who and

what my people are, and I know who

. and what her people are; and with good

will, and if she simply has nothing against

me, we can live very well with one an

other."

The Eagle hostess knew not exactly

what to say to this: there is certainly in

the American a singular jumble of good

nature and conceit. "How soon wilt thou

start?" she asked.

"I should be glad to help in the rais

ing of the house. I don't like to leave a

piece of work half done, and my father

has told me how beautiful the opening

of May is here. I must wait till the

foundation-walls are high enough. I do

not like to say anything against the peo

ple in this country, but they are shock

ingly slow. ‘To-morrow is also a day‘

they are always saying."

Cnaacas T. BROOKS.

[to an corrrmwn.]
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OUR MONTHLY GOSSIP.

THE SEWERS OF PARIS.

OST of our countrymen who come

abroad now make a visit to the

sewers of Paris one of the objects of

their sojourn in the gay city. The trip

is not a difiicult one to accomplish. An

application to our minister is alone neces

sary to obtain one or more of the tickets

which are issued by the authorities for

the monthly excursions to those lower

regions. On the day and at the hour

stated on his ticket the curious stranger

must present himself at the Place du

Chatelet. There, in company with some

sixty or seventy other sightseers, he will

be invited to descend into the bowels of

the earth by means of a commodious

winding staircase of iron. Arrived at

the foot of this staircase, he will find

himself at the entrance of a spacious,

well-lighted tunnel, lined with white ce

ment and surprisingly clean, dry and

sweet-smelling. He and his comrades

will then take their places on a series of

small hand-cars, each propelled by four

men, which run on rails placed at either

side of the reservoir, the water of which

may be seen flowing beneath the feet of

the passenger. At a given signal the

men start oil‘ at full trot, and the cars

roll rapidly along the rails and through

the tunnel. On either side of the roof

of the vault extends a huge black iron

tube: these tubes are the water-pipes

that convey to Paris the waters of the

Vanne and of the Ourcq; while in the

centre of the roof :1 cluster of leaden pipes

is visible, through each of which is passed

a telegraph-wire, our dangerous and dis

figuring system of telegraph-poles being

unknown in Paris. A short ride brings

the travelers to the great reservoir that

lies under the Rue Royale: the cars are

then exchanged for large fiat-bottomed

boats, which are slowly propelled over

the black waters till the staircase leading

up to the entrance to the sewers that lies

just back of the Madeleine is reached,

and the journey is at an end: the sewers

have been visited.

Of course, this portion of the great

work which is thrown open monthly for

the reception of visitors no more compares

with the other sewers of the city than a

lady's drawing-room does with her nur

sery and kitchen. It is the show-place

of the whole. Yet from its spacious

dimensions, immaculate cleanliness and

thorough ventilation a good idea may

be gained of the extent and grandeur

of the subterranean world that underlies

the Paris of to-day, and serves to keep

its streets clean and inodorous even in

the hottest weather.

The present system of sewerage in

Paris is of very recent date. At the

commencement of the reign of Louis

Philippe the streets were in a state that

causes one to wonder, not that the chol

era had raged so often and so terribly in

Paris, but why it did not dwell there as a

perpetual guest. Sidewalks there were

none except on such grand thorough

fares as the boulevards and the Rue de

la Paix. Down the centre of each street

ran a gutter, the roadway being hollowed

out in the middle like a trough. Grated

openings, placed at intervals in these gut

ters, permitted the water to escape into

the sewers, and also suffered the sewer

gas to arise at will to pollute the atmo

sphere. Often these openings would be

choked up with collections of floating

straw, dead animals or other filth, and

the waters then would spread, an unsa

vory torrent, to the adjoining shops or

houses, and would'run into the cellars.

Often, too, a passing cart or wagon heav

ily laden would so nip the corner of one

of these iron gratings as to jerk it from

its place, and the hole would remain

open, yawning and dangerous. Some

times little children while playing about

the streets would fall into these openings

and perish miserably, being drowned in

the foul waters of the sewer. Long tin
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spouts projecting from the houses served

to conduct the rain-water from the roofs

to these gutters, but the capacity of the

sewers was so limited that any violent

rainstorm was sure to result in a universal

flooding of the streets. There were men

who made a living by carrying about in

rainy weather on their shoulders huge

planks mounted on rollers, which they

would lay down at the flooded crossings,

and for a sou the pedestrian might pass

over dryshod. That plan might, me

thinks, be tried with good effect in Phila

delphia or New York during some of our

great February thaws.

Underground, affairs were even worse

than they were above. The sewers were

narrow, small, lined with a soft stone

that rotted away under the influence of

filth and damp, and were choked up and

made to overflow with surprising readi

ness. Their extent was notoriously in

sufiicient, amounting to thirty-six thou

sand yards, while to keep them in order

a force of only twenty-five men was em

ployed. The horrors of the sewer under

the Rue Amelot, which culminated short

ly before the accession of Louis Philippe,

will not soon be forgotten. This sewer,

which began at the slope of the Boulevard

Beaumarchais, exhaled such insupport

able odors that orders were given to have

it cleaned. The seven workmen who

first descended into it were instantly

asphyxiated, and were taken out dead.

Under the surveillance of a skilled phy

sician the work was rendered less fatal.

The operation succeeded, but the task

of cleansing occupied seven months.

Sixty-four hundred and fifty cartloads of

filth were removed, and the stench was

so great that all the inhabitants of the

Rue Amelot left their homes till the work

was finished. Apparently, the powerful

disinfectants now in use were unknown

to science even at so comparatively re

cent a date, for the only measures used

to purify the foul exhalations consisted in

burning resinous woods and wood steep

ed in vinegar around the openings in the

pavement. The foundations of the houses

adjoining the sewer were found to be

completely undermined and rotten, and

extensive repairs were necessitated.

Such were the sewers of Paris half a

century ago; If we glance over the his

tory of the city in ancient days, we come

across a number of curious if unsavory

facts respecting them. The first covered

sewer was constructed by Hugues Aubri

ot, provost of Paris under Charles V. : up

to that time there had been nothing more

than open gutters. At the commencement

of the sixteenth century the palace of

Tournelles, situated in what is now the

Place Royale, was poisoned by the pes

tilential exhalations of the Ste. Catharine

sewer, which passed near it. Louis Xll.,

and his successor, Francis I., complained

to the city authorities in vain. The lat

ter king, to secure for his mother, Louise

of Savoy, a less insalubrious abode, was

compelled to exchange his estate ofChan

teloup near Montlhéry for a house be

longing to one Nicholas de Villeroy. This

house, of which Madame Louise took pos

session in February, 15x8, was already

called Les Tui/cries, on account of the

many tile-factories by which it was sur

rounded. Such was the origin of the fa

mous pal'acc whose blackened ruins now

sadly face the sunset, a home for spar

rows and a memento of the rage of the

Commune.

In 1633 it is recorded that five workmen

who had descended into the main sewer

of the city instantly fell dead. The most

celebrated physicians of the day met to

gether to inquire into the causes of this

calamity. They decided that the men

“had fallen victims to the gaze of a bas

ilisk, which must undoubtedly have been

concealed in some crevice of the sewer."

La Reynie, lieutenant of police un

der Louis XIV., occupied himsclf seri-I

ously with the question of sewerage. and

had he been seconded by the govern

ment, he would have introduced great

and noteworthy improvements on the

then existing system. But the monarch

had other objects on which to expend

the public money—Versailles and Marly,

Madame de Montespan and Madame de

Fontanges, campaigns and court-page

ants—and the sewers and the health of

Paris were left to take care of themselves

as best they might. Yet La Reynie great

ly improved certain portions of the city.
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It was he who introduced the fashion of

paved sidewalks—an innovation which

brought about an immediate change in

the walking costume of the period, ele

gant and light shoes being substituted

for the strong, high leather boots which

had been worn up to that time.

The present system of Parisian sewer

age dates from 1857 only. It was plan

ned by one M. Belgrand, whose name

deserves to descend to posterity as that

of the man who has done more for Paris

than the architects of the Louvre or of

the Arc de Triomphe. He was made

absolute sovereign of the subterranean

world of Paris, and, thanks to his skill

and intelligence, this city now possesses

the most perfect and extensive drainage

in the world. Her eight hundred and

fifty thousand metres of streets are cleans

ed by seven hundred and seventy-three

thousand metres of sewers. These sub

terranean canals are divided into two

classes, the sewers and the collectors.

The first, passing under every street, re

ceive the impurities of the city and trans

fer them to the collectors, which carry

them off to their distant destination. The

backbone of a fish would well represent

the system, the spine being the collector

and the projecting bones the sewers. The

collectors are situated in the valleys lying

between the numerous hills that diversify

the surface of Paris; so that the natural

slope of the earth may facilitate the trans

port of the sewage. There are three of

these great arteries —one on the left

bank of the Seine, and the other two on

the right. All accumulation of solid mat

ter is rcmoved by means of broad iron

blades attached to the stern of those

great flatboats of which I have spoken

at the beginning of this paper. These

blades, pierced each with three or four

openings, act as rakes, and remove ev

ery portion of the deposit, which is used

for manure. There are numbers of odd

articles to be found in this deposit——coins,

jewels and silverware, weapons that have

served to commit crimes, bodies of dead

animals, corpses ofmurdered infants, etc.

The most common of these waifs and

strays are corks, which are to be found,

not by hundreds nor by thousands, but

by millions. Thrifty Paris does not let

these still serviceable articles escape:

they are collected, cleansed, dried and

pared, and are then sold to perfumers or

druggists. They come from the wine

shops which abound in every street in

the cit_v. After the Commune the sew

ers were examined, and were found to

be strewn with arms. The wretched Com

munists, finding themselves defeated, and

knowing that certain death awaited them

if they were captured with arms in their

hands, threw down the openings of the

sewers their guns, swords and cartridges,

even their military caps and scarlet sashes.

Six wagon-loads of arms and ammunition

were taken from the sewers and trans

ferred to the arsenal.

The sewers are under the charge of

six hundred and fifty é_guuliars—or

sewerers, to translate the word literally.

As there exist some three hundred and

fifty miles of sewers in Paris, it will be

seen that this number does not afford

a man to every half mile. These égou

tiers must be men of unimpeachable

physique and perfect health: they are

submitted to a thorough medical exam

ination before they are admitted to the

corps, and even the slightest trace of

pulmonary weakness will cause the ap

plicant to be at once rejected. For, as

may well be imagined, the work is any

thing but healthy, notwithstanding the

precautions taken as to ventilation and

cleanliness. The damp, the lack of light

and the foul air undermine the constitu

tion of the strongest égoutier, and it is

estimated that but few of them can pro

long their service beyond a period of fif

teen years. They suffer from rheuma

tism and anaemia, and it has been noticed

that individuals from the south of France

break down far sooner than do those

from more northern climes. The state

aids as far as possible in the preservation

of their health by furnishing them with

the enormous boots which they invariably

wear, and which form the distinctive

mark of their calling. These boots,

which reach halfway up the thigh, are

specially manufactured for the govern

ment, and are of the stoutest possible

leather, the soles being well garnished
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with great nails. Every égoutier receives

two pairs of these boots annually, and,

thanks to their protection, he can tramp

with impunity through water or mud at

will. At the end of six months the feet

of these boots are worn out, rotten and

unfit for further service. The old pairs

are preserved by the authorities, and are

sold at auction in stacks of one hundred

pairs each. They are bought by a specu

lator for the sake of the legs, which are

always in good preservation, and the

leather of which, softened and rendered

supple by six months' usage, is subject

ed to a peculiar mode of dressing, and

is then employed in the manufacture of

the finest quality of ladies’ walking-boots.

It is said that such supple, fine and strong

leather can be obtained by no other

known process,

One institution of the sewers has dis

appeared before the march of improve

ment, and that is the rat. Since M.

Belgrand caused the interior of all the

sewers to be lined with cement the old

denizen of the place has no crevice

wherein to build his nest. He is to be

met with occasionally in one of the old

er sewers that still retain their vaultings

of stone, but he is a rare apparition now,

not a constant resident. He has emi

grated to the markets, where he has

plenty to eat and abundance of holes

and corners wherein to take up his abode

and to rear his numerous family.

The great collectors used formerly to

discharge all their contents into the Seine.

They now, by aid of a reservoir and a.

steam-pump, spread fertility over the

once sterile peninsula of Gennevilliers.

This tract is formed by an immense bend

in the Seine between Neuilly and Cha

ton. It used to be the dreariest and

most unproductive spot that one could

well imagine. The soil was poor and

stony, consisting of sand and pebbles

scarcely hidden beneath a thin film of

vegetable mould. It is now the richest

vegetable-garden in the environs of Paris.

From thence, where once a few poor beets

found hard work to exist, come the gigan

tic bundles of asparagus, each stalk as

large round at the base as a Spanish

quarter dollar, the huge artichokes and

cauliflowers and the colossal beets (some

of which last weigh twenty-eight pounds)

that decorate the windows of the great

provision-sellers of the boulevards. Land

used to go a-begging there at a rent of

sixteen dollars an acre: it now brings

a hundred and twenty. The richness

of the soil and the rapid growth of its

products are almost inconceivable. One

gardener undertook to raise lettuce: he

sent five thousand heads a day to the

Paris markets. but the consumption did

not keep pace with the growth of his crop,

a large part of which ran to seed and

was wasted. A village has sprung up

on the once sterile and deserted plain,

and the villagers now complain that the

fertilizing waters render their homes un

healthy, and petitions have already been

addressed to the authorities to have the

discharge stopped. The shortsighted

creatures never seem to consider that

the sewer-waters constitute the fertility

and value of their lands, and these once

withdrawn, sterility and poverty will once

more reign on the plain of Gennevil

liers.

If I were asked what Parisian institu

tion I should like to transfer to my native

city could I choose at will, I should name

not the Louvre with its art-treasures, not

the boulevards with their brilliant shops,

not even the great educational institutions

of the city, but its marvelous and benef

icent sewers. L. H. H.

OUR PUBLIC LIBRARIES.

I THE special report on the public libra

ries of the United States, recently issued

by the Bureau of Education, gives us,

for the first time, with some approximate

accuracy, the facts concerning the in

crease of these institutions. In 1776 the

number of public libraries in the colo

nies, as far as can now be determined,

was twenty-five, Of these, Connecticut

contained four, three of which were at

New Haven, and the other at Salisbury.

Of those at New.Haven, that of Yale

College contained 4000 volumes, and

those belonging to the students‘ societies,

the Brothers and the Linonian, each loo

volumes. Smith Library at Salisbury

contained 200 volumes. Maine had a
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single public library, at Portland, belong

ing .to the Library Association, formed

in I766, and containing 93 volumes.

Massachusetts had five public libraries,

three of which were in Boston, one at

Cambridge, and the other at Leomin

ster. Those at Boston were the King's

Chapel library of 2I3 volumes, founded

in I698; the New England Library, of

259 volumes, founded in I758; and the

Prince Library, of I952 volumes, found

ed in I758, and now a part of the Bos

ton Public Library. The library at Cam

bridge was that of Harvard College, and

consisted of 7000 volumes; that of Leo

minster was a social library, and con- '

sisted of I00 volumes. New Jersey pos

sessed one public library, that of the Col

lege of New ]ersey at Princeton, found

ed in I755, and containing I200 volumes.

New York had two libraries, both in the

city—one belonging to Columbia Col

lege, founded in I757, and consisting of

I500 volumes; the other being the So

ciety Library, founded in I754, and con

taining about 4000 volumes. Pennsyl

vania had eight public Iibraries, of which

one was at Chester, the Chester Library,

founded in I769, with I500 volumes; one

at Lancaster, the Juliana Library, found

ed in I770, with 1000 (estimated) vol

umes; and six in Philadelphia—that of

Christ's Church, founded in I698, con

taining 800 volumes; that of the four

Monthly Meetings of Friends, founded

in I742, containing III volumes; the

Library Company of Philadelphia, found

ed in I731, containing 5000 volumes; the

Loganian Library, founded in I745, con

taining 4300 volumes; the Pennsylvania

Hospital, founded in I762, containing 305

volumes; that of the University of Penn

sylvania, founded in I755, containing

2500 volumes. Rhode Island had three

public libraries—one at Newport, the

Redwood Library, founded in I747, con

taining I595 volumes; two at Providence

—that of Brown University, founded in

I768, containing 500 volumes, and the

Providence Library, founded in I753,

containing I000 volumes. South Caro

lina had one public library—that of the

Library Society at Charleston, founded

in I748, and containing 5000 volumes.

Virginia had one public library—that of

William and Mary College at Williams

burg, containing 2000 volumes (estima

ted), founded in I700.

Between I77 5 and I800 there were es

tablished 3o libraries; between I800 and

I825, I79; between I825 and I850, 551;

and between I850 and I875, 2240. In

I875 there were in the United States

2958 public libraries with collections of

books of over 500 volumes, the aggre

gate of their volumes being I2,o39,724.

Besides these there were 724 libraries

with collections ranging between 300

and 500 volumes, the aggregate of their

volumes being 237,240. In this count

every State and Territory is represent

ed, though Alaska, Arizona, Idaho, In

dian Territory, Montana, New Mexico

and VVashington Territory have only

such libraries as the general govern

ment furnishes to each of the Terri

tories, or such as are provided for the

garrisons stationed within their borders.

In this table the parish and Sunday

school libraries are not included. From

the reports made by I5Io libraries it ap

pears that their yearly increase amounts

to 434,339 volumes. From the reports

of 74: libraries the books used yearly

amount to 8,879,869. The permanent

fund reported by 722 libraries amounts

to $6,t05,58I ; the yearly income report

ed by 830 libraries amounts to $I.398,756.

Another item of interest, showing how

thoroughly the people appreciate the im

portance of libraries, is seen in the table

of moneys given to libraries by individ

uals. This does not include the books

or other gifts. The amount for the United

States is $I4,920,657. In each of the

following States over a million of dol

lars has been thus donated for public

use: California, $I,022,00o: Illinois,

52,644,050; Maryland, $I,426,5oo; Mas

sachusetts, $2,903,406; Pennsylvania,

$,tI,448,473; New York, $I,<)42,272. In

this statement all government, State or

municipal grants are excluded, while in

many instances the lands or buildings

have not been estimated. Most of this

has been given within the past thirty

five years, and the report states that it

is not “ unsafe to estimate that the sums
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above reported represent more than one

half the amount received by the public

libraries of the United States from the

benefactions of individuals, or that the

real amount is nearer $30,000,000 than

515,000,000." Evidently, the public li

brary as a means of public culture is des

tined to have a fair opportunity to suc

ceed in this country. M. H.

A REMNANT OF SLAVERY.

IT cannot be a matter of surprise that

habits and feelings which had their origin

in slavery should still linger in many

parts of the South. But it is generally

supposed that all remnants of the “pe

culiar institution" have vanished from

the statute-book, and the evidence to

the contrary in the following letter from

a lady resident in Virginia will probably

be new to most of our readers :

“When I left here in September my

sister had just engaged as servant a

very superior-looking colored girl, near

ly white, and as neat and clean and well

trained as your parlor-maid, for instance,

or any other respectable white woman.

Well, after a few weeks] accidental

ly found out that she had stolen various

things, and on search they were found

in her box—clothing and fo0d——nothing

of consequence; but E , no doubt

very properly, thinks that such things

ought not to be forgiven—at any rate,

while so common and sorely-complain

ed-of an evil among the negroes—so he

brought her before a magistrate, an ig

norant fellow who could scarcely read,

and this worthy, instead of giving her

twenty-four hours in jail or a fine, or

something of that sort, ordered her thir

ty lashes at the whipping-post, to be ad

ministered by the great burly town-sheriff.

E did everything to make the mag

istrate give her a different sentence, but

only succeeded in getting the number

of lashes reduced to half. At this point

a lawyer in the village, seeing the state

of the case, came to the rescue, and nom

inally acting for the girl, but of course

aided and abetted by E ,to whom

the idea of a woman being beaten was

hideous, managed to get the case trans

ferred to another ‘court,' or whatever

such things in a small way may be call

ed, and then by withdrawing the charge

got out of the difficulty altogether. Now,

is it not a scandal that a law should be

allowed to exist in a country that con

siders itself in the forefront of civiliza

tion by which such power is given to

rough ignorant men over the bodies of

their fellow-citizens (and citizenesses)?

It was bad enough that in the old times

the will of a master could enforce such

things, but it is a hundred times worse

that it should be the recognized law of

the State. The law applies to white and

black alike, and may perhaps not be

much used by the better class of ‘ magis

trates.‘ It was not the only punishment

possible; still, you see it can be used at

will, and naturally the moral is, For the

future ‘let bad alone.‘ Better let them

thieve unpunished than run the risk of

subjecting young girls to such a degrada

tion; but it is a pity that the hands of

those who wish to do right should be so

tied. As you confessed to being fond of

knowing the end ofa story, I may as well

add that] took the girl back into the

house and ‘talked to her ;' but within a

week or two, perhaps less, she told J

that her mother needed her at home dur

ing the winter, otherwise she would prefer

to remain with her to serving any one

else, and so left. In point of fact, she

had met with a person in the village who

had come from Boston with money to pay

the passages thither of girls who would

go with her to enter domestic service,

and Dolly was one who agreed to go,

and went immediately on leaving J .

Her place is at present filled by a less

sophisticated ‘colored lady,' the incar

nation of filth, stupidity and good-nature,

the niece and protégée of an old woman

in service near, who occasionally comes

to inquire how she is getting on, and

makes handsome offers of beating her

for J if she is not quite up to the

mark. To this modified form of cor

poral punishment I think I for one would

cheerfully consign her if there were the

faintest chance of reform in her habits

arising from it, but in the mean while I

try to believe that one's food grows spon

taneously on the table-cloth."
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MACHINERY VERSUS HAND-LABOR.

IN one ofjeffers0n's letters from France,

written in I785, he mentions the fact that

the French government was introducing

into their armories a new method of manu

facturing fireamis, which consisted, as he

described it, “ in the making every part of

them so exactly alike that what belongs

to any one may be used for every musket

in the magazine." This was the origin,

probably, of the principle in modern

manufacture which has been so gene

rally mtroduced, and which is capable of

so much greater an extension. Perhaps

one of the most striking exemplifications

of the results of its application can be

found in the revolution it has produced

in the making of watches. M. Edouard

Favre-Perret, a member of the interna

tional jury on watches at the late expo

sition at Philadelphia, has been making

LITERATURE

My Winter on the Nile, among the Mummies

and Moslems. By Charles Dudley \\'ar

ner. Hartford: American Publishing Co.

In the Levant. Same author. Boston:

James R. Osgood 8: Co.

As these volumes contain the record of a

continuous tour, and constitute properly one

book, it would have been more convenient

and agreeable to the purchaser of both if they

had been unifonn in size and typography,

though only on condition that the style adopt

ed was not such as seems to be Jr rigrueur with

works “ issued by subscription only” —the

class to which Jly W'inter on Ill: [Vile has

the misfortune to belong. In other respects

their similarity is perhaps even greater than

might be desired, the mixture and flavor, so to

speak, being identical in both, and, despite their

pleasantness, somewhat palling. It would be

idle to censure a light~hearted tourist come

back from the East for having no stores of

fresh information to impart, no adventures or

explorations to recount, no novel sensations or

experiences to describe. We may be thankful

ifhe spares us all factitious displays of enthusi

speeches in Switzerland concerning what

he saw. He said: "In America every

thing is made by machinery: here we

make everything by hand. We count

in Switzerland about forty thousand work

men, making on an average each per an

num forty watches. In the United States

the average is one hundred and fifty

watches. Therefore the machine pro

duces three and a half to four times more

than the workman." He speaks strong

ly also of the merits of the watches thus

made, and concludes that it is only a

question of time for American watches

to control the markets of Europe. \Vhy

should not the same principle of manu

facture be introduced in the microscope

and the telescope with the same result,

that of popularizing these appliances of

observation ?

OF THE DAY.

asm, and is able and content to depict graphi

cally and amusingly the ordinary incidents of

travel, thus proving himself a good observer

and awaking a feeling of companionship. Still,

, these are qualities that show to most advan

tage where the scenes and topics are of a

homely kind, and do not suggest any occa

sion for the exercise of higher powers or anv

recollections of earlier and more vivid de

scriptions. A painter whose forte lies dis

tinctly in genre will he likely to fail if he at

tempts the historical style, and the author of

Baddtk cannot hope to satisfy us when he

writes of Egypt and Palestine. What, as he

tells us, he has especially endeavored to do-—

“ preserve the Oriental atmosphere "--is pre

cisely what his talent and temperament un

fitted him to do. We have no doubts as to

his good use of his opportunities, or as to the

enjoyment he derived from the journey. But

there is nothing in his matter to indicate that

he penetrated below the surface of Oriental

life and thought, and nothing in his tone to

convey the impression that he underwent that

fascination which the East has exercised over
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many minds. On the contrary, his relations

and remarks are all in the spirit of an Ameri

can.who examines and listens with an amused

or critical air, always ready to have his curi

osity gratified, but never unconscious that he

is merely a spectator of the show, which is

something outside of the real world, and may,

for aught he cares, be boxed up when he goes

away. It follows that the reader is never set

musing. does not find his dormant imagination

aroused or an influence stealing over him in

imical to the convictions that regulate his act

ive life. On the other hand, he is fairly en

tertained with a succession of lively pictures,

and has never to complain of a lack of in

telligence in the comments that accompany

them. Mr. \Vnrner has the mimetic faculty

that enables its possessor to reproduce pecu

liarities of speech, and the broken English

of his dragomen, boat-purveyors and orange

vendors is comical enough without suggesting

any undue tincture of caricature. The hu

mor that runs through much of his own talk

is of the familiar home-brand, and of fair or

even superior quality. Nor are the more se

rious parts of his narrative deficient in viva

city, however they must lack freshness as the

mere varied repetition of an oft-told tale.

His judgments on debated points are dispas

sionate, but do not appear to be founded on

sufficiently ample and certain data to entitle

them to much consideration. In regard to

the character and “reforms” of the Khedive

of Egypt, he sums up the opposite views held

respectively by English and American resi

dents, implying his agreement with the favor

able conclusions of the latter, while be ad

mits the interested motives operating on both

sides. The Eastern Question had not yet

grown menacing when Mr. \Narncr left the

Turkish dorninions, but he intimates his belief

in the possible regeneration of the empire “ if

impatient men could wait the process of edu

cation, the growth of schools and the devel

opment of capacity," that may he expected to

bear fruit in “the appearance on the scene,

in less than a score of years, of a stalwart and

intelligent people," able to grasp Constanti

nople and “ administer upon the decaying

Turkish empire as the Osmanli administered

upon the Greek.” This opinion appears to

be founded on the flourishing condition and

effective action of the American college. The

time has probably passed for discussing any

such view, but we are not sure that this should

be considered a matter for regret.

Mercy Philbrick's Choice. (No-Name Series.)

Boston: Roberts Brothers.

lllercy P1u'lbr1'rk’.r C/mire is a novel and at

the same time a conundrum. The reader is

continually distracting himself with guessing

the author. In the first place, Did a man

write it? The only argument in defence of

that hypothesis would seem to be the mention

of the blue crape dress worn in a Cape Cod

village bya sea-captain's wife. Did a woman

write it? The whole book points that way,

and there is no lack of names of possible, and

even probable, authors. There is a tolerably

large band of New England writers of fiction,

numerous enough and of sufiicient ability to

be counted as a school, who draw good if

over-subtle pictures of New England life, who

catch with much skill the arid bleakness

of the landscape, the narrow uprightness of

the good people, and the aecomplishel hy

pocrisy rather than open, avowed villainy of

the evil-disposed. The excess of a certain

intellectual cultivation, and the repression of

passion in their writings, leave the reader dis- ,

satisfied with what seems the morbidness of

the characters, and more likely to approve of

certain clever things in any one of their books

than of the book as a whole. This is the

feeling, at least, with which one will lay down

filerzy P/zilbric/E‘: (.‘/mire. On consideration,

the reader will find that what is morbid and ‘'

unnatural is the relation between Stephen

\Vhite and Mercy, which is the real kernel

of the book. Stephen is a man with a great

detestation of ugly things, poor and tolerably

proud, who falls in love with Mercy Philbrick,

a young widow of nineteen, and, taking ad-‘,

vantage of her love for him, binds her to 3;

sort of vague engagement, with no promise

given or implied of mawying her. He is

represented as a most dutiful son of a quer

ulous mother, who is exceedingly jealous of

the influence of any other woman over him.

Although his will is said to be stronger than

hers, and when he “said ‘ must’ his mother

never gainsaid him,” he, through fear of her,

makes no attempt to marry the woman he

loves until after his mother's death, mean

while resting contented in his unpicturesque

poverty, solacing himself with receiving as

surances of Mercy’s affection, reading her

poems, and visiting her in a surreptitious way

when no one can see them together. Now, we

are told that Stephen was in love with her, and

there is a good deal of cleverness in the way

his dawning affection for her is described, but

-,
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the whole passionless relation between the

lovers is morbid and absolutely unnatural.

There is a certain simplicity in that elemental

force of human nature which fills so many

novels, and that simplicity is wholly lost sight

of here, and in its place is put a. complex mix

ture of cowardice and selfishness which is not

love or anything like love. A man maybe

in love, and also be calculating or selfish, but

he cannot be in love and indifferent at the

same time, and that is what Stephen is said

to have been. The story demands that Mercy

should be satisfied with this selfish, tepid affec

tion of Stephen's, but so clear-sighted a young

woman would not have waited until she got

proof of the absolute corruption of Stephen’s

nature in the matter of the money to see what

a flimsy creature he was.

So much may be said against the glaring

fault of the book: on the other hand, atten

tion may be called to the better way in which

Parson Dorrance is described, even if he is

exceedingly etherealized by the imagination

of the two young ladies who "sat under"

him and admired his preaching, and his zeal

ous interest in the reprobate colored people

of the neighborhood. The intention of the

book is apparently to show that a very nice

young woman can fall in love lwice—or three

times if we count the late Mr. Philbrick, who,

by the way, is ignored with shameful indiffer

ence—in one lifetime, and thus to help settle a

question about which there is probably a good

deal of useless theoretical discussion. But,

after all, the advocate who defends the affirm

ative of this proposition in order to justify

Mercy’s change of heart, has made out poor

Stephen such a paltry, contemptible, unmanly

creature, so unlike ordinary human beings, so

void of passion, that this case determines no

thing, and the matter is yet open for adjudica

tron.

Jan of the Windmill: A Story of the Plains.

By Juliana Horatio Ewing. Boston: Rob

erts Brothers.

Though this story docs not profess to be

written for children, it is evident that the

writer had in view the youthful public which

she had already succeeded in pleasirig, and

will perhaps please the more on this occasion,

from not shaping her work expressly to suit

it. The Scylla and Charybdis on which wri

ters for children often make shipwreck are

excessive simplicity and the introduction of

thoughts and feelings foreign to the young

reader. Both these faults are avoided in the

book before us, in which clear expression of

real thought shows that Miss Ewing under

stands as well the children for whom, as those

of whom, she writes. Little Jan's life at the

mill and at school is graphically described;

and the pages relating the early studies from

Nature of this second Giotto—the portraits of

favorite pigs and the landscapes painted with

the help of flowers and leaves, in which the

sky was represented by violets-—may delight

as well old as young readers. A fit frame,

too, for the figure of the dreamy little genius

is the mill—such a one as poets in many

tongues have celebrated, throwing a glamour

around its homeliness and calling up images

in keeping with the scenery. Something of

this spell 'cannot fail to touch the fancies of

all readers of this well-constructed and really

charming tale.

Book: Rerer'rwl.
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FIRST PAPER.

HE coast of the department of Are

quipa in Lower Peru, between the

sixteenth and eighteenth degrees of lat

itude, would present a most desolate uni

formity of aridity but for certain fertile

valleys which break the dreary monotony

l-Lf\"l‘RANCl:l TO THE VALLEY OF TAMRO.

 

of the lomas, or barren ridges, that line

the shore of the Pacific for three hundred

and twenty miles. The fairest and most

tropical ofthese valleys is that of Tambo,

which begins at Mollendo beach and ex»

tends for fifteen leagues up to the heights
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of Puquina on the slope of the Western I

Andes. It is enclosed narrowly between

a double chain of rocky hills, and rises

gradually from the ocean-level to an ele- ‘

vation of six thousand seven hundred

and fifty feet. The Tambo River flows

through it and empties into the Pacific.

It was from this lovely valley of Tam- ,

PIERRE LEROUX.

bo that, toward the end of a certain Oc

tober. Paul Marcoy, the French traveler

in Peru to whom the world owes much

of its later knowledge of that country,

started on a long journey across the si

erra region to explore the Rio Apurimac

from its source in Lake Vilafro, at the

base of the eastern slope of the Andes,

to its junction with the Rio Aquillabamba

or Urubamba-a journey which led him

across the sierra and up the valley of

Huarancalqui to Cerro Melchior in the

Great Pajonal.

At the period when Marcoy, with gun

on shoulder and sketch-book under arm,

is discovered, as the stage-directions have

it, in the valley of

Tambo, it contained

three large haciendas

(estates). The ha

cienda Arenal, near

est to the sea, belong

ed to General Cer

defia, a Spaniard and

ex-officer of the ro_val

army that was defeat

ed at Ayacucho in the

Peruvian war of inde

pendence. The next

was owned by an

Englishman ; and the

third, a rice, cotton

and sugar plantation,

was the property of

a friend of Marcoy,

whose acquaintance

he had made five

years before at a

place called Caraveli

in the northern part

of the province This

person, Pierre Leroux

by name, needs an

introduction to the

reader, for he was

destined to become

Marcoy's traveling

companion in his ex

cursion, and to share

with him in his expe

riences, pleasant and

otherwise, up to the

summit of Cerro Mel

chior. He was a na

tive of Besancon, and had been living in

1 Peru for fifteen years, during which time

l he had acquired and lost two fortunes
I in mining operations. As Marcoy has

sketched him with pen and pencil, we

are shown a man of forty-five years of

| age, tall, with a countenance at once

: frank and intelligent, robust in health,
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sinewy of limb, and with the iron will of

one who, having marked out a goal, seeks

it unmindful of obstacles. He had given

to his plantation the name of Tambo

clzzko, or "Little Tambo."

Ler0ux's mind at the moment of Mar

! c0y's appearance in the valley was ab

sorbed in a project of introducing on his

hacienda the use of certain machinery

I for cleaning his rice and cotton. He had

I ordered it a year before at a cost of thirty

l thousand dollars from New York through
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the British consul at lslay, a port about ‘

fifteen miles higher up the coast, and

was now impatiently expecting its ar

rival, together with that of the ready- ‘

made pine-wood sheds intended to house

the machines. Once a week he went to

Islay to make inquiries, leaving Tambo

chico in the morning and returning by

nightfall. During these absences of his

host Marcoy devoted a part of the day

to peregrinations among the oliz/are: and

/zzlgruzra/es—as the small olive and fig

plantations are called—which fringe the

valley, and in conversing with their In

dian proprietors. Among the five or six

native families established in the olivares,

one in particular aroused his interest, and

he often stopped in his walks to converse

with these people on the subject of the

life they led there and of their olive

culture and its revenues. The family

had erected its dwelling among the olive

trees, and although its members had all

the outward appearance of ill-health and

poverty, they seemed to be happy and

contented, seated under their simple roof

of mats upheld by four posts and with

their household utensils scattered about

them. They told Marcoy that their home

was in the upper part of the valley, and

that the simple shelter under which they

received him was merely their temporary

camping-out residence. Like all the oth

er proprietors of the olive and fig plan

tations, they remained away from their

plantation for eleven months of the year,

leaving the trees to the care of Prov

idence: the twelfth month, when the

time to collect the crop had come, they

passed where Marcoy found them.

From his friends of the olivares our

traveler would stroll a few hundred

yards higher up the valley to chat with

his acquaintances of the lzzlguerales.

The male adult owners of the fig plan

tations were generally absent, as they

preferred to abandon the conjugal roof

and hire themselves out as laborers to

the large planters of the valley, some

of them returning each night and others

only at the end of the week. The wo

men of the family meanwhile attended

to the gathering of the figs and their

preparation, in a dried state, for the

markets of the sierra towns, or engaged

in the manufacture of a sort of violet

colored wine made from the figs which

the people call cldmbango. This fig

wine is sweet and agreeable to the taste

and of moderately intoxicating powers,

and is sold at a auartil/0 (about three

cents) a quart.

Still higher up the valley this culti

vated zone was succeeded by a sandy

tract irregularly interspersed with low

ridges of the kind which, under the

name of lomas, characterizes the phys

ical features of the coast. The normal

barrenness of these hills is changed from

May to October, during the season of

fogs, into fertility, for the humidity

causes a green sward to appear, and a

multitude of charming fiowers spring up

and cover their surface. In the old days

the gay classes of the population of the

sierras were wont to resort, during the

period from May to October, to this spot,

ostensibly to indulge in sea-bathing, but

really to enjoy a merry-making season

as frantic and fantastic as any Venetian

carnival of the past. Tents were pitched

among the hills, and the festival lasted

for a month or two, during which time

the lomas, accustomed only to the mel

ancholy sound of the surf beating against

the shore and the murmur of the passing

wind, echoed the notes of the guitar, the

shouts of the revelers and their joyous

songs. Strange to say, however—a cir

cumstance probably unknown to those

thoughtless pleasure-seekers of the sierra

—this part of the valley is the burial

place of thousands of Indians of both

sexes and of all ages, whose bodies were

deposited there before the Spanish con

quest, and, as is supposed, during the

reigns of the last incas. The bodies lie

in trenches barely three feet from the

surface. In the majority of cases they

are extended on their backs with their

heads toward the rising sun, the object

of their reverence in life. Others are

found in various constrained attitudes-—

some as if sitting with their elbows rest

ing on their knees and the closed hands

set in the eyeless sockets. Some of the

bodies are nude, others are swathed in

woolen rags or in a coarse kind of
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drawers woven from the sipa, a grass

that grows on the mountains. In the

trenches are laid beside them the imple

ments, weapons and adornments

which belonged to them in life,

and which, in the belief of the

survivors, would be needed by

them after death.

One afternoon, when Marcoy

returned to the hacienda from

this old cemetery, bringing with

him the mummies of a little child

and of a small llama—(l0ubtless

the child's playfellow—which he

had found lying together in the

same trench, he was greeted joy

fully by Pierre Leroux, who had

come back from a visit to Islay

at an earlier hour than usual.

Leroux brought important news.

The ship with the machinery, the

consul had told him, might be ex

pected at any time within three

or four days. In his impatience

the master of Tambochico re

solved to start for the coast with

as little delay as possible, and

take up his quarters at Mo1len

do, where the vessel was to land

her cargo.

The next morning, about nine

o'clock, host and guest, accom

panied by servants, mounted

their mules and set out for Mol

lendo with provisions and bag

gage, the latter consisting simply

of an iron saucepan, a few rush

mats and stakes intended for

the construction of shelter-huts,

and some bed-coverings.

The news of Pierre Leroux's

visit to the beach, and a know

ledge of its purpose, having

spread abroad through the val

ley, scores of his neighbors, peo

ple whom he scarcely knew or

had never seen before, came to

make inquiries regarding the

wonderful machines. 50 great

were the numbers attracted to

the “ festival," as they called it,

that an honest fellow of the vicinity ‘ drinking-water being scarce and the

granates and watermelons, which he

brought to the spot on an ass's back

and sold rapidly to the assemblage.

'NOl.l.V.LNV'1dDI.-lV

deemed the occasion a propitious one fruit serving excellently to quench the

for driving a lively trade in figs, pome- , thirst of the curious company.
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On the fourth day, in the afternoon,

the sails of the expected vessel appear

ed above the tops of the group of rocks

that form Cape Islay, and about the same

time an Indian arrived with a letter to

Leroux from the British consul inform

ing him that, as it would be dangerous

for the ship to approach too near the

beach, owing to the heavy surf, her cap

tain had resolved to land the machines

on a raft to be composed of the material

for the sheds. While Leroux was read

ing this lctter the ship came up and drop

ped anchor at about two-thirds of a mile

from shore.

Although the labor of building the

raft was begun at once, two days elapsed

before the hoisting of the Peruvian colors

aboard the vessel announced that all was

ready for the landing. The process of

transferring the machinery to the shore

was simple enough, for while the ship's

crew would "pay out" a line attached

to their side of the raft, the people on

shore were to pull the latter toward them

by means of another. A fisherman went

out to the ship on his balsa, or inflated

sealskin raft, procured the end of the

shore-line and brought it safely to the

beach. As soon as he landed the haw

ser was seized by a hundred officious

individuals, who hauled away vigorously

at the raft, which by this time had been

released from the vessel's side. Leroux,

Marcoy and the spectators watched the

progress of the frail tossing platform with

varying emotions. Suddenly a great

shout arose from the volunteers who

were pulling the rope. The hawser

had parted! For an instant the raft

swayed about helplessly in the great

waves. Then a wave bore down on it,

and in a few minutes all that remained

was a mass of planks and beams tossing

wildly against the beach. Leroux look

ed on at this ruin of his hopes like one

tlmnderstruck, and for a little while Mar

coy feared that his reason was about to

leave him; but he recovered himself

slowly, and, gazing with a despairing

glance at the timber lying on the beach,

he turned to Marcoy and said with a

sigh, “Well. here is another fortune to

make."

At some distance from them stood

groups of the spectators discussing the

event. Although they appeared to be

long to the well-to-do class, and their

faces bore a commiserative expression

suitable to the occasion, still it could be

seen, when they turned their glances on

Pierre Leroux with a half smile, that the

catastrophe had not caused them much

regret. Along the shore were ranged

the c/1010: (natives of mixed Spanish

and Indian extraction) and Indians who

had assisted in dragging the raft, and

who now seemed to be amusing them

selves with the erratic movements of the

beams and planks as the waves threw

them on the beach and then floated them

back into the sea. Presently, having

come to the conclusion that the flotsam

belonged to the first claimant, they be

gan to load their shoulders with the wood.

Some of them were already trudging off

with their burdens along the road to Tam

bo, when suddenly an individual whom

nobody had hitherto noticed emerged

from the crowd and in an uncouth sort

of Spanish ordered the pillagers to throw

down their spoils. As the rogues seem

ed to take no notice of this admonition,

the newcomer administered a few kicks

and cuffs to them, which soon caused

them to drop their prizes and fall back

in disorder.

The stranger who thus championed so

zealously Pierre Leroux’s interests was a

Frenchman, who, having deserted from

his ship, a three-masted vessel from Mar

seilles, at the port ofArica in Bolivia, about

three months before, had been wander

ing since that time from village to village

near the coast, earning a precarious live

lihood while awaiting an opportunity to

ship on some other vessel. His name

was Moise, and he was a native of Pro

vence. He was a carpenter by trade, and

having heard while at lslay of the intend

ed landing of the machinery, he had come

to Mollendo with the hope of obtaining

work in the erection of the sheds. This

information he imparted to Marcoy, who

stepped forward to question him, and who

recognized in him, when the man's story

was told, a member of the restless mari

time fraternity known in that region as



$77.] IN THE VALLEYS OF PERU. 27:

" Brethren of the Coast"—in other words, day, and that provisions should be sent

deserters from ships who lead vagrant to him from Tambochico. Moise ac

lives until they can

once more findem

ployment before

the mast.

Moise was a vig

orous specimen of

the brotherhood.

He was about for

ty years old, with

regular features, a

complexion bronz

ed like that of an

Indian, and a wav

ing mass of tawny

hair and beard that

imparted to him a

leonine look. His

costume consisted

of a ragged straw

hat that might

have done duty as

a scarecrow, a tat

tered red woolen

shirt and a pair of

sailcloth trousers

patched in a dozen

places and upheld

by a leathern belt.

He carried a long

staff, and the rest

of his wardrobe

was tied up in a

handkerchief.

The idea occur

red to Marcoy to

make this adven

turer the guard

ian of the wood—

which represented

a certain value in

money to Pierre

Leroux—until the

latter could have

it transported to

the hacienda. He

therefore proposed

to him to remain

on the beach and

preserve the prop

erty from pillage, with the understand

ing that his services were to be paid for

at the rate of four reals (fifty cents) a

'S':llHlNflWFll-Ll.DNONV

cepted the offer, which Pierre Leroux

authorized with a motion of his head

when Ma.rcoy broached the matter to
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him. Thus constituted supervisor of the

wreck, Moise seated himself in the sand,

and, twirling his staff, fixed his eyes on

the crowd and observed in broken Span

ish, “ I'll smash the head of the first fellow

that touches this wood. You hear me ?"

His words—and his manner, perhaps,

more than his words—had the efi'ect of

causing the would-be pillagers to draw

off, and the servants having collected in

one spot all the wood that had floated

ashore, Moise constructed a rude sort of

shed with the remains of the raft, in

which he could lodge comfortably with

the three peons who were to remain with

him until further orders. When this

work was completed, and nothing re

mained for the curious to discuss and

ponder, the spectators departed like a

congregation retiring from church, leav

ing only Marcoy, Pierre Leroux, General

Cerdefla (who had been among the in

terested lookers-on from the beginning),

Moise, the servants and the ship as wit

nesses of the day's failures and disap

pointments. After dark the vessel

weighed anchor and sailed away.

The period fixed by Marcoy as the

limit of his stay in the valley was now

approaching. A few days more would

see him on his way from the coast and

across the mountains, traveling through

the sierra in a climate and amid a veg

etation-—or a lack of vegetation, as the

case might be——alt0gether different from

theclimate and vegetation of the trop

ical estate of Tambochico. As the

hour of departure drew near an idea

that in the beginning had been only a

fugitive thought took firm hold on his

mind. This idea was to withdraw his

friend and host from the contemplation

of his loss by associating him with the

journey he was about to undertake.

Leroux at first positively refused to lis

ten to the suggestion. Nothing daunted,

however, Marcoy persisted in his plead

ings, until finally he gained his host's

reluctant assent.

during Leroux's absence the mayordomo

should take charge of the plantation, ,

and that Moise, who was then engaged in

building a new sugar-house, should await

at Tambochico the planter's return.

It was arranged that ,

One morning at the hour of four, ac

companied by a maze sz'rw'ml:, or

: ‘'body-servant,'' and under the guidance

of a muleteer who was returning from

the valley to the sierra region with a load

of sugar, they left Tambochico, riding

in the direction of the mountains. As

they reached the top of the first line of

hills a thick fog, descending into the

valley, met them and enveloped them

so completely that not only were they

unable to see two yards in ‘advance, but

their garments were penetrated by the

moisture. While making their way

through the mist the sound of horses‘

feet and the tinkling of bells in their

front warned them of the approach of

a caravan. So close was it on them, in

fact, that they had barely time to turn

their mules to one side when the other

party, men and animals, passed swiftly

along the road like phantoms. Only

their silhouettes were visible for a few

seconds, and then they vanished in the

fog. Soon, however, the rising sun tint

ed the icy vapors with an opaline hue,

and the wind, striking the mist, blew it

back rolling on itself in the shape of

ocean billows. The struggle between the

fog on one side and _the sun and wind on

the other was not of long duration, for,

rent asunder by the wind, the curtain

of vapor was hurried in broken fragments

toward the north, and the atmosphere was

left clear. The plateau on which the par

ty found themselves overlooked the valley

of Tambo from a height of twenty-four

hundred feet. Beyond it lay the wide

spreading ocean, its azure waters confused

at the horizon with the blue of the sky.

Before, in the east, were the heights across

which their route was to lead them, and

still farther away, behind these, the snow

covered peaks of the Andes towered in

the air. The day's journey ended at the

hamlet of Ornate, a mass of thatched

roof huts which seemed at a distance

nothing more than a disagreeable nat

ural feature of the scenery. Two leagues

l to the northward rose the once formid

l able volcano of Omate, with its yawning

crater, half in darkness and half illu

mined by the setting sun, sharply inclin

, ing to the south-east.
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For two days after leaving Ornate the

travelers journeyed along the western

slope of the Andes through a dreary

and almost solitary region. When night

came they took shelter in a cave-like

abode among the rocks in company with

the shepherd who inhabited it and his

flock. Toward the close of the next

.vIoI'sI;.

day they drew near to Pati, their halt

ing-place for the night. This was a mere

group of huts in the heart of the Cor

dilleras. Here and there along the ap

proaches to it were llama-folds, and on

the right of the road, elevated above the

plain, was a wooden cross. They found

a post-ofiice—or rather post-hut—-occu

pied by a troop of muleteers, who were

about sitting down to their supper, and

who at first received our travelers ungra

ciously, but after their first surprise and

embarrassment had passed away they

made the best of the interruption, and

were soon on excellent terms with the

newcomers, who slept side by side with

them before the rous

ing fire which was

kept burning through

the night.

Having m a d e an

arrangement the next

morning with t h e s e

muleteers to guide

them as far as Cayl

Ioma, a village which

layin Marcoy's itiner

ary, and by which the

muleteers were to

pass on their way to

San Tomas, their des

tination, the travelers

bade farewell to their

late guide, who was

compelled to leave

them at Pati to pur

sue his homeward

; Journey in another

direction, and set out

with their new friends

toward the north

north-west and the

region of snow.

A few\hours of

descending march

brought them to the

Punas or Andean pla

teaus, a barren and

rugged stretch of

country furrowed by

ridges of minor hills

unconnected with any

of the greater sur

roundingchains. The

northern boundary of these Punas is the

snowy range of mountains known as the

Sierra de Huilcanota; and as they ap

proached this chain on the second day

of their journey from Pati the road be

came more precipitous and the arid sur

face presented the aspect of steep hills

and deep gorges, forming a succession
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of heights and ravines which severely gions to preserve their eyes from attacks

taxed the strength of their mules and 1 ofthesurumjfie,anophthalmiaoccasioned

horses. These difficulties might have ‘ by the reflection of the sun on the snow.

been avoided had the old Carrera

Real, or post-road, been followed

to Caylloma; but the guides had

preferred to pursue a course of

their own choosing across the Pu

nas, in order to spare their animals

the ill effects arising from the rare

fied air at an elevation of seven

teen thousand feet, which would

have been attained had they gone

by the highway.

During the afternoon of this day

they skirted the side of a hill at

the base of which were three large

square openings, evidently the work

of man. As Marcoy and Leroux

peered into these gloomy artificial

caverns, the chief of the muleteers

informed them that they were the ‘

entrances to the mine of San Lo

renzo, formerly renowned for its

yield of silver. but which at present

is unworked. One league distant

is the mine of Nuestra Sefiora de

Guadalupe, equally celebrated dur

ing the period of the Spanish oc

cupation, but now also abandoned.

As they progressed they caught oc

casional glimpses, through breaks

in the mountains, of the snowy sum

mits ofthe Andes: then, farther on,

the white tops were lost to view and

the stony heights presented them

selves in all their bald nakedness.

This appearance in turn of snow

capped peaks and stony ridges con

tinued until they reached the point

at which the Sierra de Huilcanota

joins—or rather is confounded with

—the great chain of the Cordillera

or Western Andes. At this stage

of the day's journey the scenery on

all sides became arctic in its charac

ter. The mountains were clothed

in a white mantle in every direc

tion, but as the sun was hidden by

the clouds, the observer could enjoy . . .. ‘ I I C .

the splendors of the view without ' ' ' ‘

having recourse to the pasteboard tubes ‘ The travelers hoped to reach before

furnished with blue glasses, a sort of spec- 1 night a postal-station called Machu Con

tacles used by travelers in these snowy re- i doroma, situated on the western slope of

'.l.:lV)l':lI><l.I._-It))|3Il)!M
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the Huilcanota chain. But as the after

noon lengthened the sky became over

cast with still darker clouds, and sudden

ly snow fell so thickly as to shut out from

their sight objects four paces distant, while
the wind, thunder and lightning added to I

their perplexity. Not a rancho or shep

herd's hut was visible as they went on

with heads bowed to the blinding storm

and trusting to the sagacity of their

mules for the selection of the right path.

The close of the day found them too far

from Machu Condoroma to hope to reach

it before darkness should shut out the

path, and they therefore prepared for

their bivouac for the night by arranging

their couches and cooking their supper

under the ledge of a projecting rock

whose position had kept the space be

neath it free from the drifting snow.

After supper Marcoy and Pierre Leroux

lay back to back in a bed which the

muleteers had constructed with the bun

dles and pack-saddles, while the guides

slept in a democratic fashion piled on

top of each other.

During the night the storm passed ofi”,

and the morning broke clear and cold

so cold, indeed, as to redden the travel

ers‘ ears and noses. The journey was

resumed while it was yet dark, and after

a two hours’ march over horrible roads

they passed Machu Condoroma, a wild,

lonely spot lying in the shadow of beet

ling ridges. The post-house, built of

blocks of stone cemented with clay,

stood in relief against the white back

ground of the snow-clad sides of the

mountain beyond. At a day's ride from

the station lay Caylloma, and they re

solved to push forward so as to reach

it before night. As they went on they

found the roads in a dreadfully slippery

condition from the mingling of the melt

ed snow and the clay and ferruginous

earth that composed the soil. Occasion

ally unhorsed by reason of the inability -

of their animals to keep their feet, the i

party finally reached the Rio Condoroma,

at that moment a roaring, tumbling tor

rent. Crossing this stream by ascend

ing to a ford three miles higher up than

the point at which they had struck it,

they stumbled on the village of Condo

roma, a humble hamlet that dates from

the time of the Spanish domination, dur

ing which period its silver-mines were

among the most celebrated of Peru.

At the hour of their entrance into Con

doroma all the villagers seemed to be

absent, for the doors of the houses were

closed and neither man nor beast was

visible. A brief halt was made here for

breakfast, and while they were engaged

at the meal the horses and mules roamed

among the houses and satisfied their ap

petite by eating the freshly-laid thatched

roof that covered one of them.

Four leagues distant from Condoroma

is the hamlet of Chita, consisting of

twenty houses and situated in a plain

with a picturesquely-profiled range of

mountains at its back. A mountain

torrent near by leaped noisily over its

rocky bed in its descent from the heights.

The travelers saw Chita from a distance,

and rode by without halting. They

feared to lose by delay the advantages

offered by the fine weather that pre

vailed. Their hopes of continued fa

vorable weather up to Caylloma were,

however, doomed to disappointment,.for

about four o'clock clouds gathered in the

blue sky and obscured the sun. At sun

set the heavens were overcast with a red

dish-gray, against which the surrounding

summits were outlined with distinctness,

and the cold became intense. At a turn

in the road they rode into a plain, and

at its farther extremity they saw the

houses of a large village. This village,

rising mistily before them, was Caylloma,

which, on account of the valuable prod

uct of its silver-mines in the past, was

called for a long time by the people of

the country and the Spanish chroniclers

Caylloma /a Rica, or “ Caylloma the

Rich."

Candles were lighted in the houses of

the village when they entered its pre

cincts. As Marcoy and Leroux were

without acquaintances in the place, they

, were obliged to follow the muleteers to

the tampu, or caravansary, at which the

latter were accustomed to lodge with

their animals on the occasions of their

visits to Caylloma. This tarnpu was

a large yard with the sky for a roof.
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The appearance of the ground, covered l approached him and greeted him with

as it was with broken straw and other the air of an old acquaintance. "Good

refuse matter, indicated that the

place was used as a stable or as

quarters for horses and mules.

Three sides of the yard were

built up with small cells of ma

sonry, to each of which a single

door admitted light and air.

These diminutive apartments

were the lodgings assigned to

travelers.

The arrival of strangers in this

remote village was an event of

so rare an occurrence that as the

cavalcade filed into the tampu a

dozen or more of the villagers

surrounded the muleteers, ply

ing them with innumerable

questions begotten of purpose

less curiosity or due to a natural

desire to be informed of the

events of the outer world. Some

of the questioners—the shop

keepers—wanted to know what

merchandise the bundles con

tained; others—the politicians

and intelligent class generally

—inquired concerning the latest

revolutionary movements in Pe

ru, and were solicitous to learn

whether the legal president of

the republic had been assassi

nated or whether he was still

in peaceable occupancy of his

ofi-ice. Another element of the

crowd—mere idlers—looked on

and said nothing, filling the role

of listeners. Among the last

mentioned class was an individ

ual wrapped in a cloak and with

his face shaded by a slouch hat

of the kind called in the country

pansa de burra. This person

gazed with a sort of sympathetic

interest at Marcoy and Leroux,

as was evinced by the friendly

smile that illumined his face

when their looks were turned in

his direction. Marcoy observed

this, and surmising that the un

known desired to make his and Leroux's i evening, friend," he said. “You are in

acquaintance, but was deterred from ad- good health, I hope?"

dressing them by native modesty, he . "Thank you, sefior," modestly replied

'I.I.V¢lJOHSY’l'l[A
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the stranger. "You are very kind to in- the local wine of Locumba, two kinds of

quire concerning my welfare. My name which, the sour and the duke (the latter

is Mariano Telar, and I enjoy very good being prepared by mixing the sour wine

health, Heaven be praised! I live here with sugar), were on the table, Don Mari

in Caylloma, where I have many friends ano developed a gay and talkative mood,

among the best people. just now I I and the good lady having retired, as is

overheard you conversing in French the fashion in England, after the meal,

with your companion, and my attention he opened his heart to his guests, and

was attracted to you because the lan- for three consecutive hours, like the gen

guage in which you spoke reminded me uine Peruvian that he was, discoursed on

of the Ariventurzs of Trlemac/ms, which the subject of how he had made his for

I once endeavored, in a small way, to tune and had become acquainted with

put into Spanish. My house, sefior, is his wife. Noticing, finally, that his guests

at the service of yourself and your friend were about to drop from their chairs with

during your stay in Caylloma, if you will drowsiness, he considerately closed his

honor it with your presence.“ remarks, and conducted them to the

chamber which they

were to occupy for

the night.

Early the next morn

ing, Marcoy, leaving

his companion in bed,

rose and went to stroll

about the village, which

he found to consist of

five streets and sixty

three houses, exclusive

of a number of thatch

ed - roof huts attached

to cattle-yards scatter

ed about the outskirts.

The church was a rect

angular structure sur

mounted by two square

belfries, each covered

with a sort of cap hav

Glad to be spared the horrors of a ing the appearance of an incomplete cu

night passed in the tampu, the travelers pola. On either side of the altar was a

promptly accepted the hospitable Cayl- shrine—one dedicated to Our Lady of

lomero's invitation. Carmel, the other to Saint Joseph, the

With a request to them to follow him, patron saint of the republic. These

Don Mariano set off through the dark shrines were adorned with a profusion

and muddy streets in the direction of his of votive offerings which had been placed

house, which fronted on the small square on them by the faithful—-reliquaries and

of the village, one side of which was oc- lamps ofsolid silver, the latter made from

cupied by the church. At the house the metal taken from the neighboring mines.

guests were presented to their host's wife, When he returned to the house he

a grave, middle-aged matron, who wel- found his host and Pierre Leroux con

comed them with a dignified courtesy. versing, over a glass of rum, on a sub

The good dame, afterafew remarks had ject that seemed to possess a special

been exchanged,disappeared,andhalfan interest for the former. A messenger, it

hour later a servant announced that sup- I appeared, had just come into Caylloma

per awaited the guests in the ronmdor, 1 with the information that a colonel of

or dining-room. Under the influence of the national engineer corps had set up
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his standard, metaphorically speaking,

in the vicinity of the village, havingjust

arrived from Cuzco with orders from the

government to survey the boundaries of

the province and to obtain its area in

square miles. The messenger was this

officer's secretary, who furthermore was

empowered to notify the inhabitants of

the place that they would be expected

to furnish the colonel with all the sup

plies he might need while thus engaged

in a work which was destined to redound

 

CHITA.

to their glory and to the advantage of

the republic.

ment in Caylloma la Rica, for no sooner

had the tidings been disseminated in the

village than the little community became

divided into two parties on the subject of I

the true purpose of the intruder into their

mountain seclusion.

One party loudly proclaimed the col- ,

onel a government spy, declaring that

his surveying mission was a sham, and

that his real instructions were to impose

an extraordinary tax on the people of

Caylloma. The other side held, on the

contrary, that this official visit was an

evidence of the interest felt by the presi

dent of the republic in their distant and

hitherto neglected province, which he de

sired to see take rank with its neighbors.

Don Marianojoined hands with this wing

of the population, and vigorously cham

There was great excite- ‘

pioned the cause of the maligned colonel.

As the dispute was one in which Marcoy

and his friend had no excuse to interfere,

they decided to resume their journey at

once, or as soon as possible after the

breakfast which their host, who heard of

their intention with profound regret, in

sisted on their sharing with him.

After hastily-uttered farewells they left

Don Mariano and his neighbors wrang

ling and gesticulating over the important

political event—for so was it regarded—

of the morning, and started due west on

their way to Chalqui, the next village

in their route. The ride for some dis

tance was a fatiguing one, as the road

was filled with declivities, pitfalls and

quagmires. The snow of the previous

day had melted, however, and the mules

were enabled to make better progress.

An hour after their departure from Cayl
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loma their eyes caught sight of Lake

Vilafro—called by the natives Lake Hua

nana—-and their attention was attracted

to the spectacle of a number of men

standing on the shore. These, as they

soon learned, were the colonel of engi

neers and his followers. The colonel was

a short, paunchy, bow-legged person, ar

rayed in a gorgeous uniform consisting

of a blue coat set off with a profusion of

gold braid and a pair of shining, brand

new epaulets, tight breeches and riding

boots, and a red silk scarf with flowing

ends wrapped around his rotund waist.

On his head was a cloth cap of the same

color as the coat, with a leather visor and

trimmed with gold lace.

As this magnificent personage ap

proached the travelers, Marcoy was

struck, in the first place, with his extra

ordinary ugliness, and, secondly, with

his resemblance to some one whom he

had seen before. His doubts on the

latter head were soon solved; for as the

brilliantly-dressed colonel came up with

eyes and mouth opening gradually, as

if in a sort of stupid surprise, he recog

nized in him a man whose acquaintance

he had made in Cuzco two or three years

previously.

"Amigo Don Pablo !" exclaimed the

newcomer, extending wide his arms to

clasp Marcoy in his friendly embrace.

“Sefior Don Julian Delgado y Palo

mino!" cried Marcoy in a similar burst

of recognition.

"I have been made a colonel of the

engineer corps since I last saw you,"

whispered Don Julian rapidly. "At

some other time I'll tell you all about

it. But not a word at present before all

these people."

After an introduction to Pierre Leroux,

I)on Julian invited the two to accept the

hospitality of his cave, in which, in de

fault of a more commodious dwelling, he

had temporarily established his head

quarters. It proved to be a spacious

subterranean chamber about twenty-five

feet high, forty wide and eighty deep.

A rudely-constructed wall between five

and six feet in height divided it into two

sections, in one of which the traces of

fire and the presence of straw showed

_ replied Quispe.

that the place had served at one time

both as the abode of man and as a sta

ble for animals.

At their host's request the travelers

seated themselves on a couple of leather

trunks which did service for chairs.

"This place seems to have had a ten

ant already," observed Marcoy, glancing

around him.

“The fact is," replied the colonel,

"this cave has been inhabited, and if

you would like to know something about

the former occupant, the guide whom I

engaged at Mamanihuayta may be able

to inform ‘you.—Hallo there, some

body!" As he spoke he looked toward

the entrance of the cave, and three or

four of the attendants appeared at the

same moment in answer to the sum

mons. “Call Quispé," he added shortly.

Quispe, the Indian guide, came for

ward promptly, and stood at the en

trance twirling his hat in his hand in a

way that savored of embarrassment.

"Advance and narrate to this gentle

man the absurd story concerning Vilafro

that you told me yesterday," said the

colonel of engineers loftily, while Quispe

gazed with a timid and astonished look

at Marcoy.

“Come," remarked the latter pleas

antly, "tell me what you know about

this Lake Vilafro."

“The lake is called Huanana, and not

Vilafro," returned the Indian: “Vilafro

is the name of a man who belonged to

your people."

“Then the lake was Vilafro's proper

ty, since he gave it his name ?"

"The lake never belonged to man,"

"The hills, the lakes

and the snows have no master but God.

The man of whom you speak was a

Spaniard, to whom a poor driver of

llamas revealed the existence of the

silver-mines of Quimsachata, which you

can see from this cave. Vilafro after

five years‘ labor amassed so much silver

that he shod his horses and mules with

that metal. Although he gave up one

fifth of his treasures to the viceroy as

tribute, and was a devotee of the most

holy Virgin--as is proved by his gift to

the church of Sicuani of a silver lamp
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weighing three hundred marks—he was

accused of impiety, fraud and rebellion.

His fortune brought him more enemies

than friends. He was ordered by the In

quisition and the viceroy to appear be

fore them at Lima. was cast into prison

\'ot..XlX.-18

and was afterward hanged, while his

riches were confiscated to the profit of

the king of Spain. Since that day the

mine of Quimsachata has been aban

doned, for the ghost of the hanged man

every night revisits its old domain."
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During the recital of this gloomy le

gend Don Julian busied himself with pre

paring a collation in the shape of a few

dry biscuits and a bottle of sherry, which

he took from one of the trunks, and while

full justice was being done to the repast

by the hungry travelers he entered into

some particulars regarding his mission.

"You must know," he began, with a slight

frown of importance, " that of all the prov

inces of Lower Peru, Caylloma is the only

one in regard to which the government

is not fully informed. Not only is it ig

norant of the statistics of the province,

but the boundaries of its territory are so

vaguely marked that the people living

on the other side of its borders have fre

quent disturbances with its inhabitants

in regard to the mines and pasture

grounds, which each side claims as its

own. Such a condition of things could

no longer be tolerated. and His Excel

lency General Hermenegildo, our illus

trious president and my well-beloved

cousin through my wife, has decided—"

At this moment the sound of a rapidly

galloping horse interrupted the colonel's

account of himself. Then joyous cries

echoed on the air from the outside, and

the party, with Don Julian at their head,

rushed out to learn the cause of the up

roar. In the advance of a confused

‘ crowd of people mounted on mules and

horses Marcoy beheld a youth who was

riding furiously and shouting wildly.

“My aide-de-camp, Saturnino, on his

return from Caylloma," explained Don

Julian with a wave of his hand.

Saturnino was a young clmlo, a half

caste of mixed Spanish and Indian ex

traction, of brown complexion, with

beardless chin and long, straight blue

black hair falling on his turned-down

collar. A traveling cloak thrown back

over his shoulder revealed a blue uniform

without trimmings. A leather-visored

cap, similar to that worn by Don Julian,

completed his half-military, half-civilian

costume. . Behind this apparition crowd

ed a cavalcade composed of the nota

bles of Caylloma, who had sought the

fat colonel in his isolated cave to extend

their congratulations to him and to place

themselves and all they possessed at his

service. Marcoy looked in vain for their

late host, Don Mariano, among this good

ly company, which included a number

of ladies, who, encouraged by the pres

ence of the wives of the gobernador of

the district and the a/calde of the village.

had accompanied the deputation, riding

with Arcadian simplicity astride their

horses. The party was headed by the

gobernador himself, and by his side rode

the gobemadnra, a portly lady seated on

a jenny whose bridle the gobernador held

in his hand.

The women remained in the back

ground, smoothing down their ruffled

garments, while the men advanced to

greetthe great man. Each notable in

turn expressed his pleasure at seeing the

colonel among them, and at the close

of their harangues Don Julian began an

address in a loud key, which was more

applauded in the exordium than in the

peroration. After declaring his own per

sonal satisfaction at having been select

ed by the chief of the state to visit the

inhabitants of Caylloma (so worthy in

all respects of the solicitude and high

appreciation of His Excellency) on a

mission which was destined, he trusted,

when its territory should be surveyed by

him, to call the province to a new and

glorious future which would place it on

a level with the most renowned provinces

of the commonwealth, he promised that

thenceforth the name of Caylloma should

shine beside the names of its sister-prov

inces in the solemn celebrations of the

republic and in the almanacs published

at Lima. "And now, seiiores," he con

cluded, "I have to request that before

sunset the citizens of Caylloma will send

to me two fat sheep, some smoked beef.

a bag of potatoes, :1 leather bottle or two

of brandy—brandy, remember: don't

forget the brandy—and a sufficiency of

fuel and bed-clothing to protect myself

and my men from the cold while I am

‘ engaged in this task which is to redound

so greatly to your prosperity."

At the utterance of these last words

the countenances of the notables lost that

expression of patriotic enthusiasm which

had marked them before, and the worthy

fellows looked at each other askance, as
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A ungainly figure.

if doubtful of the reception that should

be given to the proposition. Don Julian,

however, making a pretence of not ob

serving their hesitation, bowed and left

them to their deliberations, turning aside

to converse with their wives, and throw

ing as much gallantry as possible into the

expression of his ugly countenance and

the movements of his

At

his invitation the la

dies entered the cave,

and graciously ac

cepted his hospitality

in the shape of bis

cuits and wine. His

polite attentions soon

won them over to his

cause, and by the time

the biscuits and the

sherry had gone the

rounds for the third

time the wife of the

governor, a lady of

mature age, addressed

him familiarly as " My

dear," while the wife

of the alcalde, young

er, and therefore less

bold than her com

panion, had gained

her own consent to

style him “Gossip."

The levee was at its

height, and the ladies

were all laughing to

gether in the most de

lightful confusion at

the colonel's heavy

sallies of wit, when the

husbands, who had

received no invitation

to enter the grotto,

becoming weary with

the delay, or jealous,

it may be, of Don Ju

lian's monopoly of their spouses, joined

the revelers in the cave, and conveniently

pleading as excuse the distance between

Lake Vilafro and Caylloma, and their

disinclination to intrude further on the

kindness of his lordship, finally succeed

ed in inducing their better halves to re

sume their seats in the saddles. The

DON

expressive looks of the latter on taking

, leave of Don Julian and his guests sat

l isfied the colonel that his request for pro

visions would be granted. In fact, about

sunset an Indian was seen approaching,

driving before him two donkeys and four

llamas loaded with supplies of all kinds,

not a single article called for by the col

_lUl.lAN AND HIS AIDE-DE-CAMP.

onel having been omitted. A good part

of the evening was spent in arranging

the provisions in the cave, and Marcoy

and Leroux, having yielded‘ to Don Ju

lian's entreaties to remain with him a day

or two longer, retired to sleep without

being disturbed by the uneasy spirit of

the executed Joaquin Vilafro.
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AN ADVENTURE IN JAPAN.

I-IE contributions of japan to our ‘ iarized their minds with the physiognw

Centennial Exposition have great my, the dress and the arts of the jap

anese. In the engrav

ing on the following

nize the curious night

lamp or lantern, the

little low table, and

especially the screens

or partitions presenting

those ever-recurring

storks or flamingoes on

the wing, the sketchy,

struggling vegetation

and the conventional

pyramidal mountains;

but the bed may sur

prise some whose no

tions of a Japanese

couch are derived from

that wonderfully-elal»

orate carved bedstead

which was one of the

marvels of the exposi

tion. The bed here

shown is the common

one found everywhere

in japan. The sleep

ing arrangements

are heroically simple,

requiring no extra

rooms, the bed and

sleeping apartment be

in g improvised a n y

where with large

screens, a thin mattress

of rice straw and a

wooden pillow—the

latter a sort of guillo

tine-block with a hard

cushion on the top

covered with many

sheets of white paper.

These sheets are turn

‘ V _- ' ed or changed as they

r‘ ‘J-r’: .~' - E: -- become soiled. This

PORTRAIT or M. COLLACHE IN JAPANESE oosruns. Strange head-SUPPOTI,

the same, we are told,

ly augmented the respect of our people as that used by the ancient Egyptians,

for that interesting country, and famil- preserves an elaborate coifiure, like that

page many will recog-_
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of the Japanese, from all danger of de- two lacquered bowls, each containing a

rangement during sleep. different soup, the principal ingredients

The illustrations

of this a er are l u',‘.‘ , , , H
from skpeifches ( “"l%‘ .“\\' i it{

made on the spot If - ‘by a French gen- " ' ' ' '

tleman, M. Col

lache, who was one

of the corps of mil

itary oflicers sent

to Yedo in 1868 to

instruct the japa

nese troops in the

art ofEuropean

warfare. On one

occasion he was

received by one of

the ministers of a

provincial prince

in a tea-house

(01:/mya). I-lis de

scription ofthe din

neris veryinterest- _

ing. Hot sakz'—a

fermented liquor

made from rice—

was passed from

hand to hand in a

delicate porcelain

cup thin as an egg

shell. Eggs vari

ously prepared, a

sort of radish pre

served or pickled,

fish raw and cook

ed, boiledbamboo

roots and shell-fish

formed the first

course. Tables

about a foot high

were then brought

and placed one be

fore each guest,

who squatted on

his heels if able

to do so; which

Europeans seldom

are, at least for

any considerable

length of time.

They generally sit on the mats cross

legged. The little tables on this occa

sion bore each a huge bowl of rice and

.| -' * ,,~t1:,\~'|i'|
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of which were eggs, mushrooms, vege

tables, rice-cakes and tiny fish. Broiled

fish was served also, chopsticks, of course,
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being used in place of knives and forks. l dinner ended with tea, served in little

The dinner was enlivened by singing, the cups: afterward came smoking in tiny

pipes and the per

formances of dan

cing-girls.

The military in

_ struction of the

troops was inter

rupted by grave

political troubles,

the insurrection of

the daimios or feu

dal lords against

the tycoon, who

represents the

temporal party and

the party of prog

ress of japan. The

French commis

sion, however, re

mained in the

country and took

up arms for the

tycoon.

On one occasion

during the strug

gle it was decided

to surprise and at

tack the enemy's

fleet lying in the

little harbor of

Nambou. lt con

sisted of eight

ships, large and

small, one being a

powerful iron-clad

bought in this

country, while the

attacking force

numbered three

only—the Kaiten,

the Aschwelotte

and the l-lannrio,

the first being a

steam corvette

armed with twen

ty-two guns of dif

ferent calibres:

M. Collache com

manded the Asch

welotte. The ex

pedition failed to accomplish its object.

but the experience of the commander

of the Aschwelotte is full of interest. At

DINNERGIVENBYAJAPANFSEMINISTER

performers being young girls accompany

ing themselves with odd-looking, long

necked guitars of three strings. The
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for news. Scarcely had the boat return

ed when a Japanese boat left the shore

and came out to the fleet, which in order

to make this landing safe had run up the

enemy's flag. The Aschwelotte stopped, i

Samimoura the Kaiten sent a boat ashore ‘

l

'l

/l
L ,

/11
it ,~_l1.ili'4

and some yac0unins—jap'anese ofiicers

--came on board to present their com

pliments. They had been deceived by

the flag, and were amazed when they

saw M. Collache, whom they recognized,

having met him before. Here was a di
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lemma! To keep these men as prison

ers of war was not desirable, and to allow

them to return was to betray the object of

the expedition. The former course was

decided upon, and the yacounins, hav

ing had the matter explained to them,

took it very philosophically, or, in other

words, with true Japanese indiflerence to

the inevitable.

The next event of importance was the

running aground of the Aschwelotte upon

reefs in a fog, and the hailing of a fisher

man, who came on board and served as

pilot. This was but the beginning of

disasters. A severe storm not only de

layed the attack, but so injured the ma

chinery of the Aschwelotte that she was

obliged to put into a port beyond Miako,

the destination, for repairs. During the

storm the Hannrio was lost sight of, but

the Kaiten accompanied the Aschwelotte

into port, the former under the American,

the latter under the Russian, flag. The

repairs of the Aschwelotte‘s machinery

proved very unsatisfactory. Her speed

was greatly retarded, and the other ship

went ahead and engaged the enemy, ex

pecting the Aschwelotte to come up with

her fresh troops in the heat of the combat.

The expedition proved an utter failure.

The Aschwelotte‘s crew heard the can

nonade with terrible impatience at the

slow progress of the ship, which could

not reach the scene until after the action

had ceased. Entering the Bay of Mia

ko, they saw the Kaiten come out and

sail north with all speed, refusing to re

ply to the signals of the Aschwelotte.

This was a mystery which was not ex

plained until long after. M. Collache

now saw himself, his ship and his men

in imminent peril. Capture was inevit

able unless the ship could be run ashore

and the crew escape into the mountains

of Nambou. About thirty yards from the

shore the ship ran on the rocks. Then

occurred a scene of indescribable confu

sion. M. Collache, revolver in hand,
compelled the men to defer lowering the I

boats until the cargo was thrown over

board, to prevent its falling into the en

emy’s hands. They spiked the guns,

smashed the engine, and the command

er, being the last to leave the ship, pre
l

pared a fuse for blowing it up. For this

purpose all the ammunition had been

heaped together in the hold. Most of

the crew of seventy natives had gone

ashore in the boats, and were ordered

to wait while a boat returned to the

ship for the rest; but seeing the Stone

wall and another ship of the enemy close

upon them, they were seized with panic

and scrambled up the cliffs in terror,

leaving M. Collache to swim ashore-a

feat he accomplished with one hand,

holding his arms above the water with

the other to prevent their getting wet.

The enemy's ships now opened fire upon

the flying crew, but only two were killed.

The rest reached the summit of the cliffs

safely just as a terrible explosion and a

dense column of smoke announced the

blowing up of the Aschwelotte. The

enemy sent some of his force ashore to

pursue the fugitives, and a shower of

bullets fell around them while ascending

a hill some distance from the river. No

one was hurt, however, and the pursuit

was abandoned.

While passing along a romantic path

through a wood the party came across a

rock upon whose numerous points were

hung bits of folded paper. M. Collache

put out his hand to take one of them.

His companions cried out to hinder him,

and explained that these papers were yen

mouraubis (yen, "marriage," and mou

saubai, "to bind"), bearing the names

of unhappy lovers disappointed in their

hopes of marriage. Before these rocks,

thus consecrated, they come to pray to God

to remove the obstacles to their union. "l

perceived in this," says M. Collache, “one

of the most touching traits of Japanese

sensibility. Very grave in their outward

bearing, the Japanese affect, especially

before Europeans, indifference to every

thing relating to tender sentiment; but

beneath this conventional mask beat gen

erous hearts, loyal to the family affections

and to friends."

The first night after abandoning the

ship the whole party slept crowded in

two rooms of a small village, which was

so poor that it did not possess a grain of

rice. All that could be obtained was a

small quantity of yellow and rather in
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sipid grains or seeds, which keen hunger '- The next morning M. Collache held a

made palatable, as it did also an old and council with his men to discuss the situ

rather tough fowl which M. Collache ation. He proposed that the party should

shared with his Japanese officers. A separate—that the Japanese, disguising

cordon of sentinels was stationed around themselves as peasants, should each seek

the house to prevent a surprise. whatever destination he desired, while
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he, their chief, sure to be captured soon

er or later, should at once give himself

up to the enemy. The rest would not

agree to this, but proposed that they

should all surrender,‘ commending them

selves to the clemency of the victor.

This seemed to the chief like a lack of

courage, and he reproached them spirit

edly, but finally said, "I am not a Japa

nese: do as you think best;" and with

out waiting for a reply ordered an imme

diate departure, the destination being a

village on the sea not far distant, where

an abundance of rice and other provis

ions could be obtained. At this place

the sight of fishing-vessels anchored in

the bay suggested the possibility of hir

ing a junk to take them to Hacodaté, the

place from which the expedition had set

out. M. Collache made this proposition

to his first officer, who received it with

many idle objections, and, being pressed

for better reasons, confessed that after a

council held among themselves he had

written to the prince of Nambou surren

dering the party as prisoners, the chief

being mentioned as one of the number.

To leave after this would be an act of

bad faith, and not to be thought of for

a moment. This prince had been on the

side of the tycoon during the insurrection

of the daimios, and had not abandoned

his cause until after repeated defeats.

The following morning four yacounins

arrived, and after a long conference with

the Japanese officers announced that the

prince their master received the party

under his protection, engaging himself

to conduct them safely to Yedo at his

own expense. All the men were then

called, one by one, to lay down their

arms, the chief alone excepted. This

was a signal mark of respect, and most

gratefully received. An escort of sol

diers next appeared with horses and oxen

bearing pack-saddles. Each one chose

the mount he preferred. "I confess,"

says M. Collache, "that I could not but

laugh at the odd figure of my japan

ese soldiers astride these horned beasts,

which nearly all of them chose, not

knowing how to ride a horse." Each

prisoner had two guards, who walked

one on each side of his horse or ox, and

thus the cavalcade, numbering nearly

four hundred, moved on toward the cap

ital of japan. The weather was mag

nificent, and the kindness of the prince

of Nambou unremitting. He gave to

the chief and to each of the Japanese

officers ten rios each (about sixteen dol

lars), and half that sum to each of the

men, for the purchase of extras necessary

on the journey. Everywhere they were

treated courteously; and as the messen

gers sent on ahead to engage lodgings

carried the news that among the rebels

there was a European prisoner, they

found a considerable crowd gathered be

fore every inn where they dismounted'I

but as M. Collache was beardless, bronzed

by exposure and wore the costume of the

country, he was never suspected of being

the European. They always mistook one

of the Japanese officers for l-.im—a man

wearing a moustache and dressed in the

uniform of an American naval officer.

When the cavalcade reached the sub

urbs of Yedo, one of the officers came

to M. Collache and announced with evi

dent embarrassment that he had received

the cruel order to take away his arms.

Another came with a present of fifteen

rios (one hundred and twenty francs)

from the prince of Nambou, and a gra

cious message demanding pardon for all

the discomforts experienced during the

journey, and apologizing for the modest

sum remitted: the state of his fortune

did not permit him to do more. M. Col

lache was profoundly moved by the kind

ness of the prince, and returned a mes

sage to that effect.

From this last halting-place the pris

oners were carried in rangos, a kind of

sedan-chair, to the prison. There they

were divested of whatever they carried

about their persons, an exact inventory

being made in every case, and then con

ducted to their cells, which were literally

cages, having a double row of bars. M.

Collache was put in a cage with fourteen

others. The sole article of furniture was

a bucket of water. He remarks upon

the gayety of spirits of his companions,

which from the first never left them, and

adds that this gayety so reacted upon him

that he found himself, despite his position
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and the fact that he might at any mo- i

ment be led out to execution, joining in |

their laughter and their devices to while '

away the time.

Three meals were served to the pris

oners daily, composed exclusively of

 

rice except at midday, when salt fish

was added. M. Collache, not liking

salt fish nor a diet exclusively of rice,

asked for some of the money taken from

him on his entrance to the prison. The

request was granted, and this enabled
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him to procure soup at each meal pre

pared by one of the jailers.

On the third day his companions were

taken away, and he was left alone in his

cage. "I should have suffered intense

ly from solitude," he says, “but for a

singular adventure which happened the

next day. The barriers of my cage were

sufficiently far apart for me to pass my

arm between them. On three sides I

had a view of prison-walls, but they were

distant from me about six feet. In these

walls, high up, there were very small

windows, through which my cage was

lighted. By climbing up my bars I

could see a small patch of sky and the

few trees embraced by my narrow hori

zon. The fourth side of my cage looked

out on a board wall of a neighboring

prison. My companions had left me

on the morning of the preceding day.

As the night approached, and as I felt

myself gradually being overcome by a

gloomy melancholy, I heard some one

call me in Japanese. I trembled in every

limb at this call: I could not imagine

from whence it came. It was a mufiled

voice, seeming to come from under the

ground. To the prisoner every unusual

sound suggests the hope of escape. Vis

ions of trap-doors and underground pas

sages rushed into my mind. I listened

intently. The voice called again, but

this time all mystery vanished. It came

from the board partition. It was only a

prisoner like myself. Still, it was a

pleasure to have any one to talk with,

and an animated conversation ensued.

My neighbor was also a prisoner of war.

Captured at the opening of the campaign,

he had been confined eight months in a

dark cell, so low that it permitted only a

sitting posture. I expressed pity for his

horrible position. He replied, laughing,

that he began to be perfectly habituated

to his narrow dwelling, and, moreover,

he had found a way to render it more

agreeable. Before revealing his secret

he made me promise the most perfect

discretion. Immediately one of the

boards of his wall was silently removed,

and in the opening there appeared the ‘

head of a young man. His face, which

was frightfully pale, wore a pleasant

‘ h_all of the prison.

smile. I cannot express the emotion I

experienced at witnessing the sudden

opening of this solid wall and the ap

pearance of a human face. It was like

the opening of a coffin by the dead."

The prisoner explained that in the

long silence and darkness of his cell he

had occupied his hours in creeping about

and feeling every part of his wall until

at last he found a nail whose head pro

jected slightly beyond the surface. To

work at this nail, and finally loosen and

remove it with his teeth and nails, and

then to remove the board, was an easy

task for him. Thus he had been able

to admit a little air and daylight into his

gloomy prison. The conversation was

kept up until far into the night. The

next day, as soon as the guardians were

out of the way, the board in the wall was

again silently removed, and there being

more light, M. Collache had a. better

view of the unhappy prisoner. "His

face was that of a man intelligent and

sincere, but the darkness in which he

had so long lived had made his com

plexion the color of porcelain. Still, he

was all smiles, and appeared to support

his misfortunes in the most philosophical

manner in the world."

A way was soon found for other com

munication than that of words. The

French prisoner, with some soft Japanese

paper, braided a cord some four yards

long, and fastening a small weight upon

one end threw it to his friend. On this

cord he sent him a little money with

which to procure much-needed articles

through the tumkeys. The things most

coveted were India-ink and pencils.

These were strictly forbidden, but M.

Collache, by great perseverance, and es

pecially by promising to give the turnkey

some sketches, obtained them at last.

These he shared with his neighbor, and

from this time the continued inter

change of sketches of all kinds became

the most precious pastime.

Eight days passed. The cage was

then opened, and two yacounins ap

peared. They came to conduct M. Col

lache before a council of war held in a

A large part of the

room was occupied by a platform, in the
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centre of which sat the president assisted

by two judges. On each side sat a re

porter with writing materials. By one

of the judges sat an interpreter. The

four central figures held fans in their

hands. Behind them was a folding

screen which concealed a person evi

dently of high rank. Papers, apparently

bearing questions to be put to the pris

oner, were continually passing from be

hind this screen. The prisoner knelt

upon an old mat placed before the plat
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form between the two officers who had

introduced him, and who also knelt.

After the first words the interpreter said

to the prisoner that it would be better

for him to state his case himself, as he

spoke Japanese far better than he, the

interpreter, spoke French.

After certain preliminary questions es

tablishing the identity of the prisoner, he

was asked why he had espoused the

cause of the Tocoungat/as (the support

ers of the tycoon). “I explained as well

as I could," he says, "making prominent

the fact that the object of the French

was one eminently calculated to benefit

Japan-—that the English, on the contrary,

sought to exploit the Japanese. I added

that the English, by lending immense

sums of money, intended to cripple the

government by an enormous debt, and

then, having the country at their mercy,

dictate their own terms of settlement. I

then explained at length the project that

we entertained with regard to Yesso, and

the method we proposed to make it a

grand centre of civilization."

The Japanese listened attentively, and

gradually the marked hostility with which

they first received the prisoner disappear

ed. Four times he was led before this

council, and each time, on being dis

missed, the president asked what he

could send to his cell that would be

agreeable to him. On each of these

days a plate of chicken was added to

his rations. He was interrogated in

every way and cross-questioned to make

him admit that he had been sent on a hos

tile mission by the French government;

and he had great trouble to disabuse their

minds of this belief. The examination

finally ended: the prisoner was con

demned to die.

“You have been taken," said the pres

ident, "bearing arms against the Japa

nese. Now, when a Japanese kills a

Frenchman, what is his punishment?"

"He is condemned to death and exe

cuted," replied the prisoner.

"What, then, do you think will be

your punishment?"

"You will cut off my head," replied

M. Collache, emphasizing the sentence

with a gesture.

"Right," said the president; and this

ended the examination.

The details of the trial were of course

communicated to the prisoner before

mentioned. He appeared deeply moved

at the result. The next morning at sun

rise the cage was opened by yacounins,

who, not knowing that the prisoner un

derstood Japanese, and not wishing him

to entertain any illusion, intimated to him

by gestures that his head was to come off.

He asked permission to bid farewell to

his fellow-prisoners, and was conducted

from cage to cage for a brief word and

a pressure of hands. In the court of the

prison, full of armed soldiers, there was

a cango and four stalwart bearers stand

ing ready to carry the prisoner to the

place of execution. "I do not wish to

attempt the portrayal of my feelings,"

writes the prisoner, "as the soldiers closed

around the cango and the march com

menced. I was calm outwardly, for I

had long been accustomed to the idea

of death: moreover, my pride made me

wish to show the Japanese that French

men can die as bravely as they."

After a long march through the popu

lous streets of Yedo the prisoner was set

down in an immense court bounded on

three sides by high buildings, on the

fourth by a canal. The troops all retired,

leaving the prisoner alone. He opened

the door of his cango, got out, but not

knowing where to go, he stood dazed,

looking around the court. Presently a

door opened, and a Japanese, whose cos

tume showed him to be of high rank,

appeared. The prisoner approached him

and asked what was to be done with him.

“We are waiting," he replied, "for a

boat which is to take you to Yokohama,

where you will be delivered to the min

ister of France."

"I am not, then, to be executed ?"

"No."

A terrible weight was removed from

the heart of the prisoner by this one

word. In a few seconds a boat touched

the landing, rowed by two men and

bearing an escort of four yacounins. At

the French legation a receipt was given

for the body of the prisoner. There M.

P Collache found every article taken from
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him on entering the prison carefully | back to Hacodaté. The commander of

preserved. A boat was waiting to take

him on board a French ship, where he

was amazed to find all his French com

rades. Long explanations ensued. The

I-Iannrio, disabled by the storm, had put

the Kaiten had been grievously wound

ed, the ship had been captured by the

Japanese admiral, and this explained

why the signals of the Aschwelotte had

not been answered.

WITH LIFE—I-IOPE.

OT a breath I

How a master-wizard‘s hand

Has to perfect stillness banned

Every snow-heaped minaret

Mid the cedars thickly set!

Down the passes

Yonder grasses

Feel a spell that's neither life nor death.

Then the sky!

All the misty webs are brushed

Into solid cloud-rows, crushed

'Gainst the stony blue in ranks:

Sun and wind upon those banks,

Nowise haunted,

Yet enchanted,

Vainly force or blandishments would try.

But this leaf?

Near it nothing life betrays,

Yet alive on branch it sways,

Sere and merry. Still to go

After comrades 'neath the snow

Is it trying?

What from dying

Kept a thing of summer life so brief?

And behold

What is snugly woven up

In the oak-leaf ‘s crumpled cup!

Cradled warm in gray cocoon

Lies a lady moth: in June,

With the swallow

From her hollow

Leaf outsprung, to flit oer wood and wold.
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E came in one evening at sunset

with the empty coal-train--his dull

young face pale and heavy-eyed with

weariness, his corduroy suit dusty and

travel -stained, his worldly possessions

tied up in the smallest of handkerchief

bundles and slung upon the stick resting

on his shoulder-—and naturally his first ap

pearance attracted some attention among

the loungers about the shed dignified by

the title of "dép6t." I say "naturally,"

because arrivals upon the trains to Black

Creek were so scarce as to be regarded

as curiosities; which again might be said

to be natural. The line to t.he mines had

been in existence two months, since the

English company had taken them in

hand and pushed the matter through

with an energy startling to, and not ex

actly approved by, the majority of good

East Tennesseeans. After the first week

or so of arrivals—pr'mcipally Welsh and

English miners, with an occasional Irish

man—-the trains had returned daily to

the Creek without a passenger; and ac

cordingly this one created some trifling

sensation.

Not that his outward appearance was

particularly interesting or suggestive of

approaching excitement. He was only

a lad of nineteen or twenty, in working

English-cut garb, and with a short, awk

ward figure and a troubled, homely face

—a face so homely and troubled, in fact,

that its half-bewildered look was almost

pathetic.

He advanced toward the shed hesita

tingly, and touched his cap as if half in

clumsy courtesy and half in timid appeal.

"Mesters," he said, "good-day to you."

The company bestirred themselves

with one accord, and to the roughest

and most laconic gave him a brief

" Good-day."

"You're English," said a good-natured

\Velshman. “ar'n't you, my lad?"

"Ay, mester," was the reply : " I'm

fro‘ Lancashire."

He sat down on the edge of the rough

platfom, and laid his stick and bundle

down in a slow, wearied fashion.

" Fro‘ Lancashire," he repeated in a

voice as wearied as his action—"fro' th'

Deepton cool-mines theer. You'll know

th' name on ‘em, I ha‘ no doubt. Th’

same company owns them as owns

these."

"What!" said an outsider—" Langley

an‘ them ?"

The boy turned himself round and

nodded. "Ay," he answered—"them.

That was why I comn here. I comn to

get work fro'—fro' liim.“

He faltered in his speech oddly, and

even reddened a little, at the same time

rubbing his hands together with a ner

vousness which seemed habitual to him.

“ Mester Ed'ard, I mean," he added-—

" th' young mester as is here. I heerd as

he liked 'Merika, an'—an' I comn."

The loungers glanced at each other,

and their glance did not mean high ap

preciation of the speaker's intellectual

powers. There was a lack of practical

ness in such faith in another man as ex

pressed itself in the wistful hesitant voice.

“Did he say he'd give you work?"

asked the first man who had questioned

him, the Welshman Evans.

“ No. I dunnot think——I dunnot think

he'd know me if he seed me. Theer

wur so many on us."

Another exchange of glances, and then

another question : " Where are you going

to stay?"

The homely face reddened more deep

ly, and the lad's eyes--dull, soft, almost

womanish eyes—raised themselves to the

speaker's. "Do you know anybody as

would be loikely to tak' me in a bit," he

said, "until I ha‘ toime to earn th' wage

to pay? I wouldna wrong no mom a.

penny as had trusted me."

There was manifest hesitation, and

then some one spoke: " Lancashire Jack

might."

" Mester," said the lad to Evans,

"would you moind speakin' a word fur
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me? I ha’ had a long tramp, an’ I-'m

fagged-loike, an'—-" He stopped and rose

from his seat with a hurried movement.

“\Vho's that theer as is comin' P" be de

manded. " Isna it th' young mester ?"

The some one in question was a young

man on horseback, who at that moment

turned the corner and rode toward the

shed with a loose rein, allowing his horse

to choose his own pace.

"Ay," said the lad with an actual

tremor in his excited voice—"it's him,

sure enow," and sank back on his seat

again as if he had found himself scarce

ly strong enough to stand.—" I—I ha‘

not eaten much fur two or three days,"

he said to Evans.

There was not a man on the platform

‘who did not evince some degree of pleas

ure at the approach of the newcomer.

The last warm rays of the sun already

sinking behind the mountains seemed

rather to take pride in showing what a

handsome and debonnaire young fellow

he was, in glowing kindly upon his fair

face and strong graceful figure, and touch

ing up to greater brightness his bright

hair. The fair face was one to be re

membered with a sentiment approaching

gratitude for the mere existence of such

genial and unspoiled good looks, but the

voice that addressed the men was one to

be loved, and loved without stint, it was

so clear and light-hearted and frank.

“ Boys," said he, "good-evening to you.

-—Evans, if you could spare me a min

ute--"

Evans rose at once.

" I'll speak to /rim," he said to the lad

at his side. "His word will go further

with Lancashire jack than mine would."

He went to the horse's side, and stood

there for a few minutes talking in an

undertone, and then he turned to the

stranger and beckoned. "Come here,"

he said.

The lad took up his bundle and obey

ed the summons, advancing with an awk

ward almost stumbling step, suggestive

of actual weakness as well as the ex

tremity of shyness. Reaching the two

men, he touched his cap humbly, and

stood with timorous eyes upraised to the

young man's face.

Vot.. XIX.-19

Langley met, his glance with a some

what puzzled look, which presently pass

ed away in a light laugh. " I'm trying to

remember who you are, my Iad," he said,

"but I shall be obliged to give it up. I

know your face, I think, but I have no

recollection of your name. I dare say I

have seen you often enough. You came

from Deepton, Evans tells me."

"Ay, mester, fro‘ Deepton."

"A long journey for a lad like you

to take alone," with inward pity for the

heavy face.

"Ay, mester."

"And now you want work?"

"If you please, mester."

"Well, well!" cheerily, "we will give

it to you. There's work enough, though

it isn't such as you had at Deepton. What

is your name?"

"Seth, mester—Seth Raynor," shifting

the stick and bundle in uneasy eagerness

from one shoulder to another. " An‘ I'm

used to hard work, mester. It wur na

easy work we had at th' Deepton mine,

an‘ I'm stronger than I look. It's th'

faggedness as makes me trembly—an'

hunger."

“ Hunger?"

"I ha‘ not tasted sin‘ th' neet before

last," shamefacedly. "I hadna th' mon

ey to buy, an‘ it seemt loike I could howd

out."

" Hold out!" echoed Langley in some

excitement. “ That's a poor business,

my lad. Here, come with me.—The

other matter can wait, Evans."

The downcast face and ungainly fig

ure troubled him in no slight degree as

they moved off together, they seemed‘ to

express in some indescribable fashion so

much of dull and patient pain, and they

were so much at variance with the free

grandeur of the scene surrounding them.

It was as if a new element were intro

duced into the very air itself. Black

Creek was too young yet to have known

hunger or actual want of any kind. The

wild things on the mountain-sides had

scarcely had time to learn to fear the in

vaders of their haunts or understand

that they were to be driven backward.

The warm wind was fragrant with the

keen freshness of pine and cedar. Moun
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min and forest and sky were stronger

than the human stragglers they closed

around and shut out from the world.

“\Ve don't see anything like that in

Lancashire," said Langley. “That kind

of thing is new to us, my lad, isn't it?"

with a light gesture toward the moun

tain in whose side the workers had bur

rowed.

“Ay, mester," raising troubled eyes to

its grandeur—" ivverything's new. l feel

aw lost sometoimes, an‘ feared-loike."

Langley lifted his hat from his brow

to meet a little passing breeze, and as it

Swept softly by he smiled in the enjoy

ment of its coolness. "Afraid?" he said.

“I don't understand that."

"I dunnot see into it mysen’, mester.

Happen it's th' bigness, an‘ quiet, an‘

th‘ lonely look, an‘ happen it's summat

wrong in mysen‘. I've lived in th' cool

an‘ smoke an‘ crowd an‘ work so long

as it troubles me in a manner to—to ha’

to look so high."

"Does it?" said Langley, a few faint

lines showing themselves on his fore

head. " That's a queer fancy. So high!"

turning his glance upward to where the

tallest pine swayed its dark plume against

the clear blue. “Well, so it is. But you

will get used to it in time," shaking off a

rather unpleasant sensation.

"Happen so, mester. in toime," was

.the simple answer; and then silence fell

upon them again.

They had not very far to go. The

houses of the miners—rough shanties

hurriedly erected to supply immediate

needs—were most ofthem congregated to

gether, or at most stood at short distances

from each other, the larger ones signify

ing the presence of feminine members in

a family, and perhaps two or three juve

nile pioneers-the smaller ones being

occupied by younger miners, who lived

in couples, or sometimes even alone.

Before one of the larger shanties Lang

-ley reined in his horse. “A Lancashire

.man lives here," he said, " and I am go

.ing to leave you with him."

In answer to his summons a woman .

-came to the door—a young woman whose

rather unresponsive face wakened some

-whatwvhen she saw -who waited.

" Feyther," she called out, " it's Mestei

Langley, an‘ he's'gotten a stranger wi'

him."

" Fcyther," approachingthe door, show

ed himselfa burly individual, with traces

of coal-dust in all corners not to be reach

ed by hurried and not too fastidious ab

lutions. Clouds of tobacco-smoke pre

ceded and followed him, and much stale

incense from the fragrant weed exhaled

itself from his well-worn corduroys. "I

ha‘ not nivver seed him afore," he re

marked after a gruff but by no means ill

natured greeting, signifying the stranger

by a duck of the head in his direction.

"A Lancashire lad, Janner," answered

Langley: "I want a home for him."

Janner regarded him with evident in

terest, but shook his head dubiously.

"Ax th‘ missus." he remarked succinct

ly: “dunnot ax me."

Langley's good-humored laugh had a

touch of conscious power in it. If it de

pended upon “th‘ missus" he was safe

enough. His bright good looks and gay

grace of manner never failed with the

women. The most practical and uncom

promising melted, however unwillingly,

before his sunshine and the suggestion

of chivalric deference which seemed a

second nature with him. So it was easy

enough to parley with “ th‘ missus."

"A Lancashire lad, Mrs. Janner," he

said, “and so I know you'll take care

of him. Lancashire folk have a sort of

fellow feeling for each other, you see:

that was why I could not make up my

mind to leave him until I saw him in

good hands; and yours are good ones.

Give him a square meal as soon as pos

siblc," he added in a lower voice: “ I will

be accountable for him myself."

When he lifted his hat and rode away,

the group watched him until he was al

most out of sight, the general sentiment

expressing itself in every countenance.

" Thcer's summat noice about that theer

young chap," Janner remarked with the

slowness of a man who was rather mys

tified by the fascination under whose in

fiuence he found himself—"summat as

goes wi' th' grain loike."

"Ay," answered his wife, "so theer is;

an‘ its natur' too.—Coom along in, lad,"
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to Seth, "an' ha’ summat to eat: you

look faintish."

Black Creek found him a wonderfully

quiet member of society, the lad Seth.

He came and went to and from the mine

with mechanical regularity, working with

the rest, taking his meals with the Jan

ners, and sleeping in a small shanty left

vacant by the desertion of a young miner

who had found life at the settlement too

monotonous to suit his tastes. No new

knowledge of his antecedents was ar

rived at. He had come “fro' Deepton,"

and that was the beginning and end of

the matter. In fact, his seemed to be a

peculiarly silent nature. He was fond

of being alone, and spent most of his

spare time in the desolate little shanty.

Attempts at conversation appeared to

trouble him, it was discovered, and ac

cordingly he was left to himself as not

worth the cultivating.

“VVhy does na tha' talk more?" de

manded ]anner's daughter, who was a

strong, brusque young woman with a

sharp tongue.

"I ha‘ not gotten nowt to say," was

the meekly deprecating response.

.\liss Janner, regarding the humble

face with some impatience, remarkably

enough, found nothing to deride in it,

though, being neither a beauty nor in

her first bloom, and sharp of tongue, as

I have said, she was somewhat given to

derision as a rule. In truth, the uncom

plaining patience in the dull soft eyes

made her feel a little uncomfortable.

"I dunnot know what ails thee," she

remarked with unceremonious candor,

"but theer's summat as does."

“lt's nowt as can be cured," said the

lad, and turned his quiet face away.

In his silent fashion he evinced a cer

tain degree of partiality for his host's

daughter. Occasionally, after his meals,

he lingered for a few moments watching

her at her work when she was alone,

sitting by the fire or riear the door, and

regarding her business-like movements

with a wistful air of wonder and admi

ration. And yet so unobtrusive were

these mute attentions that Bess Janner

was never roused to any form of resent

ment of them.

"Tha's goin' to ha‘ a sweetheart at

last, my lass," was one of ]anner's favor

ite witticisms, but Bess bore it with cha

racteristic coolness. "I'm noan as big

a foo‘ as I look," she would say, " an‘ I

dunnot moind /zim no more nor if he

wus a wench hissen'."

Small as was the element of female

society at Black Creek, this young wo

man was scarcely popular. She was

neither fair nor fond: a predominance of

muscle and a certain rough dcftness of

hand were her chief charms. Ordinary

sentiment would have been thrown away

upon her; and, fortunately, she was

spared it.

“She‘s noan hurt wi‘ good looks, our

Bess," her father remarked with grace

ful chivalrousness on more than one oc

casion, “but hoo con heave a'most as

much as I con, an’ that's summat."

Consequently, it did not seem likely

that the feeling she had evidently awa

kened in the breast of their lodger was

akin to the tender passion.

"Am I in yo're way ?" he would ask

apologetically; and the answer was in

variably a gracious if curt one: “No—no

more than th' cat. Stay wheer yo‘ are,

lad, an‘ make yo'rcsen' comfortable.“

There came a change, however, in the

nature of their intercourse, but this did

not occur until the lad had been with

them some three months. For several

days he had been ailing and unlike him

self. He had been even more silent

than usual: he had eaten little, and lag

ged on his way to and from his work; he

looked thinner, and his step was slow and

uncertain. There was so great an alter

ation in him, in fact, that Bess softened

toward him visibly. She secretly bestow

ed the best morsels upon him, and even

went so far as to attempt conversation.

"Let yo're work go a bit," she advised:

“yo're noan fit fur it."

But he did not give up until the third

week of illness, and then one warm day

at noon, Bess, at work in her kitchen

among dishes and pans, was startled

from her labors by his appearing at the

door and staggering toward her. " What's

up wi‘ yo’ ?" she demanded. "Yo' look

loike death."
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"I dunnot know," he faltered, and

then, staggering again, caught at her

dress with feeble hands. “ Dunnot yo',"

he whispered, sinking forward —" dunnot

yo‘ let no one—come anigh me."

She flung a strong arm around him,

and saved him from a heavy fall. His

head dropped helplessly against her

breast.

"He's fainted dead away," she said:

“he mun ha’ been worse than he thowt

fur."

She laid him down, and, loosening his

clothes at the throat, went for water; but

a few minutes after she had bent over

him for the second time an exclamation,

which was almost a cry, broke from her.

"Lord ha‘ mercy!” she said, and fell

back, losing something of color herself.

She had scarcely recovered herself

even when, after prolonged efforts, she

succeeded in restoring animation to the

prostrate figure under her hands. The

heavy eyes opening met hers in piteous

appeal and protest.

“I—thowt it wur death comn," said

the lad. "I wur hopin' as it wur death."

" \\*'hat ha’ yo‘ done as yo‘ need wish

that?" said Bess; and then, her voice

shaking with excitement which got the

better of her and forced her to reveal

herself, she added, "I've f'un' out that

as yo've been hidin‘."

Abrupt and unprefaced as her speech

was, it scarcely produced the effect she

had expected it would. Her charge nei

ther fiinched nor reddened. He laid a

weak rough hand upon her dress with

a feebly pleading touch. "Dunnot yo’

turn agen me," he whispered: " yo‘

wouldna if yo‘ knew."

"But I dunnot know," Bess answered,

a trifle doggedly, despite her inward re

lentings.

"I comn to yo'," persisted the lad,

“because I thowt yo‘ wouldna turn agen

me: yo‘ wouldna,” patiently again, "if

yo‘ knew." '

Gradually the ponderous witticism in

which janner had indulged became an

accepted joke in the settlement. Bess

had fallen a victim to the tender senti

ment at last. She had found an adorer,

and had apparently succumbed to his

importunities. Seth spent less time in

his shanty and more in her society. He

lingered in her vicinity on all possible

occasions, and seemed to derive comfort

from her mere presence. And Bess not

only tolerated but encouraged him. Not

that her manner was in the least degree

effusive: she rather extended a rough

protection to her admirer, and displayed

a tendency to fight his battles and em

ploy her sharper wit as a weapon in his

behalf.

"Yo' may get th’ best 0' him,” she

said dryly once to the wit of the Creek,

who had been jocular at his expense,

“but yo‘ conna get the best 0' me. Try

me a bit, lad. I'm better worth yo're

mettle."

“What's takken yo‘, lass?" said her

mother at another time. "Yo're that

theer soft about th' chap as theer’s no

makkin' yo’ out. Yo‘ wur nivver loike

to be soft afore," somewhat testily. "An'

it's noan his good looks, neyther."

“No," said Bess—"it's noan his good

looks." .

"Happen it's his lack on 'em, then ?"

"Happen it is." And there the dis

cussion ended for want of material.

There was one person, however, who

did not join in the jesting; and this was

Langley. \Vhen he began to understand

the matter he regarded the two with sym

pathetic curiosity and interest. \Vhy

should not their primitive and uncouth

love develop and form a tie to bind the

homely lives together, and warm and

brighten them? It may have been that

his own mental condition at this time

was such as would tend to soften his

heart, for an innocent passion, long

cherished in its bud, had burst into its

full blooming during the months he had

spent amid the novel beauty and loneli

ness, and perhaps his new bliss sub

dued him somewhat. Always ready

with a kindly word, he was specially

ready with it where Seth was concern

ed. He never passed him without one,

and frequently reined in his horse to

speak to him at greater length. Now

and then, on his way home at night, he

stopped at the shanty's door, and sum
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moning the lad detained him for a few

minutes chatting in the odorous evening

air. It was thoroughly in accordance

with the impulses of his frank and gen

erous nature that he should endeavor to

win upon him and gain his confidence.

“\Ve are both Dcepton men," he would

say, “ and it is natural that we should be

friends. VVe are both alone and a long

way from home."

But the lad was always timid and slow

of speech. His gratitude showed itself

in ways enough, but it rarely took the

form of words. Only, one night as the

horse moved away, he laid his hand

upon the bridle and held it a moment,

some powerful emotion showing itself

in his face, and lowering his voice until

it was almost a whisper. "Mester," he

said, “if lheer's ivver owt to be done as

is hard an’ loike to bring pain an‘ dan

ger, yo'll--yo'll not forget me P"

Langley looked down at him with a

mingled feeling of warm pity and deep

bewilderment. "Forget you ?" he echoed.

The dullness seemed to have dropped

away from the commonplace face as if

it had been a veil; the eyes were burn

ing with a hungry pathos and fire and

passion ; they were raised to his and held

him with the power of an indescribable

anguish. " Dunnot forget as I'm here,"

the voice growing sharp and intense,

"ready an‘ eager an‘ waitin‘ fur th‘ toime

to come. Let me do summat or brave

summat or suffer summat, for God's

sake I"

\Vhen the young man rode away it

was with a sense of weight and pain

upon him. He was mystified. People

were often grateful to him, but their

gratitude was not such as this: this op

pressed and disturbed him. It was sug

gestive of a mental condition whose ex

istence seemed almost impossible. What

a life this poor fellow must have led, since

the simplest kindliness aroused within

him such emotions as this! "It is hard

to understand," he murmured: “it is

even a little horrible. One fancies these

duller natures do not reach our heights

and depths of happiness and pain, and

yet-- Cathie, Cathie. my dear," break

ing off suddenly and turning his face up

ward to the broad free blue of the sky

as he quickened his horse's pace, "let

me think of you: this hurts me."

But he was drawn nearer to the boy,

and did his best to cheer and help him.

His interest in him grew as he saw him

oftener, and there was not only the old

interest, but a new one. Something in

the lad's face-—-a something which had

struck him as familiar even at first-—be

gan to haunt him constantly. He could

not rid himself of the impression it left

upon him, and yet he never found him

self a shade nearer a solution of the

mystery.

"Raynor," he said to him on one of

the evenings when he had stopped be

fore the shanty, "I wish I knew why

your face troubles me so."

“Does it trouble yo‘, mester 3''

"Yes," with a half laugh, "I think I

may say it troubles me. I have tried

to recollect every lad in Dcepton, and

I have no remembrance of you."

“Happen not, mester," meekly. "I

nivver wur much noticed, yo‘ see: I'm

one o‘ them as foak is more loike to pass

by."

An early train arriving next morning

brought visitors to the Creek—a busi

ness-like elderly gentleman and his

daughter, a pretty girl with large bright

eyes and an innocent rosy face, which

became rosier and prettier than ever

~when Mr. Edward Langley advanced

from the depot shed with uncovered

head and extended hand. “ Cathie !"

he said when the first.greetings had

been interchanged, "what a delight this

is to me! I did not hope for such hap

piness as this."

"Father wanted to see the mines,"

answered Cathie, sweetly demure, “and

I—-I wanted to see Black Creek: your

letters were so enthusiastic."

"A day will suffice, I suppose?" her

paternal parent was wandering on ami

ably. "A man should always investi

gate such matters for himself. I can

see enough to satisfy me between now

and the time for the return train."

"I cannot," whispered Langley to

Cathie: "a century would not sufiice.

If the sun would but stand still 1"
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The lad Seth was late for dinner that

day, and when he entered the house

Bess turned from her dish-washing to

give him a sharp, troubled look. “Art

tha' ill again ?" she asked.

“Nay," he answered, “nobbit a bit

tired an' heavy-loike."

He sat down upon the door-step with

wearily-clasped hands, and eyes wander

ing toward the mountain, whose pine

crowned summit towered above him.

He had not even yet outlived the awe

of its majesty, but he had learned to

love it and draw comfort from its beauty

and strength.

"Does tha' want thy dinner?" asked

Bess.

"No, thank yo'," he said: "I couldna

eat."

The dish-washing was deserted incon

tinently, and Bess came to the door,

towel in hand, her expression at once

softened and shaded with discontent.

“Snmmat's hurt yo'," she said. "What

is it? Summat's hurt yo‘ sore."

The labor-roughened hands moved

with their old nervous habit, and the an

swer came in an odd, jerky, half-connect

ed way: "I dunnot know why it should

ha‘ done. I mun be mad, or summat.

I nivver had no hope nor nothin' : theer

nivver wur no reason why I should ha’

had. Ay, I mun be wrong somehow, or

it wouldna stick to me i' this mod. I

conna get rid on it, an' I conna feel as

if I want to. What's up wi' me? \Vhat's

takken howd on me ?" his voice breaking

and the words'ending in a sharp hyster

ical gasp like a sob.

Bess wrung her towel with a desperate

strength which spoke of no small degree

of tempestuous feeling. Her brow knit

itself and her lips were compressed.

I "What's happened?" she demanded after

a pause. "I conna mak' thee out."

The look that fell upon her compan

ion's face had something of shame in it.

H is eyes left the mountain-side and droop

ed upon his clasped hands. "Theer wur

a lass coom to look at th' place to-day,"

he said—“a lady lass, wi' her feyther—

an' him. She wur aw rosy red an' fair

white, an‘ it scemt as if she wur that

happy as her la.ughin' made th' birds

mock back at her. He took her up th'

mountain, an' we heard ‘em both even

high up among th' laurels. Th‘ sound 0‘

theirjoy a-fioatin' down from the height,

so nigh th' blue sky, made me sick an'

weak-loike. They wur na so gay when

they comn hock, but her eyes wur shinin',

an' so wur his, an' I heerd him say to her

as ' Foak didna know how nigh heaven

th' top 0' th' mountain wur.I "

Bess wrung her towel again, and re

garded the mountain with manifcst im

patience and trouble. "Happen it'll

coom reet some day," she said.

"Reet!" repeated the lad, as if me

chanically. “I hadna towd mysen' as

owt wur exactly wrong; on'y I conna

see things clear. I nivver could, an'

th' more I ax mysen' questions th' worse

it gets. Whecr-whecr could I lay th'

blame ?"

"Th' blame I" said Bess. " Coom tha'

an' get a bite to eat ;" and she shook out

the towel with a snap and turned away.

“Coom tha," she repeated: "I mun get

my work done."

That night, as Seth lay upon his pallet

in the shanty, the sound of Langley's

horse's hoofs reached him with an accom

panimerit of a clear young masculine

voice singing a verse of some sentimen

tal modern carol—a tender song ephem

eral and sweet. As the sounds neared

his cabin the lad sprang up restlessly,

and so was standing at the open door

when the singer passed. “Good-neet,

mester," he said.

The singer slackencd his pace and

turned his bright face toward him in the

moonlight, waving his hand. "Good

night," he said, “and pleasant dreams!

Mine will be pleasant ones, I know.

This has been a happy day for me,

Raynor. Good-night."

When the two met again the brighter

face had sadly changed: its beauty was

marred with pain, and the shadow of

death lay upon it.

Entering ]anner's shanty the follow

ing morning, Seth found the family sit

ting around the breakfast-table in omi

nous silence. The meal stood untouched,

and even Bess looked pale and anxious.

All three glanced toward him question
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ingly as he approached, and when he

sat down Janner spoke. "I-Iasna tha'

heerd the news ?" he asked.

"Nay," Seth answered, "I ha' heerd

nowt."

Bess interposed hurriedly. “Dunnot

yo‘ fear him, feyther," she said. "Hap

pen it isna so bad, after aw.—Four or

five foak wur takken down ill last ncet,

Seth, an‘ th' young mester wur among

‘em; an’ theer's them as says it's chol

era."

It seemed as if he had not caught the

full meaning of her words : he only stared

at her in a startled, bewildered fashion.

"Cholera !" he repeated dully.

“ Theer‘s them as knows it's cholera,"

said Janner with gloomy significance.

"An' if it's cholera, it's death ;" and he

let his hand fall heavily upon the table.

“Ay," put in Mrs. Janner in a fretful

wail, "fur they say as it's worse i' these

parts than it is i' England—th‘ heat mak’s

it worse—an' here we are i' th' midst 0‘

th' summer-toime, an‘ theer's no knowin'

wheer it'll end. I wish tha'd takken my

advice, Janner, an’ stayed i' Lancashirc.

Ay, I wish we wur safe at home. Better

less wage an‘ more safety. Yo'd nivver

ha' coom if yo'd listened to me,"

" Howd thy tounge, mother," said Bess,

but the words were not ungently spoken,

notwithstanding their bluntness. "Dun

not let us mak' it worse than it need be.

—Seth, lad, eat thy breakfast."

But there was little breakfast eaten.

The fact was, that at the first spreading

of the report a panic had seized upon the

settlement, and Janner and his wife were

by no means the least influenced by it.

A stolidly stubborn courage upheld Bess,

but even she was subdued and somewhat

awed.

"I nivver‘heerd much about th' chol

era,” Seth said to her after breakfast.

"Is this here true, this as thy feyther

says ?“

"I dunnot know fur sure," Bess answer

ed gravely, "but it's bad enow."

“Coom out wi' me into th' fresh air,"

said the lad, laying his hand upon her

sleeve : “ I mun say a word or so to thee."

And they went out together.

There was no work done in the mine

that day. Two or three new cases broke

out, and the terror spread itself and grew

stronger. In fact, Black Creek scarcely

comported itself as stoically as might

have been expected. A messenger was

despatched to the nearest town for a doc

tor, and his arrival by the night train was

awaited with excited impatience.

\\’hen he came, however, the matter

became worse. He had bad news to tell

himself. The epidemic had broken out

in the town he had left, and great fears

were entertained by its inhabitants. " If

you had not been so entirely thrown on

your own resources," he said, "I could

not have come."

A heavy-enough responsibility rested

upon his shoulders during the next few

weeks. He had little help from the set

tlement. Those who were unstricken

looked on at the progress of the disease

with helpless fear: few indeed escaped

a slight attack, and those who did were

scarcely more useful than his patients.

In the whole place he found only two

reliable and unterrified assistants.

His first visit was to a small farm

house round the foot of the mountain

and a short distance from the mine.

There he found the family huddled in

a back room like a flock of frightened

sheep, and in the only chamber a hand

some, bright-haired young fellow lying

upon the bed with a pinched and omi

nous look upon his comely face. The

only person with him was a lad roughly

clad in miner's clothcs—-a lad who stood

by chafing his hands, and who turned

desperate eyes to the door when it open

ed. " Yo're too late, mester," he said—

“ yo‘re too late,"

But young as he was-—and he was a

very young man—the doctor had pres

ence of mind and energy, and he flung

his whole soul and strength into the case.

The beauty and solitariness of his pa

tient roused his sympathy almost as if it

had been the beauty of a woman: he

felt drawn toward the stalwart, helpless

young figure lying upon the humble

couch in such apparent utter loneliness.

He did not count much upon the lad at

first-—he seemed too much bewildered

and shakcn—but it was not long before
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he changed his mind. "You are getting

over your fear," he said.

“It wasna fear, mester," was the an

swer he received; "or at least it wasna

fear for mysen'."

"What is your name?"

"Seth Raynor, mester. Him an‘ me,"

with a gesture toward the bed, “comn

from th' same place. Th’ cholera couldna

fear me fro’ /zz'm—nor nowt else if he

wur i' need."

So it was Seth Raynor who watched

by the bedside, and labored with loving

care and a patience which knew no weari

ness, until the worst was over and Lang

ley was among the convalescent.

"The poor fellow and Bess Janner

were my only stay," the young doctor

was wont to say. “Only such care as

his would have saved you, and you had

a close race of it as it

During the convalescence nurse and

invalid were drawn together with a

stronger tie through every hour. \Vea

ried and weak, Langley's old interest in

the lad became a warm affection. He

could scarcely bear to lose sight of the

awkward boyish figure, and never rested

so completely as when it was by his bed

side.

"Give me your hand, dear fellow,“ he

would say. "and let me hold it. I shall

sleep better for knowing you are near

me."

He fell asleep thus one morning, and

awakened suddenly to a consciousness

of some new presence in the room. Seth

no longer sat in the chair near his pillow,

but stood a little apart; and surely he

would have been no lover if the feeble

blood had not leaped in his veins at the

sight of the face bending over him—the

innocent fair young face which had so

haunted his pained and troubled dreams.

"Cathie!" he cried out aloud.

The girl fell upon her knees and caught

his extended hand with a passionate little

gesture of love and pity. "I did not

know," she poured forth in hurried broken

tones. "I have been away ever since

the sickness broke out at home. They

sent me away, and I only heard yester

day—- Father, tell him, for I cannot."

He scarcely heard the more definite

explanation, he was at once so happy

and so fearful.

"Sweetheart," he said, “I can scarce

ly bear to think of what may come of

this; and yet how blessed it is to have

you near me again I The danger for me

is all over: even your dear self could not

5 have cared for me more faithfully than

I have been cared for. Raynor there

has saved my life."

But Cathie could only answer with a

piteous, remorseful jealousy: “\Vhy was

it not I who saved it? why was it not I ?"

And the place where Seth had stood

waiting was vacant, for he had left it at

the sound of Langley's first joyous cry.

\Vhen he returned an hour or so later,

the more restful look Langley had fan

cied he had seen on his face of late had

faded out: the old unawakened heavi

ness had returned. He was nervous

and ill at ease, shrinking and conscious.

“I've comn to say good-neet to yo',"

he said hesitatingly to the invalid. "Th'

young lady says as she an‘ her feyther

will tak' my place a bit. I'll coom i' th'

mornin'."

"You want rest," said Langley: "you

are tired, ‘poor fellow!"

' “Ay," quietly, " I'm tired; an‘ th'

worst is over, yo’ see, an‘ she's here,"

with a patient smile. " Yo‘ wunnot need

me, and theer's them as does."

From that hour his work at this one

place seemed done. For several days

he made his appearance regularly to see

ifhe was needed, and then his visits grad

ually ended. He had found a fresh field

of labor among the sufferers in the settle

ment itself. He was as faithful to them

as he had been to his first charge. The

same unflagging patience showed itself,

the same silent constancy and self-sac

rifice. Scarcely a man or 'woman had

not some cause to remember him with

gratitude, and there was not one of those

who had jested at and neglected him but

thought of their jests and neglect with

secret shame.

There came a day, however, when

they missed him from amon_-.>r them. If

he was not at one house he was surely at

another, it appeared for some time, but

when, after making his round of visits,
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the doctor did not find him, he became

anxious. He might be at ]anner's; but

he was not there, nor among the miners,

who had gradually resumed their work

as- the epidemic weakened its strength

and their spirits lightened. Making these

discoveries at nightfall, the doctor touch

ed up his horse in some secret dread.

He had learned earlier than the rest to

feel warmly toward this simple colabor

er. "Perhaps he's gone out to pay Lang

ley a visit," he said: “I'll call and see.

He may have stopped to have a rest."

But before he had passed the last

group of cabins he met Langley himself,

who by this time was well enough to re

sume his place in the small world, and,

hearing his story, Langley's anxiety was

greater than his own. “I saw him last

night on my way home," he said. "About

this time, too, for I remember he was sit

ting in the moonlight at the door of his

shanty. \Ve exchanged a few words, as

we always do, and he said he was there

because he was not needed, and thought

a quiet night would do him good. Is it

possible no one has seen him since?" in

sudden alarm.

"Come with me," said his companion._

Overwhelmed by a mutual dread, nei

ther spoke until they reached the shanty

itself. There was no sign of human life

about it: the door stood open and the

only sound to be heard was the rustle

of the wind whispering among the pines

upon the mountain-side. Both men flung

themselves from their horses with loudly

beating hearts.

"God grant he is not here!" uttered

Langley. “God grant he is anywhere

else I The place is so drearily desolate."

Desolate indeed ! The moonbeams

streaming through the door threw their

fair light upon the rough boards and upon

the walls, and upon the quiet figure lying

on the pallet in one of the corners, touch

ing with pitying whiteness the homely

face upon the pillow and the hand that

rested motionless upon the floor.

The doctor went down on his knees at

the pallet’s side, and thrust his hand into

the breast of the coarse garments with a

half-checked groan.

"Asleep?" broke from Langley's white

lips in a desperate whisper. '“Not—

not--"

"Dead!" said the doctor—-" dead for

hours!" There was actual anguish in

his voice as he uttered the words, but

another element predominated in the ex

clamation which burst from him scarcely

a second later. "Good God!" he cried

" good God!"

Langley bent down and caught him

almost fiercely by the arm: the excla

mation jarred upon him. "What is it ?"

he demanded. " What do you mean?"

" lt is—a woman !" -

Even as they gazed at each other in

speechless questioning the silence was

broken in upon. Swift, heavy footsteps

neared the door, crossed the threshold,

and ]anner‘s daughter stood before them.

There was no need for questioning.

One glance told her all. She made her

way to the moonlit corner, pushed both

aside with rough strength, and knelt

down. "I might ha‘ knowed," she said

with helpless bitterness—"l might ha‘

knowed ;" and she laid her face against

the dead hand in a sudden passion of

weeping. "I might ha‘ knowed, Jinny

lass," she cried, “but I didna. It was

loike aw th' rest as tha' should lay thee

down an‘ die loike this. Tha' wast alone

aw along, an’ tha' was alone at th‘ last.

But dunnot blame me, poor lass. Nay,

I know tha' wiltna."

The two men stood apart, stirred by

an emotion too deep for any spoken at

tempt at sympathy. She scarcely seem

ed to see them: she seemed to recog

nize no presence but that of the unre

sponsive figure upon its lowly couch.

She spoke to it as if it had been a liv

ing thing, her voice broken and tender,

stroking the hair now and then with a

touch all womanly and loving. “Yo'

were nigher to me than most foak, Jin

ny," she said; "an' tha' trusted me, I

know."

They left her to her grief until at last

she grew calmer and her sobs died away

into silence. Then she rose and ap

proaching Langley, who stood at the

door, spoke to him, scarcely raising her

. tear-stained eyes. "I ha‘ summat to tell

yo‘, an‘ summat to ax yo'," she said,
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"an' I mun tell it to yo‘ alone. Will

yo‘ coom out here?"

He followed her, wondering and sad.

His heart was heavy with the pain and

mystery the narrow walls enclosed.

VVhen they paused a few yards from the

house the one face was scarcely more

full of sorrow than the other, only that

the woman's was wet with tears. She

was not given to many words, Bess jan

ner, and she wasted few in the story she

had to tell. " Yo‘ know th' secret as she

carried," she said, "or I wouldna tell yo‘

even now; an‘ now I tell it yo‘ that she

may carry the secret to her grave, an‘

ha‘ no gossiping tongue to threep at her.

I dunnot want foak starin‘ an‘ wonderin'

an‘ makkin' talk. She's borne enow."

“ It shall be as you wish, whether you

tell me the story or not," said Langley.

“We will keep it as sacred as you have

done."

She hesitated a moment, seemingly

pondering with herself before she an

swered him. “Ay," she said, "but I ha‘

another reason behind. I want summat

fro‘ yo‘: I want yo're pity. Happen it

moight do her good even now." She

did not look at him as she proceeded,

but stood with her face a little turned

away and her eyes resting upon the shad

ow on the mountain. " Theer wur a lass

as worked at the Deepton mines," she

said—-" a lass as had a weakly brother as

worked an‘ lodged wi' her. Her name

wur Jinny, an’ she wur quiet and plain

favored. Theer wur other wenches as

wur weel-lookin', but she wasna; theer

wur others as had homes, and she had

na one; theer wur plenty as had wit an‘

sharpness. but she hadna them neyther.

She wur nowt but a desolate homely lass,

as seemt to ha‘ no place i' th' world, an‘

yet wur tender and weak-hearted to th'

core. She wur allus longin' fur summat

as she wur na loike to get; an‘ she niv

ver did get it, fur her brother wasna one

as cared fur owt but his own doin’s. But

theer wur one among aw th' rest as niv

ver passed her by, an‘ he wur the mes

ter's son. He wur a bright, handsome

chap, as won his way ivverywheer, an‘

had a koind word or a laugh fur aw._

So he gave th' lass a smile, an‘ did her

a favor now and then—-loike as not with

out givin' it more than a thowt—until she

learned to live on th' hope 0' seein' him.

An‘, bein‘ weak an’ tender, it grew on her

fro‘ day to day, until it seemt to give th'

strength to her an’ tak' it both i‘ one."

She stopped and looked at Langley

here. "Does tha' see owt now, as l'm

gotten this fur?" she asked.

“Yes," he answered, his agitation al

most mastering. “And now I have found

the lost face that haunted me so."

"Ay," said Bes's, “it was hers ;" and

she hurried on huskily : “When you

went away she couldna abide th' lone

someness, an‘ so one day she said to her

brother, ‘ Dave, let us go to th' new mine

wheer Mester Ed'ard is ;' an‘ him bein‘

allus ready fur a move, they started out

together. But on th' way th' lad took

sick and died sudden, an‘ Jinny wur left

to hersen‘. An‘ then she seed new trou

ble. She wur beset wi' danger as she'd

nivver thowt on, an‘ before long she foun'

out as women didna work 0' this side 0'

th' sea as they did 0' ours. So at last

she wur driv' upon a strange-loike plan.

It sounds wild, happen, but it wasna so

wild after aw. Her bits of clothes giv'

out an‘ she had no money; an’ theer wur

Dave's things. She'd wore th' loike at

her work i‘ Deepton, an‘ she made up

her moind to wear ‘em agen. Yo‘ didna

know her when she coom here, an‘ no

one else guessed at th’ truth. She didna

expect nowt, yo‘ see : she on'y wanted th'

comfort 0' hearin' th' voice she'd long

ed an' hungered fur; an‘ here wur wheer

she could hear it. \‘Vhen I foun' her out

by accident she towd me. an‘ sin‘ then

we've kept th' secret together. Do you

guess what else theer's been betwixt us,

mester ?"

"I think I do," he answered. "God

forgive me for my share in her pain !"

"Nay," she returned, "it was no fault

o' thine. She nivver had a thowt 0' that.

She had a patient way wi' her, had Jinny,

an‘ she bore her trouble better than them

as hopes. She didna ax nor hope ney

ther; an‘ when theer coom fresh hurt to

her she wur ready an‘ waitin', knowin'

as it moight comn ony day. Happen

th' Lord knows what life wur give her
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fur—I dunnot, but it's ower now—an'

happen she knows hersen'. I hurried

here to-neet," she added, battling with a

sob, “as soon as I heerd as she was mis

sin‘. Th‘ truth struck to my heart, an‘

I thought as I should be here first, but I

wasna. I ha‘ not gotten no more to say."

They went back to the shanty, and

with her own hands she did for the poor

clay the last service it would need, Lang

ley and his companion waiting the while

outside. When her task was at an end

she came to them, and this time it was

Langley who addressed himself to her.

“May I go in P" he asked.

She bent her head in assent, and with

out speaking he left them and entered

the shanty alone. The moonlight, stream

ing in as before, fell upon the closed eyes,

and hands folded in the old, old fashion

upon the fustian jacket: the low whisper

of the pines crept downward like a sigh.

Kneeling beside the pallet, the young

man bent his head and touched the pale

forehead with reverent lips. “God bless

you for your love and faith," he said,

“and give you rest !"

And when he rose a few minutes later,

and saw that the little dead flower he

had worn had dropped from its place

and lay upon the pulseless breast, he

did not move it, but turned away and

left it resting there.

FAXNIE I-looosox Bunxerr.

REMINISCENCES OF A POET-PAINTER.

N a spring morning of the year 1826

a tailor's apprentice woke from

brief and unquiet slumbers in a garret at

Downingtown, Chester county, Pennsyl

vania. He was a boy of fourteen years,

slight and delicate-looking for his age,

with curling brown hair and large gray

eyes. lt was a humble start in life for

one destined to be petted by fair women

and honored by brave men.

Obscure as it was, his origin was a re

spectable one, and his family name had

been signed, fifty years before, to the

Declaration of American lndependence ;

but his mother was a widow, and the land

of the home-farm nearly worn out: thus

it came that the slim lad, not strong

enough to follow the paths his elder and

sturdier brothers had chosen, had been

taken from the village school and

"bound," two years before our history

commences, to learn the trade of tailor.

His master, one James Harner, may

not have been a cruel-hearted man, but

the boy was certainly not intended for

his trade; so there were only too many

occasions for blows and hard words. His

life must have been to him much like

that of an imprisoned bird, except that

he dared not sing, and that his cage was

very far from being a gilded one—a life

lonely and filled with impotent yearnings

one may be sure, and disturbed by “ long

long thoughts" on the shop-board by

day and in his attic by night. Perhaps,

had his lot been more comfortable, the

youth might have accepted it, but wheth

er the impulse came from without or with

in, whether it was in aspiration or in des

peration, the boy revolted, and on the

morning mentioned he rose in the gray

dawn to pack the small bundle of his

possessions and seek his fortune by

flight into the outer world.

He took a formal leave of his garret,

the appearance of which remained im

pressed upon his memory—a low bare

room whose only furniture consisted of

a bed and a table made of a board

placed across a barrel of charcoal; cold

and dreary enough of a winter's night,

when the snow sifted through the crev

ices and the wind shrieked around the

gables; in the summer, stuffy and sultry
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and smelling of herbs drying on the raft

ters. Still, it had been in a certain way

his home—a shelter and a refuge at least,

where he had dreamed his dreams and

murmured his prayers; and before he

quitted it with a piece of charcoal from

his table he scrawled in large letters on

the bare wall his I’. P. C. with the in

stinct of a gentleman.

THOMAS BUCHANAN READ was the

name he wrote, and before the sun

arose he had left his native village for

ever.

This anecdote. the earliest I remem

ber of his life, he related to me, lying

beside me under the lee of a tarpaulin

on the deck of the steamer Ericsson twen

ty years ago. He described more of his

early life—of his walk to Philadelphia,

with an occasional lift from a Conestoga

wagon, whose bells have since jingled in

his rhymes; of his homeless wanderings

in the streets, and adventures strange as

David Copperfield's; of struggles and

shifts, enemies and Good Samaritans.

After many vain endeavors to obtain

employment he became "clerk" in a

cellar grocery, and for six months was

apprentice to a cigar-maker. He was

often without a dinner, and made the

acquaintance of strange bedfellows.

In 1837 he went West, crossing the

mountains on foot and descending the

Ohio on a fiatboat to Cincinnati, where

he found a home at the house of :1 mar

ried sister, and afterward with Clevenger

the sculptor, who was at that time a stone

carver merely. He boarded with him,

supporting himself by making cigars,

and devoting his leisure hours to carving

portrait bas-reliefs in stone.

The boy did not become a sculptor,

but his intuitions led him toward art and

mental culture. He learned sign-paint

ing, and at intervals went to school, and

shortly opened a painter's shop on his

own account over a corner grocery. Here

he made the acquaintance ofanother boy,

the grocer‘s assistant, a youth almost as

gifted as himself. Together they studied

drawing, covering the quires of brown

paper with sketches and the walls of the

shop with daubs, making but slow prog

ress without instruction, but struggling

along, full of hope and ambition. His

friend was \Villiam P. Brannan, who be

came later both painter and writer, the

author of the quaint "Harp of a Thou

sand Strings" and many other produc

tions in prose and verse—the forerunner

of Artemus Ward and of Bret Harte.

Cincinnati not affording him occupa

tion, Read went from there to Dayton,

Ohio, where he succeeded no better in

his business, and engaged himself as an

actor—or rather aclrm-:, his small and

delicate figure fitting him for female parts

—at the theatre. This Bohemian life he

led for about a year, when he returned to

Cincinnati. Here he attracted the notice

of the late Nicholas Longworth, Esq., a

gentleman whose unostentatious liberal

ity smoothed the path of many a strug

gling _vouth—genius or not—at that time.

Through his kindness Read was enabled

to take a studio, and together with his

friend Brannan set up his easel as a por

trait-painter. He did not remain long,

however, in the city, but made many ex

cursions in the practice of his profession,

painting signs when sitters failed him,

making cigars, giving entertainments,

and living by his wits, which never fail

ed him. Gradually, however, as he im

proved in art, his circumstances improved

also. He was successful in Madison, In

diana, and other places, and among the

portraits he painted was one of General

Harrison, at that time candidate for the

Presidency.

I have often listened to his accounts

of adventures, of his literary début, his

early marriage, and his first European

tour, but my recollections of what he

related are too vague to serve for biog

raphy, and I prefer to confine my con

tribution to his memory to personal

reminiscences, leaving for a worthier

historian to paint the whole of the

chequered and romantic life which end

ed so recently and so sadly.

I was a school-boy in Cincinnati when

I made the poet's acquaintance, just be

fore his first voyage to Europe, but it was

not until some years later that I met him

again. In 1853 I called upon him in Phil

adelphia, with Mr. Sontag the landscape

painter, to get letters of introduction,
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and advice generally about an Italian

tour we had in view. W'e were received

with great kindness, and invited to his

home at Bordentown. I gladly accepted

the invitation, and met him at his studio

in the afternoon. VVe took the steamer,

and then the railway, and reached our

destination in the evening, my host car

rying a huge shad he had purchased on

the way. The house he lived in had

been in Revolutionary times occupied

by \Vashington as his head-quarters, and

was not far from the grounds of the Bona

parte mansion, whither I was taken the

next morning to be introduced to Mr.

Waugh the painter, who had a studio

there. It was, with its associations, its

garden, the old elms shading the win

dows and the old tiles in the chimney,

an ideal home for a poet. Mrs. Read

received me with bright hospitality. She

was pretty and [M/z'te, with a sweet ma

ternal expression in her eyes and quiet

Puritan manners. The two children were

lovely as the cherubs in the Madonna

San Sisto.

I think this must have been the hap

piest time in Read’s life, passed in that

tranquil home with his family and his

books and near his best and oldest

friends. His daily trips to and from his

studio were beneficial to his health. He

had plenty of sitters for portraits, and his

evenings were occupied with the compo

sition of his most ambitious poem, The

A110 Paslaral.

Mr. R. H. Stoddard had visited him a

short time before, and, I am sure with no

unamiable intention, and no thought of

infringing on the sanctities of domestic

privacy, had described the poet's home

and surroundings with somewhat light

familiarity, comparing the little ménage

to that of children playing at housekeep
ing, with babies like beautiful wax dolls. I

Read himself would never have taken

offence at it had not Hiram Powers, who

was a hard, cold man, entirely without

imagination and with but little apprecia

tion of delicate humor, afterward in Flor

ence induced him to regard it in the light

of an unfriendly caricature, instigated by

envy and designed to injure. Read was

sensitive, and, being persuaded, broke

off a friendship with his brother-poet

which had existed for years. I am glad

to have this opportunity of explaining a

breach which Mr. Stoddard possibly has

never been able to account for.

Six months later I welcomed Read and

his family in Florence, where he design

ed to reside permanently. After several

changes he settled down to housekeep

ing in the Via della Fornari, opposite

Powers’s studio. William B. Kinne_v's

family occupied the first floor of the same

house, which was known as Casa Bella.

His studio was in the old convent at the

corner of the street, behind which was

a dilapidated garden with a tumble-down

orangery, where the artichokes and oth

er vegetables disputed the territory with

the flowers. A high wall surrounded

and separated it from the park-like Gi

ardino Torregini, whose tall trees looked

down on the children at play—play that

was sometimes dangerous, for 1 have

found both babies hunting scorpions in

the cracks of the stucco and impaling

them on pins, in imitation of some nat

uralist or other they had seen.

Florence at that time was a delightful

city to live in. Its society included count

less celebrities, was easily accessible and

deliciously Bohemian. In appearance

this “beneath the sun of cities fairest

one" had changed little since feudal

days, and presented picturesque con

trasts at every turn. The people were

supposed to be longing and plotting for

freedom from a foreign yoke, yet a light

er-hearted, gayer folk never laughed and

loved, sang and conspired, outside of

the opera bouffe. Nor was the court

itself out of keeping. The grand duke

Leopold reigned in the Pitti like a prince

in a burlesque, keeping open house for

the strangers who visited his capital,

giving state balls to which a banker's

card was a ticket of admission, where

even the costume was scarce dz fIIQ’II¢‘II7‘

and no questions were asked, and where

representatives of nearly every nation

danced and fought their way into the

supper-room, as in old times people rush

ed to the table d'h6te ofa \Vestern steam

boat.

Except for a distance of two squares
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the Arno flowed, a turbid torrent in spring

and a rivulet in autumn, between pictu

resque walls of old houses. In the Piaz

za Gran' I)uca the fine mediaeval Palaz

zo Vecchio confronted an old one-storied

barrack of a post-ofiice. Grass grew in

many of the squares, and the streets,

lined with palaces and churches, were

crooked, narrow and dirty. Cobblers‘

stalls stood at the gates of princely res

idences, and hovels crowded between

them. Contadini came in Campagna

costumes to the markets, and the piazzas

were piled with fruits and flowers and

vegetables to the very threshold of the

churches. The streets were crowded

and gay with uniforms of white-coated

Austrian infantry, blue dolmans of Hun

garian hussars, gray jéigers and the gor

geous guardia nobile.

The noble picture-galleries and the

beautiful palace-gardens were open, the

stone pines waved balsamic odors, and

the immortal Venus smiled on all. Ev

ery afternoon the best of military bands

gave a free concert in the Cascine, that

loveliest of parks, whither all the world

went to listen, to flirt, to make love and

talk scandal or gallantry. There were

to be seen every day Owen Meredith

(Young Lytton he was then called) and

Charles Lever with his daughters on

horseback; the pretty blonde Madame

de Solms (now Madame Rattazzi) ; the

svelte little Princess \Vindischgratz, with

her gallant-looking husband; Prince

Demidofi"s equipage, containing the

Countess Orsini and Madame de Mey

endorf; the four-in-hand of Marquis

Pucci and the chic tandem of Living

ston; the grand duke and the royal fam

ily, benign and gracious, driving swiftly;

-Mr. and Mrs. Browning in a fiacre; .\Ia

dame Guiccioli, gray-haired, corpulent

Rossini, old Mrs. Trollope, and at times

George Sand or some other such bird

of passage. Ofiicers, artists, tourists and

crowds of men and women more or less

picturesque as to costume mingled with

the more distinguished personages, all

gay and careless and happy.

In the Piazza Sta. Trinita, Café Donez ‘

was full all day, and VVittals's in the

Mercato Nuovo was shared between

boisterous Austrian infantry ofiicers and

the little American colony of artists and

authors. At the latter café Hart the

sculptor dined, invariably on a beef

steak; and here in the evening would

assemble Powers, Jackson, Mozier, J.

\V. dc Forrest, Read, Jarvis, Robinson,

Gould, Frank Goodrich, Lee Benedict

and others to talk art or politics, drink

Via Maggio beer and smoke S6/la‘//A‘ cigars.

At the Pergola, Signora Borgo-Mami

was in her prime, and Verdi at times

directed the orchestra. Ristori, as yet

unknown to fame, was delighting audi

ences at the Cocomero in roles like Pa

mela and Graziella; and at the other

theatres rival stcnlrrrel/1' convulsed the

town with brilliant "gags," politicaljeux

de mots, which caused not unfrequently

the arrest of the utterer. At Casa Guidi

the Brownings held their literary court,

and Owen Meredith brought and read

his poems. In the Villa Torregiani,

Frederick Tennyson, the author of Days

and Hours, lived, in a small way, like

the present king of Bavaria. Hiberna

ting Americans, the families of naval

officers on the Mediterranean station,

and unfiedged ‘prime donne, among

whom were Adelaide Phillips and Clara

Louise Kellogg, contributed all more 0:

less to society.

To every one attractive, Florence is

especially so to the neophyte of litera

ture and art. The very escutcheons on

her palaces bring back the memory of

Medicean magnificence. Every step one

takes recalls a souvenir or discloses a

monument. Here Dante lived, and there

Savonarola sufiered; here Benvenuto

wrought, and from yonder tower the

"starry Galileo" gazed; here Altieri

sang and Michael Angelo gave immor

tality to stone. Santa Croce, the Bat

tisteria with its marvelous gates, Giotto‘s

campanile, the Loggia, San Lorenzo!

Wherever one turns is something to

inspire and instruct. Florence! whose

very name is melody and whose history

a romance, to name whose sons is to re

call the grandest epoch of a renaissance

which included religion and science as

well as art. Imperial Rome is scarcely

more illustrious, and no city is so fair.
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\Vhile not insensible to the influence

of the gerzius 100', Reads education had

but imperfectly prepared him either to

enjoy or profit by it greatly. He was,

besides, too intensely American to care

for the past except in a vague and senti

mental way. He rarely visited the gal

leries, and never studied the old painters.

He thought much of their reputation de

pended on the fact that they had been

pioneers, and used to say, "I/Ve are the

‘old masters’ of America!" He came

to Florence because it was a cheap and

pleasant residence, offering advantages

both for the production and sale of pic

tures, and, while socially agreeable, quiet

enough to allow him undisturbed to work

out in verse the impressions American

life and scenery had made upon him.

In this he only resembled the majority

of American students in Italy.

He soon became a favorite in society,

and worked with industry and enthusi

asm. He painted many portraits, and

a number of pictures which, while they

cannot be reckoned great works of art,

were still full of imagination and fancy

and graceful thought. More could not

have been expected of him as a painter

with his divided ambition and want of

early study and training. His pictures

were poems, but without the mastery

over the materials of expression which

he possessed with his pen. His subjects

were fine, but were rarely more finished

than a cartoon or a vignette. They re

sembled the fantasies of Schwind and

others of the German school, which were

much more popular then than to-day.

Like them, the merit lies chiefly in the

composition, but, unfortunately, the re

semblance ceases when the comparison

is extended. As works of art they are

wanting in the knowledge and accuracy

of the romantic academicians. He pre

tended, nevertheless, to conscientious

study, and thought he painted from Na

ture when he had models, of which, in

deed, sometimes two or three in Para

disian simplicity ornamented his paint

ing-room at the same time. But he

only took suggestions from their various

graces, for who could pose a floating

fairy or a falling Pleiad, a nymph dan

cing on the bubbles or diving through

the mist of a waterfall?

Costumes he invented, and rarely drew

either from a model or a lay figure; hence,

while not unconventional, they were as

unreal as the figures they clothed. Vague,

unfinished, with but little texture or color,

shadowy almost as dreams, his pictures

nevertheless deserve a place in the his

tory of American art, and are full of in

tuitive grace and ideal beauty. There is

little doubt that different circumstances

might have made him a great painter.

He was too much like a musician who

has learned to play by ear only, yet his

delicate fancies, aided by his fascinating

conversation and agreeable manners,

found a public who enjoyed them, and

kept the pot boiling so that it boiled hos

pitably over to the last.

\Vhile no one has described American

scenery with more sympathy and truth

in verse, Read's paintings were all figure

pictures, either allegorical or romantic

genre. As far as I am aware, he never

tried to paint landscape but once, and

then the work remained unfinished. I

remember it as a conglomeration rather

than a composition of the features of a

wide extent of scenery. There were a

stream and a bridge, a fisherman, trees,

a grain-field and the reapers, a village

spire on a hill, and distant mountains-—

not one mohf, but several, sketched in

just as they occurred to him, like memo

randa for a pastoral. In a poem he would

have taken many stanzas to portray the

scene. He forgot, in painting, that a

landscape-painter would have required

an equal number of canvases.

The winter of 1853 was marked by

no event of especial interest. A great

er number than usual of Americans vis

ited the city, the artists were all kept

busy, and Read especially was full of

commissions. The following summer,

in spite of very warm weather and dis

quieting rumors of the approach of chol

era, he remained at his studio in town.

His 1\"¢"w Paslnral engrossed, however,

most of his thoughts and time. I was

away on a sketching-tour in the neigh

borhood of Perugia and the Lake of

Thrasymene when I received a letter
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from him, pierced in several places by

the postal authorities to be fumigated,

in which he announced its completion.

"On the fifth day of August, at a quarter

before five P. M., the epic in question re

ceived its last line," he wrote with some

,thing like a sigh of relief.

This poem, which was published the

following winter by Messrs. Parry & Mc

Millan in Philadelphia, hardly realized

the hopes of its author, and met with but

moderate success. Full of noble image

ry, lofty and patriotic thought and pic

turesque description, the story was too

slight and of too little dramatic interest

to seize and hold the public attention.

The scenes it described were not remote

enough in reality to be poetical. The

battle of the pioneer with the forest might

be heroic, but could hardly seem roman

tiQo his immediate descendants, still oc

cupied with the practical results. The

freshness of the poet's own pastoral ex

periences had been exhausted in his ear

lier lyrics, and he had no passionate

emotion, no stormy love or hate, to

sharpen his observation and invigorate

his verse. Its one inspiration was patri

otism. A love of country and Ike coun

try pervades every line, and no American

poet has risen to sublimer heights of ex

pression than those strophes in which the

approach of disunion was foreseen and

denounced.

The difiiculty of blank verse, which

even Milton never entirely overcame,

and which often degenerated into mere

eloquence, and sometimes hardly differ

ed from prose, was more than he could

meet on a sustained flight, and it was

with evident relief that he varied his

pages with an occasional lyrical outburst.

\Vhile he was writing T/re Nmu Pasloral

he was a diligent student of Milton, and

he used to have L)'rz'l!'1zs especially read

aloud to him in the long winter evenings.

Among the passing strangers who were

intimate with Read at this time, and who

bought his pictures, were john A. C.

Grey and Mr. Addoms of New York,

Dr. Lockwood of the navy, and poor Mr.

Gale of Boston, who with his wife and

child was lost in the Arctic. He painted

a Ti/ania for Major (afterward General)

Phil. Kearny, the Lost P/ciads and the

S;5ir:'ls of Me Walrrfa/I for Mr. James

L. Claghorn : an Um/ine and a Cleopatra

in /trr Barge were also produced about

this time.

His studio was a resort of all the trav

eling Americans, as well as of most of

the English-speaking Florentine colony.

Robert Browning was a frequent visitor

--a bluff, square-built, sailor-looking man

with long wavy hair and near-sighted

looking eyes. His conversation had al

ways something abrupt and epigrammatic

in it. I remember a criticism I heard him

utter there one day, shortly after Bleak

House appeared, which was characteristic.

"It is not a group," said he, "but your

hand out so," stretching out his palm ver

tically, "and the middle finger is not the

longest."

While I am digressing I must note two

other recollections of this time. One

was meeting George Sand and seeing

Mrs. Browning kiss /zrr band. I think

it was at Mr. Story's, though it may have

been at Casa Guidi. It astonished me,

who knew the story of Alfred de Musset's

relations with the author of Consuelo, and

what came of them. Another was a

Spiritual séance at the house of Mr.

VVilliam B. Kinney. Reports of Home

and his wonderful manifestations had

just reached Florence, and excited much

interest there. A Dutch gentleman who

had been saved from shipwreck in the

Indian Ocean by the interposition of his

mother's spirit, as he afiirmed, was sus

pected of mediumistic qualities in con

sequence, and was invited by Mrs. Kin

ney, who heard his story, to assist at an

experiment in her salon. There was

some disappointment felt by the guests

when, the hero repeating the story of his

wonderful escape, it was found to resolve

itself into a dream which had caused him

to forego sailing on a certain vessel that

had afterward never been heard from.

The experiment was not abandoned,

however, and we were all grouped

around the dinner-table, a preternatu

rally earnest circle, domineered by Pow

ers‘s black eye and stern forehead. Mrs.

Browning, who looked all eyes and curls,

at intervals invoked any spirit which
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might be near to manifest its presence.

The medium made the same exhortation

in Dutch, and perspired with his anxiety

not to prove a failure; but in vain. Our

patience was not rewarded by the ghost

of a rap even.

The winter of 1854 brought new relays

of tourists to Florence, and the season

was a gay one. In the spring I left on a

tour to the South, to Rome and Naples. ‘

I was gone several weeks, and on my

return northward found a letter awaiting

me at Rome, which I insert as a speci

men of the poet's familiar prose, and on

account of the contrast it exhibits between

his hopes and their cruel disappointment :

“ FLORENCE, May 26, 1865.

"MY DEAR T : I have the pleas

ure of acknowledging your two very kind

notes, and ought to have replied before,

but as nothing has occurred to at all in

terest you, I have thus far postponed.

So you have seen the two wonders of

Italy, the Coliseum and Vesuvius in

eruption ? Well done! you were lucky!

Mrs. Read, who desires to thank you for

the memento of the Coliseum, wishes

that you would bring also a piece of lava

from the late eruption. As an evidence

of its authenticity it would be well that it

should be still /wt when it arrives here.

You are quite a Spaniard in your taste,

which you not only exhibit by your in

terest in Ponce de Leon, but by the selec

tion of the flower which you sent. How

ever, as you may have been guided in

selecting it more by instinct than botan

ical knowledge, you may not be aware

that the flower was the bloom of garlic I

Besides being well acquainted with its

appearance, I recognized it by the same

evidence as did Sambo ‘the chap what

stole de inyuns'—namely, the smell!

However, it was quite welcome-—none

the less so for being so strongly redolent

of its native soil. It was probably nour

ished by the dust made rich with the

blood of the gladiators, who doubtless

themselves had drawn nourishment from

the same species of vegetable. There

fore, you see even a garlic-flower may

awaken associations in the thinking mind _

sufficient to make it valuable—-nay, poeti

VOL. XIX.—2o

cal. Hence this little offspring of the

Eternal City has been well cared for

and preserved, and although time may

tarnish its bloom, we have great reason

to believe that it will retain its perfume.

"I was sorely tempted by your letter

to come down to Naples and see the

eruption, but I had just commenced a

portrait of a lady who had but a few days

to stop; therefore it would not have been

only the expense of the trip (which I

would not have cared for) that it would

have cost me, but a hundred dollars

besides, which was more than I could

afford to pay forfireworks. \Vhen I got

the portrait done the eruption was done

also. Therefore, I concluded to take the

money which I should have spent on the

trip and invest in carriage-hire. We now

go out riding for two or three hours every

fine day. The country is lovely. No

landscape-painter need go farther than

the environs of Florence to find the ne

cessary studies. To-day I am on the

sick-list, having got my feet wet yester

terday at the side of a little stream three

miles from here in helping the children

to sail their little shingle boats. \Ve

launched our little Mayflower and Speed

well, with broad green leaves for sails,

flaming red poppies for flags, and ‘Pur

itan‘ daisies and buttercups for passen

gers,—all cheered on by the applauding

hands and followed with the anxious

hopes of Alice and Lily.

"There have been quite a number of

Americans passing through, and my time

has been very much taken up. . . .

"P. I have had a letter from a

London publisher. The chances are

that the 1\’ew Pasloral will be reprinted

there."

The letter was eight days old when I

received it, and I started to return by

vetturino. Eight days later I arrived

before daylight in Florence by diligence

from Arezzo. Before going to bed I di

rected my servant to carry a large carp

I had brought from Lake Thrasymene to

Mrs. Read with a jesting note in which

I invited myself to dinner. It was noon

almost before I awakened, when an en

velope was handed me, out of which,
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when opened, dropped my own note. I

was too startled for a moment to read the

lines which accompanied it, which were

in Hiram Powers's handwriting. They

informed 1ne in a few words that my note

would never be read by her to whom it

was addressed: she was dead. It bade

me come to the writer for particulars.

The story when told was a fearful one.

Read, it seems, had pursued the life he

had sketched in his letter, making little

excursions into the Campagna and pur

suing his peaceful avocations, until one

day a case of cholera occurred in the

house in which he lived. Soon after his

own servant sickened, and in a few hours

was a corpse. Alarmed more on ac

count of his family than himself, Read

left the house at once and moved into

a hotel on the Arno, doubly anxious on

account of the condition in which his

wife was at the time. They were hard

ly settled there when the youngest child,

Lillian, was taken ill. It was the 24th

of June, when Florence celebrates the

anniversary of her patron saint, when

the Duomo and Campanile, the Lung‘

Arno and the bridges, are illuminated

in the evening, and fireworks whiz and

splutter and rockets explode in honor

of Saint john. All night through, with

the whole city swaying and surging

under their windows, and their room

lighted up with the colored fires blazing

without, the mother watched by her dy

ing child. As beautiful and almost as

brief as the bright pyrotechnic stars in

the heavens had been the little life now

extinguished. The grim visitor was not

satisfied: overpowered by watching and

grief, and seized with cholera cramps

and pains of labor at the same time, the

faithful mother followed with her unborn

babe the little one who had passed be

fore into the \’alley of the Shadow.

Cold as he was, Powers could be a

friend .in need, and he and his noble

wife acted"'like angels," to use Read's

impulsive language, in this sad hour.

Read, ill himself, worn out in body and

mind, half insanefrom sleeplessness and

grief, -was hurried-off to the Baths of Luc

ca,-where he found tender care and what

consolation humanattention could render

at the villa ofMrs. R. M. B. of New York,

who with her gentle and lovely daughter

did everything possible to friendship for

him and the child still left to him.

As soon as I could I went myself to

the Baths, where I found him in a state

of utter prostration, nervous and physical.

No word passed between us in regard to

his bereavement. A pressure of the hand

expressed more than words could have

done. He eagerly accepted an invitation

to share my room at the hotel, and con

fessed to a dread of passing the nights

alone. He shuddered as he told me of

the horrors he had experienced—nights

rendered sleepless by grief, or, if he slept,

dreams that restored the lost ones to _his

arms, followed by the solitary awaken

ing that robbed his heart afresh. I put

him to bed as a mother does her child,

kissing the pale worn face as if it were

an infant's.

For the rest of the month I was rarely

out of his company. \Ve fished in the

Serchio, rode on donkeys through the

magnificent chestnut groves, pitched

quoits under the trees—a game of which

he was very fond—-and made excursions

to the neighboring villages. Gradually

his health improved, his spirits became

more serene, and his imagination, occu

pied by a new work, was drawn away

from morbid self- torturings. Melan

choly took the place of despair, and

poignant repinings softened into resig

nation. The mountain-air, the exercise

and the care of friends, but, above all,

the awakened interest in his new poem,

restored him so far that in August I left

him and returned to my work in Flor

ence. In the weeks which followed I

received frequent letters from him, each

one of which gave reassuring evidence

of his renewed interest in life, in society

and in work.

It was a gloomy time for those of us

condemned by imperative occupation or

. other causes to remain within the walls

of the pest-stricken city. The sultry

streets were deserted during the middle

of the day, except when the measured

tramp of the Brothers of the l\lisericor

dia broke the stillness, and the weird

procession of black-masked and cowled
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forms went by hearing some new patient

to the hospital. In the evening they car

ried the corpses to the tomb, and the

sable litter passed incessantly at brief

intervals before the café windows. We

used to come together at Wittals's to dine

and to assure ourselves of each other's

safety, each time with a dread presenti

ment until our number was complete.

Nor were our presentiments unrealized.

From time to time one or the other failed,

but no case ended fatally among our in

timate circle. The city was avoided by

tourists, and to the terror of the pesti

lence was added that of a threatened

revolt of the lower classes, who believed

that the wells had been poisoned.

Some extracts from Read's letters will

best describe his physical and mental

condition at this time:

"My cold, like a road in spring, is

breaking up, and the wheels of my ex

istence are up to the axles in phlegm,

but I hope that the fair weather will soon

dry them up, and leave my internal high

ways clear and passable."

“I have just to-day had a charming

letter from Longfellow. He is at New

port, and says he is putting the finishing

touches to a long poem—-an Indian sub

ject with an unpronounceahle and un

spellable name. Thank Heaven! he is at

last agoing to give us something Amer

ican, and what he does will be worthy

himself and the country. God bless

him I"

".\ly new poem is almost completed,

and will make a volume as large as

£1/angelin¢'. For breadth of imagina

tion it is my best: for wildness and lux

uriance I have done nothing equal to it.

I suppose one may be allowed to com

pare their own works with their own

works without vanity being laid at their

door ? .

“I have gone on with this poem at

perhaps what would be considered dan

gerous railroad speed; but the fact is, I

have allowed myself to become absorb

ed in it in order to keep my mind divert

ed; otherwise, I am sure lwould have

gone mad with melancholy. l have per

haps worked a little too hard for the good

of my health, but it is better to be worn

out by toil than eaten out of existence

by rust, especially the keen rust of a

brooding grief. I don't think the poem

has suffered by the rapidity. On the

contrary, I think it more likely that it

has gained fire and freedom. . . . But

you shall judge for yourself."

In September the epidemic abated,

and Read returned to Florence with the

intention of joining me on a homeward

voyage to America. I received him at

the station, and without entering the

walls he drove to Bellosguarda, where

Dr. Lockwood, U. S. I\‘., had a villa,

and where he remained until the prepa

rations for our departure were completed.

He rarely came to the city, and when he

did he stayed with Powers. He never

entered his atelier, where, enclosed in a

leaden coffin and boxed like a statue, the

remains of his wife and child awaited an

opportunity of shipment to Cincinnati.

\Ve left together in October, taking

the train for Pisa, and from thence a

post-carriage, -1/id Spezzia, for Genoa.

Travelers who are whirled over the same

route at present in railway coupés can

scarcely form an idea of the beauty of

the scenery and the interest of the old

towns along the route. \Ve stopped to

breakfast at Sarzana, where an inci

dent occurred that Read was fond of re

lating. To-day there is probably an ele

gant station and buffet there, and one or

more hotels, with omnibuses at the sta

tion and porters with gilt bands on their

caps; but in 1855 the diligence and the

post-cabriolet drove through a quaint

old market-place crowded with peasants

in picturesque costumes, the red-coated

postilion cracking his whip and jingling

the spurs on his enormous boots, and the

moustachioed conductor bowing benev

olently right and left like a prince on his

travels. It was a rainy morning when

after a weary night we arrived at the post

inn, and while the horses were being

changed ordered and partook of our

meal. \\'l1en we had finished the land

lord appeared smiling with the bill.

“ Quanla 0 1'1 £01110?‘ I demanded,

while Read began shawling his little

daughter.

"Signori," replied the host inconse
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quently, "the Exposition Universale is

now open in Paris."

"Elziuvze / I know that."

" \Vell, eccelenza, a fowl like that would

be worth ten lire now in Paris."

“Possibly, but what has that to do with

your bill?"

"Eccelenza! in Paris— Here the

horn of the postilion sounded.

" Qurmln ?" l repeated.

" Quz'ndz'ci lire, ea‘:/enzn /"

"I won't pay it. It is double what you

have a right to ask ?"

“Ella, s{gn0re, ml Par{g1'—-"

“Here are ten francs, which is too

much.”

“ No, fifteen l The Exposition Uni—"

Here Read interfered and paid the

additional five francs demanded, but I

was irritated, and as I arose I told the

landlord he was a /aa'r0ne—a robber.

A dynamite cartridge could scarcely

have caused a more immediate and vio

lent explosion. The word had hardly

escaped me when the Italian seized a

chair and waved it over his head. I

picked up a knife from the table, but it

was unnecessary. He only hurled the

uplifted chair into the corner. He raved

and danced with fury, and tore the hair

in handfuls out of his own head and

beard, until, Read said, "the room look

ed like a barber's shop." He shrieked

out the offensive epithet,“ Ladrone! Oh,

eccelenza. 10! in son /ar/rone.’ Oh, oh,

oh I" and again he tore his hair. §>

Alice was frightened, and Read hur

ried her out of the room. I followed, and

we took our places in the carriage. The

padrtme still howled and gesticulated at

his door, and as we drove off through the

piazza the wind bore handfuls of gray

hair after us, and over the noise of the

market came fitful, deprecatory shrieks:

"10! ladmne! Pollnl Parzjgz'.l gm'ml'1'n'

1ire./ Larlronr.l 0/1, 0/1, 0/1./" until we

passed out of sight.

The rest of the journey, from Genoa

to Turin, and over Mont Cenis to Lyons

by diligence, was marked by no adven

ture. The Paris of 1855 was very unlike

the city of to-day—-much more pictu

resque and less of a shop. The Napo

leonic improvements had scarcely be

gun, and the name of I-Iaussmann was

as yet unknown. The Hotel du Louvre

was just finished, but the Grand Hotel

and its numerous rivals, and the Nou

velle Opéra, were not even commenced.

The Rue Rivoli and Rue Castiglione con

tained the popular caravanserai. The

American colony was small, and the col

onists mostly known to one another. The

legation in the Rue de la Paix was their

head-quarters. Madame Busque had

her original crPIner1'e, with " spécialité de

pumpkin pie," in the Rue Michodiere,

and Philippe's was the first restaurant

in the world.

\Ve were nearly a month in Paris, most

of the time guests of Mr. Don I’iatt, at

that time acting chargé d'afl'aires, at his

house in the Rue Jean Goujon. The

Exposition was at its height, and occu

pied much of our time. In the society

of old friends—among whom were a

number of families, Peter Parley Good

rich's and others, that had been the pre

vious winter in Florence-—Read recov

ered his old spirits, and his health im

proved in proportion.

\Ve left in November, and sailed from

Southampton on the steamer Ericsson for

New York. The passage was a stormy

one, and we barely escaped wreck in a

tempest which stripped the decks, carry

ing away bulwarks and galleys and stav

ing in the paddle-boxes. A large num

ber of canary birds were carried over

board, to the great unhappiness of Miss

Alice.

Read was welcomed very warmly by

his friends in New York, and on the

evening of our arrival was entertained

by Bayard Taylor at Delmonico's. R.

H. Stoddard, \V. \V. Fosdick the \Vest

ern poet, and myself were the other

guests. It was the first time he had met

Mr. Stoddard since their estrangement,

and I think Bayard Taylor—"big, great

hearted friend," Read was accustomed

to call him—brought them together with

amiable peacemaking intentions.

Read went soon to Philadelphia, and

his new poem, The House by flu Sea,

was sent to press immediately. It was

published on the 18th of December, and

was well received by the critics—so well,
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in fact, that the first edition was exhaust

ed in a few weeks—and the interest it

excited caused a demand for The New

Pastoral also, a fresh edition of which

was issued. The poem merited all the

success it obtained, and more, and apart

from its beauty as a work of art deserves

attention in a psychological point of view

as reflecting the conditions of mind and

surroundings which produced it. His

imagination, intensified and saddened

by his bereavement, would have unset

tled his mindyhad it not found vent in

this wild tale, which is nevertheless the

most objective of his writings.

During‘ this time I was in Cincinnati,

but I remained in constant correspond

ence with him. At first his letters were

full of his new book and of successes

social and literary, as well as in art.

He described visits to Longfellow and

\\’illis, and the pleasant intercourse with

other old friends. Then there were con

fidences of another nature, which pre

pared me for an event which followed

later, and which restored the light of

hope and ambition to his life. He mar

ried a lady whose culture and refine

ment were only equaled by her personal

charms. The ideal of his artist-dreams

in appearance, she realized and respond

ed to all the wants of his intellectual na

ture, and from the day of their union her

gentle influence was his noblest impulse,

and the surest safeguard from the temp

tations which surrounded his path.

Shortly after the wedding they sailed

for Europe. Their destination was Rome,

but they visited several of the larger cities

of England on the way, and Read paint

ed a number of portraits in Liverpool,

Manchester and London. In Manches

ter especially he was very busy. The

vast wcalth of its citizens made an im

pression upon him, but the works of art

for which they paid large stuns excited

his wonder and contempt. "Through

the influence of Ruskin, to my mind a

brilliant charlatan," he wrote, “ Pre

Raphaelitism is rapidly overrunning the

island, and it promises to be as com

plete a conquest as that of the Normans.

_ By the way, there hangs on the wall be

fore mc a small landscape (F) by one of

' these P. R. Bs., and were it seen in Cin

cinnati you would all swear it to be one

of —'s greenest and worst; but it is

not as good as His pictures are

quite in the popular style, and he is the

oldest of the 1nodern P. R. Bs. He would

make his fortune here. But no one in

England buys a picture on his own judg

ment. It must have passed the ordeal

of some great exhibition and have been

praised in some journal of note. In this

respect the English are far behind the

Americans, for while this holds good to

some extent with us, yet a good but un

known picture stands a better chance.

But, on the other hand, when an Eng

lishman does buy a picture he pays for

it; and there is no higgling. So much

so, indeed, are high prices identified with

good art that I am sure a good picture

offered at a low price would go begging

for a purchaser. They would suspect at

once that something was wrong." His

estimation of the Turner pictures in the

National Gallery coincided with that For

tuny expressed when pressed by Millais

for an opinion: “They are d—- daubs !“

With the Prc-Raphaelite poets Read

had more sympathy, and he was on terms

of friendship with Coventry Patmore and

Thomas VVoolner. The former gentle

man was the author of the article in

the Norllz la‘rilz's/I /t7r.'1/l'£"ZU which gave the

first “hall-mark " to Read’s own literary

reputation. \\’hile in Manchester he was

dining in company with an old friend, a

distinguished American sculptor, who

had not quite got rid of some solecisms

of early education, and among the rest

would use his knife improperly in eating.

Read took occasion to advise him to re

spect “English prejudices," and for the

moment at least to sacrifice his inde

pendence in this particular. The coun

sel was taken in good part, and the old

gentleman—for a truer one in all essen

tials never breathed—promised to re

member; but during the repast he made

more than one relapse into the old habit,

until at last he gave it up, and catch

ing Read‘s eye whispered, “ It won't do,

signor: the fact is, my system m'¢'a’s

iron /"

In London, among other portraits,
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Read painted a full-length of Mr. Pea

body, and, I believe, heads of Tennyson

and Leigh Hunt also. From here he

sent back the proofs of a new volume

of poems, containing fugitive pieces and

a longer eclogue, .8)//1/ia ,- or, 77:: Last

S/w_1>/1t'rr{,- in reference to which an Eng

lish critic wrote, “Let our readers judge

for themselves, and acknowledge in Mr.

Read a singer worthy of a time when

men became the representatives of an

age.“

It was late in the winter before they

reached Italy, where Read felt more at

home. "Rome is the only city in the

world for an artist or poet,“ he wrote,

“if he has any soul whatever." He was

not less enthusiastic about the Campagna,

and Albano, where he went the follow

ing summer: “It is only fifteen miles

from Rome, and is the most beautiful

place I ever saw. There are no pictures

in Switzerland to me more grand and

beautiful, and of course for historic in

terest the world cannot produce its equal.

The mountains are very fine, the two

lakes charming, the Catnpagna, with

Rome and the Mediterranean in the

distance, sublime."

In 1858, Read was again at home, and

passed some months of the summer with

his brother-in-law, Mr. Garrett, in Cin

cinnati. In the fall he went to Philadel

phia and opened a studio at Parkinson‘s,

next door to the old Academy of Art on

Chestnut street, where I joined him, and

for some months occupied an adjoining

atelier. He painted a number of por

traits and finished several compositions

here. He was a great deal in society,

and no society could have been pleasant

er. His friends were James L. Claghorn,

Joseph Harrison, George H. Boker, James

\V. Brown, Henry C. Townsend: in fact,

Philadelphia was full of friends of his.

Among other intimates were David Bates

and Anne Brewster. He was very happy

and successful, and shared his prosperity

with those who had less. He gave Sully

an order for a picture, because the veteran

artist, whose hand had lost somewhat of

its cunning, had but little to do. I re

member an ex-actor, an old gentleman

with a distinguished appearance and a

fine head, to whose support be con

tributed. Henry I3. Hirst, a poet who

had written beautiful things, but whose

genius the same enemy had clouded

which destroyed Edgar A. Poe, would

come to the studio and borrow small

sums. One wintry day he came in with

ragged boots, and Read, taking off his

own, gave them to him, and went home

in slippers. I think Hirst drank the boots,

as he had drunk the other presents given

him. Charles G. Leland, Henry C. Carey

and Dr. Elder came more or less fre

quently to the studio, and Hector Tyn

dale (since general), who had, when both

were boys, given Read a thrashing and

knocked him down a cellar—the com

mencement of a lifelong friendship and

mutual respect.

It was in the studio at Parkinson's that

Drzfling was written. Read and I had

been out dining, and, returning rather

late, were overtaken by a snowstorm;

so, instead of attempting to reach home,

we went to the studio, raked up the coals

in the grate and made a cup of tea. I

fell asleep on the sofa while he wrote,

and the next morning he showed me the

first draft of the beautiful lyric:

My soul to-day is far away

Sailing the Vesuvian bay.

Shortly after the New Year Read

moved his studio to the Twelfth street

building in New York, and resided with

his wife’s relations in Brooklyn. He

paid visits to Longfellow and Dr. Holmes,

whose portraits he painted, and he finish

ed also a painting of Hylas. I sailed

for Europe, and for nearly eight years

our intercourse was confined to corre

spondence. My life, remote from the

scene of the excitements of that period,

passed quietly enough. His was full of

adventure and of variety. He made an

other voyage in 1860 to England, and

passed another winter in Rome. Evil

times were at hand, and their shadow

was already visible. “Nothing doing in

Romt.--dead as the d——-," he wrote:

“everybody half starving. . . . I have

painted Hinwa/lm carrying I/am: In‘:

Bride, and Diana in Me Alarm. . . .

\Ve are delightfully situated on the Pin

cian Hill, overlooking all Rome, have a
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billiard-table, and every comfort to keep

us cheerful in these dark days, except

plenty of money. One doesn't like to

be para/iur among people who are all

hard up. Pray don't put the worst con

struction on my complaints. I am all

right if my underpinning (commissions)

hold, so I shall go on till the breeching

breaks. But if the Union breaks, who

Cares then what breaks? If that is a

failure, success is not worth having: I

shall be content to sit in dust and ashes

the rest of my days. Cinders will be

good enough for the best of us, and in

deed too good for some of the politicians,

unless they be red hot under the lowest

griddle in But it will not break I"

He went back to America. He was

carried away by the excitements of the

day. He wrote war-poems, besides com

pleting and publishing The lVag0ner qf

I/re A//cg/zanzks and other volumes. He

gave public readings for the benefit of

the soldiers, and recited his war-songs at

the head of armies. He donned a uni

form with the rank of major and A. D. C.

on General Lew \Vallace's staff. He

painted innumerable portraits and spec

ulated in oil! It was a wild and stormy

time, and Read, exposed to many temp

tations, did not escape wholly, but the

constant and affectionate care of his gen

tle wife brought him safe out from among

quicksands and breakers.

One who perished by the wayside, a

victim to the excesses caused by the ex

citement, was Vl/illiam P. Brannan, the

early friend and fellow-student of Read,

who died in the latter's studio, where he

had sought shelter during its owner's

absence—died of destitution, alone and

uncared for!

In the fall of 1866, I met Read again

in Cincinnati. He had been since the

war frequently petitioned to lecture or

give readings from his works for the

benefit of some church or charity, and

he never refused when it was possible

to comply. On one of these excur

sions I accompanied him. It vvrs for a

new church in Springfield, Ohio. \‘Ve

arrived there on a bleak, snowy win

ter‘s day, and were received by “the

committee," who conveyed us to his

home in a sleigh, and left us, to go back

to the "store," to the mercies of inquis

itive children and the resource of a li

brary consisting of Patent-Otfice reports,

Cist's Cz'ncz'nnalz' and Bancroft's History.

In the evening we were taken to the

“town-hall," a large bare room, appar

ently over a market, which was badly

lighted, and only half full, owing per

haps to the inclemency of the weather.

Read was not the only attraction. A

musician had also given his services,

and fiddled between the recitations. I

sat upon one of the front benches, feel

ing a little mortification and not a little

amusement at the undignified character

of the entertainment; but Read evident

ly did not share my feelings. He was

full of enthusiasm, and read Drzfling,

Pu.t:r'n_g t/re Irebrrgs, The (.‘l0.t1'/zg Scene

and S/uw'dan‘s Ride with emphasis and

effect, willingly responding to the ap

plause by reading additional poems not

down in the programme. I think ev

erybody was satisfied, and after the per

formance we had stewed oysters and

cofiee at the house of an “elder,“ and

drove home with sleighbells merrily

ringing.

In Cincinnati, the scene of his early

struggles and first triumphs, Read felt

more at home than in any other city.

Everybody knew and loved him except

a few obscure individuals who were en

vious of his success as a painter. His

friends-—among whom were Colonel

Nick Anderson, William Henry Davis,

John A. Pomeroy, Thomas Gallagher,

J. D. Bullock and David Sinton--had

the most affectionate regard for him.

He rarely, indeed, met either man or

woman without making a friend, or at

least an admirer. He had an inexpres

sibly winning and graceful manner, was

quite free from all affectations, and could

turn a compliment or point an epigram

like Talleyrand himself. He was very

sensitive where a friend was concerned,

and not less so where his country was.

He was fond of putting language through

all its paces, and of puns to the very verge

of good taste. But few of his repartees

have found their way into print, and

indeed his wit was often too delicate to
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quote. Its merit lay in its appropriate

ness and its sparkling suddenness. I

remember an answer he gave to a per

son who had written some verses which

Read praised. The gentleman said af

fectedly, "Oh, Mr. Read, I am not wor

thy to tie your shoes."—“Thank you,

Mr. L ," answered Read dryly: “I

wear boots."

At a Boston dinner-party Mr. Holmes

inquired with malice, “Mr. Read, do

they make as many puns now in Phil

adelphia as they used ?" ——The reply

came at once: "No, doctor. T/zry have

made I/zem all."

At Lady Franklin's house in Kensing

ton, Tennyson was holding forth dogmat

ically: “ It is all very well, Mr. Read, to

talk of your country, but it is my convic

tion that if England were to go by the

board, the whole world would swing back

to despotism ;" and by a gesture he indi

cated the possible catastrophe.—“Very

true," replied Read, " we know that; and

the United Slales will keep England from

going by the board."

A retired English officer at the Baths

of Lucca, who had still a ball in his body

received at the battle of New Orleans,

whether by accident or intention omitted

to return the poet's salutation. "Never

mind," said he, a little disconcerted: "l

was only bowing to the American lead,

anyhow."

He was fond of making extraordinary

rhymes and condensing color and draw

ing in a picturesque line or stanza. I re

member one positively unquotable for its

horrible terseness and terrible realism,

but which haunts me like Turner's Slave

5111]).

The habits of authors while composing

have always been observed with interest.

Read was accustomed to write with pen

cil on a white slate, copying the produc

tion in ink only when he had polished

it to his satisfaction. Hence his manu

scripts show but little erasure or cor

rection. His writing materials, what

ever they were, he usually held upon his

knees-—-a painter's habit formed proba

bly in sketching from Nature.

Few poets have ever excelled him in

"occasional verses," and many of his

best poems were almost improvisations.

S/zerz'dan'.r 1\’z'rl'e was written in a few

hours, and was recited by Mr. Murdoch

at Pike's Opera-House the same even

ing. The laying of the Atlantic cable,

the completion of a bridge, the celebra

tion of a silver wedding, ofa birthday or

any anniversary was sufficient to inspire

his Muse with fancies ever sympathetic

and graceful. He once delivered a poem

before the Mercantile Library Association

in Cincinnati, the last lines of which were

written while the carriage was waiting to

convey him to the hall. The only direct

impromptu I remember that has not been

printed was written in the album of a

beautiful and talented woman, who sent

him the book from what proved to be

her deathbed. He was on the point of

leaving the city, and hastily turning over

the leaves, which bore contributions from

Dickens, Swinburne and other names as

illustrious, he wrote—

We nightly die ourselves to sleep:

Then wherefore fear we death '3

'Tis but a slumber still more deep,

And undisturbed by breath.

In the latter years of his life his rest

less energy and overwork told on his

mind. I do not mean that any of its

faculties had become clouded, but he

lost the power of always controlling its

vagaries, and his sensibility degenerated

into irritability at times. He rose early

and went to bed late. He loved to be

hospitable and to occupy a high social

rank. He was at his easel with the ear

liest sunlight, and burned midnight oil

over poetical and philosophic schemes.

He dreamed of painting great historical

pictures, writing new epics, even of cre

ating a new theology, and of being at the

same time an amphytrion, a club-man

and a politician.

He spent the summer of 1868 with me

in Diisseldorf, where he won the atfec

tion of every one he met—of people even

with whom he could scarcely converse.

He always had some queer hanger-on

who had attracted his pity, and whom

be protected as some people pick up

and protect useless dogs. Once in

Cincinnati it was an lndian—in Dtis

seldorf it was an Italian, useless when
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sober and helpless when he had been

drinking. Read gave dinners that he

could not afford for the pleasure of giv

ing pleasure. and he never wanted for

guests, who were sometimes of a motley

description.

His last years were passed in Rome,

battling with declining health and finan

cial embarrassments, but with unfalter

ing courage and unfailing industry, and

watched over and protected by the ten

derest devotion of his noble wife.

On Sunday, March 10, 187:, a number

of his old friends were dining together in

Cincinnati. It was suggested that the

day was Read's fiftieth birthday. His

health was drunk, and a cable telegram

was sent him conveying the congratula

tions and greetings of the company. The

message reached him at the moment

when, at a supper-party of his friends

in Rome, he was replying to“the toast

of the evening," given by Mr. Clement

Barclay of Philadelphia. The incident,

unexpected as it was, affected him to

tears, and in eloquent words he gave

utterance to the feelings it inspired and

the reminiscences it recalled. To his

friends in Cincinnati he replied by tele

graph that he would respond in person—

a promise he immediately prepared, but

was never permitted, to fufill.

He lived only to reach New York,

where at the Astor House, whither he

was carried, he died calmly and peace

fully on Saturday night, May nth, at

eleven o'clock. The Philadelphia Press

of May 15th gives some particulars of

the closing scene: "Among his last

words, as his loved ones were bestowing

upon him their last tokens of affection,

were, ' Your kisses are very sweet to me.'

Previous thereto he said to his mother

in-law, of whom he was very fond,

‘There is a divinity which shapes our

ends.’ . . . During his brief illness he

frequently expressed the desire to live

to reach Cincinnati, where he hoped to

spend the summer, when he would lay

aside his pencil and devote his time to

the completion of a new poem he had

commenced in Rome. This poem, al

ready inscribed ‘To Young Authors,‘ is

said to possess great beauty, the dedica

tion being especially fine."

His funeral took place from the res

idence of his brother-in-law, James E.

Caldwell, and many of the most distin

guished citizens of Philadelphia followed

his remains to their last resting-place in

Laurel Hill Cemetery.

The poem above referred to has not

yet been published, but no doubt it is in

the hands of those who will carry out the

poet's last wishes in the way that may

be best for his reputation. From frag

ments of it which he read to me in Dus

seldorf, I am enabled to state that it was

founded upon his own personal experi

ences, and designed to contain the sum

ming-up of his philosophical and relig

ious beliefs. It is surely time, however,

that a full and complete edition of his

works should appear—-works which, how

ever unequal they may be, contain nev

ertheless some of the best poetry in our

American anthology. It seems to me

also that it is no impertinent suggestion

to make that, before the friends who

knew and loved him personally disap

pear from the scene, it were well, by

subscription or otherwise, to erect some

symbol, whether "sculptured bust or

monumental urn," to the poet-artist's

memory. Two great cities may equally

claim and be proud of him, yet neither

has done itself the honor of commemo

rating the fact.

When Trelawney's book on Byron ap

peared, and the author confessed to the

baseness of having uncovered his dead

friend’s corpse to find out its deformity,

Read looked with a serio-comic earnest

ness at me, and cried, "When I am dead

don't you uncover my /mqf/" Thank

God! Read had nothing to conceal.

His faults were on the surface, and were

only such as the world has always con

doned and we trust Heaven has forgiven.

Jonx R. Tarr.
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THE MARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, AUTHOR OF “MALCOLM."

CHAPTER XXIX.

AN EVIL O.\IEN.

LORIMEL was beginning to under

stand that the shield of the portrait

was not large enough tocover many more

visits to Lenorme's studio. Still, she must

and would venture, and should anything

be said, there at least was the portrait. For

some weeks it had been all but finished,

was never off its easel, and always show

ed a touch of wet paint somewhere: he

kept the last of it lingering, ready to

prove itself almost yet not altogether

finished. \Vhat was to follow its abso

lute completion neither of them could

tell. The worst of it was, that their

thoughts about it differed discordantly.

Florimel not unfrequently regarded the

rupture of their intimacy as a thing not

undesirable—this chiefly after such a

talk with Lady Bellair as had been il

lustrated by some tale of misalliance or

scandal between high and low, of which

kind of provision for age the bold-faced

countess had a large store: her memory

was little better than an ash-pit of scan

dal. Amongst other biographical scraps

one day she produced the case of a cer

tain earl's daughter, who, having dis

graced herself by marrying a low fellow

—an artist, she bclieved—was as a matter

of course neglected by the man whom,

in accepting him, she had taught to de

spise her, and before a twelvemonth was

0ver—her family finding it impossible to

hold communication with her—was ac

tually seen by her late maid scrubbing her

own floor.

“Why couldn't she leave it dirty P" said

Florimel.

" \Vhy, indeed," returned Lady Bellair,

"but that people sink to their fortunes!

Blue blood won't keep them out of the

gutter."

The remark was true, but of more gen

eral application than she intended, seeing

she herself was in the gutter, and did not

know it. She spoke onlyof what followed ‘

on marriage beneath one's natal position,

than which, she declared, there was noth

ing worse a woman of rank could do.

"She may get over anything but that,"

she would say, believing, but not saying,

that she spoke from experience.

Was it part of the late marquis's pur

gatory to see now, as the natural result

of the sins of his youth, the daughter

whose innocence was dear to him ex

posed to all the undermining influences

of this good-natured but low-moraled

woman, whose ideas of the most mys

terious relations of humanity were in no

respect higher than those of a class which

must not even be mentioned in my pages?

At such tales the high-born heart would

flutter in Florimel's bosom, beat itself

against its bars, turn sick at the sight of

its danger, imagine it had been cherish

ing a crime, and resolve—soon—before

very long—at length—finally—to break

so far at least with the painter as to limit

their intercourse to the radiation of her

power across a dinner-table, the rhythmic

heaving of their two hearts at a dance, or

the quiet occasional talk in a corner, when

the looks of each would reveal to the

other that they knew themselves the

martyrs of a cruel and inexorable law. It

must be remembered that she had had no

mother since her childhood, that she was

now but a girl, and that the passion of a.

girl to that ofawoman is "as moonlight

unto sunlight, and as water unto wine."

Of genuine love she had little more than

enough to serve as salt to the passion;

and passion, however bewitching—yea,

entrancing—a condition, may yet be of

little more worth than that induced by

opium or hashish, and a capacity for it

may be conjoined with anything or every

thing contemptible and unmanly or un

womanly. In Florimel‘s case, however,

there was chiefly much of the childish in

it. Definitely separated from Lenorme,

she would have been merry again in a

fortnight; and yet, though she half knew
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this herself, and at the same time was

more than half ashamed of the whole

affair, she did not give it up—would not

—-only intended by and by to let it go,

and meantime gave-occasionally-—preb

ty free flutter to the half-grown wings of

her fancy.

Her liking for the painter had there

fore, not unnaturally, its fits. It was sub

ject in a measure to the nature of the en

gagements she had—that is, to the degree

of pleasure she expected from them: it

was subject, as we have seen, to skillful

battery from the guns of her chaperone's

intrenchment; and more than to either.

was it subject to those delicate changes

of condition which in the microcosm are

as frequent and as varied both in kind

and degree as in the macrocosm. The

spirit has its risings and settings ofsun and

moon, its clouds and stars, its seasons, its

solstices, its tides, its winds, its storms, its

earthquakes—infinite vitality in endless

fluctuation. To rule these changes Flori

mel had neither the power that comes of

love nor the strength that comes of obe

dience. What of conscience she had was

not yet conscience toward God, which is

the guide to freedom, but conscience to

ward society, which is the slave of a fool.

It was no wonder then that Lenorme, be

lieving, hoping, she loved him, should find

her hard to understand. He said /mrd,

but sometimes he meant z'mfl2ssz'b1e. He

loved as a man loves who has thought

seriously, speculated, tried to understand

—whose love, therefore, is consistent with

itself, harmonious with his nature and his

tory, changing only in form and growth,

never in substance and character. Hence,

the idea of Florimel became in his mind

the centre of perplexing thought : the

unrest of her being, metamorphosed on

the way, passed over into his, and troubled

him sorely. Neither was his mind alto

gether free of the dread of reproach. For

self-reproach he could find little or no

ground, seeing that to pity her much for

the loss of consideration her marriage

with him would involve would be to un

dervalue the honesty of his love and the

worth of his art; and indeed her posi

tion was so independently based that she

could notlose it even by marrying one who

had not the social standing of a brewer or

a stockbroker; but his pride was uneasy

under the foreseen criticism that his self

ishness had taken advantage of her

youth and inexperience to work on the

mind of an ignorant girl—criticism not

likely to be the less indignant that those

who passed it would, without a shadow

of compunction, have handed her over,

body, soul and goods, to one of their

own order had he belonged to the very

canaillc of the race.

The painter was not merely in love

with Florimel: he loved her. I will not

say that he was in no degree dazzled by

her rank, or that he felt no triumph, as a

social nomad camping on the No-man's

land of society, at the thought of the

justification of the human against the

conventional, in his scaling of the giddy

heights of superiority, and, on one of its

topmost peaks, taking from her nest that

rare bird in the earth, a landed and titled

marchioness. But such thoughts were

only changing hues on the feathers of

his love, which itself was a mighty bird

with great and yet growing wings.

A day or two passed before Florimel

went again to the studio, accompanied,

notwithstanding Lenorme's warning and

her own doubt, yet again by her maid, a

woman, unhappily, ofLady Bellair‘s find

ing. At Lossie House, Malcolm had felt

a repugnance to her, both moral and

physical. \Vhen first he heard her name,

one of the servants speaking of her as

Miss Caley, he took it for Scaley, and if

that was not her name, yet scaly was her

nature.

This time Florimel rode to Chelsea

with Malcolm, having directed Caley to

meet her there; and, the one designing

to be a little early, and the other to be a

little late, two results naturally followed

—-first, that the lovers had a few minutes

alone ; and second, that when Caley crept

in, noiseless and unannounced as a cat,

she had her desire, and saw the painter‘s

arm round Florimel's waist and her head

on his bosom. Still more to her content

ment, not hearing, they did not see her,

and she crept out again quietly as she

had entered: it would of course be to her

advantage to let them know that she had
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seen, and that they were in her power,

but it might be still more to her advan

tage to conceal the fact so long as there

was a chance of additional discovery in

the same direction. Through the suc

cess of her trick it came about that Mal

colm, chancing to look up from Honor's

back to the room where he always break

fasted with his new friend, saw in one of

the windows, as in a picture, a face radi

ant with such an expression as that of

the woman-headed snake might have

worn when he saw Adam take the apple

from the hand of Eve.

Caley was of the common class of ser

vants in this, that she considered service

servitude, and took her amends in selfish

ness: she was unlike them in this, that

while false to her employers she made

no common cause with her fellows against

them—regarded and sought none but her

own ends. Her one thought was to make

the most of her position; for that, to gain

influence with, and, ifit might be, power

over, her mistress; and thereto, first of

all, to find out whether she had a secret:

she had now discovered not merely that

she had one, but the secret itself. She

was clever, greedy, cunning—equally

capable, according to the faculty with

which she might be matched, of duping

or of being duped. She rather liked her

mistress, but watched her in the interests

of Lady Bellair. She had a fancy for

the earl, a natural dislike to Malcolm,

which she concealed in distant polite

ness, and for all the rest of the house

indifference. As to her person, she had

a neat oval face, thin and sallow, in ex

pression subacid; a lithe, rather graceful

figure, and hands too long, with fingers

almost too tapering—of which hands and

fingers she was very careful, contempla

ting them in secret with a regard amount

ing almost to reverence: they were her

sole witnesses to a descent in which she

believed, but of which she had no other

shadow of proof.

Caley's face, then, with its unsaintly

illumination, gave Malcolm something to ,

think about as he sat there upon Honor,

the new horse. Clearly, she had had a.

triumph : what could it be ? The nature 2

of the woman was not altogether un- i hard, questioning eyes.

known to him even from the first, and

he could not for months go on meeting

her occasionally in passages and on stairs

without learning to understand his own

instinctive dislike: it was plain the tri

umph was not in good. It was plain too

that it was in something which had that

very moment occurred, and could hardly

have to do with any one but her mistress.

Then her being in that room revealed

more. They would never have sent her

out of the study, and so put themselves

in her power. She had gone into the

house but a moment before, a minute or

two behind her mistress, and he knew

with what a cat-like step she went about:

she had surprised them—discovered how

matters stood between her mistress and

the painter. He saw everything almost

as it had taken place. She had seen

without being seen, and had retreated

with her prize! Florimel was then in

the woman's power: what was he to do?

He must at least let her gather what

warning she could from the tale of what

he had seen.

Once arrived at a resolve, Malcolm

never lost time. They had turned but

one corner on their way home when he

rode up to her. "Please, my lady," he

began.

But the same instant Florimel was

pulling up. “Malcolm," she said, "I

have left my pocket handkerchief: I

must go back for it."

As she spoke she turned her horse's

head. But Malcolm, dreading lest Ca

ley should yet be lingering, would not

allow her to expose herself to a greater

danger than she knew. "Before you

go, my lady, I must tell you something

I happened to see while I waited with

the horses," he said.

The earnestness of his tone struck

Florirnel. She looked at him with eyes

a little wider, and waited to hear.

"I happened to look up at the draw

ing-room windows, my lady, and Caley

came to one of them with such a look

on her face! I can't exactly describe

it to you, my lady, but-"

"\Vhy do you tell me ?" interrupted

his mistress with absolute composure and

But she had
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drawn herself up in the saddle. Then,

before he could reply, a flash of thought

seemed to cross her face with a quick

single motion of her eyebrows, and it

was instantly altered and thoughtful.

She seemed to have suddenly perceived

some cause for taking a mild interest 'in

his communication. "But it cannot be,

hlalcolm," she said in quite a changed

tone. "You must have taken some one

else for her. She never left the studio

all the time I was there.“

" It was immediately after her arrival,

my lady. She went in about two min

utes after your ladyship, and could not

have had mu:/z more than time to go up

stairs when I saw her come to the win

dow. I felt bound to tell your ladyship."

"Thank you, Malcolm," returned Flor

imel kindly. "You did right to tell me,

—but-—it's of no consequence. Mr. Le

norme's housekeeper and she must have

been talking about something."

But her eyebrows were now thought

fully contracted over her eyes.

“There had been no time for that, I

think, my lady," said Malcolm.

Florimel turned again and rode on,

saying no more about the handkerchief.

Malcolm saw that he had succeeded in

warning her, and was glad. But had be

foreseen to what it would lead he would

hardly have done it.

Florimel was indeed very uneasy. She

could not help strongly suspecting that

she had betrayed herself to one who, if

not an intentional spy, would yet be ready

enough to make a spy's use of anything

she might have picked up. What was

to be done? It was now too late to think

of getting rid of her: that would be but

her signal to disclose whatever she had

seen. and so not merely enjoy a sweet

revenge, but account with clear satisfac

toriness for her dismissal. What would

not Florimel now have given for some

one who could sympathize with her and

yet counsel her! She was afraid to ven

ture another meetingr with Lenorme, and

besides was not a little shy of the advan

tage the discovery would give him in

pressing her to marry him. And now

first she began to feel as if her sins were

going to find her out.

A day or two passed in alternating

psychical flaws and fogs, with poor glints

of sunshine between. She watched her

maid, but her maid knew it, and discov

ered no change in her manner or be

havior. Weary of observation, she was

gradually settling into her former secur

ity when Caley began to drop hints that

alarmed her. Might it not be altogether

the safest thing to take her into confi

dence? It would be such a relief, she

thought, to have a woman she could talk

to! The result was that she began to

lift a corner of the veil that hid her trou

ble: the woman encouraged her, and at

length the silly girl threw her arms round

the scaly one's neck, much to that per

son's satisfaction, and told her that she

loved Mr. Lenomie. She knew, of course,

she said, that she could not marry him.

She was only waiting a fit opportunity to

free herself from a connection which,

however delightful, she was unable to

justify. How the maid interpreted her

confession I do not care to inquire very

closely, but anyhow it was in a manner

that promised much to her after-infiu

enee. I hasten over this part of Flori

mel's history, for that confession to Ca

ley was perhaps the one thing in her life

she had most reason to be ashamed of,

for she was therein false to the being

she thought she loved best in the world.

Could Lenorme have known her capa

ble of unbosoming herself to such a wo

man, it would almost have slain the love

he bore her. The notions of that odd

and-end sort of person, who made his

livelihood by spreading paint, would have

been too hideously shocked by the shad

ow of an intimacy between his love and

such as she.

Caley first comforted the weeping girl,

and then began to insinuate encourage

ment. She must indeed give him up—

there was no help for that—but neither

was there any necessity for doing so all at

once. Mr. Lenorme was a beautiful man,

and any woman might be proud to be

loved by him. She must take her time

to it. She might trust her. And so on

and on, for she was as vulgar-minded as

the worst of those whom ladies endure

I about their persons, handling their hair
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and having access to more of their lock

fast places than they would willingly im

agine.

The first result was that, on the pre

text of bidding him farewell, and con

vincing him that he and she must meet

no more, fate and fortune, society and

duty, being all alike against their hap

piness—l mean on that pretext to her

self. the only one to be deceived by it—

Florimel arranged with her woman one

evening to go the next morning to the

studio: she knew the painter to be an

early riser, and always at his work before

eight o'clock. But although she tried to

imagine she had persuaded herself to

say farewell, certainly she had not yet

brought her mind to any ripeness of

resolve in the matter. At seven o'clock

in the morning, the marchioness habited

like a housemaid, they slipped out by the

front door, turned the corners of two

streets, found a hackney-coach waiting

for them, and arrived in due time at the

painter's abode.

Cl-l.~\PTER XXX.

A QUARREL.

\VHEN the door opened and Florimel

glided in the painter sprang to his feet to

welcome her, and she flew softly, sound

less as a moth, into his arms; for, the

study being large and full of things, she

was not aware of the presence of Mal

colm. From behind a picture on an

easel he saw them meet, but shrinking

from being an open witness to their

secret, and also from being discovered

in his father's clothes by the sister who

knew him only as a servant, he instantly

sought escape. Nor was it hard to find,

for near where he stood was a door open

ing into a small intermediate chamber,

communicating with the drawing-room,

and by it he fled, intending to pass

through to Lenorme's bedroom and

change his clothes. \Vith noiseless stride

he hurried away, but could not help hear

ing a few passionate words that escaped

his sister's lips before Lenorme could

warn her that they were not alone—

words which, it seemed to him, could

come only from a heart whose very pulse

was devotion.

"How can I live without you, Raoul?"

said the girl as she clung to him.

Lenorme gave an uneasy glance be

hind him, saw Malcolm disappear, and

answered, ''I hope you will never try, my

darling."

“ Oh, but you know this can't last," she

returned with playfully-affected authority.

" It must come to an end. They will in

terfere."

"Who can? \Vho will dare?" said

the painter with confidence.

"People will. \Ve had better stop it

ourselves—before it all comes out and

we are shamed," said Florimel, now with

perfect seriousness.

"Shamed!" cried Lenorme. "Well,

if you can't help being ashamed of me

—and perhaps, as you have been brought

up, you can't—do you not then love me

enough to encounter a little shame for

my sake? I should welcome worlds of

such for yours."

Florimel was silent. She kept her

face hidden on his shoulder, but was

already halfway to a quarrel.

"You don't love me, Florimel," he

said after a pause, little thinking how

nearly true were the words.

"Well, suppose I don't !" she cried,

half defiantly, half merrily: drawing her

self from him, she stepped back two

paces, and looked at him with saucy

eyes, in which burned two little flames

of displeasure, that seemed to shoot up

from the red spots glowing upon her

cheeks. Lenorme looked at her. He

had often seen her like this before, and

knew that the shell was charged and the

fuse lighted. But within lay a mixture

even more explosive than he suspected;

for not merely was there more of shame

and fear and perplexity mingled with her

love than he understood, but she was

conscious of having now been false to

him, and that rendered her temper dan

gerous. Lenorme had already suFfered

severely from the fluctuations of her

moods. They had been almost too much

for him. He could endure them, he

thought, to all eternity if he had her to

himself, safe and sure; but the confidence
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to which he rose every now and then that

she would one day be his just as often

failed him, rudely shaken by some new

symptom of what almost seemed like

cherished inconstancy. If, after all, she

should forsake him! It was impossible,

but she might. lf even that should come,

he was too much of a man to imagine

anything but a stern encounter of the

inevitable, and he knew he would sur

vive it ; but he knew also that life could

never be the same again, that for a sea

son work would be impossible—the kind

of work he had hitherto believed his own

rendered for ever impossible perhaps, and

his art degraded to the mere earning of a

living. At best, he would have to die and

be buried and rise again before existence

could become endurable under the new

squalid conditions of life without her.

It was no wonder, then, if her behavior

sometimes angered him, for eyen against

a will-0'-the-wisp that has enticed us into

a swamp a glow of foolish indignation

will spring up. And now a black fire in

his eyes answered the blue flash in hers ;

and the difference suggests the diversity

of their loves: hers might vanish in

fierce explosion, his would go on burn

ing like a coal-mine. A word of indig

nant expostulation rose to his lips, but a

thought came that repressed it. He took

her hand, and led her—the wonder was

that she yielded, for she had seen the

glow in his eyes, and the fuse of her own

anger burned faster; but she did yield,

partly from curiosity, and followed where

he pleased—her hand lying dead in his.

It was but to the other end of the room

helled her, to the picture of her father,

now all but finished. Why he did so

he would have found it hard to say.

Perhaps the genius that lies under the

consciousness forefelt a catastrophe, and

urged him to give his gift ere giving should

be impossible.

Malcolm stepped into the drawing

room, where the table was laid as usual

for breakfast: there stood Caley, help

ing herself to a spoonful of honey from

Hymettus. At his entrance she started

violently, and her sallow face grew earthy.

For some seconds she stood motionless,

unable to take her eyes off the appari

tion, as it seemed to her, of the late mar

quis, in wrath at her encouragement of

his daughter in disgraceful courses. Mal

colm, supposing she was ashamed of her

self, took no further notice of her, and

walked deliberately toward the other

door. Ere he reached it she knew him.

Burning with the combined ires of fright

and shame, conscious also that by the

one little contemptible act of greed in

which he had surprised her she had jus

tified the aversion which her woman-in

stinct had from the first recognized in

him, she darted to the door, stood with

her back against it and faced him flam

ing. "So !" she cried: "this is how my

lady‘s kindness is abused! The inso

lence! Her groom goes and sits for his

portrait in her father's court-dress !"

As she ceased all the latent vulgarity of

her nature broke loose, and with a pro

tracted pi she seized her thin nose be

tween her thumb and forefinger, to indi

cate that an evil odor of fish interpene

trated her atmosphere, and must at the

moment be defiling the garments of the

dead marquis. " My lady shall know this,"

she concluded, with a vicious clenching

of her teeth and two or three small nods

of her neat head.

Malcolm stood regarding her with a

coolness that yet inflamed her wrath.

He could not help smiling at the reaction

of shame in indignation. Had her anger

been but a passing flame, that smile would

have turned it into enduring hate. She

hissed in his face.

“ Go and have the first word," he said;

"only leave the door and let me pass."

"Let you pass, indeed! \Vhat would

you pass for ?—the bastard of old Lord

James and a married woman! l don't

care [hat for you." And she snapped

her fingers in his face.

Malcolm turned frotn her and went to

the window, taking a newspaper from the

breakfast-table as he passed, and there

sat down to read until the way should be

clear. Carried beyond herself by his

utter indifference, Caley darted from the

room and went straight into the study.

Lenorme led Florimel in front of the

picture. She gave a great start, and

turned and stared pallid at the painter.
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The effect upon her was such as he had I ceived that his sister was in the dress of

not foreseen, and the words she uttered

were not such as he could have hoped to

hear. "What would /ze think of me if

he knew ?" she cried, clasping her hands

in agony.

That moment Caley burst into the

room, her eyes lamping like a cat's. "My

lady," she shrieked, “there's MacPhail

the groom, my lady, dressed up in your

honored father's bee-utiful c1o'es as he

always wore when he went to dine with

the prince! And please, my lady, he's

that rude I could ‘ardly keep my ‘ands

off him."

Florimel flashed a dagger of question

in Lenorme's eyes. The painter drew

himself up. " It was at my request, Lady

Lossie," he said.

"Indeed!" returned Florimel, in high

scorn, and glanced again at the picture.

"I see," she went on. " How could I be

such an idiot! It was my groom's, not

my father's, likeness you meant to sur

prise me with !" Her eyes flashed as if

she would annihilate him.

"I have worked hard in the hope of

giving you pleasure, Lady Lossie," said

the painter with wounded dignity.

"And you have failed,“ she adjoined

cruelly.

The painter took the miniature after

which he had been working from a table

near, handed it to her with a proud obel

sance, and the same moment dashed a

brushful of dark paint across the face of

the picture.

“Thank you, sir," said Florimel, and

for a moment felt as if she hated him.

She turned away and walked from the

study. The door of the drawing-room

was open, and Caley stood by the side

of it. Florimel, too angry to consider

what she was about, walked in: there

sat Malcolm in the window, in her fa

ther's clothes and his very attitude, read

ing the newspaper. He did not hear her

enter. He had been waitingtill he could

reach the bedroom unseen by her, for he

knew from the sound of the voices that

the study-door was open. Her anger

rose yet higher at the sight. “Leave

the room," she said.

He started to his feet, and now per

a servant. He took one step forward

and stood—a little mazed—gorgeous in

dress and arms of price, before his mis

tress in the cotton gown of a housemaid.

“Take those clothes off instantly,"

said Florimel slowly, replacing wrath

with haughtiness as well as she might.

Malcolm turned to the door without

a word. He saw that things had gone

wrong where most he would have wish

ed them go right.

“I'll see to them being well aired, my

lady," said Caley, with sibilant indigna

tion.

Malcolm went to the study. The paint

er sat before the picture of the marquis,

with his elbows on his knees and his head

between his hands. " Mr. Lenorme,"

said Malcolm, approaching him gently.

"Oh, go away," said Lenorme without

raising hishead: “I can't bear the sight

of you yet."

Malcolm obeyed, a little smile playing

about the corners of his mouth. Caley

saw it as he passed, and hated him yet

worse. He was in his own clothes, boot

ed and belted, in two minutes. Three

sufiiced to replace his father's garments

in the portmanteau, and in three more

he and Kelpie went plunging past his

mistress and her maid as they drove

home in their lumbering vehicle.

“The insolence of the fellow!" said

Caley, loud enough for her mistress to

hear notwithstanding the noise of the

rattling windows. "A pretty pass we

are come to 1"

But already Florimel's mood had be

gun to change. She felt that she had

done her best to alienate men on whom

she could depend, and that she had cho

sen for a confidante one whom she had

no ground for trusting.

She got safe and unseen to her room ;

and Caley believed she had only to im

prove the advantage she had now gained.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE TWO DAIMONS.

THINGS had taken a turn that was

not to Malcolm's satisfaction, and his
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thoughts were as busy all the way home

as Kelpie would allow. He had ardent

ly desired that his sister should be thor

oughly in love with Lenorme, for that

seemed to open a clear path out of his

worst difficulties: now they had quar

reled, and besides were both angry with

him. The main fear was that Liftore

would now make some progress with

her. Things looked dangerous. Even

his warning against Caley had led to a

result the very opposite of his intent and

desire. And now it recurred to him that

he had once come upon Liftore talking

to Caley, and giving her something that

shone like a sovereign.

Earlier on the same morning of her

visit to the studio, Florimel had awaked

and found herself in the presence of the

spiritual Vehmgericht. Every member

of the tribunal seemed against her. All

her thoughts were busy accusing, none

of them excusing one another. So hard

were they upon her that she fancied she

had nearly come to the conclusion that,

if only she could do it pleasantly, with

out pain or fear, the best thing would

be to swallow something and fall asleep;

for, like most people, she was practically

an atheist, and therefore always thought

of death as the refuge from the ills of

life. But although she was often very

uncomfortable, Florimel knew nothing

of such genuine downright misery as

drives some people to what can be no

more to their purpose than if a man

should strip himself naked because he

is cold. \\-"hen she returned from her

unhappy visit, and had sent her attend

ant to get her some tea, she threw her

self upon her bed, and found herself yet

again in the dark chambers of the spirit

ual police. But already even their com

pany was preferable to that of Caley,

whose officiousness began to enrage her.

She was yet tossing in the Nessus-tunic

of her own disharmony when Malcolm

came for orders. To get rid of herself

and Caley both she desired him to bring

the horses round at once.

It was more than Malcolm had expect

ed. He ran: he might yet have a chance

of trying to turn her in the right direction.

He knew that Liftore was neither in the

\'m.. X|X.—2l

house nor at the stable. \Vith the help

of the earl's groom he was round in ten

minutes. Florimel was all but ready:

like some other ladies she could dress

quickly when she had good reason. She

sprang from Malcolm’s hand to the sad

dle, and led as straight northward as she

could go, never looking behind her till

she drew rein on the top of Hampstead

Heath. When‘ he rode up to her, "Mal

colm," she said, looking at him half

ashamed, “I don't think my father would

have minded you wearing his clothes."

"Thank you, my lady," said Malcolm.

"At least he would have forgiven any

thing meant for your pleasure."

" I was too hasty," she said. "But the

fact was, Mr. Lenorme had irritated me,

and I foolishly mixed you up with him."

"VVhen I went into the studio after

you left it this morning, my lady," Mal

colm ventured, “ he had his head between

his hands, and would not even look at

me."

Florimel turned her face aside, and

Malcolm thought she was sorry, but she

was only hiding a smile: she had not yet

got beyond the kitten stage of love, and

was pleased to find she gave pain.

''If your ladyship never had another

true friend, Mr. Lenorme is one," added

Malcolm.

"What opportunity can you have had

for knowing?" said Florimel.

" l have been sitting to him every morn

ing for agood many days," answered Mal

colm. “Hz is something like a man !"

Florimel's face flushed with pleasure.

She liked to hear him praised, for he loved

her.

"You should have seen, my lady, the

pains he took with that portrait! He

would stare at the little picture you lent

him of my lord for minutes, as ifhe were

looking through it at something behind

it; then he would get up and go and gaze

at your ladyship on the pedestal, as if you

were the goddess herself, able to tell him

everything about your father; and then

he would hurry back to his easel and give

a touch or two to the face, looking at it

all the time as if he loved it. It must

have been a cruel‘ pain that drove him

to smear it as he did."
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Florimel began to feel a little motion

of shame somewhere in the mystery of

her being. But to show that to her ser

vant would be to betray herself-—the more

that he seemed the painter's friend.

"I will ask Lord Liftore to go and see

the portrait, and if he thinks it like I

will buy it," she said. "Mr. Lenorme is

certainly very clever with his brush."

Malcolm saw that she‘ said this not to

insult Lenorme, but to blind her groom,

and made no answer.

"I will ride there with you to-morrow

morning," she added in conclusion, and

moved on.

Malcolm touched his hat and dropped

behind. But the next moment he was

by her side again: "I beg your pardon,

my lady, but would you allow me to say

one word more P"

She bowed her head.

“That woman Caley, I am certain, is

not to be trusted. She does not love

you, my lady.“

" How do you know that?" asked Flori

mel, speaking steadily, but writhing in

wardly with the knowledge that the warn

ing was too late.

“ l have tried her spirit," answered Mal

colm, "and know that it is of the devil.

She loves herself too much to be true.“

After a little pause Florimel said, “I

know you mean well, Malcolm, but it is

nothing to me whether she loves me or

not. We don't look for that now-a-days

from servants." -

" It is because I love you, my lady,"

said Malcolm, "that I know Caley does

not. If she should get hold of anything

your ladyship would not wish talked

about—"

“That she cannot," said Florimel, but

with an inward shudder. "She may tell

the whole world all she can discover."

She would have cantered on as the

words left her lips, but something in Mal- .

' not a protector of her own kind?colm‘s look held her. She turned pale,

she trembled: her father was looking at

her as only once had she seen him--in

doubt whether his child lied. The illu

sion was terrible. She shook in her sad

dle. The next moment she was galloping

alongthe grassy border of the heath in

wildflight from her worst enemy, whom

yet she could never by the wildest of

flights escape; for when, coming a little

to herself as she approached a sand-pit,

she pulled up, there was her enemy-—

neither before nor behind, neither above

nor beneath nor within her: it was the

self which had just told a lie to the ser

vant of whom she had so lately boasted

that he never told one in his life. Then

she grew angry. \Vhat had she done to

be thus tormented? S/w, a marchioness,

thus pestered by her own menials—pull

ed opposing directions by a groom and a

maid! She would turn them both away,

and have nobody about her either to

trust or suspect.

She might have called them her good

and her evil genius; for she knew—that

is, she had it somewhere about her, but

did not look it out-—that it was her

own cowardice and concealment, her own

falseness to the traditional, never-failing

courage of her house, her ignobility and

unfitness to represent the Colonsays——

her double-dealing, in short—that had

made the marchioness in her own right

the slave of her woman, the rebuked of

‘ her groom.

She turned and rode back, looking the

other way as she passed Malcolm.

When they reached the top of the

heath, riding along‘ to meet them came

Liftore—this time to Florimel's consola

tiorl and comfort: she did not like rid

ing unprotected with a good angel at her

heels. So glad was she that she did not

even take the trouble to wonder how he

had discovered the road she went. She

never suspected that Caley had sent his

lordship's groom to follow her until the

direction of her ride should be evident,

but took his appearance without ques

tion as a lover-like attention, and rode

home with him, talking the whole way,

and cherishing a feeling of triumph over

both Malcolm and Lenorme. Had she

Could

she not, when they troubled her, pass

from their sphere into one beyond their

ken? For the moment the poor weak

lord who rode beside her seemed to her

foolish heart a tower of refuge. She was

particularly gracious and encouraging to

her tower as they rode, and fancied again
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and again that perhaps the best way out

of her troubles would be to encourage

and at last accept him, so getting rid of

honeyed delights and rankling stings to

gether, of good and evil angels and low

bred lover at one sweep. Quiet would

console for dullness, innocence for weari

ness. She would fain have a good con

science toward society—-that image whose

feet are of gold and its head a bag of

chat? and sawdust.

Malcolm followed, sick at heart that

she should prove herself so shallow.

Riding Honor, he had plenty of leisure

to brood.

CHAPTER XXXII.

A CHASTISEMENT.

WHEN she went to her room, there

was Caley taking from a portmanteau

the Highland dress which had occasion

ed so much. A note fell, and she hand

ed it to her mistress. Florimel opened

it, grew pale as she read it, and asked

Caley to bring her a glass of water. No

sooner had her maid left the room than

she sprang to the door and bolted it.

Then the tears burst from her eyes, she

sobbed despairingly, and but for the help

of her handkerchief would have wailed

aloud. \Vhen Caley returned she an

swered to her knock that she was lying

down and wanted to sleep. She was,

however, trying to force further commu

nication from the note. In it the painter

told her that he was going to set out the

next morning for Italy, and that her por

trait was at the shop of certain carvers

and gilders, being fitted with a frame

for which he had made drawings. Three

times she read it, searching for some hid

den message to her heart: she held it up

between her and the light, then before

the fire till it crackled like abit of old

parchment; but all was in vain: by no

device, intellectual or physical, could she

coax the shadow of a meaning out of

it beyond what lay plain on the surface.

She must, she would see him again.

That night she was merrier than usual

at dinner; after it sang ballad upon bal

lad to please Liftore; then went to her

room and told Caley to arrange for yet a

visit the next morning to Mr. l.enorme‘s

studio. She positively must, she said,

secure her father's portrait ere the ill

tempered painter—all men of genius

were hasty and unreasonable-—should

have destroyed it utterly, as he was cer

tain to do before leaving; and with that

she showed her Lenorme's letter. Caley

was all service, only said that this time

she thought they had better go openly.

. She would see Lady Bellair as soon as

Lady Lossie was in bed and explain the

thing to her.

The next morning, therefore, the two

drove to Chelsea in the carriage. When

the door opened Florimel walked straight

up to the study. There she saw no one,

and her heart, which had been fluttering

strangely, sank and was painfully still,

while her gaze went wandering about the

room. It fell upon the pictured temple

of Isis: a thick dark veil had fallen and

shrouded the whole figure of the goddess,

leaving only the outline: and the form

of the worshiping youth‘ had vanished

utterly: where he had stood, the tessel

ated pavement, with the serpent of life

twining through it, and the sculptured

walls of the temple, shone out clear and

bare, as if Hyacinth had walked out into

the desert to return no more. Again the

tears gushed from the heart of Florimel :

she had sinned against her own fame

had blotted out a fair memorial record

that might have outlasted the knight of

stone under the Norman canopy in Los

sie church. Again she sobbed, again she

choked down a cry that had else become

a scream.

Arms were around her. Never doubt

ing whose the embrace, she leaned her

head against his bosom, stayed her sobs

with the one word “ Cruel!" and slow

ly opening her tearful eyes, lifted them

to the face that bent over hers. lt was

Liftore's. She was dumb with disappoint

ment and dismay. It was a hateful mo

ment. He kissed her forehead and eyes,

and sought her mouth. She shrieked

aloud. In her very agony at the loss of

one to be kissed by another! and there!

It was too degrading ! too horrid!

At the sound of her cry some one start
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ed up at the other end of the room. An

easel with a large canvas on it fell, and

a man came forward with great strides.

Liftore let her go, with a muttered curse

on the intruder, and she darted from the

room into the arms of Caley, who had

had her ear against the other side of "

_the door. The same instant Malcolm

received from his lordship a well-planted

blow between the eyes, which filled them

with flashes and darkness. The next

the earl was on the floor. The ancient

fury of the Celt had burst up into the

nineteenth century and mastered a no

ble spirit. All Malcolm could afterward

remember was, that he came to himself

dealing Liftore merciless blows, his foot

on his back and his weapon the earl's

whip. His lordship, struggling to rise,

turned up a face white with hate and im

potent fury. “You damned fiunkie !" he

panted. “ I'll have you shot like a mangy

dog."

"Meantime I will chastise you like an

insolent nobleman," said Malcolm, who

had already almost recovered his self

possession. "You dare to touch my mis

tress 1" And with the words he gave

him one more stinging cut with the whip.

"Stand off, and let it be man to man !"

cried Liftore with a fierce oath, clench

ing his teeth in agony and rage.

“That it cannot be, my lord; but I

have had enough, and so I hope has

your lordship," said Malcolm; and as

he spoke he threw the whip to the other

end of the room and stood back. Lif

tore sprang to his feet and rushed at

him. Malcolm caught him by the wrist

with a fisherrnan's grasp. “My lord,I

don't want to kill you. Take a warning,

and let ill be, for fear of worse," he said,

and threw his hand from him with a swing

that nearly dislocated his shoulder.

The warning sufiiced. His lordship

cast him one scowl of concentrated hate

and revenge, and leaving the room hur

ried also from the house.

At the usual morning hour Malcolm

had ridden to Chelsea, hoping to find

his friend in a less despairing and more

companionable mood than when he left

him. To his surprise and disappoint

ment, he learned that Lenorme had sail

ed by the packet for Ostend the night

before. He asked leave to go into the

study. There on its easel stood the por

trait of his father as he had last seen it

disfigured with a great smear of brown

paint across the face. He knew that the

face was dry, and he saw that the smear

was wet: he would see whether he could

not, with turpentine and a soft brush.

remove the insult. In this endeavor he

was so absorbed, and by the picture it

self was so divided from the rest of the

room, that he neither saw nor heard any

thing until Florimel cried out.

Naturally, those events made him yet

more dissatisfied with his sister's posi

tion. Evil influences and dangers were

on all sides of her, the worst possible

outcome being that, loving one man, she

should marry another, and him such a

man as Liftore! \Vhatever he heard in

the servants‘ hall, both tone and sub

stance, only confirmed the unfavorable

impression he had had from the first of

the bold-faced countess. The oldest of

her servants had, he found, the least re

spect for their mistress, although all had

a certain liking for her, which gave their

disrespect the heavier import. I-Ie mus!

get Florimel away somehow. \\'hile all

was right between her and the painter

he had been less anxious about her im

mediate surroundings, trusting that Le

norme would ere long deliver her. _ But

now she had driven him from the very

country, and he had left no elew to fol

low him up by. His housekeeper could

tell nothing of his purposes. The gar

dener and she were left in charge as a

matter of course. He might be back in

a week or a year: she could not even

conjecture.

Seeming possibilities, in varied ming

ling with rank absurdities, kept passing

through Malcolm's mind as, after Lif

tore’s punishment, he lifted the portrait,

set it again upon its easel and went on

trying to clean the face of it-—with no

small promise of success. But as he

made progress he grew anxious lest, with

the defilement, he should remove some

of the color as well: the painter alone,

he concluded at length, could be trusted

to restore the work he had ruined.
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He left the house, walked across the

road to the river-bank and gave a short ‘

sharp whistle. In an instant Davy was

in the dinghy, pulling for the shore.

Malcolm went on board the yacht, saw

that all was right, gave some orders,

went ashore again and mounted Kelpie.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

LIES.

IN pain, wrath and mortification Lif

tore rode home. \/Vhat would the men

at his club say if they knew that he had

been thrashed by a scoundrel of a groom

for kissing his mistress? The fact would

soon be out: he must do his best to have

it taken for what it ought to be—-namely,

fiction. It was the harder upon him that

he knew himself no coward. He must

punish the rascal somehow—-he owed it

to society to punish him—but at present

he did not see how, and the first thing

was to have the first word with Florimel:

he must see her before she saw the ruf

fian. He rode as hard as he dared to

Curzon street, sent his groom to the sta

bles, telling him he should want the

horses again before lunch, had a hot

bath, of which he stood in dire need,

and some' brandy with his breakfast,

and then, all unfit for exercise as he

was, walked to Portland Place.

Mistress and maid rode home together

in silence. The moment Florimel heard

Malcolm's voice she had left the house.

Caley, following, had heard enough to

know that there was a scuffle at least

going on in the study, and her eye wit

nessed against her heart that Liftore

could have no chance with the detested

groom if the respect of the latter gave

way: would MacPhail thrash his lord

ship? lf he did, it would be well she

should know it. In the hoped event of

his lordship's marrying her mistress, it

was desirable not only that she should

be in favor with both of them, but that

she should have some hold upon each of

a more certainly enduring nature: if she

held secrets with husband and wife sep

arately, she would be in clover for the

period of her natural existence.

As to Florimel, she was enraged atthe

liberties Liftore had taken with her. But,

alas! was she not in some degree in his

power? He had found her there, and in

tears! How did he come to be there?

If Malcolm's judgment of her was cor

rect, Caley might have told him. \Vas

she already false? She pondered within

herself, and cast no look upon her maid

until she had concluded how best to carry

herself toward the earl. Then glancing

at the hooded cobra beside her, “What

an awkward thing that Lord Lit-tore, of

all moments, should appear just then!"

she said. " How could it be?"

“ I'm sure I haven't an idea, my lady,"

returned Caley. "My lord has always

been kind to Mr. Lenorme, and I sup

pose he has been in the way of going

to see him at work. \Vho would have

thought my lord was such an early riser?

There are not many gentlemen like him

now-a-days, my lady. Did your lady

ship hear the noise in the studio after

you left it?"

"I heard high words," answered her

mistress—"nothing more. How on earth

did MacPhail come to be there as well?

From you, Caley, I will not conceal that

his lordship behaved indiscreetly; in fact,

he was rude; and I can quite imagine that

MacPhail thought it his duty to defend me.

It is all very awkward for me. Who could

have imagined him there, and sitting be

hind amongst the pictures! It almost

makes me doubt whether Mr. Lenorme

be really gone."

"It seems to 1ne, my lady," returned

Caley, "that the man is alwaysjust where

he ought not to be, always meddling with_

something he has no business with. I

beg your pardon, my lady," she went on,

"but wouldn't it be better to get some

staid elderly man for a groom-—one who

has been properly bred up to his duties

and taught his manners in a gentleman's

stable? lt is so odd to have a groom from

a rough seafaring set—0ne who behaves

like the rude fisherman he is, never hav

ing had to obey orders of lord or lady!

The worst of it is, your ladyship will

soon be the town's talk if you have such

a groom on such a horse after you every

where."



33$
[l\'I.-\RTl/E MARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

Florimel's face flushed. Caley sawshe I

was angry, and held her peace.

Breakfast was hardly over when Liftore i

walked in, looking pale, and, in spite ofhis faultless gel-up, somewhat disrepu

table; for shame, secret pain and anger

do not favor a good carriage or honest

mien. Florimel threw herself back in j

her chair—an action characteristic of the |

bold-faced countess—and held out her left

hand to him in an expansive. benevolent ,

sort of way. "How dare you come into

my presence looking so well pleased with

yourself, my lord, after giving me such

a fright this morning?" she said. " You

might at least have made sure that there

was—that we were—" She could not

bring herself to complete the sentence.

"My dearest girl," said his lordship,

not only delighted to get off so pleas

antly, but profoundly flattered by the

implied understanding, "I found you in

tears. and how could I think of anything

else? It may have been stupid, but I

trust you will think it pardonable."

Caley had not fully betrayed her mis

tress to his lordship, and he had, entire

ly to his own satisfaction, explained the

liking of Florimel for the society of the

painter as the mere fancy of a girl for

the admiration of one whose employ

ment, although nothing above the ser

vile, yet gave him a claim something

beyond that of a milliner or hair-dress

‘er to be considered a judge in matters of

appearance. As to anything more in the

affair—and with him in the field—of such

a notion he was simply incapable: he

could not have wronged the lady he

‘meant to honor with his hand by regard

ing it as within the bounds of the pos

sible. '

“ It was no wonder I was crying," said

Florimel. “A seraph would have cried

to see the state my father's portrait was

in."

"Your father's portrait?"

"Yes. Did not you know? Mr. Le

norme has been painting one from a

miniature I lent him—-under my super

vision of course; and just because I let

fall a word that showed Iwas not alto

gether satisfied with the likeness, what

should the wretched man do but catch

up a brush full of filthy black paint, and

smudge the face all over!"

“Oh, Lenorme will soon set it to rights

again. He's not a bad fellow, though he

does belong to thegcnu: 1'rr'ilabz'./e. I will

go about it this very day."

“You'll not find him, I'm sorry to say.

There's a note I had from him yesterday.

And the picture's quite unfit to be seen

—utterly ruined. But I can‘! think how

you could miss seeing it."

"To tell the truth, Florimel, I had a.

bit of a scrimmage after you left me in

the studio." Here his lordship did his

best to imitate a laugh. “Who should

come rushing upon me out of the back

regions of paint and canvas but that mad

groom of yours ! I don't suppose you

knew he was there?"

“Not I. I saw a man’s feet: that was

all."

"\Vell, there he was, for what reason

the devil knows, perdu amongst the paint

er's litter; and when he heard your little

startled cry—most musical, most melan

choly—what should he fancy but that you

were frightened, and he must rush to the

rescue! And so he did with a vengeance:

I don't know when I shall quite forget the

blow he gave me." And again Liftore

laughed, or thought he did.

" He struck you !" exclaimed Florimel,

rather astonished, but hardly able for in

ward satisfaction to put enough of indig

nation into her tone.

"He did, the fellow! But don't say a

word about it, for I thrashed him so un

mercifully that, to tell the truth, I had to

stop because I grew sorry for him : I am

sorry now. So I hope you will take no

notice of it. In fact, I begin to like the

rascal: you know I was never favorably

impressed with him. By Jove! it is not

every mistress that can have such :1 de

voted attendant. I only hope his over

zeal in your service may never get you

into some compromising position. He

is hardly, with all his virtues, the proper

servant for a young lady to have about

her: he has had no training—no proper

training at all--you see. But you must

let the villain nurse himself for a day or

two anyhow. It would be torture to make

him ride after what I gave him. "
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His lordship spoke feelingly, with he

roic endurance indeed; and if Malcolm

should dare give /11': account of the fra

cas, he trusted to the word of a gentleman

to outweigh that of a groom.

Not all to whom it may seem incred

ible that a nobleman should thus lie are

themselves incapable of doing likewise.

Any man may put himself in training

for a liar by doing things he would be

ashamed to have known. The art is

easily learned, and to practice it well is

a great advantage to people with deszlgns.

Men of ability, indeed, if they take care

not to try hard to speak the truth, will

soon become able to lie as truthfully as

any sneak that sells grease for butter to

the poverty of the New Cut.

It is worth remarking to him who can,

from the lie actual, carry his thought

deeper to the lie essential, that all the

power of a lie comes from the truth: it

has none in itself. So strong is the truth

that a mere resemblance to it is the source

of strength to its opposite, until itbe found

that like is not I/ze same.

Florimel had already made consider

able progress in the art, but proficiency

in lying does not always develop the pow

er of detecting it. She knew that her

father had on one occasion struck Mal

colm, and that he had taken it with the

utmost gentleness, confessing himself in

the wrong. Also, she had the impression

that for a menial to lift his hand against

a gentleman, even in self-defence, was a

thing unheard of. The blow Malcolm

had struck Liftore was for her, not him

self. Therefore, while her confidence in

Malcolm's courage and prowess remain

ed unshaken, she was yet able to believe

that Liftore had done as he said, and

supposed that Malcolm had submitted.

In her heart she pitied without despising

him.

Caley herself took him the message

that he would not be wanted. As she

delivered it she smiled an evil smile and

dropped a mocking curtsey, with her

gaze well fixed on his two black eyes and

the great bruise between them.

When Liftore mounted to accompany

Lady Lossie, it took all the pluck that be

longed to his high breed to enable him

to smile and smile with twenty counsel

ors in different parts of his body feeling

ly persuading him that he was at least a

liar. As they rode Florimel asked him

how he came to be at the studio that

morning. He told her that he had want

ed very much to see her portrait before

the final touches were given it. He could

have made certain suggestions, he be

lieved, that no one else could. He had

indeed, he confessed—-and felt absolute

ly virtuous in doing so, because here he

spoke a fact—heard from his aunt that

Florimel was to be there that morning

for the last time: it was therefore his only

chance; but he had expected to be there

hours before she was out of bed. For

the rest, he hoped he had been punished

enough, seeing her rascally groom—and

once more his lordship laughed peculiar

ly—had but just failed of breaking his

arm : it was all he could do to hold the

reins.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

AN 014) ENEMY.

ONE Sunday evening—-it must have

been just while Malcolm and Blue Peter

stood in the Strand listening to a volun

tary that filled and overfiowed an other

wise empty church—a short, stout elder

ly woman was walking lightly along the

pavement of a street of small houses not

far from a thoroughfare which, crowded

like a market the night before, had now

two lively borders only — of holiday

makers mingled with church-goers. The

bells for evening prayers were ringing.

The sun had vanished behind the smoke

and steam of London; indeed, he might

have set—it was hard to say without con

sulting the almanac—but it was not dark

yet. The lamps in the street were light

ed, however, and also in the church she

passed. She carried a small Bible in her

hand, folded in a pocket handkerchief,

and looked a decent woman from the

country. Her quest was a place where

the minister said his prayers, and did not

read them out of a book: she had been

brought up a Presbyterian, and had prej

udices in favor of what she took for the
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simpler form of worship. Nor had she

gone much farther before she came upon

a chapel which seemed to promise all she

wanted. She entered, and a sad-looking

woman showed her to a seat. She sat

down square, fixing her eyes at once on

the pulpit, rather dimly visible over many

pews, as if it were one of the mountains

that surrounded herjerusalem. The place

was but scantily lighted, for the commu

nity at present could ill aflbrd to burn

daylight. When the worship commenced

and the congregation rose to sing, she

got up with a jerk that showed the duty

as unwelcome as unexpected, but seem

ed by the way she settled herself in her ‘

seat for the prayer already thereby rec

onciled to the differences between Scotch

church-customs and English chapel-cus

toms. She went to sleep softly, and woke

warily as the prayer came to a close.

While the congregation again sang

the minister who had officiated hitherto

left the pulpit, and another ascended

to preach. When he began to read the

text the woman gave a little start, and,

leaning forward, peered very hard to

gain a satisfactory sight of his face be

tween the candles on each side of it, but

without success: she soon gave up her

attempted scrutiny, and thenceforward

seemed to listen with marked attention.

The sermon was a simple, earnest, at

times impassioned, appeal to the hearts

and consciences of the congregation.

There was little attempt in it at the com

munication of knowledge of any kind,

but the most inditferent hearer must have

been aware that the speaker was earnest

ly straining after something. To those

who understood it was as if he would force

his way through every stockade of prej

udice, ditch of habit, rampart of indiffer

ence, moat of sin, wall of stupidity and

curtain of ignorance until he stood face

to face with the conscience of his hearer.

“Rank Arminianism l" murmured the

woman. "\Vhaur's the gospel 0‘ that?"

But still she listened with seeming intent

ness, while something of wonder mingled

with the something else that set in mo

tion every live wrinkle in her forehead

and made her eyebrows undulate like

writhing snakes.

At length the preacher rose to elo

quence—an eloquence inspired by the

hunger of his soul after truth eternal and

the love he bore to his brethren who fed

1 on husks—an eloquence innocent of the

tricks of elocution or the art of rhetoric:

to have discovered himself using one of

them would have sent him home to his

knees in shame and fear—an eloquence

not devoid of discords, the strings of his

instrument being now slack with emo

tion, now tense with vision, yet even in

those discords shrouding the essence of

all harmony. \Vhen he ceased the si

lence that followed seemed instinct with

thought, with that speech of the spirit

which no longer needs the articulating

voice.

“ lt amna be the stickit minister 1" said

the woman to herself.

The congregation slowly dispersed, but

she sat motionless until all were gone and

the sad-faced woman was putting out the

lights. Then she rose, drew near through

the gloom, and asked her the name of

the gentleman who had given them such

a grand sermon. The woman told her,

adding that although he had two or three

times spoken to them at the prayer-meet

ing—such words of comfort, the poor soul

added, as she had never in her life heard

before—this was the first time he had oc

cupied the pulpit. The woman thanked

her and went out into the street. "God

bless me E" she said to herself as she

walked away: "it it the sticl-tit minister!

\/Veel, won'ers 'ill never cease. The age 0'

mirracles ‘ill be come back, I'm thinkin'."

And she laughed an oily, contemptuous

laugh in the depths of her profuse person.

What caused her astonishment need

cause none to the thoughtful mind. The

man was no longer burdened with any

anxiety as to his reception by his hear

ers; he was hampered by no necroman

tic agony to raise the dead letter of the

sermon buried in the tail-pocket of his

coat; he had thirty years more of life, and

a whole granary filled with such truths

as grow for him who is ever breaking

up the clods of his being to the spiritual

sun and wind and dew; and, above all,

he had an absolute yet expanding con

t fidence in his Father in heaven, and a
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tender love for everything human.

tongue of the dumb had been in train

ing for song. And, first of all, he had

learned to be silent while he had naught

to reveal. He had been trained to bab

ble about religion, but through God's

grace had failed in his babble, and that

was in itself a success. He would have

made one of the swarm that year after

year cast themselves like flies on the

burning sacrifice that they may live on its

flesh, with evil odors extinguishing the

fire that should have gone up in flame;

but a burning coal from off the altar had

been laid on his lips, and had silenced

them in torture. For thirty years he had

held his peace, until the word of God

had become as a fire in his bones: it

was now breaking forth in flashes.

On the Monday, lV_lrs. Catanach sought

the shop of the deacon that was an iron

monger, secured for herself a sitting in

the chapel for the next half year, and

prepaid the sitting.

" \Vha kens," she said to herself, “what

birds may come to gether worms an‘

golachs (lies!/es) aboot the boody-craw

(srarecrow), Sanny Grame ?"

She was one to whom intrigue, found

ed on the knowledge of private history,

was as the very breath of her being: she

could not exist in composure without it.

Wherever she went, therefore—and her

changes of residence had not been few

-it was one of her first cares to enter

into connection with some religious com

munity; first, that she might have scope

for her calling-—that of a midwife, which

in London would probably be straitened

toward that of mere monthly nurse-and

next, that thereby she might have good

chances for the finding of certain weeds

of occult power that spring mostly in

walled gardens and are rare on the road

side—poisonous things mostly, called

generically $¢'cre'!.t.

At this time she had been for some

painful months in possession of a 1nost

important one—painful I say, because

all those months she had discovered

no possibility of making use of it. The

trial had been hard. Her one passion

was to drive the dark horses of society,

and here she had been sitting week after

The ' week on the coach-box over the finest

team she had ever handled, ramping and

" foming tarre," unable to give them their

heads because the demon-grooms had

disappeared and left the looped traces

dangling from their collars. She had

followed Florimel from Portlossie to Ed

inburgh, and then to London, but not

yet had seen how to approach her with

probable advantage. In the mean time

she had renewed old relations with a

certain herb-doctor in Kentish Town,

at whose house she was now accommo

dated. There she had already begun to

entice the confidences of maid-servants

by use of what evil knowledge she had

and pretence to more, giving herself out

as a wise-woman. Her faith never fail

ed her that, if she but kept handling the

fowls of circumstances, one or other of

them must at length drop an egg of op

portunity in her lap. When she stum

bled upon the schoolmaster preaching

in a chapel near her own haunts, she

felt something more like a gust of grat

itude to the dark power that sat behind

and pulled the strings of events—for

thus she saw through her own projected

phantom the heart of the universe —

than she had ever yet experienced. If

there were such things as special provi

dences, here, she said, was one: if not,

then it was better luck than she had

looked for. The main point in it was

that the dominie seemed likely, after all,

to turn out a popular preacher: then be

yond a doubt other Scotch people would

gather to him : this or that person might

turn up, and any one might turn out use

ful. One thread might be knotted to an

other, until all together made a clew to

guide her straight through the labyrinth

to the centre, to lay her hand on the col

lar of the demon of the house of Lossie.

It was the biggest game of her life, and

had been its game long before the open

ing of my narrative.

CHAPTER XXXV.

THE EVIL GENIUS.

WHEN Malcolm first visited Mr.Graham

the schoolmaster had already preached
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two or three times in the pulpit of Hope

Chapel. His ministrations at the prayer

meetings had led to this; for every night

on which he was expected to speak there

were more people present than on the

last; and when the deacons saw this they

asked him to preach on the Sundays.

After two Sundays they came to him in

a body and besought him to become a

candidate for the vacant pulpit, assuring

him of success if he did so. He gave a

decided refusal, however, nor mentioned

his reasons. His friend Marshal urged

him, pledging himself for his income to

an amount which would have been riches

to the dominie, but in vain. Thereupon

the silk-mercer concluded that he must

have money, and, kind man as he was,

grew kinder in consequence, and con

gratulated him on his independence.

"I depend more on the fewness of my

wants than on any earthly store for sup

plying them," said the dominie.

Marshal's thermometer fell a little, but

not his anxiety to secure services which,

he insisted, would be for the glory of

God and the everlasting good of perish

ing souls. The schoolmaster only smiled

queerly and held his peace. He con

sented, however, to preach the next Sun

day, and on the Monday consented to

preach the next again. For several weeks

the same thing recurred. But he would '

never promise on a Sunday, or allow the

briefest advertisement to be given con

cerning him. All said he was feeling his

way.

Neither had he, up to this time, said a

word to Malcolm about the manner in

which his Sundays were employed, while

yet he talked much about a school he had

opened in a room occupied in the even

ings by a debating club, where he was

teaching such children of small shop

keepers and artisans as found their way

to him—in part through his connection

with the chapel-folk. When Malcolm

had called on a Sunday his landlady had

been able to tell him nothing more than

that Mr. Graham had gone out at such

and such an hour—she presumed to

church; and when he had once or twice

expressed a wish to accompany him

wherever he went to worship, Mr. Gra

ham had managed somehow to let him

go without having made any arrange

ment for his doing so.

On the evening after his encounter

with Liftore, Malcolm visited the school

master and told him everything about

the affair. He concluded by saying that

Lizzy's wrongs had loaded the whip far

more than his sister's insult, but that he

was very doubtful whether he had had

any right to constitute himself the aven

ger of either after such a fashion. Mr.

Graham replied that a man ought never

to be carried away by wrath, as he had

so often sought to impress upon him, and

not without success; but that in the pres

ent case, as the rascal deserved it so well,

he did not think he need trouble himself

much. At the same time, he ought to

remind himself that the rightness or

wrongness of any particular act was of

far less consequence than the rightness

or wrongness of the will whence sprang

the act; and that while no man could be

too anxious as to whether a contemplated

action ought or ought not to be done, at

the same time no man could do anything

absolutely right until he was one with

Him whose was the only absolute self

generated purity—that is, until God dwelt

in him and he in God.

Before he left, the schoolmaster had

acquainted him with all that portion of

his London history which he had hither

to kept from him, and told him where he

was preaching.

VVhen Caley returned to her mistress

after giving Malcolm the message that

she did not require his services, and re

ported the condition of his face, Florimel

informed her of the chastisement he had

received from Liftore, and desired her to

find out for her how he was, for she was

anxious about him. Somehow, Florimel'

felt sorrier for him than she could well

understand, seeing he was but a groom

—a great lumbering fellow, all his life

used to hard knocks, which probably

never hurt him. That her mistress should

care so much about him added yet an

acrid touch to Caley‘s spite; but she put

on her bonnet and went to the mews

to Confer with the wife of his lordship's

groom, who, although an honest woman,
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had not yet come within her dislike. She

went to make her inquiries, however, full

of grave doubt as to his lordship's state

ment to her mistress; and the result of

them was a conviction that beyond his

facial bruises, of which Mrs. Merton had

heard no explanation, Malcolm had had

no hurt. This confirmed her suspicion

that his lordship had received what he

professed to have given: from a window

she had seen him mount his horse, and

her woman's fancy for him, while it add

ed to her hate of Malcolm, did not pre

vent her from thinking of the advantage

the discovery might bring in the prose

cution of her own schemes. But now

she began to fear Malcolm a little as well

as hate him. And indeed he was rather

a dangerous person to have about, where

all but himself had secrets more or less

bad, and one at least had dangerous ones,

as Caley's conscience, or what poor mon

key-rudiment in her did duty for one, in

private asserted. l\'otwithstanding her

hold upon her mistress, she would not

have felt it quite safeto let her know all

her secrets. She would not have liked

to say, for instance, how often she woke

suddenly with a little feeble wail sound

ing in the ears that fingers cannot stop,

or to confess that it cried out against a

double injustice, that of life and that of

death : she had crossed the border of the

region of horror, and went about with a

worm coiled in her heart, like a centipede

in the stone of a peach.

" Merton's wife knows nothing, my

lady," she said on her return. "I saw

the fellow in the yard going about much

as usual. He will stand a good deal of

punishing, I fancy, my lady-—like that

brute of a horse he makes such a fuss

with. I can't help wishing, for your

ladyship's sake, we had never set eyes

on him. He ‘II do us all a mischief yet

before we get rid of him. I've had a

hinstinc' of it, my lady, from the first

moment I set eyes on him"—-Caley's

speech was never classic : when she was

excited it was low—"and when I have a

hinstinc' of anythink, he's not a dog as

barks for nothink. Mark my words

and I'm sure I beg your pardon, my lady

—but that man will bring shame on the

house. He's that arrergant an' interfer

in’ as is certain sure to bring your lady

ship into public speech an' a scandal:

things will come to be spoke, my lady,

that hadn't ought to be mentioned. \Vhy,

my lady, he must ha' struck his lordship

afore he'd ha’ give him two such black

eyes as them. And him that good-na

tured an' condescendin'! I'm sure I don't

know what's to come on it, but your lady

ship might cast a thought on the rest of

us females as can't take the liberties of

born ladies without sufferin' for it. Think

what the world will say of us ! It's hard,

my lady, on the likes of us."

But Florimel was not one to be talked

into doing what she did not choose. Nei

ther would she to her maid render her

reasons for not choosing. She had re

paired her fortifications, strengthened

hersclf with Liftore, and was confident.

"The fact is, Caley," she said, "I have

fallen in love with Kelpie, and never

mean to part with her—at least till I can

ride her or she kills me. So I can't do

without MacI’hail. And I hope she won't

kill him before he has persuaded her to

let me mount her. The man must go

with the mare. Besides, he is such a

strange fellow, ifl turned him away I

should quite expect him to poison her

before he left." ~

The maid's face grew darker. That

her mistress had the slightest intention

of ever mounting that mare she did not

find herself fool enough to believe, but

of other reasons she could spy plenty

behind. And such there truly were,

though none of the sort which Caley's

imagination, swift to evil, now supplied.

The kind of confidence she was yet ca

pable of reposing in her groom Caley

had no faculty for understanding, and

she was the last person to whom her mis

tress could impart the fact of her father's

leaving her in charge of his young hench

man. To the memory of her father she

clung, and so far faithfully that even now,

when Malcolm had begun to occasion her

a feeling of awe and rebuke, she did not

theless confidently regard him as her good

genius that he was in danger of becom

ing an unpleasant one.

[To mt cotrrmusn.]
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A JEWlSH FAMILY.

DO not know how it is to be account

ed for, that we Jews consider a dish

of fish indispensable for the evening

meal of Friday, the beginning of the

Sabbath. The Bible mentions as na

tional delicacies only onions and garlic.

Whether the hereditary dish of fish is to

be traced to an historic origin in Peter's

catch of fish or to the miracle of the

loaves and fishes, I shall leave for ar

chaeologists to decide. This much, how

ever, I know, that in my native town,

which had a large Protestant, a small

Catholic and a considerable Jewish popu

lation, the peasants of the suburbs every

Friday held their market at the Fish

stone (as it was called) almost exclusive

ly for the last-named class, and that Jew

ish cooks carried home their contingent

of the Sabbath fish in more or less clean

ly nets, Jewish householders in more or

less cleanly pocket handkerchiefs.

The dish had a grave significance. The

quality of the fish bore witness to the

greatness of the festival: to the three

high feast-days belonged the salmon; to

the lesser feasts the carp in partan sauce ;

ordinary Sabbaths had to be content with

barbel and whitefish. Yet without dis

tinction of rank the fish were always pre

pared by my mother with her own hands,

for my father maintained that no one on

earth could prepare a fish-sauce "ti la

/ll!!!/0'." \Vith just pride every Friday

morning my mother fastened about her

the white apron, by whose corners I and

my younger sister were permitted to cling

in order to be witnesses of this miracle of

culinary high art. As soon as the duly

divided fish was taken from the bright

brass kettle and symmetrically arranged

upon the long platter (the dish was served

cold in the evening), mother laid the

choicest part, the head-piece, upon a

separate plate, crowned it with onions

and slices of lemon, and placed it on

the clean-scoured sideboard with the

words, “For Aunt Guttrand."

Every week we children saw this en

viable tribute borne away without being

able to understand the imperative duty

that imposed upon us headless fish. Aunt

Guttrand was our grandmother's sister,

who with a bedridden husband and two

oldish daughters had her humble abode,

out of which she never set her foot, in a

narrow street near the old "school," the

" house of prayer " of the strict believers.

But our mother never mentioned her

name without an expression of pious

reverence, to which we children also

were constrained without understanding

it or inquiring into its reason. Our rev

erent awe even took on a shade of fear

when with our mother on Friday even

ings, after divine service, we clambered

up the steep wooden stair, guarded by

a cord in place of banister, to the dwell

ing of Aunt Guttrand, in order, accord

ing to the custom which our mother had

established, to receive her blessing.

To this day the picture lives in my

memory—ay, the very smell of the room

into which we entered, not_without in

ward reluctance. The sense of smell

has a remarkably tenacious memory. As

I write I almost breathe again that at

mosphere of coal-gas. lamp-smoke and

camphor as fifty years ago it struck upon

my lungs, and which, whenever I after

ward encountered it in the abodes of pov

erty, involuntarily called up the image of

AuntGuttrandbefore my soul. The room

was large and low: from the blackened

cross-beams of the ceiling hung down

a brass lamp with seven branches, from

two of whose sockets issued an oil-flame

that threw a glare of light upon the round,

white-covered table standing underneath,

while the rest of the forlorn apartment

lay in dusky obscurity. The worm-eaten

floor was strewn with white sand, which

crackled disagreeably beneath our feet.

In one of the farther corners burned an

iron coal-stove, from the door of whose

ash-pan the wind-gusts drove out clouds

of smoke : in the other stood a bed with

red-and-blue checkered cotton hangings,
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in which our aunt's husband, whom we

never called "uncle," lay disabled by

rheumatism, his hands and feet bound

up in camphor poultices. In a leathern

arm-chair not far from the bed sat our

aunt. Holding a thick prayer-book

bound in black leather, and her lips still

moving inaudibly, she rose to greet us.

Our mother stretched out her hand to

her with a movement as if she bent her

self before the old woman, who laid our

mother's head upon her shoulder and

repeatedly stroked her forehead. "Bless

my children, Aunt Guttrand," said she

always,/ for the lowly old woman seemed

to wait for this request. Now she came

-a step or two forward into the lighted

space toward us, who were shyly fum

bling the corner of the table.

Aunt Guttrand was of middle height

and slender figure, that seemed a little

bent, or rather broken, and was scanti

ly wrapped in a garment of dark calico.

Over her breast was crossed, without any

ornament whatever, a white kerchief, that

made her pale face seem yellow almost

as wax. Over her forehead a black band

carefully confined her hair. A white lace

cap encircled her grave and dignified

face. The nose was so finely drawn

that it seemed almost like transparent

ivory; the small lips, when parted, show

ed well-preserved teeth; under proudly

arched dark eyebrows shone dark-brown

eyes with a moist light as of tears. Two

thin, waxlike hands were laid upon our

heads. Devoutly and full of feeling the

eyes raised themselves toward heaven:

the lips moved in a form of blessing so

lightly that we heard only the humming

of the flies that whirred about the flame

of the lamp and the feeble groaning from

the bed, whose curtains hid the sick man.

Then she kissed us on the forehead, and

we timidly drew her thin hand to our

lips. With hardly-audible step the old

woman moved to a glass cupboard,

through whose dim panes looked forth

a couple of painted coffee cups, and took

from a drawer two Borsdorf apples, with

which we entertained ourselves while our

mother, constrained to sit down, began a

half-audible conversation with her :

" How goes it with you, dear aunt?"

"God be thanked! no worse. The

terrible rheumatism is obstinate, espe

cially in the fall, but God will help."

“Did you get a little sleep last night?"

" A little: old people do not need much

sleep. He sleeps little too, but he has an

appetite, God be thanked! and the fish

have delighted him. No one cooks them

like our Betty."

" Won't you take a meal with us for

once, dear aunt? You have long prom

ised me."

“Some time, when I can leave him.

I will send you rather one of the girls

in my place: they are sewing their eyes

out.~—Good girls! God bless them!"

There is a knock at the door. Our

mother rises: we breathe more freely

as we step through the narrow door into

the narrow street. "Children," says our

mother, "Aunt Guttrand is a saint in

Israel."

We believed her. One worships the

saints without asking why. Our great

aunt stood remote from our childish in

terests: she entered into our life only by

the length ofa fish and the weight of an

apple. And even this deprivation was

forgotten as soon as in the evening we

had received our due share, if not of the

fish, made perilous by its bones, yet of

the sauce d la llluller.

Perhaps twenty years later I returned

from the university to my home. How

altered and strange I found everything!

Death, with his faithful servitor cholera,

had reaped a rich harvest. My beloved

father lay yonder in the “good place,"

my brothers were scattered, my sister

married, my mother left alone. It was

a sad meeting. We embraced without

speaking: each spared the other. We

went together to the burial-ground, of

whose gate my mother had the key.

After giving free course to our sorrow

by my father's grave we walked among

the gravestones, everywhere greeting us

with the familiar names of friends and ac

quaintances. Beside a flat stone, whose

Hebrew inscription I could hardly de

cipher, my mother stood still, and with

the tone of one who names a friend well

known and dear, said with trembling

voice, “Aunt Guttrand."
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The memories of my childhood came

suddenly before me—the image of the

aged woman in her mysterious seclu

sion. ln presence of the impenetrable

mystery of death my heart for the first

time felt an impulse to inquire into the

reason of the mysterious reverence for

this “saintin Israel." I drew my moth

er into the shade of a weeping willow

which she herself had planted, and ask-

ed her, " \Vhat is it about AuntGuttrand,

and your pious reverence for her even be

yond the grave? How great must this

woman have been if a soul like yours

bows itself before her!“ \Vith a fright

ened air my mother seemed to repel this

comparison: "How canst thou, child,

compare me with this martyr? To me

God has given in my children so much

of happiness, and my sorrow has always

been only the common lot of man. She

was the holiest sufferer, the heroine of

meekness. the martyr of fidelity. A sac

rifice that love brings we easily compre

bend, because we think ourselves capa

ble of the same. Aunt Guttrand stands

alone: she sacrificed herself to her fidel

ity. I never told you children her his

tory, because the halo of her sanctity

covers a blot of shame upon the good

name of our family, and one should not

darken the heart of a child with the de

scription of human errors and transgres

sions. But now thou knowest life with

its lights and its shadows —now I can

tell thee her history without scruple.

"Aunt Guttrand was the elder sister

of my mother, thy sainted grandmother.

Blessings on her memory! She had

married in a county town not far from

the capital, and we heard little of her

till her husband died and she with her

two daughters moved to this place. She

had enough to live in comfort. She was

a skillful worker in pearls, and the girls

sewed for other people. In spite of her

forty years she was still a. beautiful wo

man, and her stately bearing is ever in

my memory.

"This was in the French times, when

King Jerome held his court in our city,

and a multitude of adventurers from

France and Alsace had established them

selves among us. In those days all was
I

gayety and extravagance, and in the Neu

stadt one saw going up shops as large

and handsome as those in Frankfort

Row. Two brothers, Alsatian Jews, had

built up a very thriving business, and it

was a surprise that drew the attention of

the ‘community’ when the elder of them

was betrothed to Aunt Guttrand. He

was probably most concerned to enter

our family, which belonged not to the

richest, but to the most honored, of the

whole community. Aunt Guttrand, too,

in her white bridal veil was really a beau

tiful and queenly woman. I, as still a

maiden, danced at the wedding. My

mother—of blessed memory!-came

home from the wedding sad and shak

ing her head. The extravagance of the

supper had displeased her, and the man

ner of the bridegroom had repelled. And

she had judged, alas! only too rightly.

The marriage of our aunt was no happy

one. Her tender, gentle heart suffered

under his rudeness—ay, people even

said, though she persistently denied it,

that he actually maltreated her. His

stepdaughters consoled themselves with

their better clothes, and that they no

longer needed to work for others: our

aunt remained simple as before. \Ve,

however, withdrew more and more from

her house: a deep antipathy caused us al

ways to treat our new uncle as a stranger.

"The ‘French times‘ passed away;

the elector was reinstated by the three

allied powers; I was among the ‘maid

ens in-white’ who welcomed him at the

\Veser Gate. But the times had, as

people then generally said, grown worse.

The Westphalian court had brought much

money among the people: with luxury

departed also prosperity; the tradesmen

one after another closed their shops. So

it fared with both the Alsatians: the one

ran away, the other grew poorer and

poorer, and as his wealth diminished his

rudeness only increased, as on her part

increased the meekness of the patient

sufferer. She again worked rosaries of

pearls, which she herself offered for sale,

and her daughters opened a sewing

school and again made up garments for

other people. Yet if any of her relations

ofi”ered our poor aunt assistance, she al
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ways firmly and proudly declined it, say

ing that ' he provided sufiiciently for his

family.‘

“I had been married a year, and your

good father would willingly have allow

ed me to do something for our poor aunt.

\\'hen ‘he’ was away, which now hap

pened by the half week together, I vis

ited her. Her once full face had become

wasted and pale with inward suffering,

but never came a word of complaint

from her lips. It was only secretly in

the kitchen that I dared slip the little

stores of coffee and sugar which I brought

with me into the hands of the daughters,

in whose warm underclothing I recog

nized their mother‘s clothes, and there

fore it was that in the cold of winter she

wore only thin cotton cloth. Of her hus

band she would say that he was away

upon business. This she certainly be

lieved, but there were ominous whispers

in the community. You know, my child,

that in those days every little German

state had its own customs - barriers:

we were closed against Hanover as well

as against Frankfort, and the goods that

sometimes came to us in abundance from

Hamburg had to pay high duties at the

boundary in Landwehrhagen. Thus there

came to be all sorts of secret haunts where

the smugglers carried their goods and

stored them in underground hiding

places, from which they were clandes

tinely brought into the city. The patrol

was on foot day and night to discover

and break up these resorts, the more that

all sorts of thieves found them a ready

market for stolen goods. The penalties

for such smugglers and receivers were

constantly made more severe, and no

mercy was shown to the detected. One

day it was reported—it was the week

before the great feast-days—that such a

haunt of thieves and smugglers had been

discovered and broken up in Landwehr

hagen, and that the ringleaders were

being brought in in irons. I heard this

with comparative indifference, and, as

a woman with household duties cannot

look much into the street, if I had not

chanced myself to be cleaning the win

dows I should have escaped the spec

tacle altogether as the prisoners on their

way through the market to the casemates

were carried by on a hay-rigging, guard

ed on both sides by patrolmen. The

noise of the crowd, then, and the yelling

of the street boys, amid which I distin

guished the cry I7l'll'da’l _‘71'(l'da./ Jew!

Jew !'), led me to put out my head; and

had I not caught hold of the window

frame I should have fallen, for on the fore

most part of the wagon, his hands bound

crosswise with cords, sat ‘ he,’ the unhap

py husband of my poor aunt Guttrancl.

" I-Iow shall I tell you, child? The

uproar in the town was worse than at a

great fire. From doors and windows the

neighbors were showering abuse upon him

and upon the Jews. I closed the window

as quickly as I could. Thy father came

from the counting-house deadly pale.

The whole community felt the blow, for

with us, if a Jew had done anything, the

whole community had at once to suffer

for it. I thought not of the community

as thy father told me the unhappy man

had long been at the head of the smug

glers and their accomplices. ‘ Poor Aunt

Guttrand !‘ was all that I could utter.

“'Go over to her,‘ said your father in

his goodness. I went. I believe it was

the first time I ever crossed the street

barcheadcd. On the wayl tried to ar

range in my mind what I should say _to

comfort her, but I could think of noth

ing—only, ' Poor Aunt Guttrand !‘

“When I reached the room I found the

girls in tearless, wild despair: their bit

ter words and curses shocked me. Their

mother was gone: whither they knew

not—to the police or to the prison or to

the head of the community. They had

long suspected it, though ‘he’ had con

sumed his ill-gotten gains upon himself

alone: he had brought none of it home.

They had always hated him, but the

mother was blind: she would endure no

word against ‘ him :' not that she loved

him or thought him better than he was;

only submission and fidelity had become

a senseless passion with her. And now

they were all disgraced. I was with dif

ficulty repressing their unreasoning vio

lence when the door opened and Aunt

Guttrand entered.

" I was astonished to see her so upright
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. they will be glad if they are not involved.

and almost unchanged; only her face

was yet paler, under her large brown

eyes dark rings appeared, and her eye

lids quivered continually as if with vis

ible pulses. I fell upon her neck weep- l

ing aloud: the girls were speechless. ‘

‘My good Betty,‘ said she with calm

voice, ' it is a heavy trial from God, but

what God does is well.‘

" ‘T/Ii: has God done?‘ cried the eld- ‘

er daughter with convulsive, heart-rend

ing laughter.

"The mother raised herself firmly

erect: her noble look fell with silencing

sternness on her daughter. ‘ Dost thou

condemn him,’ said she, ‘before his ene

mies condemn him? Is it proved, this

that he is said to have done? And if he

has done it, for whom has he done it?

To bring us better days: because he pit

ied your fingers worn with the needle,

he has— I will not utter it. God be

merciful to him! But even if men are

not, if others—which God forbid !—con

demn him and forsake him, I am his

wife and have sworn before Heaven to

be true to him. I will hear no word

against him, or, as true as God lives, I

will cause myself to be shut up with him

in the casemates.'

“‘Aunt Guttrand!' cried I, and with

tears of amazement sought to clasp her

lfand, but she drew it back.

“‘\Vhy are you surprised ?' said she

coldly: ‘as if aught else were possible!

Are we heathen, that one of us can throw

stones at his own blood? I, thank God !

am a Jewish woman, and know what

stands written. As I think, thinks every

woman that is not a contemner of God.

Speak to thy husband, Betty dear: he is

in favor with the burgomaster. lhave

been to the head of the community in

vain: he says they dare not interfere:

But the prison commissioner, whom they

have always decried as the greatest en- ,

emy of the Jews, has listened to me and

given me leave to bring him his meals,

so that he.will at least not be compelled

to eat what is forbidden. And now par

don me, Betty: I must go into the kitch

en, that he may have his supper.‘

"So she went out. \Vith silent looks

I pointed the girls to the patient martyr,

and as I went I saw her in the dimly

lightecl kitchen putting on the kettle as

‘ carefully as if she were preparing for a

sick child."

My mother paused in reverie for a

moment, and then went on: “You must

not think, child, that the worst is over:

the most terrible, the most glorious part

is yet to come. The trial lasted for weeks,

but it was impossible to overcome the

‘ evidence. Evil things then cameto light,

which evil men eagerly spread abroad

and exaggerated, so that they did not

remain concealed from the poor wife.

But all that made no change in her bear

ing. Day by day she carried his meals

into the prison to him—obtained from the

commissioner permission to see him and

to speak with him in the presence of

witnesses. So she talked with him, but

only in words of kindness and conso

lation, and assuredly even without the

presence of witnesses would have said

nothing else. Otherwise, she never left

her house, received no visits, and even

no longer herself carried for sale the em

broideries into which had been worked

as many tears as pearls. Only on Rosch

haschanu (the New Year) she went to

the ' school,‘ as at other times. The ele

gantly~devout ladies, it is true, avoided

her, but she did not notice it, and stood

as was her wont in her accustomed place,

without looking up from her prayer-book.

"It was shortly a.fter the Feast of Tab

ernacles that judgment was pronounced.

Most came 011' with light penalties, as

having been led away: the ringleaders

were sentenced to ten years in irons and

--it makes me shudder yet to utter it——to

three hours' exposure in the pillory. This

sentence was a terrible blow for the poor

community. If he had not been a Jew

-—so it was generally said—-this extrem

ity of shame, which had not been known

among us for ten years, would not have

been inflicted on him. But the govern

ment just then, in gratitude for the re

covery of ‘German freedom,‘ was very

devout, and not only celebrated the l8th

of October by an illumination on the

Kratzenberg, but would gladly also have

burned all Jews in the same bonfire.
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"Thy good father ran again to the

burgomaster Schomberg, who was a lib

eral-minded man, taking also two dep

uties of the community with him, and

they entreated the burgomaster to spare

the community this disgrace: the mob

might make it the occasion for a riot

and break the windows of all Jews. The

burgomaster shrugged his shoulders: he

knew too well which way the wind blew.

There need be no fear on that account:

due care would be taken for the safety

of others. Then among the relatives a

hundred dollars were got together and

given to a confidential officer of the

elector, who had great influence with

him, that he might speak a word in our

behalf: the hundred dollars remained

with him, but the terrible sentence re

mained unaltered.

"\Vhat I sufl'ered in those terrible

times I can hardly describe to you. But

I will not dwell upon it. The time drew

near. On the next Friday afternoon the

dreadful spectacle was to be exhibited.

In those days the old Rathhaus still stood

on the market-place at the corner of Fish

street, with its steep roof and pointed

tower (right opposite where your blessed

grandparents lived), and just at the cor

ner was a small projecting tower, the out

side set with bars, the inside provided

with a revolving wall, fastened to which

the poor sinner was thrust forth to the

abuse and missiles of the mob. And

there now was /10 to be exposed who

merciful Heaven !—belonged to our fam

ily, on which not the slightest stain had

ever yet been fixed. I shall never for

get the day. The whole community was

bowed down. The shutters of all the

Jews remained closed; not one was to

be seen in the streets; even the chil

dren were kept at home from school,

lest the young rabble of the town should

do them any harm.

" I must confess, child, it seemed mean

and cowardly to leave Aunt Guttrand

alone in her anguish. My husband gave

me leave, and I went to her house. But

I could not get in. A neighbor told me

-that the girls had fastened themselves

in, and the mother was gone—whith

er, she did not know. What could she

Von. XlX.—aa

have done with herself?

in despair.

"The hour was come. A countless

throng filled the market-place: the bru

tal mob rejoiced in the prospect of the

brutal spectacle and sang ribald songs

against the Jews. Police and military had

been stationed: the nearest approaches

to the Rathhaus had been closed. From

the great window an assistant judge read

the sentence, which the multitude re

ceived with jeering exultation. And now

the fateful wall revolved, and with naked

breast, drooping head and disordered

hair and beard the unhappy man came

in sight. A new and wilder howl. Al

ready some were stooping for stones to

hurl at the malefactor, when—all that I

am telling you was accurately described

in the papers—a little door of the Rath

haus opened upon Fish street, and Me

came forth, Aunt Guttrand, into the space

kept clear by the soldiers, and instead of

passing through remained standing at

the corner before the pillory, raised her

self with her hand by the grating, and

stood exposed and in sight of all on the

post of shame, close beside her husband

-that husband to whom she had sworn

fidelity ' before Heaven.‘ And she stood

not with the despairing mien with which

the Mother is seen painted beneath the

cross: no, calm, as if it were a matter of

course, only her lips slightly moving as

if in inward prayer and her eyes fasten

ed upon him, who looked down to her,

while thick tears, which he could not

wipe away, fell down upon his beard.

" It was as if a flash of lightning—no,

as ifa flood of light from God—had fall

en upon the throng. The ribald cries

and yells were dumb. ‘His wife! his

innocent wife!‘ cried one voice in sup

pressed tones to the rest, and so many

crept silently away that the soldiers had

no longer any throng to hold in check.

The Rabbi Mathias, who was on his way

to evening service, and learned what had

happened in the market-place, approach

ed and—took off his hat. .

"Like wild-fire it had flown through

the whole community, and ere long all

were streaming to the market-place.

The feeling of shame had vanished from

I crept home
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all hearts and given place to a feeling of

pride. Crime had been heard of every

where and at all times: what was un

heard of was the martyrdom of conju

gal fidelity. There was silent wonder,

a shaking of heads, a nodding to each

other, a sobbing of emotion, and the

old rabbi lifted his hands and exclaimed,

‘God forgive me! Old as I am, I know

not how to utter a blessing on such a deed

as this.I

"I have always believed it was at the

instance of Burgomaster Schomberg that

the time was shortened, and the poor

wretch was shortly afterward withdrawn

from view. Now the multitude were for

breaking through the fence, and perhaps

they would have borne Aunt Guttrand

home upon their arms, but she had al

ready disappeared through the same lit

tle door by which she had entered. In

vain, too, they sought to visit her, though

the Parness and the whole community

now found their way to her at once. She

was with him in his cell or had shut her

self up with her daughters.

“When the daughter of the elector

was born, many were pardoned and the

time of punishment of many was short

ened. Then ' he ' too came out. But in

the damp casemates his hands and feet

had become crippled, and so he lay pros

trate the rest of his life, as you have seen

him, wrapped in camphor poultices and

nursed by his faithful wife like a sick

child. The family made up a moderate

contribution, which, through the medium

of the daughters, went to the benefit of

the modest househould.

"Shortly after you left our city ‘he‘

was released from his sufferings. The

life-duty of the martyr was fulfilled, and,

as she had nothing more to do on earth,

God soon after called her home. The

elder daughter became teacher in a sew

ing-school, the younger married a coun

try schoolmaster.

"That is the history of the saint who

rests beneath this stone."

My mother rose : behind the oak wood

the sun was sinking, and sent a last ray,

which was reflected in her tear-moisten

ed eyes. "Are there yet such women in

Israel?" asked she. I gazed upon her

in silence and pressed her loved hands.

FROM THE GERMAN.

REMEMBERED MUSIC.

AS a musician, playing on a lute,

Vi/ith dreamy fingers strikes the well-known strings,

Till out of wandering chords at last there sings

Some melody within his mind long mute;

So would I waken l\lemory's harp to life,

And from its silver tones‘ uncertain strife

Call back one song my sad soul to salute—

A song of life and love, now hushed in death,

Love brief as life, and life as sweet as love~—

Till out of straying harmonies divine,

As soft and low as wind-swept flowers’ breath,

The perfect music of thy soul shall move,

And every mated cadence answer mine.

KATE HILLARD.
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PLACE AUX DAMES; OR, THE LADIES SPEAK AT LAST.

Roam by rand]:-light; tea-I/u'rrg': on the table; JU

LIBT dixcwertd reading.

ULIET [yawns]. \Vhere on earth is

Romeo? It's a sin and a shame, the

way he goes on! He pays no more re

gard to meal-time than a doctor's gig;

and he makes such a fuss if his food is

not done just to suit him! Heigh-ho!

Here I am buried alive for the second

time, and just as much forgotten as if

I had died when I took that overdose

of morphine. Why, only the other day,

when I was calling on old Mrs. Lear, I

heard her scream from one end of the

house to the other, "Mrs. R. Mon

tague? Mrs. R. Montague? Who the

devil's Mrs. R. Montague? Is it the

woman who coddles chimney-sweeps ?"

No wonder /rer husband thought a low

soft voice an excellent thing in woman.

Oh dear! If my pa and Romeo's

would only forgive us and let us go back

to Verona! I am so sick of being coop

ed up in this poky little water-cure estab

lishment, living on next to nothing, and

in—in a room without a balcony! And

I could have had one, too, only Romeo

was so unkind: he said I was much too

good at that sort of thing, and that I had

tried that once too often already. And

when I told him that he, at any rate,

ought not to reproach me with it, he

said, on the contrary, he was just the

one who should.

Ah! how well I remember that night

at home, when I sat looking at the moon,

thinking, like the love-sick little goosey

that I was, of /rim! and heard his soft

voice wafted up amid the fragrance of

orange-blossoms: "I would I were a

glove upon that hand, that I might touch

that cheek." His remarks about my

hands now, in connection with the price

of gloves, are not quite so flattering.

And then he cried, "By yonder moon I

swear," and I interrupted him with, “Oh,

swear not by the moon, the inconstant

moon!" only I should have added, "Or

by the sun and stars, or the whole uni

verse," if I had known how extremely

addicted he was to that style of conver

sation. Then I asked him softly if he

loved me—just threw myself at his head,

he says; but I didn't at all; and if I

had, ‘twould have served him right for

jumping over pa's wall. Oh, if we had

only kept a dog! Hark! there's Ro

meo's step! Let me hide my novel: it

makes him so angry to see me read a

novel. He says that a woman's first

duty in life should be to make her hus

band comfortable, and that instead of

cursing and swearing about love, she

had better take off his boots. No: there,

it’s past! And it's not Romeo, after all:

it must be that poor crazy loon of a Dane

who came here with his wishy-washy lit

tle wife to recover his mind. Though

how he is going to recover what he nev

er had, I don't see.—Oh, here comes

Portia.

Entrr PORTIA..

Is that you, Mrs. Bassanio?

Porlia. Ergo est ego—it is I! How

poor that language is which to denote so

great a thing employs so weak a word,

it is I !

_‘}'u1. Language is a snare and a delu

sion, as I have found to my cost, Mrs. B.

Par. Quitam—what of that? Because

one has been weak, shall none be strong?

Because one missed the right, shall all

do wrong? No! no! The purity of lan

guage is not stained: it droppeth as the

gentle rain

Yul. If you knew my Romeo, you'd

say it dropped very much more like hail.

Par. Durante vita—do not interrupt.

It is twice blessed: it blesseth him that

gives and him that takes— _

7141. That's true enough: at least that's

the indiscriminate way in which blessings

are showered on me.

Par. Mala causa silenda est—why can

not you be silent? 'Tis mightiest in the

mighty: it becomes the learned lawyer

better than his gown. His language shows

the force of legal power, the attributes of
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law and equity, wherein doth sit the fear

and dread of knaves. Therefore, Jew

.. Yul. J:/ar/z'ng up]. I'm not a Jew:

the Capulets have not a drop of Jewish

blood in their veins.

Par. Pshaw ! I did not say Jew.

Yul. Yes you did; and you looked at

me as if I were the concentrated essence

of all the lost tribes.

Par. Nugae canorae — silly creature !

Don't you understand? It was a slip of

the tongue: I meant to say you. There

fore you, if language be your plea, con

sider this—

Yul. By the by, Portia, talking of Jews,

what became of your old friend Shylock?

Did you ever see him after you got the

better of him that day in court?

Par. Did I ever see him ? Oh, Juliet,

Juliet, that wretched Israelite is a skele

ton in my closet!

Yul. A skeleton ! Is he dead?

Par. Dead! No. Fieri facias-—a fig

ure of speech ! Lineal descendant of

Methuselah, he is as invulnerable as his

wandering prototype.

Yul. But what of that? Surely he

cannot harm you—you, the rich heiress

of Belmont?‘

Par. Alas! Ex post facto—I am such

no more. Listen, Juliet.

story of my wretched courtship?

Yul. \Vretched! You call your court

ship wretched, when you had your own

‘way from beginning to end? Why, I

always fancied it the acrne_of amatory

blessedness. '

Por. It was a slave-auction, neither

more nor less, in which I—1 was knock

ed down to not the highest, but the slyest

bidder. It was a miserable swindle from

beginning to end. Nerissa winked athim.

Yul. \Vinked at him P

Por. He bribed her to wink at him

when he should take up the right casket.

Yul. But so clever a lawyer as you,

Portia, should have discovered the cheat.

Par. I do not require a little chit like

you to tell me what I should and should

not have done.

Yul. The truth is, Portia, you couldn‘t

fall in love like any one else, but had to

try some new and startling way of doing

it, and so you overreached yourself.

You know the '

Par. Had I been bold and forward

enough to try it as you did at your age

Mrs. Montague, I should have been whip

ped and sent to bed.

Yul. I think such treatment would

not have come amiss to you at any age,

Mrs. I3.

Par. I scorn you, Mrs. Montague: I .

consider you beneath contempt. [Vain

lzearrl calling outside, "Juliet! Juliet 1"]

Yul. O wise and upright judge!

["Juliet !"]—Yes, yes, Romeo, I'm com

ing. [“Juliet!"]

Par. Begone, lest I wither you with

the lightning of the law. ["Juliet! Ju

liet!"J

Yul. A Daniel come to judgment! A

Daniel! I thank thee, Jew, for giving me

that word! ["Juliet! Juliet !"]—Yes, yes,

Romeo: do be quiet. No wonder that

poor apothecary said, "Who calls so

loud?" ["Juliet!"J

Par. [m0rl'z'n_4rl)/]. How silver sweet

sound ltuséarulf tongues by night!

Don't they, Mrs. Montague?

Yul. O wise and upright judge! how

much more older art thou than thou look

est! [“Juliet!"]—Oh, Romeo, n'a be

quiet: I'm coming. [_“Juliet! Juliet

[S/M runs /

Pm} In good time, poor fool, else

wouldst thou wish thy dear love had a

glove upon /11‘: hand.-—Pshaw! Out

upon the silly, trifling fool! I will not

thus be moved. Bos, bovis—business

before pleasure. First, this note to Bas

sanio [si/s]—Bassanio, my husband! ‘

;-0-u

What does not his name conjure up

Once more I see myself at Belmont, my

old ancestral home: once more I am

the proud, haughty, long-wooed heiress.

Suitor after suitor advances: " Even the

watery kingdom, whose ambitious head

spits in the face of heaven, is no bar to

stop the foreign spirits, but they come,

as o'er a brook, to see fair Portia." The

Prince of Arragon has failed, the Prince

of Morocco has withdrawn, and 10! an

other form advances. It is Bassanio.

\Vhat did I see in him to fall in love with?

For that is just what I did do. I said,

''I pray you, tarry; pause a day or two,

Before you hazard ; for, in choosing

wrong,
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I lose your company; therefore for

bear a while.

There's something tells me (but it is

not love)

I would not lose you; and you know

yourself,

Hate counsels not in such a quality."

But he, all haste to choose, would venture

then at once; and no wonder, consider

ing how terribly in debt he was. Trem

bling with hope and eagerness, I said,

"Away, then! I am locked in one of

them :

If you do love me, you will find me out.

Go, Hercules!

Live thou, I live : with much much

more dismay

I view the fight than thou that makest

the fray."

T/zen /16‘ clmse. Rightly, of course. Oh,

that perfidious Nerissa! And my easy

going, good - natured husband actually

laughs about it now, and thinks it a cap

ital joke—says, “Come, old girl! all’s fair

in love and war." How little I suspected

it when he turned with his handsome face

and glorious smile awaiting my confirma

tion of his choice! Proud as a queen, I

said, "You see me, Lord Bassanio, where

I stand, such as I am : though for myself

alone I would not be ambitious in my

wish, to wish myself much better; yet

for you I would be trebled twenty times

myself; a thousand times more fair; ten

thousand times more rich. But now I

was the lord of this fair mansion, master

of my servants, queen o'er myself; and

even now, but now, this house, these ser

vants and this same myself, are yours,

my lord: I give them with this ring."

That ring! it was gone before night: he

gave it to Antoni0—Antonio, who quiet

ly settled down upon us and devoured

our substance. Amicus curiae—-save me

from my friends! for this is what my hus

band's friend has brought us to. No soon

er does he appear than I hear the ominous

“I say, old fellow, can you lend me a thou

sand ducats ?" followed by the inevitable

“Oh, certainly, certainly! I haven't got

it about me, but I've no doubt I can raise

it." Of course he hasn't got it about

him: there isn't a brigand in all Italy

who would take the trouble to stop him.

He has never so much as a fiorin in his

pocket: he has always just lent the last

to a friend. And so, between borrow

ing and lending, mortgaging and selling,

we soon found ourselves penniless; for

of course a man who would borrow three

thousand ducats from a friend to get

married on would rapidly make ducks

and drakes of his wife's property. But

oh this note from Shylock! I had for

gotten it. [S[ls.] Let him who seeks to

outwit a Jew guard him at every point.

For this did I learn law, for this did I

procure Antonio's release; and a fatal

mistake it was, and when to all appear

ances baffled, extinguished, what did I

behold but that ubiquitous Israelite arise

master of Belmont and arbiter of 1ny

destiny! \He had quietly bought up

every one of my husband's notes, and

sold us out of house and home. .But

what can he be writing to Bassanio

about? [Reads] “ Belmont "—- it is

dated Belmont—“Dog of a Christian!

That thou dost still need moneys is

doubtless to thine own satisfaction, but

thy learned wife should tell thee that

when thou hast no security thou canst

not borrow. For thine offer of a pound

of flesh 201711 the blood, thou hast forgot

we are forbidden even to touch swine.

SH\'LOCK."—-Oh, Bassanio, Bassanio!

how could you? Oh how dreadful! But,

hark! some one is coming: I must con

ceal my IDdIgDAIIOII.+ '

Enter (Jtnmaa.

\Vell, child, how are you?

0;)/1e/ia. Very well, I thank you. I

came to get a cup of tea.

Par. Tea? I had forgotten. [T/uy

31'! at table.] So you too are a devotee

at the shrine of hydropathy?

Of)/1!. Oh no! I tried the cold-water

treatment once, and nearly died of it.

Are you undergoing it?

Par. Not for myself: we are sojourn

ing here for the benefit of my husband's

friend Antonio, who is the victim of an

alarming corpulency.

op/1. Does his too, too sordid flesh

melt, as Ham says?

Par. Very little. Ah, how gladly would

he now part with a hundred pounds of

that of which he was so unwilling to lose
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one! But viam mundam—it is the way

of the world.

0p/1. That's just what Ham says.

Par. Ah, indeed! About what?

0;)/I. Everything! Ham takes a very

gloomy view of life in general.

Par. Yes, I always noticed a slight

shade of melancholy in his conversation.

0;>/1. And he used to be so gay!

—quite the Sydney Smith of Denmark.

[S[ng.t.]

\\’hy are you doleful, doleful Hamlet?

Why, why are you always so blue?

Could you not cheer up a little, Hamlet?

Oh, Ham, if you can smile, pray do.

Vi'hy have you taken to tombstones, Hamlet!

\Vhy don't you try polo instead P

You know it was moping out there in the graveyard

You caught that had cold in your head.

I know you are tired of groaning, Hamlet,

And weary of tear and sigh ;

So do make an effort, I beg you, Hamlet,

To shake of your gloom and be spry.

But he has never been quite the same

since the murders.

Par. The murders! \Vhat murders?

The idea of saying Me murders, as

calmly as I would "the sneezes " !

op/1. Oh, we got so used to them.

There was—let me see [munfing on lwr

‘ fingers]—Ham‘s grandfather, his father,

his uncle, his mother, his great-grand

mother: that's five ; and my grandmoth

er, my father, my brother, my great-aunt

~—nine. There was a tenth somewhere.

Let me count over: Ham's

Por. Oh no, no: I can't stand it!

\Vho was the vile perpetrator?

0;)/z. [s/ow/j/]. I-lam says—

Par. [w/zernmlly]. VVho did it?

op/1. Ham says that is a question fu

turity alone will solve; and then again he

says their fates are wrapt in gloom.

Por. [J/u¢a'a’ering]. I should think

they were ; but how you can talk so calm

ly about it passes my comprehension.

[Looks al /mr qua/c/1.] Good gracious!

I had no idea it was so late. I am going

to take a moonlight drive with my old

suitor, the Prince of Morocco. Heigh-ho !

He is always talking about the beautiful

jewels his wife is to have. I sometimes

think he knows all mine are pawned,

and does it to spite me. Oh, to think

that I was a lawyer, and the property all

mine, and that I did not make any set

tlements ! [E.rz't'.

Opfi. Ham says— Oh, she's gone!

Well, she needn't have been in such a

hurry. Ham says, “Assume a virtue if

you have it not." Now for my tea. [$173.]

Where's the sugar ? Oh, here it is ! Sweets

to the sweet, as Ham says when he is in

a good humor. I do hope this water

cure is going to do Ham good. He

certainly was in an awful state when we

left Elsinore, and those stupid old Dan

ish doctors never found out what the mat

ter was. They never thought it worth

while to ask my opinion about it. I

could have told them what the trouble

was. \Ve didn't have all those empty

bottles lying about the house for nothing.

I wish they could hear some of his cheer

ful little soliloquies when he fancies him

self alone—discussing whether it is best

to be or not to be. I don't know which

he generally decides upon, and I don't

see that it makes much difference. Then

he loves philosophy, he says, and thinks

that the mistake Plato and Aristotle and

all those great philosophers have made

was not writing in verse. So he does it,

and makes me learn it by heart, so as to

hear how it sounds at a distance. This

is his last poem—a fragment, as he calls

it:

Why? wherefore thus? and whence should it be so '3

Oh what forchodes the mood the mind must know ?

But if 'tis thus, and yet not wholly told,

What of the new, the finite, and the old!

Complete, yet never measured, all and each:

Then tell him what the rules the thought must teach,

And whence the syllogistic meaning high

\Vhich leavm, and stays, and, pausing, passes by,

Downward for c'er, nor upward ever more.

How desperately dark the need to soar,

While whispers pass, and silence Creeps along,

And reason, sobbing, smiles on righteous wrong!

[S1'ls.] I am very fond of Ham, very,

but there are times when he is a trying

person to live with. For instance, he

considers himself cleverer than I, and

that's a chord he's fond of harping on

till it becomes like sweet bells jangled

out of tune and harsh, as he expresses

it; and if I open my eyes a little, he

curls his lip scornfully and says, “There

are more things in heaven and earth

‘ than are dreamt of in your philosophy,

I Ophelia." And if I tell him some simple



1877.] 351PLACE AUX DAMES.

piece of news about the fashions or our

neighbors—anything that seems a little

strange to me—-he remarks indifferently,

"Seems, madame?%Nay, it is: I know

not seems." For instance, when I told

him that hoop-skirts were going out, and

thought it would be a pleasant surprise,

knowing how he hates them, he only

shrugged his shoulders and said, "Oh,

what a falling off is there! _Be some

what scantier of thy maiden presence

then." [.S'z'ts.] So, what with his play

ing very badly on the flute, and wanting

me to keep a horrid skull on my dress

ing-table, I do have my trials.—\Vhat's

that? Oh, it's my Lady Macbeth. I

don't know how it is, but I really am

getting quite nervous with all Ham's

dreadful talk, and the awful way he has

of seeing ghosts over one‘s shoulder,

and wanting to include them in the

conversation.—

Enter LADY Macann.

[Rz':es.] Good-evening, my lady!

Lady zllacbul/1. Here, sweetOphelia? I

too seek "the cup that cheers, but no ine

briates," as a Sassenach poet has it. Sit

doon, Iassie, sit doon. [5171] My guid

man is wi‘ thine, and I left them diseoors

ing anent spcerits and bogies, and a' the

uncanny things they could conjure up.

op/1. Oh dear! I wish Ham wouldn't!

He'll talk about them to me all night_

"To harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young

blood, make thy two eyes like stars start

from their spheres, thy knotted and com

bined locks to part, and each particular

hair to stand on end, like quills upon the

fretful porcupine," as he pleasantly re

marks when I ask him why he tells me

such dreadful things.

Lady 1110:. Eh! but the Iaddie must be

clean daft. Butl sympathize wi' ye, my

dear. I'm the veriest old coward in the

world, and I could not go to my ain room

just now, for it's no more than a bedlam

wi‘ that howling blackamoor next door.

Op/1. Oh, you mean Othello.

Lady Zllar. Indeed I do. He sits there

shouting negro melodies mornin', noon

and night.

Op/1. Ham says the times are out of

tune, and that Othello is a jig-maker.

Lady fllac. Weel, that's no what I

should ca‘ him mysel'. forbye he may

seem like ane to your Hamish.

- 0/)/2. Hamish! My husband's name

is not Hamish. I would not have mar

ried a man named Hamish.

Lady lilac. Weel, my dear, it's as gude

a name as ony in Auld Reekie; so it

maun be better than ony in Danemark.

The name has been weel kenned in my

ain family besides. There were Ham

ish Mackay, and my mother's great

uncle, Hamish Macgoyle, and my sister

in-law's second cousin, Hamish Macduff,

and Hamish

Op/l. Oh yes, but these are abstracts

and brief chronicles of the time, as Ham

says. Forgive me for interrupting you,

but sha'n't I pour you out a cup of tea?

Lady lilac. True, true, I had forgotten

it. [T/zey :it.] Does your Ham no drink

tea P

0p/1. No: he calls it weary, stale, flat

and unprofitable. .

Lady Afar. Bless the chiel! \Vhen

he says a thing he means it. Oh that

Macbeth were loike him ! My guidman

is a sair guid man, but, between our

selves, sweet Ophelia, he's a little in the

sere and yellow leaf, and mickle easy to

be blown about.

Op/1. Yes, a king ofshreds and patches,

as Ham says.

Lady Afar. Eh! out upon you! You

and Ham are sair impudent, and, by the

bluid of the Macfifes, I'll no put up with

it!

0;)/E. Oh dear! \Vhat did I say?

Ham's always telling me I out-herod

Herod, but indeed I did not mean to.

Lady /liar. \Veel. weel! say nae mair

about it. Ye're a silly chiel, and that's

the truth; but I'm a gude-tempered auld

body, in spite 0' a’ the awfu' stories have

been told about me.

0p/1. About you! Oh, surely, it's the

very coinage of your brain, as Ham says.

Euler Juun.

Yul. Oh dear! what a tempest Ro

meo was in! My bosom's lord certainly

did not sit lightly on his throne to-night.

—Oh, dear Ophelia, what an age since

we met! Kiss me, sweet.

Lady Illa;-. [pul/ing Op/zelz'a': sleeve].

Introduce me, my dear.
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0;)/z. Lady Macbeth ofDunblane Cas

tle, Scotland—Mrs. Romeo Montague of

Verona.

Yul. What's in a name? A rose by

any other name would smell as sweet

or be as surrounded with thorns.

Op/1. Yes, or, as Ham says,

"Imperious Caesar, dead and turned to

clay,

Might stop a hole to keep the wind

away."

Yul. Oh, you dear, delicious little

mousie! I wonder if you ever know

what you are talking about?

Lady Mac. Just what I was wonder

ing of you both, my dears.

Yul. Ha! ha! Vi/'ell, however wild

my own remarks may be, they do no!

partake of the nature of sandwiches.

Lady lilac. Sandwiches!

Yul. Yes—-bread and butter inter

spersed with thick layers of Ham.

Op/1. A hit, a very palpable hit, as

Ham says; but I don't care. If you

had as clever a husband as mine, you'd

quote him too.

Euler Powrm, hurriedly.

Par. It's too much —much too much.

Zonam perdidit!—zounds and perdition !

Lady Afar. Mrs. Bassanio, you forget

'yoursel' and us.

Par. Oh, don't be alarmed. I men

tion no names: my language is not

actionable.

Lady 1!/ac. But it's very objaction

able, allow me to say.

Par. Shake not your gory locks at me,

Lady Macbeth. You would be a trifle

annoyed too if you received such a note

as this from your husband, and he had

the effrontery to send it on a card, with

out an envelope, by the Prince of Mo

rocco. And I saw by the little smile His

' Moorish Highness gave when he hand

ed it that he had read it—-the bzastl the

przlgl And I was so mad with him that

I wouldn't drive with him ; and now he's

gone.

Lady (liar. Weel, never mind, dear.

\Vhat does your husband say? Perhaps

he's in trouble.

Par. In trouble! Of course he's in

trouble. Was there ever the day when

he wasn't in trouble? Just listen to this:

[Rmn's.] “ Dmaesr CHUCK: Antonio

and I have been playing rather high at

I00, and have been obliged to go to—go

to—to Baden." To Baden! Why should

they go to Baden, I should like to know!

\Nhy, it's at the other end of the earth,

and I shall never see my Bassanio again!

[I14-¢fi:.]

Yul. [tubing I/re card]. There must

be some mistake: "DEAREST CHUCK:

Antonio and I have been playing rather

high at loo, and have been obliged to go

—to—to bed in despair, as our clothes

have all been seized by our landlord."

Par. [seizes I/zz rard and reads]. "Fly

to our rescue, as of old, with fifiy pounds,

and be sure to bring my garnet studs, as

the others are gone with the shirt. Thy

captive sweetheart, BASSANIO.—P. S. If

you can find an old set of studs for Anto

nio, bring them too." Oh how dreadful!

Did any one ever have such a husband?

No wonder His Highness smiled.

Yul. My dear, comfort yourself. Bas

sanio is nothing to Romeo. How I wish

I could meet with such a piece of good

luck ! My captive lord would wait a long

time before I bailed him out of that bed.

Lady Afar. Never mind, my dear:

we all have our trials. The best of hus

bands is apt at times to be a brute; and

so lang as ye keep out of Will Shake

speare's hands, I think it matters little

what the Prince of Morocco says.

Par. VV ill Shakespeare? VVho is he?

and what can he have to do with me ?

Yul. Oh do tell us! and will he have

anything to do with me? And is he

fond of moonlight? Is he coming here?

Ofi/1. Does he knit—

Yul. Oh, Ophelia, you'll be the death

of me yet! What put that into your

head. Does he backstitch?

op/1. I was gping to say, "Does he

knit his brows? when you interrupted

me. I love to see a man knit his brows.

Por. But tell us all about this Shake

speare, Lady Macbeth.

Lady lilar. It is the mon, my dears,

that has written a’ the vile slanders

aboot me. \

All. About you?

Lady Mac. Yes. He is a pettifogging

. young scamp wha just gaes about poking
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his nose into people's most private affairs,

finds out about them fra servants and

sic-like, and writes all the dreadful

stories he hears into juggles or plays.

01%. Dear me! how odd!

Lady AIM. It's a bad business altogeth

er, my dears. Last summer he war in

Scotland, stopping at a sma' inn that lies

between the castle and Birnam Wood. I

had gaen to a bit of a ba‘ gi‘en by my

lady Mac_duff—one of the Macduffs of

Gower, relations 0‘ the Macphersons and

the Macblanes——but my lord war waiting

at The Three \Vitches, as the inn is ca'd,

for a letter from puir Billie Duncan, that

shot himself afterward looking down the

muzzle of his gun. There 0' night cam

young Shakespeare, and offers to my lord,

whom he didna ken at all, a drink for

every bit of news of the great folk at the

castle. My lord was delighted with the

joke, but he soon becam' muddled, and

there ‘s nae telling what he didna say, for

I hear that in the morning the young man

left in high speerits.

_‘7ul. But did you ever see what he

wrote?

Op/1. Yes, as Ham says, unfold thy

tale. Did you see it?

Lady /llac. See it, my dears! I should

think I did. I could scarcely sleep for

a week at the account of my ain doings.

I can see mysel' noo cooming down the

great ha‘ of the castle wi' a candle in

my hand, crying. “Out damned spot!

out, I say !—-One, two: why, then 'tis

time to do it.—Hell is murky !—Fie, my

lord, fie! a soldier, and afearcl? What

need we fear who knows it, when none

can call our power to account ?—Yet who

would have thought the old man to have

had so much blood in him ?" X

Op/1. Angels and ministers of grace

defend us! as Ham says.

Yul. “fell, 1 shall never sit on a bal

cony alone after this.

Lady Mac. And then Igae on wi' "The

thane of Fife had a wife: where is she

now?" VVhilk, ye ken, war the veriest

nonsense for my ainsel' to ask.

Par. Not at all. Many cases of the

same kind have occurred. They are

generally called lajlsus lingue, or cases

of lapsed identity.

Lady Afar. "\Vhat! will these hands

ne'er be clean ?~No more of that, my

lord, no more: you mar all with this

starting." Whilk, I'm sure, ony ane

might ha‘ done wi' sma' blame to him.

Yul. How perfectly awful! I feel as

cold as ice.

op/1. Yes, all hugger- mugger, as

Ham's poor uncle used to say.

Lady Alas. “Here's the smell of- the

blood still: all the perfumes of Arabia

will not sweeten this little hand." \Vhilk

is the greatest nonsense of a', for I have

never used ony but Rob Roy's ain tar

soap, and that would ha’ done the busi

ness in a twinkling.

op/1. I/Vhy, yes, 'twould be as easy

as lying, as Ham says.

Yul. Well, if those are the sentiments

ofyourhusband, Ophelia, all I can say is—

Par. These interruptions are unseemly.

Lady 111110. And then rantinues wi'

gibberish sic as this:

“Methought I heard a voice cry, ‘ Sleep

no more !

Macbeth cloth murder sleep,’ the inno

cent sleep,

Sleep that knits up the raveled sleeve

of care.

The death of each day's life, sore la

bor's bath,

Balm of hurt minds, great Nature's

second course,

Chief nourisher in life's feast.

0;)/1. Well, proceed, as I-lam says.

Lady Jlac. “Still it cried, ‘Sleep no

more !' to all the house:

‘ Glamis hath murdered sleep, and there

fore Cawdor

Shalll sleep no more: Macbeth shall

sleep no more.'"

Forbye it mocht have added, "Malcolm

and Donald and Hay and Macnulty, and

a‘ the rest of the household, baith male

and female;" for when my guidman did

begin to snore there war nae mair rest

for onybody.

Yul. What is it all about?

Lady Mac. Murder, my dear—-the

vilest, blackest murder, wi' not a sax

pence worth 0' gain for onybody.

Par. But does he dare accuse you of

nisi prius—I would say murder—in the

first degree?
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Lady lllqc. Puir Macbeth‘s the cat's

paw, but I get a' the credit 0' the deed.

Yul. O flesh! flesh! how art thou

falsified! as my Ham, commonly known

as Romeo, says.

Op/I. But l don't understand. Who

killed who?

Yul. Oh, they all fought one another

From the attic to the bats,

Till each had killed the other,

Like the Kilkenny cats.

Lady lilac. Mrs. Montague!

Par. But, dear Lady Macbeth, you

have never explained what this young

man has to do with me. I\'oli me tan

gere—he knows me not.

@011. Yes, as I-lam says, pluck out the,

heart of this mystery.

Lrm_'y Afar. My dears, ye hae a‘ heerd

what this young man wrote 0’ me. I

only wish to pit ye on your guard: {/12

young man is lure.’

All. Here?

Yul. The wretch !—'Still, a man's a

man, and from a balcony point of view

may be worth cultivating. [Aside.]

Lady lllzr. Here, collecting mateeriels

for new plays. My lord's gilly saw him

this mornin', and recognized him; and

he has been a'ready questionin' the sair

vants.

Por. Oh, the dreadful creature!

Opll. O cursed spite!

_'7ul. The designing villain !

Par. What will he say about me?

Opk. And me?

711/. And me P

All. Vilhat shall we do?

Yul. Bribe him.

015/1. Drown him.

Por. Prosecute him.

Lady (Vac. Let us send him a notice

instantly to quit these premises. Stop! I

have my note-book somewhere. [Goes to

1/11’ Iublm] How shall we begin ? "Sir!"

[Tluy all beg/'n didaling !ogallzer.]

Par. "Allow me to infor1n you that the

ladies you have so maligned, and are

about so to malign, do protest in I010, or

teetotally, against such proceedings, and,

‘far from being the defenceless and help

less creatures that you appear to consid

er them, are quite capable of defending

themselves to the last gasp. Nemo re

pente fuit turpissimus—you will repent

your temerity."

Yul. "Allow me to inform you that you

are a horrid old screech-owl, for whom

wringing your neck would be a long sight

too good; and if I tell my Romeo what

you are up to, you had better have your

head done up in cotton batting, as there

is not a boot or shoe in the establishment

that will not take its turn in whizzing at

your empty old pate. If you do not con

sider this language forcible enough, al

low me to inform you—-"

0;)/1. "I will speak daggers to thee,

but use none, as Ham says, and, as Ham

also says, bring me to the test, and I the

matter will reword, which madness would

gambol from. Shakespeare, for love of

grace, lay not such flattering unction to

thy soul ! For does not Ham further say,

' How absolute the knave is! “'0 must

speak by the card, or equivocation will

undo us.‘ Therefore, sirrah—"

Lady Mar. Ladies! ladies! have pity

on me! One at a time.

All. Read us what you have written.

Lady Jllac. “Sir!"—I never caught

another word except Ham.

Par. "Allow me to inform you that the

ladies you have so maligned—"

_‘7ul. "You are a horrid old screech

owl, for whom wringing your neck would

be a long sight too good—"

op/1. “I will speak daggers to thee,

but use none, as Ham says-—-" Q

Par. I‘They do protest in lnlo—that is,

teetotally — against such proceedings,

and, far from being the defenceless

creatures--"

_‘7ul. “If I tell my Romeo what you

are up to, you had better have your

head done up in cotton batting, as

there-—"

op/l. "I the matter will reword, which

madness would gambol from. Shake

speare, for love of grace—-"

Par. “Are quite capable of defending

themselves to the last gasp—"

Yul. "As there is not a boot or shoe

that would not take its turn in whizzing

by your empty old pate-"

0,611. “For, as Ham further says,

‘\Ve must speak by the card, or equivo

cation will undo us—‘ "
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Par. “Nemo repente fuit turpissimus—

you will repent your temerity."

Lady.-llac. Well, hear what I have

written—I hope it is clear: "Sir! Allow

me to inform you that you are a horrid

old screech-owl, for whom wringing your

neck would be a long sight too good. I

will speak daggers to thee, but use none,

as Ham says, so you had better have

your head done up in cotton batting,

as madness would gambol from Shake

speare. Incapable to the last gasp of a

boot or a shoe whizzing by your empty

old pate, you had better, as I-lam further

says, repeat your severity."—No, no, this

will never do. I will write the protest

my ainsel', and then you and a‘ the

other ladies in the house can sign it.

\Ve will send it to the young man, and

if he takes no notice, but gaes on malign

ing us in this dreadful way, we will print

our own defence.

_‘7u1. But stop! Suppose the ‘ever

captious world

Refuse to list the thunders we have

hurled?

Par. Oh, when arrested in the name

of law,

They must attend—mutatis cases—

Yul. [in/errugfiling]. Pshaw!

If we would seek the public's ear to win,

\Ve must secure their favor

Lady /Vac. I'll begin.

op/1. No, no: let me. [Ta audience]

If thus maligned I am,

Report me and my cause aright—

Yul. [inlerrwfiling]. Says Ham.

But still th' advice is good, and to fulfill

it—

Lady llluc. My dear, 'twould only

scotch the snake, not kill it.

Stand boldly forth, give the young man

the lie,

And still the worst that he can do defy.

If we've your favor now for all that's

past,

We'll trust that favor when we speak at

last.

REDBREAST IN TAMPA.

HE robin laughed in the orange tree:

"I-Io, windy North, a fig for thee!

\Vhile breasts are red and wings are bold,

And green trees wave me globes of gold,

Old Time! thy scythe reaps bliss for me,

So blithe, so blithe, a bird can be.

"If that I hate wild winter's spite—

The gibbet trees, the world in white,

The gray sky bending over a gravc—

\/Vhy should I ache, the season's slave?

No, no: I sing; and singers be

Too hot for Time's cold tyranny.

“Nay, windy North, I catch my clime:

My wing is king of the summ'er-time,

\Vhose constant torch my breast doth hold;

So laugh I through the green and gold,

\Vith: Timz, My sryl/re rm): Illiss for mp,

50 passing 6./1'!/1e we robin: 11:."

SIDNEY LANIER.
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YOUNG ALOYS; OR, THE GAWK FROM AMERICA. '

BY BERTHOLD AUERBACH.

CHAPTER VH.

EXT to the young hostess of the

Eagle. the shoemaker Hirtz was

the most delighted with the industrial

activity shown by young Aloys, and the

latter loved best to sit with the faithful

old companion of his father in the work

shop, which had a very quiet outlook to

ward the orchard.

Shoemaker Hirtz also had, as might al

most be inferred without the statement

of the fact, a son in America. He had

given him a letter to the friend of his

youth, old Aloys, but the son had not

delivered it. He had remained hang

ing round New York, and had not for

years let anything be heard from him.

l-lirtz thought it likely that he had fallen

in the war, but young Aloys disputed this,

on the ground that there had been great

order observed in those matters, and

information would certainly have been

given of any such event.

Two other sons of Hirtz had a shoe

manufactory in the capital, and the fa

ther said such was the universal eflect

of the new freedom of movement and

occupation—all were drawn and driven

by an irresistible impulse to the cities,

but there would be a reaction by and

b .yWhile the rest of the world was mov

ing off across the sea and into the cities,

Hirtz sat from early morn till late at night

busy at work on his three-legged stool,

and his lands increased and in the house

was savory eating. Only after the noon

day meal did he rest himself a while, his

bare arms folded across his breast; and

then he did not care even to converse,

though at other times he was talkative,

and fond of dispensing his quietly-gath

ered wisdom. As he was acknowledged

to be an honest man, the office of post

master had been assigned him, which

one of his daughters carried on, while

the other, having been appointed tele

graph-operator, went down daily in the

morning to the station, and came home

again at night.

Yes, Father Aloys had given his son

the best directions, for Hirtz saw men and

things with keen and sure glances. "I

have a good eye yet, and only for my work

do I need glasses,“ he sometimes said.

Young Aloys collected many partic

ulars to report to his father, and he was

himself gratified at hearing how many

worthy people there were'in the village.

Although he had set his mind on Ivo's

daughter, he still inquired after this and

that farmer's daughter to whom young

Krappenzacher had directed his atten

tion. _ The daughter of the paper-maker

of Egelsthal was also proposed to him by

a nephew of Herzle's Kobbel.

llirtz, however, made only brief re

plies to inquiries of this kind: he dis

approved of the manner in which the

aunt brought her nephew to market, and

in which the latter suffered her to have

her way. So much the more liberal was

he, however, of his own stores of univer

sal wisdom. ‘‘I am glad," said he, "to

see thee so industrious: it is to me a sign

that thou art also a true man. \Vhoso is

not busy must lie—must deceive himself

and deceive others. Think that over.

It was long before I saw into it fully.

And when lying will not save him any

longer, the loafer must go to ruin step by

step, stupefying himself with drink and

in other ways. And the cigar, that is an

entirely new misfortune: with that, one

has no longer a pipe to stuff and to clean,

and has always a plaything in his hand.

Just look at Ohlreit! For half days to

gether he sits there blowing nothings into

the air, and watching how they curl and

melt away: vacancy filled out with smoke

is a great misfortune. That, too, thou

canst report to thy father."

"Perhaps Ohlreit might be helped if

one should find him another business."

"Stop l that is just your America.

There's where men are faithless."
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"Faithless? My father—"

"That’s not what I mean. I mean

this: they are not faithful to their crafts.

If they can make more money at anoth

er, they throw the old familiar occupation

aside. Is it not so P"

“ But in my opinion it arises from just

this cause, that people have strayed away

from all with which they were familiar at

home, and in the New World come into

the world anew."

Hirtz looked at Aloys with open eyes.

It was as if he would say, “See! see!

the Gawk‘s son has tolerable ideas."

He clutched at his workbench this way

and that, as if some one had thrown his

tools helter-skelter and abstracted his

best awl. "I let every one have his own

ideas, but I keep my own too," he con

cluded as he drew out the thread at full

length, waxed it, took the bristle in his

mouth and tightened up the knee-straps.

Aloys now came out with his plans:

he said he was going to woo the daugh

ter of Ivo.

“ There is only one more left—Ignatia."

“That's the very one."

Shoemaker Hirtz looked at him over

his spectacles with wide open eyes:

"\Vhat is there these Americans will

not take into their heads? He fancies

he need only come and whistle, and the

finest and best of all the girls will come

running to him !"—With a roguish smile

he replied," My compliments! Yes, if

thou canst get her thou wilt be lucky;

but it were a pity she should go to

America."

Aloys kept out of sight his perception

of the fact that Hirtz had a prejudice

against America: " The man has a prod

igal son there, and, intelligent as he is in

general, he revenges his misfortune on

all America.” He therefore passed over

the last remark and said, "So you know

Ignatia ?"

"See, overhead therc—there is her

last. If thou canst wait till next week

thou mayst take with thee to her a pair

of double-soled bootees. Yes, Ignatia,

she was here at her sister's wedding, and

spent much time at my house. I once

played a part as soldier in the Max?! (Y

Orlmn.r.- thy father was there too: just

remind him of it. Such a one as the

Maid of Orleans could Ignatia be; but

she has no superstition: she is one who

thinks for herself, and her mind is as

free and clear as the day. But tell me

now, has any decisive step been taken

in the matter?"

Aloys was obliged to reply in the neg

ative, and the more Hirtz magnified the

good-fortune of winning such a wife the

more did the heart of Aloys sink within

him. "I have one request," he said at

last: “may I ask how much you earn in

a day ?"

“ May I ask why thou askest that?"

"Because I should be glad to pay you

that amount. \Ve have a saying in Amer

ica, ' The world is a market where every

thing can be had for money.’ Friend

ship, to be sure, is something I cannot

pay for, but the profits of your labor I

can. You would do me the greatest fa

vor if you would accompany me to Ivo's,

or would go beforehand and speak with

lgnatia about me."

Hirtz decidedly declined.

Aloys sat for a long time in silence,

too vexed to speak: “People here are,

after all, not what father supposes: they

don't let everything lie and run, every

one, to help his neighbor.—l wanted to

ask another question also," he began at

last.

-"Ask away."

“ I don't understand what that is about

Ohlreit. l\'obody can give me any prop

er account of the matter. \Vill you?"

"I don't care to."

"But pray do."

"\Vell, then, the case is this: Till the

death of Philip the joiner no one knew

that they were people of so much prop

erty, and that they had such a nice bit

of money besides theirland. They lived

very closely, and the wife was one of your

; quiet managers, earliest up in the morning

and latest to bed at night. Her happiness

was naturally the two children. Trud

pert was sixteen or seventeen years old

when his father died, and they say the

boy had not been kind to his father, but

the mother hushed all up and spoiled

Trudpert. She made a sore atonement

for_it-—l must say that—but then she did



358 [MALYOLYVG AL 0 VS.

wrong, certainly, though it must be ad

mitted she did not sin so terribly as she

suffered. At that time the demon of

emigration was going about among us,

and all at once we heard that Trudpert

was going off too. Nobody knew why:

he did not really know himself. His

mother came to me and begged me to

dissuade him from it. But it was of no

use: ‘I am going,‘ was his only reply,

and that was the end of it.

"Now-a-days, when so many come

back, we little think what emigration

was in those days. There was no end

to the weeping. Thou canst imagine

‘how it was with the mother of Trudpert.

From that time forward she ceased to

do any regular work. She would sit out

there on the Hochbux every time the

letter-carrier came up the road, and call

out to him, ‘Any letter for me from my

Trudpert ?' \Vhen at length months had

passed without any letter, she ceased to

inquire: she only stretched out her hand,

and when she got nothing folded her

hands again and prayed: ‘Dear God,

let it not be laid to his charge that he

makes his mother die a thousand deaths,

and that, too, when he had learned to

write so well !'

" It is not my business to decide what

religion is the best. I am almost ready

to think, as the doctor says, that the best

religion has not yet appeared. But this

we must say for the Jews: no Jew who

went from this place has ever yet for

gotten his friends at home. Every one

sends something: even those who over

there are obliged to be errand-men send

something home. In my opinion, that

cannot, after all, be a bad religion."

"Certainly not. But the woman—how

did it fare with her afterward?"

“Once they played her a stupid trick,

or, more properly, a contemptible one.

An emigrant from Betra comes up the

road, and they cry out, ‘Here comes

Trudpert!‘ The mother hurries down

the road, and when she sees the strange

man, who laughs at her, she runs into

the field, and not till late at night do

they find her, down by the shore of

the Neckar, in the wood where the great

anthill is. She was dripping wet: it is '

supposed she meant to drown herself.

But no one knows anything certain about

it, and she herself could give no account

of the matter. From that time forth she

grew more and more quiet, and, in one

word, she lost her wits.

“When at that time the news came

of the sinking of the Austria-—there

were some on board from here and from

Empfingen—there was of course much

wailing and anguish of heart, but the

joiner's widow was almost merry, and

cried out, ‘Now he is drowned!‘ It did

no good to tell her the ship had not come

from America, but was outward bound:

she stuck to it that her Trudpert was

drowned with the ship. But a few weeks

after she began again to wait for the let

ter-carrier.

“I forgot to mention that while she

was yet in her right mind she made a

will—l signed it as one of the witnesses

—by which she bequeathed to Trudpert.

instead of his full share, only the portion

which the law obliged her to give him,

deducting the cost of his passage: all the

rest was left to the daughter, who mean

while had married, and to her children.

‘We tried to dissuade her from it, but she

said, ‘If he comes back in my lifetime,

the will of course goes for nothing; and

if he comes after my death, he shall feel

what it is to wear a mother's life out with

sorrow.’

"She died a year ago. Trudpert came

back before he could have got sight of

the advertisement of the opening of the

will; and that is a sign that he tells the

truth in regard to the main point: he

came home of his own accord.

" He had made a good deal of money,

and at first put on great airs and talked

as if he wanted nothing of the inherit

ance. But in course of time he com

menced an action, and undertook to

prove that his mother, when she made

the will, was already deranged. This

did he who had driven her into that state

later by his unnatural behavior!"

" Horrible!" cried Aloys.

“Yes indeed," echoed Hirtz; "and

yet, after all, I tell thee there is some

thing good in the man, and he might

still be saved. I believe him when he
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says that he came home out of remorse,

and would gladly have made all good

again. To be sure, he could not have

given her back her lost years and rea

son."

Hirtz stood up and breathed heavily:

he was perhaps thinking of his own son,

and, half soliloquizing, he concluded:

“The law limiting the rights of emigrants

in regard to inheritance seems hard, but

is not so in reality. He who goes off in

that way, and never thinks of doing any

thing for his parents, even to keep their

hearts from starving, such a one ought

not to have anything from his parents."

Aloys went from Hirtz to the building- .

ground. He helped to raise the house—

to be sure, without the solemnities which

he had expected—-and now he prepared

himself for his journey to Ivo's. He

would not even wait till he could take

with him the shoes for Ignatia. Only

one thing which he had hitherto put off

from day to day he had still to execute:

he must visit Ge0rgy's Marianna.

CHAPTER Vlll.

"HE keeps me waiting. Yes, nobody

thinks of a withered old woman. To

be sure, I could not have believed that

of his son. But Rufina ought to have

her tongue burned: she is to blame for

it all. I have no more faith in any

human being. I am a forlorn, forsaken

widow." So groaned and cursed Mari

anna on her bed, and it availed nothing

that her daughter sought to console her

by telling how Aloys was working as a

journeyman carpenter; for had not the

mother heard that he visited in the vil

lage, at this house and that, every even

ing? In fact, he seemed to be entirely

guided by his aunt, for he always stayed

longest where there were marriageable

daughters in the house.

“Does he look gay ?"

mother.

"It doesn't strike me so."

“Does he know thee? Did he greet

thee P"

" No: he hardly looks up."

The fact was, Aloys was not in a good

asked the

humor, for he had to hear, till he was

sick of it, whom he looked like: some

asserted that he most resembled his father,

others his mother, but the greater num

ber now said that he particularly resem

bled his grandfather, Mat of the Moun

tain. Besides, people were so maladroit

as to ask him plumply whether he was

going to decide soon to take a wife home

with him ; for the aunt had taken young

Krappenzacher into her confidence, and

employed him to get her nephew the

most eligible match possible. Young

Aloys told the Eagle hostess that he had

made up his mind to make the journey

to her father lvo’s in the following week,

and perhaps when he left there should

not come back to this place any more.

The host of the Eagle wrote a letter to

his father-in-law announcing the visit.

He thought it better to tell Aloys of this

at once, not only because it was honest

er and would inspire confidence, but be

cause it bound Aloys not to commit him

self in any other quarter.

Aloys remenibered, indeed, that Mari

anna had sent him a greeting on the first

evening, but her having a daughter was

repugnant to him: it seemed, then, his

father had not warned him for nothing,

and it was best not to become acquaint

ed with her at all. The old woman

would of-course be affronted that he did

not visit her, but one cannot help every

body; and besides, it was a disagreeable

thing to see the woman who had been

his father's sweetheart—had discarded

him and preferred another. Neverthe

less, something stirred within him—this

he surely got from his father—which tor

mented him like a sin at the thought of

grieving a sick old woman by neglect.

He knew the house full well: he had

already passed it several times, and now

as, in company with the Jewish school

teacher, who had joined him, he went by

it again, he heard a powerful voice sing

ing a jodel-song. "W'ho is that?"

"The daughter of Georgy's Marianna."

“What is her name?"

“Marianna too. You spoke with her

the first evening: she brought you a

greeting from her mother. The jodeling

she gets from her father. Nobody in the
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place jodels now so merrily as he used

to do. He was also a. liberal-minded

man, such as few are about here: he

came to me from the council when I was

appointed schoolmaster, and congratu

lated me in the same terms as he did

my Christian colleagues.“

The schoolmaster charged Aloys to

tell his father—who, as was well known,

had behaved so kindly to tall Herzle‘s

Kobbel—how much more liberal people

had become here at home. Over there

in America men greet each no longer as

members of the same creed, but as mem

bers of the same country, and the like

was now at last coming to hold good in

the old Fatherland.

Young Aloys was not a very attentive

listener: he looked this way and that as

they went along the road, like one who

has to lend an ear to what properly is

no concern of his, certainly not at the

present moment. Still, he did not see

how he could decently decline the man's

company, especially as he supposed this

was always the way in a thickly-peopled

village, although "over there," on his farm

out VVest, no one ever crossed his path.

At last, however, he tore himself away

and went to the house.

The singing had ceased: a girl was

sitting on the stoop who had on a bright

red petticoat, while the upper part of

her body was clad only in a tightly-fit

ting chemise; beside her lay a jacket;

her bare arms had a look of exuberant

strength and her sunburnt cheeks were

round and fresh. The girl nodded to

a great Leonberg dog, who pressed his

head against her knee. At that moment

the dog growled: she opened her great

blue eyes with wonder, and called to the .

dog, “ Be quiet! down I"

The dog obeyed. \Vas not this the

same dog that young Aloys had seen

on his first arrival, and was not this the

same voice which at that time had utter

ed the same words of command?

“Ah! it is you? God's greeting!"

cried the maiden. "Will you come in

and see us P"

“Yes, certainly."

"Mother will be delighted. It is very

good of you to come. Mother has been

waiting for you day after day, every

hour." \\'hile she was speaking she

turned aside and put on the jacket that

lay near her. Then she turned round

with a glowing face.

He offered her his hand. "A fine

dog," was the first thing he said, and the

dog seemed to understand the words:

he sidled up close to the girl and looked

quietly at the man.

"And he is faithful too, and intelligent:

you can have him if you want him. Fa

ther left him to us, but we only wish to

give him to a good master who will not

chain him up. But now wait a minute:

I will tell mother you are here. else it

might be a shock to her. You must

speak a little loud, but you mustn't let

her perceive it: she doesn't like it if any

one reminds her that she is almost deaf.

--You stay there—stay with the gentle

man and behave nicely: then he'll take

you with him," she ended, speaking to the

dog, as she ran laughing into the house.

The dog remained quietly with Aloys

and blinked at him. Aloys stroked the

good creature's head, and thought to

himself how pleasantly and well the

girl had spoken, and what a sweet voice

she had!

Hold there, Aloys! Do not forget

what thy father said. That were pretty,

forsooth ! if thou shouldst just now-—

"Thou silly thing! why keep him

waiting outside of the house?" cried a.

shrill voice overhead.

The girl came back, and beckoning

to Aloys with her eyes, which seemed to

have grown larger, she said softly, “ Don't

let her screaming so annoy you."

Aloys stepped into the sitting-room.

A voice cried from the chamber, “Come

quick ! Why are you so long about it?

Come in, both of you."

CHAPTER IX.

THE door opened : Aloys stood still.

This, then, is Marianna?

The old woman perhaps felt that this

was in the young American's thoughts,

for she cried, "Oh, dear Aloys! How

often have I said that! but he who was
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so called did not hear it. Yes, dear

Aloys, thy father has told thee—has he

not ?-that I was a handsome girl. So

now thou seest what a handsome girl

can come to. Come nearer to me."

The eyes of Mother Marianna beamed

upon the son as thirty years before they

had beamed upon the father: their lustre

seemed unchanged.

“l’ardon me for saying 111011. You

have a broad hand, and what a beauti

ful ring! My hand is dry and withered,

is it not? Thank God that I have been

able at length to give it to Aloys! The

people said he would go away from here

without coming to see me, but I said,

‘That the son of my cousin Aloys can

never find it in his heart to do, or he is

not his son; and if there were nothing

else, we are at least kinsfolk to each

other, after all.‘ "

“Yes indeed, we are kinsfolk: therefore

continue to say I/mu to me."

“Place thyself in a better light, so

that I can see thee better. Yes, it is as

I heard, that thou resemblest most Mat

of the Mountain. But yet thou hast

thy father's eyes, and his forehead and

mouth too."

Aloys laughed.

"Yes, when thou laughest in that way,

that is just thy father's hearty laugh.

Kindness itself laughed out from him.

Just tell him how I look."

Aloys could answer sincerely that her

face was not devoid of attraction: that

it was wrinkled and sunken he had cer

tainly no need to say.

"Tell me, now, how does thy father

look? Is he too as dried up as I am ?"

" No, he is broad and stout: see! that

is his picture." Young Aloys took out of

his pocket a package of photographs and

handed her one.

" No, I shouldn't have recognized that:

it looks just like old Buchmaier. Yes,

one sees there the well-to-do man: I

congratulate him upon it with all my

heart. A better man than he is not to

be found the world over. Look! there

hangs thy father."

The old woman pointed to a painting

which hung on the wall, and under which

was written, "Aloys Schorer, soldier in

VUL. XlX.—23

the fifth regiment of infantry."-—"Take

it down, you!" she cried to the daughter.

“Oh, what are the young people now-a‘

days coming to? \Vhen I was at thy

age I shouldn't have waited to have that

said to me: I should have done it of

myself."

Frightened by this speech, young Ma

rianna went to the wall and tried to get

down the picture: her hand trembled,

and young Aloys had to help her. So

the two held the picture of his father

as he had been in youth. Aloys would

have liked to say to the girl, "It is good

of thee not to answer thy wheezing and

scolding mother," and Marianna would

have liked to say to him, "It is hand

some of thee to hear all so patiently."

Perhaps they both read these words in

their meeting glances.

“Did my father look like that?" asked

young Aloys.

“ Yes, in posture, and in face too: not

exactly, and yet it is not far out of the

way; and there it is indeed in his own

handwriting.—Ah, dear God.’ those were

different times!"

"The picture seems to have been torn

at some time or other."

“Yes, that is exactly the fact. Thy

father has certainly told thee the story.

To be sure, one does not like to tell such

things to one's child: still, there is nothing

wrong about it. He sent me the picture

when he was a soldier, but I had already

become engaged to my Georgy ; and then,

too, thy father was much too young for

me, and too sensitive. I am a bit sharp,

though not bad-tempered: I don't wish

to make myself out better than I am.

Then when he came home he stamped

on the picture because it still hung in

his mother's sitting-room. But afterward

she had it sewed up again. And when

thy grandmother's things were sold at

auction I went to the house and bought

the picture: it ought not to be desecrated.

It is, after all, thy father, and he setsome

store by it, and my husband had nothing

against it. \Ve kept it—God.forgive me!

—almost like the picture of a‘ saint."

“ It is very precious to you, then ?"

“ I bought it cheap—for about the price

of glass and frame—I believe for about
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twenty-six kreutzers. No one else bid

for it but Hirtz the shoemaker; and

when he saw that I wanted it he gave

way: he knew, of course, that I was

nearer to thy father than he. I hear

thou art mighty good friends with him."

" He seems to me a worthy man."

"Not merely sen/2:. Yes, and here is

something more. That turtledove cage

is also from thy grandmother; only the

turtledoves are not the old ones: these

are their young." As if in confirmation

of the statement the doves cooed from

the cage.

The old woman was evidently doubt

ful how she ought to speak of the shoe

maker Hirtz, but Aloys was not inclined

to assist her in the matter in any way.

He said, therefore, "The cage and the

turtledoves you are welcome to keep,

but would you not be disposed to part

with the picture ?"

"I don't know." It was a keen side

long glance the old woman bent upon

the young American. Then she con

tinued, while her face assumed a devout

expression, "Our Lord God knows I am

not one of those that keep dark. Why

should one lie, when one is so old and will

soon appear before the heavenly Judge?

Yes, dear Aloys, no man on earth should

get it from me but thee. Thou art his

son : thou shalt have it withouta penny."

“I thank thee with all my heart."

"Of course I shall be sorry not to see

the picture any more : with the most hon

orable feelings I have looked upon the

picture day after day, and wished the

man all happiness and blessings; and,

thank-God! the wish has been fulfilled."

Aloys answered quickly, “May I take

the picture with me at once ?"

"There now ! Thou saidst that exact

ly as if thy father had said it: precisely

his voice—just so sincere, right from the

very bottom of the heart.—Marianna!"

she cried suddenly in another tone.

‘'0 gracious-God! what ails thee to-day?

Must one to~day be telling and ordering

thee about everything? At other times

certainly 'thou art— Now fetch our

worthy cousin a glass of cherry cordial.

—Don't make any objection, Aloys. I'll

drink too: it does me good."

Young Marianna went quietly out,

and hardly had she gone when the moth

, er said softly, "Come nearer to me: I

have something to say to thee."

CHAPTER X.

THE old woman took his hand between

I her two withered ones and whispered,

“She is not generally as thou seest her

to-day: she is a wide-awake maiden, but

I like to show her who is mistress, and

she dares not give me a contradictory

word. Such ones make by and by the

best wives."

The old woman seemed to be aware

that she had gone too fast and too far,

for she added, “ It is no longer as it was

formerly, when every one was for start

ing up and flying off to America. I am

so alone! I'll never let another go from

the place. But— \‘Vhat was I going to

, say? Didst thou not ask me some ques

tion P"

“ \Vhether I might take the picture with

me at once."

"So far as I am concerned, and wel

‘ come. But let me tell thee something.

According to all appearances, thou art

just like thy father, and knowest not

any more than he how bad men are, and

how they twist everything one does or

says. The picture is thine. In an hon

orable family like ours a word is an oath.

\Vith inferior people it may be otherwise,

but I too am descended from the Schor

ers. Thou art, I hear, kind to all men,

but do not let thyself be drawn into any

low family. Never forget that thou art

a Schorer. Thy father's grandfather and

my mother's grandfather were brothers."

The old woman was so carried_away by

her own talk that she did not notice how

Aloys smiled at the everlasting cousin

ships, and she went on: “The Schorers,

they have been from primitive times peas

ant-nobles. Thy father has certainly

told thee all about it."

“No. Those are things we in Amer

ica care nothing about. I have been de

lighted to see the miserable houses of my

grandfathers on both sides. I/Vith us in

. America I/21': is our pride—-to have sprung
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from ordinary people, and to have made

ourselves something."

The old woman looked round with

amazement: with her best trump she

didn't win a trick. She did not, how

ever, give up the game yet, and began

afresh: “I am a great gabbler, am I

not?‘ Yes, the fact is, I have talked too

much with myself alone: spending one's

days and nights on a sick bed, one's

thoughts wander all over the world.

\\"ell, we were talking of the picture,

were we not? Follow my advice and

let it hang there till thy departure. Peo

ple might joke about it, and thou hast

inherited a sensitive heart from thy fath

er, and anything of that kind gives thee

pain. Say! do I know thee and under

stand thee ?"

" In part. I care very little for com

mon tattle; but you are right.“

"That was thy father's phrase: he al

ways loved to say, ‘Thou'rt right.‘ But

come and see me as often as thou wilt‘.

Imagine to thyself that I were thy fath

er's sister. Ah—good God !—if I only

were his sister !“ She wept bitterly, and

then said, “The picture of him as he

looks now I may keep, may I not?"

"With all my heart! He expressly

told me to give you one if you still thought

of him kindly."

"And the others ?"

"Those I am to give also to such as

remember him kindly."

"0 thou good Aloys out there in the

wide world! thou wast always, from a

child, good-hearted, and thou art so

still. But thou art right: one grows

stout and hearty upon it when one does

not know how bad men are.—-Marianna!

Don't say a word. I see by thy looks

thou wouldst fain take me up. I know

what I say, and I say it to our nearest—"

“Mother, indeed I have nothing——"

"Very well: stay there.—Now, Aloys,

believe me, the whole village is nothing

but a pack of beggars and banditti, and

the rich ones are the most worthless.

Look now! If thy father were to come

to-morrow, and if he were as good and

as pure as an angel just flown down out

of heaven, and had no money, not a

soul would look at him. ' You too come

back again ?' would be the word. ‘Gee,

Blaze! ho, Brindle !' And so they would

go on with their cows and oxen, and

leave him alone."

From these generalizations Marianna

passed over to the minutest personalities:

she made the whole village, from the

first house to the last, march along be

fore her bcd, and every one got his slap

—a particularly clever rap if he happen

ed to have a handsome daughter. About

the maidens themselves she said nothing

definite: she nodded at Marianna as if

to intimate that in her presence she could

not tell all that went on. She concluded:

“To thee I may and must say every

thing. I know not how it is: lfcel as

if I were quite young again. Oh what

a wondrous thing is man! This some

thing within here, this never grows old."

She pointed to the place where the heart

is supposed to be, and then suddenly

changing her tone she cried, "But there !

I have prattled enough. Now tell me:

how do you manage to live in the wild

woods? How many brothers and sisters

are you? How many houses are there

round you, and what sort of people?

Have you any poor there ?"

“I don't like to talk about America.

The people here are apt to take it all as

bragging."

"l-last thou then already learned to

know them so thoroughly? Ay, that

shows thy good sense, so young and yet

so— but, clear Aloys, to me thou canst

report: with me it is—" Such was the

fervency of her protestation that she

could not find words to utter it.

Aloys replied, "\Vell, then, I will an

swer your last question first. \Ve have

not any poor, properly speaking—that is,

paupers: there are poor people, but they

are only the shiftless and dissolute.

Whoever will work need not hunger.

We have a great farming business, but

we harvest not, as here, with scythe and

sickle: we labor with the mowing-ma

chine, which does as much work in an

hour as ten mowers could do in a whole

day."

“And thy father, can he still work as

well as ever?"

"He does very little now except gar
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dening. He has planted more than two

thousand peach trees."

"Two thousand! That‘s more, per

haps, than there are in all Wiirtemberg."

“\\’e send off a great many peaches,

and clear a nice sum of money upon

them."

“Tell me about thy brothers and sis

ters.“

"Between Bast and me a brother and

a sister have died. Now there are still

five of us. My eldest sister—she too is

named Mechtilde—is a lady, a fine lady,

one of the finest in the city: her husband

has a slaughter-house, and kills every

day his fifty to sixty oxen and about two

hundred sheep."

"Good Heavens! there is no going

hungry there!" interrupted Marianna.

“But tell on—about thy father."

“VVell, he does not any longer go far

away from home. When the war broke

out with the Southerners there were no

ten horses could have kept him at home,

and mother—no wife understands her

husband better--before he had uttered

a syllable, she said to him, ‘Do thou

just go too.‘ And so he went, and came

home with high honor, only, unhappily,

with a wound in his left leg in the very

first three months. He served in Lud

wig VValdfried‘s regiment, who lives now

over there at Freudenstadt. There's a

man for you! He has visited us: I prom

ised father to look up his colonel. Father

was his adjutant."

“\Vliy did not thy father have himself

taken in his uniform?"

"We make no account of uniforms.

It is not with us there as it is in this

country, where the officials and officers,

so far as I see, hold themselves to be

something special. \Vith us all are alike:

we are free citizens."

"And that's better too. Now tell me,

are there any savages in your part of the

country ?“

"Not very near us, but we too have

come in contact with them—in a per

fectly peaceful way: they are honorable

people and proud, and we like them

much better than the Irish, who are a

pack of ragamufiins out and out. Up

to the time of the war, too, they always

acted as if they were something better

than we Germans; and as to the French

men in the town, they laughed at any

one's having the idea that the Germans

were not going to be chopped up as fine

as sausage-meat. Ay, you at home had

certainly much anxiety to endure, but

assuredly not more than father.‘ He

used to say every morning, ‘At this mo

ment, perhaps, the Frenchmen with their

Turcos are coming from lsenburg (up

the Horb road), burning and ravaging,

and nobody can talk with them except

the French simpleton, if he still lives ;'

and then father would speak of you."

Aloys suddenly paused, and the old

woman asked, “Just tell me: what did

he say about me? I shall not take it

amiss."

" It was not exactly anything bad: he

only said, ' Marianna has a sharp tongue:

that will scare the Frenchmen away.‘ "

She forced a laugh, and young Aloys

smiled roguishly, and thought to himself,

"The old woman knows by this time, I

guess, what father thinks of her." How

ever, he good-naturedly added that his

father had often said he should be glad

to welcome all Nordstetten at his place.

Then he continued: " Every evening one

of us had to ride to the post-office and

get the newspaper. We take the Swa

bian rllvrmr_y, and learn all that's going

on. Father predicted, ‘Now the Ger

mans are coming to honor at home and

here.‘ Only he thought in the first battle

the French would be victorious, but after

that it would surely be the Germans."

“ls thy father so intelligent in such

matters?" inquired Marianna, in order

to keep Aloys‘ tongue in motion, for he

hesitated on reflecting how unnecessary

it was to tell all this to the old woman.

He now continued: "Yes. Here they

still talk about the Gawk: it is not

pretty, but what matters it? Father is

a man so thoroughly good-hearted, and

so thoroughly sensible and so firm, there

is not a better in the Old VVorld nor in

the New."

Something scratched at the door.

Young Marianna rose and left the room :

it was evidently painful to her to hear

her mother pour such a flood of talk into
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the ear of the good young man. After

a while she came back, and young Aloys

said, "Thou mightst let the dog in: I

like dogs, and dogs'like me too."

The girl was silent, but the mother

cried, "If I shut my eyes it seems to

me just as if thy father were here. But

tell on. Say, is there snow also with

you? and is it really true that you have

no nut trees and no larks, and that that

is what makes it so pleasant for thee to

be here P"

Young Aloys gave an exact report on

all points: he spoke for some time, gaz

ing into vacancy as if some one else de

livered the words for him, for he was

thinking of other things than those he

recited.

Mother Marianna knew well how to

put her questions: she had the master

key to all the locked-up places in the

soul. Aloys felt himself so much at

home that he confessed it seemed to him

as if he had lived from childhood up with

the cousin and her daughter; and as, at

these words, he looked into the daugh

ter's face, there was a quivering in his

heart as if a lightning-flash had dart

ed into it, and young Marianna passed

her hand across her face, as if she felt

in her very flesh the warm look of young

Aloys’ eyes.

The mother raised herself up, and now

there was a moment during which she was

actually beautiful once more: her face

was as if transfigured, and her voice had

a heart-tone as she said, “Aloys, when

thou comest home to thy father tell him

he must forgive me. I may die the next

hour, and it lifts a stone from my heart

that I can say this to his son, eye to eye.

Tell him he must think of me kindly in

time and eternity."

She had said this with great vivacity,

and her cheeks had reddened. There

was a perfect silence for some moments,

broken only by the cooing of the turtle

doves.

"Now, dear Aloys," said the old wo

man, “thou surely wilt not take it ill of

me if I say to thee, ‘Go now.‘ The ef

fort has exhausted me so.—Marianna,

wait upon our honored cousin to the

door, and now let me sleep a little.—l

feel, dear Aloys, that the honor of thy

visit, and all the good things I have

heard from thee, will make me well.

It is better than all doctors and apoth

ecaries. I think I could get up now, but

I will wait. Now go, both of you, and

God keep you!"

CHAPTER XI.

VVHEN the young people had turned

their backs Mother Marianna quickly

drank off the cherry cordial which Aloys

had left standing, then laid herself back

upon the pillows and closed her eyes,

but her features smiled. Suddenly she

raised herself up again and murmured

to herself, “It seems as if I could hear

now the beating of his heart and hers.

The world is always renewing its youth.

Now it burns!" The account of the in

cendiary of Ahldorf came into her head,

who had set fire to his own house and

come hither and gone into the tavern;

and as he sat with his tankard, thinking

of what was going on far away from

here, suddenly he cried out aloud, "Now

it burns!" It did burn, but differently

from what the mother thought.

Young Marianna and Aloys had gone

down stairs without saying a word. He

held on to the banister: his step was un

steady. On the lowest stair they stop

ped, and the maiden said, " I thank thee

a thousand times that thou hast come to

see us, and hast been so good to my

mother. I hear thou art going away

again soon."

Young Aloys seemed not to hear this:

he twirled the wooden ball which was

fixed on the top of the stairpost.

Young Marianna opened the outer

door: a broad, glowing flood of sun

shine poured in. The dog came in too,

with panting tongue, looked up at them

both, shook his head and laid himself

down in the shadow under the stairs.

“Please shut the door again," said

Aloys. She obeyed. He kept on twirl

ing the ball till the rolling was audible.

"I have been wanting to ask thee a

question," he began, drawing a deep

breath.
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"Say on: I shall be happy if I can

give thee a satisfactory answer."

Young Aloys hesitated a long time;

then he said, " Bethink thyself: the dog

reminds me of something. \Vast thou

not, on the day I arrived here, out in a

field by the Horb road, and didst thou

not sing in a low voice, and then call to

the dog?"

"Yes, that was I. I saw thy great hat,

but nothing else. I wanted to say good

day to the stranger, but I felt as if I had

no right to. I was weeding out the this

tles in our oat-field. But may I know

why thou askest that?"

uI wish I had done then what passed

through my mind.“

"What was that?"

"It is better I should not say it. But

I suspect thou hast something to say to

me. ‘

“Yes, I have indeed. I thank thee

that thou hast been so patient with my

mother, and—"

“And what?"

"It has touched my heart to see how

thou keepest thy father in thy heart, and

always hast him in living presence before

thee. My father is dead, and I would

fain speak for him. Thou hast heard

perhaps that my father made himself

merry over thine. He was fond of his

joke, but he had no malice in his heart;

only there was no one with whom he

could be so—so wanton and teasing, and

-—~yes; and so I wanted to beg that thou

wouldst tell thy father he must forgive

mine to all eternity."

"That is as good as done. I only wish

my father had heard thee and could see

thee at this moment." '

"I wish so too, and I am certain that

he would not say no to what I have said."

Aloys trembled and looked all round

him. The ball on the stairpost flew ofi‘

its peg, but he caught it in a twinkling

and stuck it on again. "Knowest thou

what I should like to do at this moment?"

he stammered out.

“What ?"

“ To give thee a kiss."

"And I should like to give thee one."

The two embraced and kissed each

other, and seemed as if they never could

- ing.

let each other go again. They neither

saw nor heard any more of the world

around them: they heard not the soft

step overhead on the landing of the stair

way, nor saw how Mother Marianna look

ed down with an exulting countenance.

“Forgive me! I thank thee," Aloys

said at last. "Farewell!"

He opened hurriedly the house-door

and strode away.

Young Marianna sat down on the low

est stair. The turtledoves in the room

overhead cooed so deeply and so inces

santly, and then laughed again so mis

chievously, “ Coo-ke-roo-cool The daugh

ter of our house and Cousin Aloys have

been kissing each other! Coo-ke-roo

cool''

As if she would hide from herself,

young Marianna covered her face with

her apron, and thought what it could

mean that Aloys had so suddenly and

with such strange words hurried away.

It was a long while before she went

up to her mother. VVhen at last she

came to the bedside her mother asked,

"Has Cousin Aloys been staying all this

time?"

"No: he has been gone this long

while."

" How dost thou like him ?"

"Cousin Aloys seems a fine man, and

can talk well too, but he is also very pe

culiar."

The old woman smiled to herself, as

if thinking, “That's just the way I

should have done before my mother.

But wait! Thou‘lt confess to me soon

enough."

Meanwhile she said aloud, "Hang a

cloth over the cage to keep the turtle

doves quiet. I don't know what ails

them to-day: they act as if they were

foolish, and I want to go to sleep.—Ah,

yes, Cousin Aloys! What simple stuff

the people do babble! They undertook

to say he was not particularly good-look

I like him now: he has such true

eyes, and a mouth from which I'm sure

there never could come a wrong word."

Young Marianna could not think of

any answer to make to this, and the

mother went on: “He is much more

quick-witted, but yet he certainly has
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much of his father in him. Learn of

me, child. I am not so well schooled

as thou, but this at least thou canst

learn from me: If one wants a man to

give himself wholly to one and be grate

ful besides, one must afford him the op

portunity to show his cleverness; and I

then if one gives him to understand that

there is not another man in the world so

clever as he, one can do with him what

one will. Hast thou nothing else to say

to me P"

"I must go over to our hop-patch in

the target-field."

"\Vilt thou not eat something first?

Reritember thou hast had no dinner yet."

"I am not hungry now," replied ‘Mari

anna, but, opening the table-drawer, she

cut herself a large piece of bread, which

she put into her pocket. "God keep

thee, mother!" she said with her head

turned away, and went out.

"The lot belonged to his father," the

mother called out after her; and she

thought to herself, "They certainly have

made an agreement to meet there. But

if they say nothing I can wait."

Old Marianna felt herself really rc

vived, and she considered which would

be better, to be sick or to get up: she

mu/(1 get up—t/ml she felt, and it was

not quite a lie when she told Aloys that

his visit had made her well. “It has, to

be sure, its good side: when one is

obliged to be visited, one is more sure

of the visit; but just now it would not do

to leave, Aloys any longer in the hands

of strange people, especially of his aunt

Rufina: one must bar their way. The

two are now out there together in the

hop-field: it were best to finish the mat

ter at once."

She rested for a while longer, till she

heard a man's step: "Who's there?"

" Your son-in-law, the forester."

"just when you are wanted. Wait a

moment: I can get up. I am coming

into the sitting-room."

CHAPTER XII.

How the houses shine, baptized in

clear sunlight! how it flashes from plough |

and harrow before Sepper's barn! how

the leaves glisten on the trees! and what

red cheeks the apples have! The dry

fagot-pile is nothing but red gold, and

the white cock overhead crows so lustily

and flaps his wings and lifts up his head

so proudly, and throws his purple comb

now this way and now that, while in the

house the hen cackles, and the redbreast

on the roof chirps so contcntedly and

waggles his little tail and whets his little

bill. The world has awakened: the first

day has dawned, and has become all at

once warm brooding midday. The chil

dren, as they come from school, say,

“Good-day!" and smile as blissfully as

angel-faces. Good-day! How happy

they are that there are so many of them

to greet each other! And the sunbeams

too say “Good-day" to the apple on the

tree, to the wild rose in the hedge and

to the corn in the field: the bees hum

to the meadow-flowers, and the lark

sings to the heavens overhead "Good

day !"

Aloys took off his hat: he would glad

ly have thrown it up exultingly into the

air, but when he held the broad hat in

his hand he pressed his lips together,

which still burned with Marianna's kiss.

What will be the first word now that

comes from these lips? Why is it not

so ordered that after the first kiss one

should go before the altar and confess

before God and men, "This woman is

mine and I am hers?"

"0 mother!" he cried almost aloud,

for out of all this the recollection sprang

up in his mind how his mother had said

to him at parting, “ At the moment when

thou hast the feeling, ‘Here she is—we

have been reserved for each other '—then

think I am with thee, dear child !"—“O

mother!" he repeated softly, but he turn

ed his head as if some one had called

out behind him, “And thy father?"

As if awaking from a fit of intoxica

tion he came to himself again: his fea

turcs were drawn awry in an expression

of sober reflection : “ No, after all, it will

not do: it cannot be, it must not be.

No, father, I will not embitter thy de

clining days. Thou canst not as an old

man be always beholding before thee
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what when thou wast a young man al

most broke thy heart: thou hast no faith

in a daughter of those people, and

wouldst have to force thyself to bid her

‘Good-day.’ But, father, she wept to

think that they had made sport of you.

And think, father, I have given her a

kiss! I know what thou wilt say: ‘A

kiss is not a promise of marriage.‘ That

is true, but then—"

Thus talking to himself, Aloys had

gone straight from Sepper's house by the

path across the fields in the direction of ‘

Ahldorf. The people who met him were

astonished at his not making any answer

to their greetings, to say nothing of his

not greeting them first: he had general

ly been so affable. But the people were

hungry, and did not stop; and then, too,

the sun blazed down out of the sky as if

it must hasten to ripen the corn.

The village clock struck noon: there

in the Eagle dinner was waiting for him.

Aloys felt hungry too, but still he went

on: he would not just now make his

appearance before anybody, and espe

cially would he have been ashamed to

come into the presence of the Eagle

hostess. She has written to her sister,

and now he is unfaithful: he has not,

to be sure, engaged himself yet, but now

all is confused within him.

Suddenly he started and shuddered:

he felt something cold in his hand: the

dog had followed him. Had she sent

him, or had he come of himself?

He feared lest the people who had seen

the dog would know at once where he

had been. "Go back! go home again!"

he cried sternly to the dog. The dog

looked at him as if he were astounded.

"Wilt thou be gone at once?" cried

Aloys in a scolding tone. The dog

turned round: he did not, however, run

back to the village: he darted through

a corn-field. A long streak was visible

where the stalks parted, and farther and

farther the line stretched onward till it

reached the target-field, where a red

petticoat glimmered through the hop

vines.

“She is doubtless there. Be it so: I

shall not go to her. Aloys, bethink thy

self!"

1

1

In the field there was a strange creak

- ing and buzzing. Boys were going up and

down the paths whirling rattles or “lo

custs " to scare away the sparrows; and

the birds would fly up, but presently be

hind the backs of the little watchmen

they darted down again in bright flocks

into the ripe grain, and feasted merrily.

For the first time, Aloys imitated the

village people—took off his coat and

went in his shirt-sleeves along the path

through the waving corn-fields. Perhaps

she in the red petticoat yonder saw the

man here in the broad black hat and the

white shirt-sleeves. With hurried step he

strode on toward the wood, from which at

1 that moment a forester emerged with his

gun on his shoulder and leading a terrier

by a cord.

“You are Mr. Aloys Schorer P" asked

the forester. Aloys nodded, and the

man continued: "Then I say God greet

you, worthy cousin! My wife is a re

lation of yours: she is Georgy's eldest

daughter. My mother-in-law is expect

ing every day a visit from you."

“I havejust come from there."

" Indeed! That's nice. Pay us a visit

some day in Ahldorf."

“Thanks! I will come some time."

“ Which way are you going?"

Again it struck Aloys as a strange

thing that people in this country should

always ask without ceremony where one

was going, and besides, he could at this

moment hardly tell himself: he answer

ed, however, “Only just down toward

Egelsthal." ,

“God keep thee !"

The forester went on to the village and

Aloys to the wood.

CHAPTER XIII.

How still and shady it is there in the

depth of the forest! and the little brook

prattles away like a young child bab

bling to itself in the cradle when it has

just waked up at noonday and finds itself

alone. Yes, but thou too wilt have to work

soon : yonder is the sluice, and there thou

must drive the water-wheel of the paper

mill.
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Aloys examined the machinery, and

found it well arranged. “ They are, after

all, farther ahead in everything here than

father imagines."

On leaving the mill he was met by

Soges the postman, who told him that he

had just delivered at the Eagle :1 letter

for him from America. Aloys seemed,

however, not at all eager for news from

home: he looked at the carrier as if he

had heard nothing, and Soges said con

fidentially, “Another suitor has just ar

rived for the paper-maker's daughter:

he is a paper-maker too—from Hohen

zollern."

"I wish him all joy and happiness,"

replied Aloys smiling. It came back as

a forgotten dream that his aunt had men

tioned as one of the desirable matches the

paper-maker's daughter. Soges eyed

with wonder the American as he left

him: "Odd people those, over yonder.

The man might have entertaining com

pany on his way home, and there he

goes all alone; and now he stops there

by the white fir and looks at the anthill,

as if he had never seen such a thing in

all his born days!"

"Good-evening, sir!" cried a voice in

English to Aloys. Ohlreit stood before

him : on his clothes and in his hair moss

was still hanging: he had evidently slept '

in the woods; and then, too, he blinked

like one who has just waked up.

“A fine tree, isn't it? Erie/lanne (sil

ver fir) they call it with us. Know what

it‘s good for? To hang one's self on."

“That's not a kind of jokel like to i

hear.“

“Well, stick thy cane into the anthill.

Look now! Just so it was when I came

home.

ed to and fro, like the ants there! And

now ? Bah! Know what's the stupidest

thing in the world?"

" No."

“The stupidest thing is for any one to

undertake to pass himself ofi' for richer

than he is. My advice is, Be off before

thou become worthless, and take me

along—take me too. Devil take it!" he

interrupted himself, "I have no fire!

Canst thou not give me a light?"

Aloys said no, and Ohlreit cried, "just

,of the world.

so: thou dost not smoke. Well, I can

chew too." He crumpled up the cigar

and thrust it into his mouth. “But it's

well," he cried, chewing it into a ball,

"that I meet thee here. Hast thou too

already made the discovery?"

“What ?"

Ohlreit answered with a laugh : " Yes,

I wanted to settle here, and I have set

tled too, but only from one tavern into

another. But see there where they had

to turn aside the Neekar on account of

the railroad—see what a fall there is there.

At a small expense one might get there

the best water-power, and there one

might set up a factory, a real American

one. My sister's husband—fact !—-is a

greenhorn that he won't invest in it. I

could show them here what an American

is. The churls here don't even know yet

that in sawing half the labor is wasted,

the pulling of the saw."

Aloys rejoiced to find in the poor ruin

ed creature a remnant of thoughtfulness,

and commended his plan.

Ohlreit cried exultingly, "Thou wouldst

be just the man for me! Knowst thou

what I need ?"

"Money."

"That too, but a Cu. .- that is the main

thing. I am a whole chap when I am the

second of two: Schorer & Co. must be

the name of the firm. I'll be the Co."

‘‘I am not going to stay here, and thou

wilt soon find a partner here that has

money."

"No. To build a factory here would

appear to them like building it outside

\Vhen the American

buz'la'et* a house he must also have a.

: good -1/1'vw,.but of that the j§¢'0_/>15 here

\Vhew ! how the village swarm- ‘I understand nothing. If they don't hear

aunty whip her children in the next house,

they immediately fancy they are out of

the world. Oh, if I could only take them

all by the head once and hold them in

the salt water for an hour!"

Ohlreit worked himself up into such a

, fury that he foamed at the mouth: the

drunken fit which he had half slept off

seemed to wake up again.

‘Such is the (lermanized English word Ohlreit

uses, and the Italics indicate where he mixa Eng

lish words with his German.
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He walked along with Aloys, and said

that now they would reach the station

just at the right time: at twenty min

utes after seven Soges always brought

the letters and waited for the next train.

Soges was a capital fellow to drink with.

"And I'll tell you what,” cried Ohlreit.

“I have a capital piece of advice to give

thee. Thou wouldst get acquainted with

the people here? Well, do as I do—go

round with Soges when he distributes

letters: then thou wilt learn to know

the people inwardly and outwardly; but

they are not pretty on any side."

Aloys was much obliged.

\\/‘hen they reached the crossway in

the pasture, where the road runs alongr

the valley to Horb and up the hill to the

village, Aloys suddenly separated from

Ohlreit,

Did he know that up there was the

district target-field? As he came out

from the wood he saw the red petticoat

moving about among the hop-vines. He

stopped, and just at that moment Mari

anna sat down upon the grassy border

of the field under the mountain-ash and

ate bread, and from time to time gave

the dog a piece. Aloys felt hungry too:

he drew nearer and called out, "Wilt

thou give me a piece of bread too?"

"\Vhat I have left. It is unluckily

little." 1

He sat down by her. Above them in

the twigs of the ash a yellow-hammer

sang her short and her long-drawn notes,

which signify, according to the speech of

the country, “Ah! how lovely here! ah!

how lovely here 1"

CHAPTER XIV.

"Is not this the piece of ground that

belonged to my father?"

"Certainly, but I have heard mother

say that at that time they had not begun

to raise hops here. They look well this

year: the vines have grown greatly."

"Thy bread is delicious. Didst thou

bake it thyself?"

"VVho else? I can bake good cakes

too. If thou stayest here till church

fair time, l‘ll make thee some."

“I have been here longer than any

where else."

A pause ensued, after which Aloys re

sumed: " How many have sat here before

as we two are doing now !"

"lt may well be," was the girl's an

swer. He did not name his father, nor

she her mother, and yet they thought

of them.

Two ravens flew high over them

toward the woods: the female led the

way silently, the male bird flew scream

ing after her. Yonder above the Vosges

the sun was beginning to sink: in the

slowly-reddening sky not a speck of

cloud was to be seen.

"We shall have a pleasant day again

to-morrow," said Marianna.

"And this day,“ Aloys made haste

to put in, “I shall never forget, and cer

tainly thou wilt not either.“

“No, never!"

" It is the first time in my life—" He

hesitated.

"Thou wast going to say something?"

“Yes, I am thy cousin, and even on

that ground I have a right to sit by thee

in this way."

"Art thou only my cousin?" was the

thought that darted like lightning through

her mind, and she pressed her little white

teeth into her red lips.—"Of course,

Aloys."

“Say once more Aloys, I pray thee." .

"Aloys! Aloys! \Vhat is there in

that, then?"

“I never knew before that my name

was so beautiful: it never before sound

ed so sweetly. I could sit and hear thee

say Aloys so for ever."

"A silly fellow, but so good a heart!

His father must have been just so,"

thought she, but did not find it neces

sary to say it.

"Dost thou like to work all alone so ?"

"Yes, I like best to work alone. I

never could see any use in chattering

while one is at work. When the holiday

hour comes at evening, then I love to go

and see Hirtz's Madeline.“

"Canst thou imagine how it must be

with us, where for days, oftentimes, one

never sees a human creature, and not a

word passes one‘s lips?"
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“ To be sure I can. But what does

one get in the end from the mass of peo

ple in the village? I have borne many

a hardship by myself alone, and never

let any one know it, and nobody cared to

know it. I tell thee, in the main things

every one must, after all, look out for

himself. But there is one thing: I am

glad thou remindest me of it. There

are people, to be sure, who are just in

the condition of drowning persons, and

others must help them out. Yes, and

there, by the way, thou mightest do a

good work."

"I? What is it, then ?"

“I saw Ohlreit as he went staggering

down through the wood. Children and

drunken men are not apt to hurt them

selves when they fall, but nevertheless

one must help them up.—\Vill you have

some more bread? Here is some left."

"N0. Say on what thou meanest."

“\Vhat was I speaking of?"

“Of Ohlreit."

“Yes. Well, then, what I would say

to thee is this: Take Ohlreit with thee

away from here: he is ruining himself,

and it is a shame that he should be suf

fered to. I think he would be glad to

get out of his dilapidated and drunken

state and go to work; but at home here

he will never again take the plane in his

hand; and he gets no respect from any

body, and has no respect for himself.

He is proud, and at first perhaps it will

offend him,.but afterward he will fol

low thy advice. Now, what thinkst

thou ?"

“ Yes, as to Ohlreit," replied Aloys, col

lecting himself, for he had been think

ing of something quite different—“yes.

\\'ell, then, I cannot burden myself with

the charge of a stranger. \Ve Americans

have a proverb, ' Charity begins at home,’

and our grand motto is, too, ‘Help thy

self.' "

Marianna pressed her hand on her

lips: she would not let the words come

out that that was a proud but also an

ungenerous maxim. She could not but

think of her two brothers in America,

who might well themselves also be of ‘

this same mind—willing to live for them

selves, and not caring to know how moth- i

er and sister were battling and struggling

at home.

Aloys perhaps felt what she was think

ing, for he said, "I see by thy lips that

thou hast something to say against this.

Speak out freely."

“That I can do. Iwas thinking ofmy

brothers, and wanted to say I should nev

er have taken thee to be hard-hearted."

" Hard-hearted! That I am not."

He looked into her face with a smile, but

she remained calm, and he continued:

"Observe, with us in America no one

lays any obstacle in another's way, but

neither does he pave his way for him:

each is at liberty to take his own free

course and to see whither it leads him.

Dost thou understand that?"

"Yes, to be sure: thou art speaking

nothing but German. This is the way

I expound it: where one does not say

‘Good-day,‘ one gets no thanks in re

turn. Have I understood thee?"

“Yes, in thy way."

“And in my way I meant to say thou

shouldst act so by Ohlreit as to deserve

from him a good return of thanks."

Aloys took pains to explain the pro

found detestation Americans have for

drunkenness: anything else seemed to

them more pardonable than that vice.

He did not come to an end. for Mari

anna helped him: "I see, I see. Be

cause every one ought to help himself,

you think the worst is that one should

destroy himself. You would perhaps

feel less abhorrence if he did it to art

other."

"It's not quite so bad as that, but in

some respects thou hast hit the mark.

Thou seest, we are having just now bad

times. Formerly it was different: then

people came to America and said, ‘ Hur

rah. boys! here I am! Now, Fortune,

come and make me rich!‘ It came, in

fact, to many, and my father helped

many from here. But now—"

“Yes, now help thou this onc—Ohl

reit."

"Mind, I would do so gladly; but see,

until now I have as far as possible avoid

ed the man; and ifl involvemyselfwitb

him, then he will make the world believe,

and will believe himself, that he has a.
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claim on me; and if, as I fear, he is al

ready past help, then—"

“Thou art considerate: thou wilt think

further of it, and come to some conclu

sion. For the present, I pray thee, let it

drop."

"No, I will do it. I will see wheth

er I can help Ohlreit to gratify thee.

Meanwhile. I thank thee for giving me

this admonition: I am glad to be ad

monished."

For a considerable time both sat in

silence, and yet each was saying to the

other a great deal. At length Aloys

asked, “ So thou lovest best to be alone?"

“Yes. I have always, however, one

comrade."

"Thy dog P"

Marianna‘s eye gleamed with a mis

Chievous hilarity as she said, "No: quite

a different one. Oh, it is a being all

heart and soul, and so faithful, and knows

the innermost thoughts of my heart, and

dictates them to me, and I repeat them

after—one who is with me in field and

wood, in house and stall, and when I lie

down and when I rise up."

She paused roguishly, and he said,

“ Thou meanest our Lord God?"

“Our Lord God must pardon me: I do

not mean Him. I mean something thou

art just as partial to as I am, and it is the

cheapest thing in the world: one needs

nothing for it but air. Canst not guess

yet what I mean? Then I will tell thee:

I mean Song."

“Oh, then," cried Aloys with a glow

ing countenance, "dost thou know what

I wish now P"

“No: I didn't keep thee guessing long

—don‘t keep me long in the dark. Say,

what is it ?"

"I wish my mother were here: she

ought to have heard thy words; she

ought to see thee now, thy face in the

ruddy evening glow."

Aloys had invoked a mother. An

other one came, striding along freshly

and briskly: it was old Marianna. She

cried out when she was still far ofi": "joy

and happiness upon you both ! Just stay

there : I'm coming." The voice rang like

a yell.

"Ah, how love—" piped the bird in

the tree-top, and breaking ofi’ its song

abruptly flew away.

The dog, barking aloud, leaped back

ward and forward between the two above

and the old woman down below. At that

moment the sun went down, a dismal frost

fell upon the earth, and Aloys felt him

self suddenly chilled to the vitals. He

rushed to meet the old woman, and said,

“Pardon me! I must hasten to the vil

lage: a letter is waiting for me at the

Eagle."

The old woman stood as if petrified:

young Aloys hurried off as if the Wild

Huntsman and pack were at his heels.

Not until he reached the house of his

grandmother did he stop and take a long

breath. He went up to the house, he

grasped the doorpost, and stood a long

time staring at the threshold. It was

nightfall, and the young man who had

come so buoyantly and confidently into

the Old \\’orld stood here as one forlorn

and confounded. At last he rallied and

went into the village.

CHAPTER XV.

HERE and there men and women were

sitting in the cool of the evening on the

house-bench and chatting and joking

with the children. Aloys greeted them

genially. But what in the world is that?

Behind him he hears the word Gawk re

peated again and again, and the children

particularly whistle and call and cry out,

"Here, Gawk! here!"

Shoemaker Hirtz was still sitting be

fore his house with his wife and daugh

ters: even Aunt Rufina was sitting with

them. Aloys was obliged to stop, and

he was asked why they had not seen him

all day long, and where he had been.

Aloys said he had been at Egelsthal, and

had examined the paper-mill.

Suddenly the aunt cried, " Gawk, what

art thou doing here ? Away ! march Z"

Aloys looked round with astonishment,

and asked what kind of talk that was.

“Yes: how, then, comes the dog to be

following thee P" was the cry. "That is

Georgy's dog. Dost thou not know, then,

what they call him ?"
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"No."

"He is called Gawk."

Aloys started, nor did it lessen the

shock that the dog was at that moment

licking his hands.

"It was a saucy piece of waggery on

Georgy's part, not exactly meant in mal

ice,” the shoemaker Hirtz said soothing

ly, but the aunt asserted that it was that

false serpent, Marianna, who had given

the dog the name.

Aloys took no part in the discussion,

and making only the curt remark that

there was a letter waiting for him at the

Eagle, went off.

“Come back again to-day and report

to me; and there is something, too, that

I have to say to thee," his aunt called

after him.

He made no reply, but hurried away.

"So, then, in pure love father sends me

hither, where they have given his nick

name to a dog! just wait! And how

beautifully she said ' Aloys,’ and yet for

years she has called the dog Gawk !"

He did not look round to see whether

the dog followed him. But as he turned

the corner to go to the Eagle he saw the

animal, and said, "Just stay by me: I

need thee."

The hostess of the Eagle greeted Aloys

heartily, and, handing him a letter, said

that she too had got one from America,

from her father's sister, who was married

to the brother of Aloys‘ father. The

letter to young Aloys was from this un

cle. He expressed first the pleasure he

had in having the young Eagle hostess for

a niece, and then he charged Aloys not

to stay long in Nordstetten, but to jour

ney at once to Ivo's and see whether he

could get his eldest daughter Ignatia for

a wife.

" \ViIt thou not eat something? Here

is some that has been kept for thee," said

the Eagle hostess. Aloys allowed it to

be set before him, and drank off has

tily a glass of Lowland wine. He gave

the dog something to eat.

"Didst thou buy the dog P" asked the

landlady.

"No: he ran after me."

"Indeed! That dog ran after thee ?"

cried the Eagle host laughing. He whis

pered something to his wife, who mo

tioned him away.

Aloys paced with swift steps up and

down the room. Making a turn, he said,

"Hostess, give me a sausage."

“Indeed! art not satisfied yet ?"

"Not for me—for the dog."

"For that one there ?"

“Yes. He shall not do penance on

my account, and perhaps he may be of

some advantage to me."

And while he gave the dog one savo

ry slice after another he asked the land

lord whether he would be willing in a

day or two, perhaps as early as to-mor

row, to accompany him to his father

in-law lvo's._ The landlord of the Ea

gle pleaded circumstantial reasons that

would not let him leave home.

It was already late when Aloys left the

Eagle again and strolled forth with the

dog into the fields. The stillness was

as great as on the first evening, but in

Aloys there was a mighty tumult and a

din of many different voices crossing

each other and crying to him to do this

and that. Unexpectedly, he stood before

the house of Marianna: there was no

longer any light overhead, but there was

a window open and voices were audible.

Aloys put his hand on the dog's head,

who seemed to understand that he must

keep silence.

"Don't be disturbed: he'll come back

again," said the old woman overhead.

“ Even if there were nothing else to draw

him, we have his father's picture here.

And I'll tell thee something: to-morrow

thou shalt put a wreath round it. He'll

be delighted with that: he has the sus

ceptible disposition of his father."

"Mother, I will do no such thing: I will

put no wreath round it. That would not

come naturally from me, and I never do

what does not come naturally out of my

own heart. Mother, I have a request."

"Tell it."

"Mother, did you really have a liking

for his father?"

“To confess honestly, no. He was a

good poodle, such as one always has a

kind word for, but that was all it amount

ed to."

" Mother, did he ever kiss you ?"
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“Yes, once, and only once, when he

went to the soldiers‘ lottery. But what

sort of a world is this where a child asks

her mother such questions as those? I

should never have dared to ask my

mother such questions. But now hear

me, child: mark what I say to thee.

Thy father—I call him down from heav

en to witness—thy father was the first

and only man in the world whom I ever

took in my arms and pressed to my

heart till I thought it would burst; and

if he had willed that I should shed every '

drop of blood for him or jump into the

fire for his sake, I would have done it."

“Oh, mother, that is it. Just so-—"

The dog, down below, felt a trembling

of the hand on his head, but Aloys grasp

ed him again more firmly and listened as

the old woman overhead went on: “ Thy

father was a hired man, but for me he

was king over all men. He never gave

one many kind words, but so charming,

so sweet, and so jolly and so true as he

there is not another in the world. And if

I had once more to take upon me all the

hardships I have had to bear, I would do

it again. Thou seest, Aloys was a good

creature—thoroughly good, but like a

calf, like a young dog that stumbles over

its own feet. God forgive me for saying

such things! He became a soldier on

my account, and on my account he went

into the wide world. I couldn't help

that. One can give any one all kindly

words and wishes because he is a worthy

fellow, but one cannot surely marry him

on that aceount—above all, when one

has another in one's heart. But, child,

enough for now: don't make me talk so

much. Go to sleep, and let me sleep too."

"Mother, one thing more. Why did

you allow father to call the dog ' Gaw-k‘ ?"

At the mention of his name the dog be

low barked aloud. Young Marianna look

ecl out of the window, and young Aloys

cried, “Open the door and let in thy dog

—the Gawk." \Vith that he ran off.

CHAPTER XVI.

EARLY in the morning, when it was

hardly day, young Aloys sat with the

hostess of the Eagle, who poured out

coffee for him.

"I fear thou wilt not find father at

home: he is a deputy, and holds many

other honorable posts."

" But thy sister will be at home ?"

“Certainly. Excepting in war-time,

when she was in the hospital, she has

never been away from home a week.

Don't forget that I told you she is not

like me: she is much more refined. No

labor is too coarse for her, but neverthe

less she is a fine lady, and though father,

as thou well knowest, is a scholar, with

her he can talk about everything.“

"Thou makest me nervous."

“Needst not have any anxiety. And

who knows P At all events, it is worth the

trouble to try thy fortune. Thou wilt be

pleased with our family. But it is quite

different there from what it is here. My

father, though he is a native ofthese parts,

always says the people over in Baden

are much more enlightened—-fifty years

ahead. And thou too must first of all

make some change in thyself."

" In what respect?"

" Don't grow as red as fire all at once.

It is nothing special; only father does

not like it when the Americans go about

taking great airs upon themselves, just

because they are Americans. Thou art

no braggart: quite the contrary. But lay

aside that big-brimmed hat. II ave it clip

ped round, or buy thee one such as is com

monly worn in these parts. And take off

the red neckcloth with thediamond breast

pin which thou hast for every-day wear.

Thou dost not take it amiss of me, I hope ?

Do this to please my father."

"I can do that very easily. lfl should

not come back again—it may be so—all

is ready packed up in my chamber to

send after me."

"Thou wilt come back again; but why

art thou in such haste? Thy train will

not go for two hours."

“I will wait at Horb."

Aloys went through the village, where

here and there in the houses a stall was

open and a window-shutter thrown back.

" \Nhither so early?" was the question

in one and another quarter. He gave

evasive answers. No: in a village one
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cannot live so entirely to one's self: one

must give account of one's goings and

comings.

At the shoemaker Hirtz's, Aloys heard

already a pounding of leather. Is the

man perhaps working at this moment

on the shoes for lgnatia? Young Aloys

did not go up to say good-bye.

At the spot where on his arrival he

had heard Marianna singing, and where

the dog had first growled, there he paused

a moment and looked over at the hop

patch in the target-field where he had

sat yesterday at sundown with Marianna.

Larks skipped before him in the road,

then flew up and sang songs of jubilee

high in the air. Such a fresh morning

dispels every lingering speck of sadness,

and Aloys went with confident spirit to

meet the coming events.

" All right! co1ne in 2" was the cry that

accosted him at the railroad restaurant:

it was the voice of the outcast. Had not

Marianna exhorted him yesterday to help

the poor fellow? There are peculiar

times of trial in one's life in which one

is especially inclined to help others.

Aloys went in. In the room the stools

were placed on the tables with their legs

upward, the floor was wet, but Ohlreit

had already a half-emptied bottle of wine

standing before him. He shoved the

bottle back and said, "Thou must let

me relieve my mind now. \¢Vilt thou

hear me patiently?"

“Yes, but not here.

into the garden."

" \Vell I"

The two sat in the garden, and Ohlreit

began, " Hast thou not a good cigar with

thee? They have nothing decent here.

just so : I had forgotten already that thou

dost not smoke."

"Yes: I was going to ask thee not to

smoke while thou art telling thy story:

in that case thou canst speak more dis

tinctly."

Ohlreit looked at Aloys with wide eyes,

and as he broke his cigar in halves and

threw the pieces on the grass he cried,

"Even the cigars here have no flavor.

But listen to me: I will be calm."

Aloys nodded.

"I am,” began Ohlreit after a pause,

Come with me

during which he had wiped his face with

both hands—“ I am, as thou knowest, the

son of the joiner Philip, and ajoiner my

self. Thy father was well acquainted

with my father, who did not treat me

well as an apprentice-—they may say

what they will, but after all the fact is

so—-and I repaid him for it. My mother

was a slave, but she never murmured:

she did not deserve such treatment, nor

from me either. When I had served

my time out I went off to America.

\Vhat I went through there is now of no

account: the world is nothing to me, nor

I to the world. I fared pretty much as

all the rest did—-had just come upon

something when my last European pen

ny gave out. At first, for a while, I was

angry with them at home—they shouldn't

have let me go abroad—-and in the be

ginning out of vexation, and afterward

from hatred, and because I cared no

longer to know anything about anybody,

I wrote not a word home. I went about

from one thing to another, and at last

joined the teetotalers. Now I became a

man again. Yes, in the beginning it was

a right good thing for me that I did not

take a drop of spirituous liquor. I grew

healthy and strong. Look at me: say, is

not that all iron ?" He stretched out his

arm, and then resumed: “I might have

married well, but I didn't care to. Ex

cept church-tunes there was never any

singing, and once in the night I heard

my mother singing merry songs, regular

jolly ones. The next day I didn't know

that it was I myself that had sung; butI

had been heard. Had the five shots in

my revolver accidentally gone otf, things

couldn't have been worse. And I fell to

loggerheads with the authorities, and it

came very near to an explosion. Devil

take it! Stay! I cannot go on with my

story unless thou‘lt let me smoke."

"Well, smoke then."

And drawing in greedily a mouthful

of smoke, and blowing it out again, Ohl

reit went on: "Two horses brought me

hither."

" Two horses?"

"Yes, thou wouldst never have guess

ed it, eh ? The one was a black and the

other a white, and the black was called
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Homesick, and the white Brag, or z/ice

2/ersfi, if thou preferrest it: all one to

me. So I came home. I had money

and fine clothes, and a watch with a gold

chain, like thee. They got up a story

that my mother had gone crazy because

I had not written home for so many

years. That's nonsense: I shall not

talk of that. Icame home and treated

all round, and paid handsomely, and

then it was ‘Dear cousin!‘ here and

' Dear cousin!‘ there. All right! I en

tertained them all frecly; and as I am

no longer over there, I can drink when

I will, and what I will, and as much as

I will. I also got me some tea again.

I used to like it pretty well, but here it

tastes quite difi'erently: one mustn't put

the Black Forest water into it. And say

what thou wilt, this too must thou say at

least: ‘All honor to Trudpert !' (call him

Ohlreit too, for all I care), ' honor to Trud

pert! He never touches cards or dice—

he never gambles.' Is that anything, eh ?

Say!"

With the usual importunity of such

degraded creatures he insisted on being

praised, and then continued: “ Yes, peer

at me as much as thou wilt. For wine

and beer I have properly no more relish,

but that follow there from Purgatory, with

the little glasses, he shall not catch me.

\Vhoever has to do with him gets snakes

on his head and round his feet. I have

seen it so in America. They fasten their

fangs on him: they suck out his life.

No, no!" he cried, striking on the table.

"And I must gain my case, and when

I have won the three thousand dollars

I'll fling the trash down before their

door."

."I have been told that the law is

against thee--that thou canst not gain

thy case."

“Indeed !" cried Ohlreit. "\Ve‘ll see."

He evidently had no longer himself

any belief in a favorable decision, but it

is a satisfaction to bluster in taverns as

one cheated out of his rights, and he had

conveniently transformed the sum into

three thousand dollars. He looked wild

ly round and fiercely at Aloys.

The latter sought to divert his thoughts I

and asked, " \\'here dost thou live?" I

"In the homestead with my sister, but

we never say anything to each other.

My brother-in-law is a joiner too, but I

cannot work with him: he doesn't un

derstand anything. Until within a few

weeks I too was a master, but only the

master of my dog. They have taken

him away from me because I didn‘t pay

the tax for him. They pay dog-taxes

here."

“\Vilt thou tell me now what thy plans

are, and whether I can do anything to

forward them ?“

" Thou! Everything. Bind me, drag

me by the hair of my head; only take

me back with thee. In this country I

can never get out of my Sunday clothes

again, and yet I should be glad to go to

work once more. See! This is the true

‘ Help yourself!"' he cried in English,

drawing a five-barreled revolver out of

his pocket. "But don't be alarmed: I

am not going to do them the favor here.

I will, to gratify my mother under the

ground, even let the lawsuit go if thou

sayst it. I'll make them a present of the

three thousand dollars." ‘

Aloys promised to think what he could

do for him, and to take him along with

him if in the mean time he would leave

off drinking.

"There thou hast it: I drop it," cried

Ohlreit, and threw a full bottle against the

tree, so that the broken bits clinked and

the wine spattered all about. Aloys now

made the further demand that he should

hand out the revolver: one had no need

of that in this country. Wildly and wrath

fully Ohlreit glanced at the exorbitant

man : at last he said, "Well, there, take

it! Now a child can knock me down."

Aloys tried to get rid of the man. but

Ohlreit hung on to him, and when they

saw Soges, Ohlreit said, smirking, "And

does Marianna go with us, then ?"

" What sayst thou ?"

“Soges told me last evening that he

saw thee sitting with Marianna on the

border of the field."

“ So, then, it is the common talk in the

village? And I am on my way to court

another!" Aloys had to say to himself as

at last, after a walk in the town, he went

to the station.
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CHAPTER XVH.

"OFF again so soon ?"

" But not for good P“

“ \Vhich way now?"

“Thou hast got a new hat on."

"It doesn’t suit him so well as the big

one."

" Thou wilt travel first-class, no doubt?"

"\\'hen wilt thou be back again?"

These and many more like questions

were addressed to Aloys at the station by

Nordstetten bystanders. " Yes, that's the

way. In America nobody questions you,*

but here I have come into the village

family, and every one has a right to in

quire into what I do or leave undone."

Ohlreit stood aside: he looked strange

ly altered, and thrust his everlastingly

burning cigar now into one side of his

mouth and now into the other. He

stretched out toward Aloys his right

hand with the five fingers spread out.

That was meant undoubtedly to signify

the five-barreled pistol. Then with the

left hand he made a sign across the wrist,

as if he were cutting it ofl'. That meant, .

of course, to say that the taking away

of his revolver was equivalent to the

chopping off of his right hand. \Vhen

the train began to move he took his

cigar out of his mouth and cried in Eng

lish, “ Don't forget: I depend upon thee."

l-le blinked with his eyes, which seemed

to be full of tears.

Aloys was glad when he was at last

alone. He surveyed, now smilingly and

now sadly, his hastily-purchased narrow

brimmed and low-crowned hat. Does

he not look like a poor, shy, shriveled

up exile from home? And why should

one give in to the superstition?—all

prejudice he called superstition-—why

should one give in to the notion that

one must not show everywhere that

one is a free American? That is and

ever must be the thing to be proudest of

in the world. He strove by this thought ,

—and that was far oftener and longer

then it sounded like “Marannelel Ma

rannele!” (“Mariannal Marianna l")

"Beautiful country ! admirably-con

structed road!" said Aloys to himself,

nodding as he looked out of the win

dow with the feeling that it might be

agreeable to the road and landscape to

receive the praise of an American. For

the rest, he saw not beautiful meadows,

but only juicy or meagre, sweet or sour

grass; nor did he see woods, but only

timber ready for felling or young plan

tations.

He had the practical but keen eye of

the farmer, who day after day has little

change of objects before his eyes, but

sees at a quick glance and faithfully

retains every occurrence with all its pe

culiarities.

It was high noon when he arrived at

the friendly city of Freyburg. He sur

veyed the cathedral, and could not avoid

giving credit to the Germans for having

beautiful specimens of architecture.

It was already evening: still he rode

on the outside of the coach through the

Himmelreich (Kingdom of Heaven) to

the Hollenthal (Valley of Hell).1“ He sat

on the outside with the conductor, who

blew a merry peal till it echoed back

from mountain and valley. Aloys asked

for some more little pieces, and his face

was all in a glow when the conductor

played the air of the “Nut-brown Maid."

From the inside of the coach a young

woman looked out with eager eyes.

In the comfortable Star inn he-pro

posed to pass the night, for he wished

to arrive at Ivo's not at night, but in the

morning.

A handsome, stately woman—she,

most likely, who had looked out of the

coach on the way—- alighted, laid a bag

upon a one-horse vehicle in waiting, went

into the house, and soon came back, ac

companied by several women, who took

a hearty leave of her, and drove off.

" \Vho is that?" Aloys asked a servant.

"Miss lgnatia of Reutenhof."

" What is her father's name?"

to set himself up, but he could not, after

all, help feeling low-spirited; and it was

odd how the two names in his mind

kept time with the locomotive. If the

train moved slowly, it seemed to say,

"lg-na-tia! lg-na-tia!" If it went fast

I‘This sounds almost ironical l

VOL. XlX.—24

1"l'he names of two contrasted regions, :\ wild de

file and a lovely sweep of table-land, on the road from

Freyblug to Schafi hausen.
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"lvo Bock--the finest and most re

spected man in the whole country. He

is from \Viirtemberg—was originally in

tended for a clergyman, but ran away

from the Convict* and turned farmer.

He has been this long time a widower,

and lgnatia is the only child he has left

at home."

In the public room Aloys exchanged

not a word with any one, and he had a

restless night. Early in the morning he

set forth again. Just as he left the house

he heard some one call, “Marianna !"

“What is it ?"

“Make haste: thy bridegroom has

come."

A gayly-dressed maiden came out of

the house and embraced a man who had

just dismounted.

"There are a great many Mariannas

in the world," Aloys said to himself,

"and I will and must put her out of my

mind. Had I only kept on my American

hat yesterday, she in the coach would

have recognized me. But perhaps it is

better as it is."

Full of all manner of thoughts, Aloys

strolled along. The dew glittered on

wood and meadow, the birds sang gay

ly, and forgetting himself he looked on

while long trunks of trees were piled

on the carts—a laborious and dangerous

labor, but all went on safely and well.

Again collecting himself, he strolled on

quietly through the valley, where lvo

had formerly had a saw-mill, and along

by the spoonsmith's. From a house by

the wayside came out a child with noth

ing but a shirt on, and running up to the

traveler clasped his knees. The mother

hastened after the child, took him up

playfully -in her arms, and said to the

stranger he must have something good

in him, that the child, which was gener

ally so shy, should be so familiar with

him. Aloys thanked her, and said he

took that as a good sign.

At the inn by.the roadside he waited

a while: yesterday he would not arrive

at lvo's so ‘late, and today he would

not arrive too early. The people looked

after him with astonishment as he went

away at last, leaving the wine which he

' The name 0f.the Catholiuseminary at Tiibingen.

had paid for untouched. In an absent

minded mood he stopped at the smithy,

and looked on at the shoeing of a horse

as if it were the first time in his life he

had ever seen the process.

\Vhat is the use of dilly-dallying? Up

and away! He had yet a goodly stretch

of ground to go over on the upland plain.

Despite the hot summer day, the air up

here was refreshing and balmy: it waft

ed the fragrance of wooded mountains

and lakes. Aloys went his way without

looking round him: he found the roads

in Germany very well kept. Suddenly

somethingr dazzled his eyes. Lo! there

stretched far away the Alpine chain with

its jagged, glistening glaciers, and in the

foreground the broad mantle of forest.

“And that she sees every day," some

thing whispered within him; “and will

she leave all this and go with thee into

the far, strange world?" Again he lin

gered, but suddenly he lifted his hat and

gave a greeting. He had had no pre

sentiment of the emotion which the blast

of the post-horn awakens in the heart;

but now something greeted him with

jagged wings that swept upward and

downward, and his face brightened as

if he saw an old, familiar friend. In

the great open field not far from lvo's

house he saw the mowing-machine in

operation, and that was to him like a

greeting from home. And why should

not a machine awaken home-feelings

as well as the blast of a post-horn?

“This you have taken from us Amer

icans," said Aloys almost aloud; and

with new confidence, as if he had him

self invented it and brought it over,

he marched up to the stately house of

lvo, of which they had given him an

exact description. The smoke is going

straight up to the blue sky. Is she per

haps standing there by the hearth and

looking into the fire, thinking of him

who is coming at this moment?

There is no vale so secluded but a

flower blooms and the sound of a piano

is heard there.

Aloys stood by the rushing fountain

and listened to the tones of the piano.

CHARLES T. Bnooxs.

[To an counrwun.]
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THE SEINE, AND ITS USES.

I-IOEVER has lived long in Paris

has scarcely failed to note the va

ried aspects of the river which traverses

the city, and which lends to it so much an

imation and picturesque effect. Framed

between solid embankments of mason

ry, crossed by no less than twenty-six

bridges, and traversed incessantly by

the noisy little omnibus-boats, the Seine

forms one of the most frequented and

lively thoroughfares of the great city. It

is the wash-tub and summer bath-tub of

its citizens : itwas the birthplace of Paris,

and it is too often the grave of her chil

dren. It brings drink to the thirsty

inhabitants, and sometimes, too, fierce

floods which fill up the cellars and sub

merge whole districts. In I865, under

the influence of an unusually hot and

dry summer, its waters shrank to a mere

thread, and people crossed its bed dry

shod at certain points. The steamboats

were forced to suspend their trips, and

it is upon record how during the last

voyage of one of them the little craft,

light draught though it was, ran hope

lessly aground, whereupon the passen

gers all got out and walked ashore. Op

posite the Louvre the shrunken muddy

stream presented ah aspect no more

graceful or tempting than that of an

uncovered sewer. In the river-bed thus

laid bare curious discoveries were made

—a dagger-hilt bearing the arms and

cipher of Catherine de Medicis; a min

iature portrait of a lady, enameled on

copper and supposed to be that of Made

moiselle de la Valliere; the silver mount

ings of an escarcelle or alms-purse of

the Middle Ages; and a number of coins

of different epochs. Unfortunately, these

objects were not all that the uncovered

mud and slime of the river-bed yield

ed up. Beneath the scorching rays of

a summer sun of unusual fervor there

arose from the vast impure tract thus

laid bare foul exhalations, which, aided

by the impure state of the drinking-water

furnished to the inhabitants of the city,

soon brought about an invasion of the

cholera. The outside world never knew

how terribly the pestilence raged in Paris

during that fatal season. The author

ities kept the statistics of the malady

secret, for fear of terrifying the stran

gers whose presence so largely profits

the hotel-keepers and the shopkeepers.

But they were unable to suppress cer

tain striking manifestations of Death's

doings in the pestilence- scourged city.

Funerals continually traversed its thor

oughfares; men dropped and_died in the

public streets; the lists of deaths showed

sometimes how whole families had per

ished within a few days. A panic like

that which seized upon the hapless suf

ferers by the Brooklyn fire manifested it

self among those fortunate persons whose

pecuniary position enabled them to leave

Paris. In one day, known henceforward

as the "Day of Panic," thirty thousand

people fled from the city. The railway

stations and trains were filled with a

struggling, excited crowd. Nor did the

fugitives wholly escape the danger from

which they fled. In some instances they

bore away with them the seeds of death,

and left the train at wayside stations only

to die. A woman, already sickening with

cholera, contrived to conceal her condi

tion from the guards and took an early

train for Havre. Her corpse was re

moved from the railway-carriage soon

after the train left Rouen. The Day of

Panic marked the culmination of the dis

ease, but it did not wholly subside till the

autumnal rains had swollen the current

of the Seine to its usual dimensions.

It is a well-known fact that it is to the

river Seine that Paris owes its birth. Its

waters served as a rampart to protect the

miserable handful of huts that first rose

on the island now known as L'Ile de la

Cité from the encroachments of wild

beasts or the stealthy approach of foes.

In its original form the Ile de la Cité

was composed of three small islands,
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afterward ‘changed into one by the sim

ple process of filling up the channels be

tween them. In this manner nearly all

of the ten islands that formerly studded

the bosom of the Seine at Paris have

disappeared, some having been joined

to the main land, while others were

pieced together to form a whole, as in

the case of the lie de la Cité just men

tioned. One other island. that of St.

Louis, still remains. Another, the lle

Louviers, existed so late as 1849, but was

finally joined to the shore by the process

of filling up the narrow arm of the Seine

which separated it from the main land.

Having served as a guardian to the

infant city, the Seine next undertook

the otfice of purveyor. and brought pro

visions, wood and other merchandise to

its already vigorous nursling. This im

portant function is filled in part by the

river to this day, though largely dimin

ished by the rivalry of good roads, and

above all of railroads. But the student

of French history will scarcely forget the

distress to which the city was reduced

when Henri IV. seized and held the

river and its tributaries. The famine

that succeeded was so terrible that three

months later there was recorded in the

chronicles of the times the death of a

wealthy lady, who, notwithstanding the

fact that she was the possessor of great

riches. saw her children perish of hunger

before her eyes, and, having caused her

servants to salt the little corpses. fed on

their flesh till she too died. Nor was it

till the beginning of the present century

that the Seine actually lost its overwhelm

ing importance as the provision-routepar

1u:cc//rncr of Paris. The railroads final

ly dethroned it, but it still brings many

articles to the Paris markets, chief among

which are wood and Normandy apples.

The first is the most important. All the

wood that is burned in Paris arrives by

the way of the Seine. Formerly, such
was also the case with all the wines for I

the city, but the finer qualities are now

transported by railway, and only the

commoner kinds are sent ‘by water.

Burgundy sends the largest proportion

of these wines. A curious custom de

crees that each boatman charged with

bringing a cargo of wine to Paris has

the right of disposing ofa cask of it dur

ing the trip. As the voyage only lasts

a few days, the amount may appear ex

cessive, but it is not consumed for drink

alone: it serves as a medium of exchange

along the route, and the boatmen pur

chase provisions with it. Not with all

of it, be it understood, for these mar

iners of the Seine can and do often con

sume from five to six quarts of wine a

day without appearing intoxicated: some

have even been known to swallow eight

or nine quarts daily. These men eat

little. and pass all their leisure moments

in sleeping. being half stupefied all the

time by the quantity they have drunk.

Bercy is the point at which the disem

barkment of wines takes place. This

fiat, low-lying suburb during the great

inundations of 1876 received not wine,

but water, from the Seine. the streets

being submerged beneath six feet of

water from the swollen river.

The Exhibition of 1867 brought about

the establishment of the ‘little fly-boats

(ba{mu.r-nuvurfies), which ply regularly

up and down the Seine, transporting pas

sengers for the small price of five cents

a trip. The fact that these useful little

vessels were not placed upon the Seine

till so comparatively recent a date proves

how slow the French are to adopt new

ideas, even when these ideas are at once

practical and profitable. Originally es

tablished merely to transport passengers

to the great exhibition, they were found

so useful and became so popular that

their original charter, giving the right to

navigate the Seine during a certain num

ber of months only, was changed into a

permission of permanency. A second

line, called Le: h'z'rnnr/r.’//at ("The Swal

lows"), was started last summer, the

boats being larger. more comfortable and

supplied with awnings in sunny weather.

This line has proved a great success. and

there is talk of establishing several more

to transport passengers to the exhibition

buildings in 1878. The single line of

bateaux-mouches in 1867, during the

period of the exhibition, carried over two

millions and a half of persons, transport

ing on one day, the 30th of September
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of that year, over thirty-five thousand

travelers. This industry has given rise

to a great activity on the part of the

dredging-boats that ply unceasingly on

the Seine. In 1852, profiting by an un

usual rise in the river, the authorities

caused a full-sized frigate to be trans

ported to Paris from Havre to figure in

the fétes of the 15th of August. Like

the Vicar of Wakefield‘s picture, it was

brought there, but could not be taken

away again ; so, after figuring splendid

ly in the imperial fétes for a year or two,

it sank to the position of a swimming

school, which I believe it still retains.

The stationary industries of the Seine

—the bath-houses and wash-houses—

form prominent features in the history

of the river. The latter are immensely

useful. Formerly, the poor washerwo

men of Paris were forced to kneel on

the river-bank on a sheaf of straw

brought by themselves, sometimes from

a considerable distance: their wash was

muddied by the earth of the shore, and

often the swift current would bear away

some article from their chilled and be

numbed hands. The city now provides

the wash-houses, of which there are

twenty-two established on the Seine and

some six or eight on the neighboring

canals. Therein are supplied a washing

place, a drying-place, and water at a

cent the pailful: the right to work costs

eight cents a day, or a cent an hour, and

the hire of a drying-compartment, fur

nished with bars on which to spread the

wet linen, amounts to eight cents for

twenty-four hours. . These establishments

are always well filled, every place be

ing occupied, and the washerwomen are

not only among the busiest, but also the

noisiest, of Parisian work-people, the Ba

bel of tongues that arises from these

wash-houses being wellnigh deafening.

As a memento of the hard work to which

the washerwomen of other days used to

be subjected there are sundry steep stair

cases, or rather ladders, still visible at

certain points on the Seine where the

banks are high and precipitous. Up and

down these ladders the poor women were

forced to toil with their load of dripping

linen: they now for a small sum carry

on their occupation comfortably and un

der shelter. The washerwomen of the

Seine have figured in more than one

popular play or novel, and their annual

festival, which takes place at mid-Lent,

is always one of the gayest and most

uproarious of the popular celebrations

of the year.

As to the bath-houses, they offer no

special features of interest. They are

large, imposing-looking structures, in

cluding dressing-rooms, swimming-baths,

etc., and are well patronized all summer.

In winter they disappear, being towed

into winter-quarters in some safe and

sheltered nook on the river. It was from

the window of one of these establish

ments, then known as the Bains Vigier,

that the ex-actor La Bussiere, when sec

retary to the Committee of Public Safety

during the Terror, used to throw into the

Seine the balls of chewed pulp which

represented the lists of those condemned

to death, which he had contrived to ab

stract, and which, after soaking in water,

he used to macerate to get rid of them.

By this means La Bussiere saved no less

than 924 persons from the guillotine,

among whom were the Viscountess de

Beauharnais (afterward the empress Jose

phine), the entire company of the Comé

die Francaise, MM. de Florian and the

younger Ségur, and many others. His

daring deeds had brought him to the

verge of discovery and certain death

when the 9th Thermidor arrived to en

sure his safety.

The great sensation-scene of the river

panorama is undoubtedly that building

of mournful celebrity, the Morgue. Its

name comes from that bestowed upon

a certain great doorway in the prison

of the Grand Chiitelet, where prisoners

used to be detained for some moments

so that the turnkeys could marguer them

-that is, gaze at them fixedly, so as to

retain their features in remembrance.

Afterward, the corpses found in the Seine

were deposited behind that grating to

await recognition. In 1804 the first reg

ular morgue was constructed: it was a

square building situated on the Quai du

Marché Neuf. The present edifice, more

spacious, more commodious and in every
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way better fitted to the purpose to which

it is devoted, was erected some fifteen

years ago at the extremity of the Ile de

la Cité, behind the cathedral of Notre

Dame. The “exhibition-room " (so call

ed), separated by a glazed partition from

the public, contains twelve slabs, over

each of which is placed a stopcock from

which a stream of cold water can be

continually directed upon the occupant.

Sometimes every slab is filled: again.

every one will be vacant, in which case

the habitués of the place say, "The show

is closed" (lly a re/dc/re). The lower

classes of Paris look upon the Morgue

as the most interesting of all spectacles.

There is always a crowd around the

door, and when any object of special

interest is on exhibition, such as the

fragments of the woman cut to pieces,

the heroine of the latest sensational mur

der-case, the visitors are counted by tens

of thousands; nor is it an unfrequent in

cident‘for the bride of a workingman to

choose the Morgue as the destination of

her wedding-trip, instead of the Bois de

Boulogne. The registers of the Morgue

are a study. Therein are inscribed the

minutest particulars relating to each body

that is brought there, such as the height,

general appearance, birth-marks, traces

of injury, details of clothing, etc. No

corpse is received without a certificate

from the police setting forth the spot

and circumstances of its discovery. The

prefecture of police pays a premium of

fifteen francs for every body that is found

in the river, and twenty-five francs for

every individual saved from drowning.

The first-named premium has given rise

to the singular trade called corpse-fish

ing, which is carried on by the fiat-boat

men who ply on the Seine. These men

purchase bodies discovered by their fel

low-boatmen, who are employed far down

the river, and who cannot leave their avo

cations to bring their “find " to the city,

at the rate of five francs for each corpse.

Thus, many a poor relic of mortality that

otherwise would be left to decay in the

river mud or else huddled into some has

tily-dug hole, receives Christian burial,

and has a chance"of being identified for

the future satisfaction ofpossiblc inquiries.

'aFfirmative.

The number of bodies exposed at the

Morgue increases with every passing

year. It now amounts to wellnigh a

thousand annually. Strange to relate,

summer is the time when the largest

number of corpses are brought there,

and the months of December and jan

uary show the fewest. Of course, some

thing of the summer increase can be ac

counted for by the fact that boating-par

ties and swimming-matches are frequent

at that season, and therefore the chances

of accident are greater; but it seems as

though such chances could hardly out

weigh the number of suicides caused by

the gloom and privations of winter. Yet

such is the fact, proved by the incontro

vertible logic of official statistics.

The question is often asked, Are the

waters of the Seine healthful to drink?

After three years of abundant experience

I am inclined to answer positively in the

Experienced chemists have

analyzed them without finding anything

in the waters either of the Seine, the

Marne or the Vanne, the three rivers

that supply Paris with drinking-water,

more pernicious than a certain propor

tion of limestone. And as a member of

an American family three out of whose

four members habitually use water freely

as a beverage, I am enabled to declare

that if the drinking-water of Paris be

hurtful, it is the slowest of slow poisons,

for not one of the three has ever suffer

ed for a single moment from its use.

L. H. H.

A PENNSYLVANIA-GER.\IAN POET.

IN the interesting work entitled Penn

.r_y/'z/am'a Dutch and 0//wr Essays, pub

lished by Messrs. J. B. Lippincott 8: Co.

in 1872, the author says: "The most

elegant specimens of I"ennsylvania-Ger

man with which I have met are the

poems of the late Rev. Henry Har

baugh."

Dr. Harhaugh has a wide reputation

as a theological writer, but his lyrics in

the Pennsylvania-(lerman dialect have

not heretofore been as thoroughly known

as they deserve to be. A collection of

them under the name of Ilarbaug/15

Hvfv has lately been reissued by the
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Reformed Church Publication Board of

Philadelphia. This publication is in

tended especially for German readers in

the United States and in Europe, and

the only portions of it in our language

are English versions, by Dr. Harbaugh

himself, of one or two of the poems.

These translations are very poor repre

sentatives of the original "Dutch" pieces.

Being "made to order," without any of

the fresh, impulsive feeling which is ev

erywhere evident in the latter, they are,

as a rule, labored and unnatural. It is

easy to conceive how much of the charm

of Burns's poems in the Scotch dialect

would be lost if they should be carefully

turned into correct English verse abound

ing in hackneyed phrases. But the Ger

man-American pieces are full of a home

ly grace, a freedom of diction, and, above

all, a purity and tenderness of feeling,

which make them truly poetic. Like

Burns, Harbaugh was originally a farm-_

lad, and afterward became a man of

scholarly attainments and cultivated

taste. Like him, too, he always retained

his love for the life and surroundings of

his boyhood, and took pleasure in using

the homely speech he had been used to

hear at his father's fireside. In fact, this

Pennsylvanian dialect poet may be con

sidered an American Burns.

Dr. Harbaugh's great-grandfather

came from Switzerland to America in

1736, settled in Pennsylvania, and left

children who married among the Ger

man families of Berks and Lancaster.

He himself was born on his father's

farm, near Waynesboro‘, in Franklin

county. The family belonged to the

German Reformed denomination, and

Henry, whose love of reading had made

him seek every means of getting books,

became impressed with the belief, while

yet a boy, that it was his duty to study

for the ministry. Gaining at last the re

luctant consent of his parents, he set out

to work his way up to the point he aimed

at, as his father's family was too large

and his means too small to admit of any

other plan. He had made arrangements

to support himself and pay his educa

tional expenses by working as a joiner.

As he started on his journey his mother

stood at the door looking after him and

bravely striving to keep back the tears

that would come to blind her. \Vhen,

after years of struggling against poverty

and hardship, he had gained his object,

and had come back to visit the old home

stead, the dear mother was no longer

there. The death.of his mother seems

to have been the great controlling grief

of his life. That strength of family affec

tion and love of home associations which

is so general among people of German

blood was unusually developed in his

case, and the loss of friends was a great

agony to him. But his mother's death

was the hardest blow of all. Like Cow

per, he was almost constantly looking

back with sorrowful tenderness to the

last time he had seen her; and many.

traces of this feeling are found both in

his poetic and his prose works.

After being pastor of several Reformed

churches, he was in I863 appointed by

the General Synod professor of theology

in the seminary at Mercersburg, Penn

sylvania. He was also the founder and

editor of a monthly journal called The

Guardiim; and in this his poems ap

peared at different times. It was not

until severalyears after his death, which

occurred in I867, that they were collect

ed and edited by his friend, Mr. Bans

man. That gentleman says of Har

baugh in his (German) introduction to

the poems: "He was forced to open a

way for himself as a Pennsylvania-Gen

man poet. It was not generally admitted

at that time that this dialect was really

a separate and distinct form of speech.

He wrote for the people in the people's

language, and the people read his soul

ful poems at their firesides, and laughed

and cried over them."

The Pennsylvania-German dialect has

grown into shape since the early part of

the last century, when emigrants from

Southern Germany began locating them

selves in Penn's province. The great

mass of these emigrants came from the

Palatinate, and their speech was the dia

lect spoken there. In the course of time

numerous English words were adopted,

often with alterations in form or mean

ing. Many changes in pronunciation,
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and even in the rules of syntax, also

gradually took place in the German por

tion. Indeed, the language is now hard

ly more comprehensible to the majority

of Germans than to English-speaking

people.

In Harbaug/is Ifarfe the German rules

of orthography are followed, except in

the translations. Consequently, the Eng

lish words abaul, any/mw, same, etc.,

which have been incorporated into the

dialect, are in the dialectic pieces spelled

efiuul, mm‘/mu, se/zm, etc.

The poems in the dialect (not includ

ing an introductory piece in the form of

an elegy) are sixteen in number. La/1

B1’:/wry (“Law Business") is a humor

ous account of two old "Dutch" farm

ers, who lived near each other on Cain

rus Flux: (Codorus Creek). These old

gentlemen have lived honorable and up

right lives, and have had various busi

ness transactions with each other, with

out thinking anything about the guard

ianship exercised by the law over such

matters. But the existence of such a

person as "der Schqueier" in a neigh

boring town being accidentally brought

to their notice, they undergo sensations

very similar to those of Monsieur _]our

dain on discovering that he has been

"speaking prose all his life without know

ing it." Ambitious to experience the new

sensation of doing things "eccording zu

der lah," they immediately get up a trans

action in horsefiesh, and agree to engage

the squire's services in having the bar

gain carried out in legal form. So the

latter, at their request, draws up for them

a written contract containing the terms

of the agreement, though neither party

had any personal reason for preferring

this form to the ordinary cash sale. Their

vast respect for this document (of which

neither can read a word), their serious

communings as to what is the proper

thing to be done with it, and their gen

eral condition of doubt, satisfaction and

pride, are set forth in an admirably hu~

morous way, the comical effect being

greatly enhanced by the peculiarities of

the dialect.

Die Alt /ifielrl (“The Old Mill")

brings up a striking picture of the old

fashioned country mill to which the au

thor used to be sent in his boyhood. Of

its proprietor he says: uDer Miller war

ebaut a neiser Mann" (“The miller was

just a ‘nice’ man"). This nice man

was not only strictly honorable in all his

dealings, but was capable of lending a

boy his fishing-tackle, as well as his

knife for the construction of whistles

wherewith to beguile the horneward way.

But the former miller had not been so

nice, either in the correct or the popular

sense of the term, for he would take

more than his share of the grain brought

to be ground, and it may be presumed

that such a man never lent any boy his

knife. in consequence of one or both

of these offences, it was believed that

this unrighteous miller's soul was doom

ed to haunt the old mill by night, drag

ging a heavy chain, making entries in a

ghostly ledger, and confessing his evil

deeds with edifying expressions of re

morse.

Der Rqjeboge (“The Rainbow") tells

in very graceful, flowing lines how die

Kinner ("the children") all started off

in wild excitement and dashed away

over meadow, brook and field to find

the place where the rainbow touched

the earth, and to seize the splendid gold

en things which "the mother" had told

them might always be found there. But

the treacherous rainbow would not be

caught; and at last "there it stood away

up in the mountains!" Says the poet

then:

Nau, neeher bei'm Heile, un weiter vum Lache,

Sagt eens zu dem annere—" \\';\s is do se machc?

Der Goldmacher-Boge, der weicht immer weiter;

M'r gchn besser heem, du wiir' verleicht g'scheiter.

Es heest, weischte Zwerge im Berg trage Belse,

Un schmeisse die Kinner mit ntechfigc Felse!

\Vas helft uns die Gold, |n'r k:tnn's jo net esse;

Un was? wann de Zwerge uns fange un fresse l"

\Vhich may be translated, very inde

quately, as follows:

Now, further from laughing and nearer to crying,

Says one to the other, the dark mountains cying:

“ The Golclmaker-how won't hold still for tt minute.

\\'e'd better go home '. there's some conjuring in it.

Bad dwarfs live up there, and I've heard people

saying

They throw great big rocks down on children

a-playing.

\Ve can't eat the gold, if the rainbow don't beat us;

But the ugly old dwarfs, they might catch II and

eat us 1"
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So the little Argonauts run back to their

mother, and tell her the “golden ladder"

played tricks on them and almost led

them up to where the dwarfs live. Then

she draws the little brood around her,

and tells them gar lieb/1'r/z un leise

("very tenderly and low") that it was

she who had played them this trick, and

that she did it to teach them the lesson

of the rainbow. For men rush away

after gold, she said, forgetting all better

things, until death finds them at last in

the dark mountains of sin, and they are

seized by evil spirits far worse than the

wicked dwarfs, But the rainbow really

stretches from the earth to the golden

heaven, and is a sign of God's truth,

which never draws back when we seek

it, but makes the soul rich in eternity.

The poems called Das alt: Friar/teerd

("The Old-time Hearth"), Die S:/:l¢y"

sclzlub (“The Sleeping-Room"), I/Vill

widder Buwrle sci‘ ("Vi/ould be a Boy

again and l{ecn1wc/l ("Homesick

ness ") are full of a pure, natural beauty

that cannot be described. They show the

author to have possessed the most ex

quisite sensibility and tenderness, com

bined with a gracefulness in expression,

when writing in his mother tongue, that

would alone make his productions highly

attractive. His own translations of three

of these poems afford only a faint idea

of the originals; and indeed it would be

hardly possible to translate them without

robbing them of nearly all their beauty.

Like bird-songs in the woods, they must

be taken just as they are or their charm

will be sadly marred.

Some of the pieces in the collection

refer to the changes which are rapidly

taking place in the life and habits of the

Pennsylvania-German population. Such

are D12’ neie Sort Dsc/lent‘//dt ("The

New Sort of Gentlefolks"), Bus:/1 un

Szltledfel ("Country and Town"), and

Der 1\'m'c/zzgang in aller Zsit ("Church

going in the Old Time"). In these the

country-people are described as adopt

ing city habits, forgetting or despising

the good old-fashioned customs of their

fathers, and even departing from the

paths of strict honesty. It is not prob

able that this last accusation is meant

for any large proportion of these people.

But great changes are certainly taking

place among them in other respects.

Their children are taught in English at

the public schools; large towns have

grown up in their midst, attracting peo

ple from other sections; the insurance

agent, the commercial traveler, and all

the rest of the great army of itinerant

business-men, are scouring their local

ities: in fact, a great number of influ

ences are tending to make them more

like the inhabitants of other portions of

the country every year. All indications

point to the probability that in a compar

atively short time their old life and lan

guage will have passed away for ever. It

is very fortunate, therefore, that so truth

ful as well as so attractive a memorial of

both as Hurlmug/rs Ifarfr has been giv

en to the world. \\I'. W. C.

TURKISH ADMINISTRATION OF JUSTICE.

A PICTURE by Mayer, which hangs in

one of the private galleries of America,

illustrates the rough-and-ready methods

with whichjustice is administered in Tur

key. The cadi goes out in the morning

without making known his intended

route, takes his walk with suitable at

tendants, and stops at the first bazaar.

He seats himself at random in one of

the shops and examines the weights,

measures and merchandise. He lends

an ear to all complaints; interrogates

any merchant accused of infraction of

law; and then, without court or jury,

and especially without delay, pronounces

judgment, applies the penalty, and goes

on in quest of other delinquents. In

these cases, however, the punishment is

of a difi'erent character. Notwithstand

ing the identity of the crime, he cannot

treat the offending merchant as a com

mon thief: that would have a prejudi

cial effect on commerce. The penalty

is graduated thus: the mildest, confis

cation; the moderate, closing the shop;

the severest, exposure. This last is in

flicted in a singular manner. The cul

prit is placed with his back against his

shop, and is compelled to raise himself

on his toes until the weight of his whole

body rests on them: his ear is then nail



386 [M.-\R.001? AIONTHLY GOSSIP.

ed to the door or shutter of his shop.

This punishment lasts two, four or six

hours. It is true, the criminal may abridge

its duration whenever he chooses to let ‘

himself down ; but the Turkish merchant

is jealous of his reputation, and nothing

but the last necessity would induce him

to resemble a thief by the mutilation of

his ears. As one gazes upon the wretch

thus nailed up, one is disposed to com

passionate his case, but Mohammed tells

you that he is an old offender, and if you

should observe his ear closely it would

resemble a colander.

It was after receiving this explanation

that M. Mayer found his horror sufficient

ly alleviated to allow of his making the

sketch from which the picture referred to

was afterward composed. The criminal,

nailed by his car, was standing stifi' and

motionless on the extreme points of his

great toes, and seated near him, on the

sill of the door, was the guard, charged

with seeing the punishment duly ex

ecuted, smoking a pipe. The quantity

of tobacco in the pipe seemed to be

graduated to the time the punishment

was to continue. Around these two per

sonages was a demicircle of idlers. After

a time the culprit, finding he had noth

ing to expect from the crowd—among

whom, perhaps, he recognized some of

his customers—hazarded a word to the

guard. "Brother," said he, "one law

of our holy Prophet is, that men should

help one another." The guard seemed

to take no exception to the precept in

the abstract, and continued quietly to

smoke. " Brother,“ resumed the patient,

“did you not hear me P" The guard

made no other reply than a large puff

of smoke that ascended to his neigh

bor's nose. "Brother," still persisted the

man, “one of us can aid the other, and

do a thing acceptable to l\lohammed."

The pufi's of smoke succeeded each oth

er with a regularity that extinguished the

poor fellow‘s hopes. “Brother," cried

the dependant with a dolorous voice,

"put a stone under my heels and I will

give you a piastre." No reply. "Two

piastres." A pause. “Three piastres."

Smoke. "Four piastres." “ Ten pins

tres," said the guard quietly. The car

and the purse of the man held a parley

which was visible in the countenance.

At length the pain conquered, and the

ten piastres rolled at the feet of the

guard, who counted them with great de

liberation, put them in his purse, rested

his pipe against the wall, and, picking

up a pebble about as large as the egg

of a tomtit, placed it under the man's

heels. “ Brother," said the culprit, “I

feel nothing under my feet." "A stone

is there, however," answered the guard,

resuming his seat and pipe; "but it is

true I selected it in reference to your

price. Give me a la/an‘ (five francs)

and I will place a stone under you so

appropriate to your necessities that you

shall sigh for it when you reach Para

dise." The result may be anticipated:

the guard had his money, and the mer

chant his stone. H. \V. M.

POSTAL-CARDS.

ARE postal-cards to annihilate the art

of letter-writing? Is the speeding of

soft intercourse impossible to agents so

stiff, curt and bleak? And is it to die

out by reason of their preponderance

over the closed epistle. and their infusion

of brevity and constraint into what may

remain of the latter?

VVe cannot conceive a Sévigné or a

\Valpole in postals. Equally unreali

zable is a trunk, chest or closet full of

them, rich in the gossip, social or histor

ical, of past times. Nobody keeps them,

and the consciousness of that fact would

of itself suffice to prevent the placing of

anything of value on them, were they

large enough to hold it. They do not

rise even to the dignity of a place in

the card-basket, being too short and

too shabby for an invitation or a congé.

The waste-paper basket is their natural

and understood destination, and with

that ignoble end the character of their

contents is sure to correspond. “ Con

tents," did we say? As well speak of

the contents ofa sign. Six square inches

of pastcboard obviously cannot contain

anything. For that there needs an en

closure. Could we rationally write on

two, a dozen or twenty postals and put

them in an envelope, the case would be
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different; but that would be an absurd

ity, paper being so much lighter and

every way more convenient. The pos

tal is a unit or nothing. It limits itself

inexorably to a purpose and subject ca

pable of extreme condensation and con

cerning only the moment. lt represents

the exclamatory and interjectional style

of intercourse, such as a shout across

the street or at most a moment's chat

as you run against a friend on rounding

a corner. Of course it lends itself on

occasion to more serious and practical

ends. lt may warn you that your note

will go to protest this afternoon or that

your grocer has changed his number.

On certain occasions of confusion and

haste it may be promoted, by a writer

who is glad to escape dilatory or un

pleasant intelligence, and shrinks even

from signing it save with initials, to the

office of saying "Twins." But these

are about its highest functions, and of

such, we need hardly add, is not the

kingdom of literature.

One-fifth of the communications pass

ing through the mails are already postals,

although the innovation dates as it were

only from the other day. And the re

maining four-fifths—are they not stunted

by the new habit of compression? Can

the lover, overflowing with words that

burn, quite divest himself of the postal

card style of expression, or blind himself

to the presence of a pile of those little

nuisances, each insisting, "Cut it short"?

Can a still more absorbing theme be

adequately treated by a lady desiring to

post her distant friend on the winter fash

ions? Can she even do justice through

so cramped a medium to a recipe for

pickles? Will she not in both cases.

if she spurn the postal and fly to pa

peterie, find herself unconsciously trim

ming down her periods and placing her

correspondent in danger of misplacing

a puff or overdoing the pepper? And

letters from abroad, which we were wont

to look for so eagerly, and so delighted

in opening the glazed tissue-paper cov

ered with close lines crossed in ink of

two colors—they are now written in

the home atmosphere of the postal and

under its most repressive influence. They

read like notes jotted down in pencil at

railroad—sta.tions. Fortunate we if they

be not actually postals.

What a refuge for a rainy day is a pile

of old letters in the yellow uniform of

the old tyrant with the scythe! Each

comes out fat and full, two-, three-, four

fold, with a square inch left inside for the

seal and a page or three-quarter page for

the blank outside, forbidding to the pub

lic eye and eloquent of something within

worth hiding. We pause a moment over

the torn wafer or the scant relic of wax,

reopened so often since the hour, long

ago, when it was first broken by an anx

ious and mayhap trembling hand that is

now dust. We scan the postmark and

the written rate of postage fixed by the

distance of transmission, the latter some

times replaced by a frank legitimately

applied, or allowably, according to the

usage of the day, borrowed. Most fre

quently an envelope is wanting, and

when there is one it is of impromptu

manufacture. The writer obviously lin

gered over its construction as a pleasant

part of the ceremonial of friendly inter

course in those stately days, and took

time to it: there was plenty of time

then; hurry was not invented. And the

epistle itself, when we come to it, rolls 05

in a leisurely current over page after page,

unburdcning the writer of some months‘

or weeks‘ hoard of news, thoughts and

emotions. It is to a modern letter what

a conversation is to a passing chat, an

oration to a remark. It was something

both parties thought worth preserving,

and as we look over it we add a third

voice to that conclusion.

Postals contemplate more than a sin

gle reader. They are written with the

consciousness that they will probably

be read by a whole household and by

some outsiders, including any post-oflice

clerks who may have the requisite lei

sure. They say nothing but what one

would be apt to say in a corresponding

group, little beyond what every one may

hear. \Vhen they shall have become

the prevailing mode of communication

our daily life will have moved out of

doors or into a glass house. The trans

parency of Arcadian existence will cha



388 [.\l.m.0 CR 1ll01\'T1lL Y GOSSIP.

racterize the life of an advanced and

complex civilization. Everybody will

address everybody else as though a

crowd surrounded them. Family chat

will be held, d lzaute z/azlr, in the street

and market-place. The wholesome cere

monials of address and signature, already

discarded from these cards, will disappear

from places where they still find a har

bor. The art of condensing words will

be carried to a perfection hitherto un

known, and the Saxon passion for mono

syllables revel in a gratification beyond

any supplied by Bunyan or Defoe. The

discursive will be utterly voted down in

sentence and word. Five or six hun

dred millions of annual experiments in

the art of saying the utmost possible on

six square inches of paper must produce

triumphs of compression till now un

dreamed of. The stately and leisurely

feast of intellect will sink to a snap

lunch, and civilized man will take his

sustenance with his hat on, d la carte.

ARSENIC-EATING.

NOTHING is so healthy as poison. By

way of illustrating this truism, the sa

vants make it a habit, failing more novel

subjects of inquiry, to explaifcr occasion

ally the arsenicveaters of certain provinces

in the eastern and southern parts of the

Austro-Hungarian empire. These Brin

villiers-proof rustics live chiefly in Styria,

where stable-boys, woodsmen, chamois

hunters and village maidens, young and

old, indulge in the acid and the yellow

sulphuret, the latter a well-known water

color pigment which young beginners at

the camel's-hair pencil are always warn

ed against. The excuses alleged for the

practice are as numerous as those given

by the votaries of strong drink. A char

coal-burner of seventy, according to the

account of Dr. Knapp at a. séance of

philosophers lately in Vienna, had taken

arsenic for more than twoscore years. A

hunter of eighty-one had made it his pet

vice for a similar period. \Ve need not

ask these old gentlemen for an expla

nation. In their cases the result speaks

for itself. "Sage experience" is not to

be questioned.

Equally palpable is the rosy justifica

tion offered by the checks of those of

the other sex and a very difi'erent age.

Artificial flowers those thus gathered may

be, but their bloom looks perfectly natu

ral, and utterly shames the sallow hue

of the snuff-dipper or the opium-eater.

Neither of these has the defence that ap

plies to the use of any cosmetic. Theirs

is but the selfish purpose of passing en

joyment, while Gretchen's object is to in

crease the stock of beauty in the world.

The appliance she employs appears to

be, in every point of view, quite as in

nocuous as lily-white or henna. She

comes to look as pink and happy as a

Sister of Charity. The close-reefs that

mark upon the visage the rough weather

encountered on the voyage of female life

in rural districts are all shaken out, and

the cuticular sails are plumped as with

an unfailing summer breeze. This is a

blessing to humanity; and nothing is

clearer to our mind than that the Dry

asdusts, instead of summoning the Frau

lein before them in solemn conclave to

give an account of her misdoings, ought

to elect her an honorary member, and

send her abroad as a missionary in be

half of the art of utilizing poison. No

such cautionary device should we see

upon her front as the druggists are care

ful to place upon I/wir packages of ar

senic. The beauty of life, not the hor

rors of death, we trace in her coun

tenance.

A craving for good looks is seconded

by more matter-of-fact reasons for the

habit. lt is said to remedy difiiculty of

breathing, indigestion, fatigue and—cow

ardice. Dr. Knapp was told by a poach

er whose acquaintance was among his

privileges that he had become braver

since he took to arsenic. From the com

mon point of view, a considerable en

dowment of hardihood would seem to

have been a prerequisite, as with him

who first went to sea or ate an oyster.

But doubtless the filling out of the tissues

and smothering of the nerves consequent

on the use of the drug have an effect in

inspiring self-confidence. No danger

can make a fat man run.
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LITERATURE OF THE DAY.

Harold: A Drama. By Alfred Tennyson.

Boston: James R. Osgood & Co.

In Qnem llimj/, Mr. Tennyson turned a

chapter of English history into blank verse,

put it into the mouths of people of the pe

riod, and called it a drama. In Harold he

has followed the odd whim of dramatizing a

portion of Bulwer’s Ln;-I aft/1: Saxon lfingr.

He says in the dedication—which is to the

present Lord Lytton — " After old - world

records—such as the Bayeux Tapestry and

the Roman de Rou—Edward Freeman's

Hirlary of Mr Norman Crmpuerl and your

father's historical romance treating of the

same times have been mainly helpful to me

in writing this drama." But this acknowledg

ment does not prepare the reader to find that

the Roman rt’: Rou, the Bayeux Tapestry and

Freeman's book may be left out, and that [[ur

old the play is hardly more than an abridg

ment of Harold the romance. In the se

quence of events, arrangement of incidents,

treatment of personages, often in the dialogue

itself, the poet fits his steps in the very foot

prints of the novelist: his departures from

them are too slight and unimportant to men

tion. He keeps so close to the ready-made

track that it is needless to speak of the plot

or characters; but we may remark, in pass

ing, that at least he has shown more under

standing of what will make a drama than in

his previous attempt. The story of Harold

from the point where Mr. Tennyson takes it

up, as told by the late Lord Lytton, has the

elements of a fine historical tragedy: prob

ably the author himself, whose talent as a

playright is proved by the enduring popu

larity of the Lady of Lyons and Ric/lelrru,

would have been more successful in putting

it into its present form. As it comes from

Mr. Tennyson’s hand it is neither quite an

acting play nor a poem. Yet there will not

be wanting those to call it Shakespenrian—

the favorite adjective of the moment in literary

jargon—because of passages like the street

scene in the opening of Quem /'llm'}l——-of

something prospective, prophetic after the

fact, in a few of the speeches. like Harold’s

“ —To England

My legacy of war against the Pope

From child to child, from Pope to Pope, from age

In 18¢!’

which ts a sure but not perfectly honest way

of producing effects; and, finally, because of

a certain juggling with words which belong

ed to Elizabethan writers :

" Here comes the would-be what I will bc—king

like

Though scarce at ease ; for save our meshes break,

More kinglike he than like to prove a king."

Every age in literature has its tricks of

style, but these do not belong to our day, and

one suffers them impatiently. The first scene

of Act II. is a. noteworthy example of the

specially " Shakespearian ” manner:

“ Rolf, what fish did swallow Jonah 2"

" A whale l"

“ Then a whale to a whelk we have swallowed the

king of England. l saw him over there. Look thee,

Rolf, when l was down in the fever, :11: was down

with the hunger, and thou didst stand by her and give

her thy Crabs, and set her up again, till now, by the

patient saints, she's as crabb’d as ever."

" And I'll give her my crabs again, when thou art

down again."

“Thou art the human-heartedest, Christian-Chan

itiest of all crab-catchers! Share and share alike!"

As a parody this is not bad as far as it goes,

but not equal to C. S. C.’s imitations of the

modern poets in Fly Lrzwrs. Seriously,

what are we to suppose that Mr. Tennyson

intends by writing in this way, or by the first

scene, Act V., where, on the eve of the battle

of Hastings, Harold's sleep is troubled by a

succession of phantoms warning, and threaten

ing, and foretelling defeats, until at length he

starts up seizing his weapons, and then passes

into a long speculative soliloquy? Is it pre

sumption almost inconceivable, or is it in

conceivable humility, which has set him to

aping the greatest of his masters?

For the rest, most lovers of Mr. Tennyson,

whose love began with the two volumes which

made his fame—-the volumes which contain

G0a’r'1/0, 7‘/It Lolus-Enters, lllorl a"Ar/fim-—

have learned to read his recent productions

with the sorrowful resignation appropriate to

all unpleasant changes worked by time. Yet

it is not the decline of powers which we have

to lament in this case: it is a willful abdica

tion of them. It is impossible to guess why

he has chosen to strip himself of all that

made his early charm, but the day for puz

zling and mourning over his choice is past.

It is a curious illustration of the uncompro
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mising way in which he has put prettiness

away from him that be nowhere in Harald

avails himself of the epithets by which Edith

has been known to us from nursery-days and

our first tales from history—“ Eddwa pulchra,”

“Eadgyth swanneshals,” as the old chron

iclers, Latin and Saxon, call her. The soften

ing touch of one of these familiar names would

have been so natural that his refraining from

them strikes us as an afl’ectatinn of austerity.

Still, Mr. Tennyson was born a poet, and

he will be a poet to the last: by this inalien

able right his verses in their bareness and

boldness preserve traces of native dignity and

grace, fleeting gleams of the old sweetness,

which distinguish them unmistakably from

the work of poetasters or common men. Here

and there we come upon a fine expression,

such as that describing Edward the Confes

sor‘s dim and narrow mind:

“ A twilight conscience, lighted by a chink."

In Harald there are fewer of the obscur

ities and inversions which made some pas

sages in the later idyls nearly as difficult and

disagreeable to read as Mr. Browning, al

though there are some unpardonahle phrases,

such as “to Molochize,” and another, worthy

only of it Philadelphia Quaker:

“ I pray thee, let me hence and bring him home."

“ 1%! 11m, my son : some other messenger."

On the whole, we think Ifarold decidedly

superior to Qmm /lfary: it is shorter; it

does not drag; it has a. story; a beginning, a

middle, and an end which disposes of all the

dnmmli: per;-one; a. hero; a central inter

est which naturally binds all the personages

and events together; a lofty, heroic, inspiring

theme; nothing commonplace in its treat

ment. The greatest force of the piece is

where it should be, in the last act. Edith

and Archbishop Stigand watch the raging

bottle from a tent on a mound within the en

campment: the monks, unseen, are chanting

their psalms. The interruption of an agitated

dialogue by the Latin strophes is a familiar

device, but in the present instance the lack

of novelty causes no loss of power:

" Are those the blessed angels quiring, father?"

" No, daughter, but the canons out of Waltham,

The king‘: foundation, that have followed him."

“ O God of battles ! make their wall of shields

Firm as thy cliffs, strengthen their palisadesl

What is that whirring sound T"

" The Norman arrow."

" Look out upon the battle—-is he safe Y"

“ The king of England stands between his banners:

He glittem on the crowning of the hill.

God save King Harold!"

The varying fortunes of the day are told

in these short, broken sentences, as though

with gasping breath and eyes which strain

over the surge and ebb of the fight: the scene

has extraordinary life and reality: they see

Harold fall, and rush out. The next. scene

is the battle-field by night, and \’Villiam the

Conqueror's speech brings the tragedy nobly

and fitly to a conclusion:

“ Take them awayl

Malet, l vow to build a church to God

Here on this hill of battle; let our high altar

Stand where their standard fell—where these two

lie.

Take them away: I do not love to see them.

Pluck the dead women off the dead men, Malet !"

" Faster than ivy. Must I hack her arms 06!

How shall I part them 7''

“ heave them. Let them be!

Bury him and his paramour together.

. . Q . Q

\Vrap them together in a purple cloak,

And lay them both upon the waste sea-shore

At Hastings, there to guard the land for which

He did forswear himself—a warrior-ay,

And but that holy Peter fought for us,

And that the false Northumbrian ht-ld aloofI

And save for that chance arrow which the saint!

Sharpened and sent against him—who can tell?

Three horses had I slain beneath me: twice

I thought that all was lost. Since I knew battle,

And that was from my boyhood, never yet

No, by the splendor of God—have I fought men

Like Harold and his brethren, and his guard

Of English. Every man about his king

Fell where he stood. They loved him; and pray

God

My Normans may but move as true with me

To the door of death. Of one self-stock at first,

Make them again one people—Norman, English;

And English, Norman ;—we should have a hand

To grasp the world with, and a foot to stamp it . . .

Flat."

Heroines of Freethought. By Sara A. Under

wood. New York: Charles P. Sotnerby.

This is one of those deplorable books for

whose publication one is at a loss to imagine

a motive or excuse. It challenges public at

tention by an ambitious title and the parade

of half a dozen celebrated names. On ex

amination it is found to consist of a mass of

inaccuracies by way of facts, and of inanity

where there is a pretence of thought. It is

not worth while to enumerate the errors with

which the pages teem: the account of George

Sand‘s early life will suffice. The authoress

says: “Amintine Lucile Aurore Dupin was

born in the province of Berry some time in

the year 1804. Her father's family was an

extremely old and aristocratic one. . . . Her

father, Maurice Dupin. had mcurred his moth

er‘s severe displeasure by falling in love with
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out first consulting her, and afterward marry

~ing a pretty girl belonging to the tradesman

class, which she considered infinitely beneath

her. But before Maurice Dupin had attained

his thirtieth year he was killed by a fall from

his horse, leaving his wife with several young

children,all boys butAurore,to provide for. . . .

Madame Dupin the elder offered to take charge

of her son's children on condition that their

mother resigned all claim to them, and her

self returned to her own people. The young

widow preferred to keep her boys to herself,

but as the little Aurore was only an infant,

and would harass her mother in her efforts to

gain a livelihood for herself and the others,

she was sent to her grandmother,” with whom,

we are told, she lived until that lady’s death,

when she was reunited to her niother, but

shortly afterward married the Baron Dude

vant.

The aristocratic Dupins were a middle-class

family, whose most distinguished member, not

withstanding their antiquity, was a ferm:'er

générnl under Louis XV. Madame Sand,

whose voluminous Ilistoire 11: Ma Vie leaves

us in ignorance respecting no domestic detail,

says: " My name is Amantine Lucile Aurore

Dupin, and my husband, M. Francois Dude

vant, lays claim to no other title." She was

born in Paris, the eldest child of her parents,

and there was neither brother nor sister, ex

cept a son who died while a baby before his

father. Her mother had one daughter by a

fonner marriage: when she met Maurice Du

pin she was a widow, living with one of his

superior oflicers as his mistress. Aurore was

over four years old at the time of her father's

death: they were then. living with Madame

Dupin the elder, where they remained for a

number of years, until Aurore was ten or

eleven, when incompatibility of ideas and

temper caused a breach between the mother

and daughter-in-law.

So much for the biographical value of the

work: its other merits may be judged from

the following extract : “ Although it is doubt

less quite true that she has done, and does,

many of those things of which she is accused,

and for which she is censured, such as having

Worn male apparel, smoked cigarettes, left her

husband in defiance of law, and even now,

it is said, although nearly seventy, sets Na

ture’s laws at naught by devoting the hours

from midnight till morning to her writing, in

defiance of all the principles of hygiene,—

still, let us refrain from troubling our mind

about these things, which are nothing to us,

and let us rather learn to emulate the virtues

of her character—her truthfulness, sincerity,

faith in humanity and love of Nature."

An Illustrated History of Painters of All

Schools. By Louis Viardot and otherwritem.

London: Sampson Low, Marston, Searle

& Rivinglon. Philadelphia: B. Lip

pincott 8: Co.

This book is intended both for students of

art and for general readers. It gives a brief

history of the painters of all schools, gather

ed from such sources as Vasari, Charles Blanc’s

Hrktoir: dz: Peintrz: dz /aulzs /er Emits, Kug

ler’s Ilandlmak of the llnlian Sc/mo], etc.;

and it contains the criticisms on the continen

tal schools and the most famous pictures of

each published by M. Louis Viardot under

the title of Le: Mrn'r1'/[es 11: la Peinlure. It

is therefore partly a compilation, partly a

translation, sufliciently comprehensive in re

gard to facts to claim the character of a work

of reference, while full of eloquent descrip

tions and acute observations, calculated to

stimulate the interest of readers desirous of

gaining an acquaintance with the history and

principles of art. Its chief raisan I172’)? lay,

we suppose, in the voluminousness and ex

pensiveness on the one hand, and the dryness

and technicalities on the other, of the works

to which such readers are usually referred.

It will be found, therefore, we imagine, to

supply a real want, especially in this country,

where a growing taste for such studies meets

with no abundance of facilities. The illus

trations, about fifty in number, appear to have

been borrowed from the works that have sup

plied the chief portion of the text. They in

clude many specimens of the most illustrious

masters, as well as a large number exemplify

ing successive stages of development and

the special characteristics of different schools.

There is, however, little inequality in the ex

ecution, all being highly finished in regard

to details, if we except a few from genre

pictures of the Dutch and English schools.

About a thousand painters are enumerated

in the index, and of each of these a biog

raphy is given, varying from a few lines to

half a dozen pages.

The most valuable portions of the volume

are the Introductions to the several books

giving the history of the Spanish, Italian,

Dutch and Flemish schools. The character

istics of the Dutch painters have never, we
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think, been more faithfully and pointedly

described than in the following passage, in

which they are adduced as aflbrding the most

striking verification of Bacon's saying, Ar:

at /rama (It/llilllf mzlunr: “ This good defini

tton applies especially to the painters of H01

land. All the artists of this country appear

to have confined themselves to loving, un

derstanding and representing Nature, each

one adding his own feelings and ta.stes—in ,

fact, adding /n'm.rz{/I To be convinced of

this we have only to visit several parts of

Holland at difl'erent hours and in difl'erent

weather. When, on a dark cloudy day, we

come upon a hanen landscape where Nature

displays all the harshness and gloom of the

North—where no flocks, no living creature is

to be seen, but only a ravine, a waterfall, a

fallen tree, with, perhaps, an isolated cabin

in the back-ground—we recognize at once the

lover of melancholy, Jacob Ruysdael. If,

again, soon after sunrise, we find ourselves

on the banks of a river, with a white sail

gliding on its surface, a church and the

houses of a village rising beyond, and fat

cows grazing in the rich meadows, whilst

through the broken clouds the morning sun

floods every object below with its glorious

light, we exclaim at once, ‘ Here is the lover

of light, Albert Cuyp.’ Later in the day,

during the noontide calm, we perceive a

peaceful verdant orchard, where every tree

throws its shadow over the turf, and an an

imal—either an ox, a horse, an ass, a goat

or a sheep—rests in its most natural attitude

in the shade under every tree. Here there

is no dilhculty in at once recognizing Paul

Potter. In the evening, perhaps, we come

to a smiling landscape in which fat cattle are

grazing, whilst the shepherds sing to their

rustic Amaryllis, accompanied by the sound

of their pipes. In short, we come upon an

idyll such as might be written by a Dutch

Virgil, and we behold at once Adriaan van

der Velde. Still later in the evening, when

the moon has risen on a throne of black

clouds, with her disk reflected in the motion

less surface of a pond, surrounded by a few

cottages concealed in the shadow of the alder

and poplar trees, we cannot mistake the favor

ite scene of the painter and poet of the night,

Van der Neer. \\'e now come to the sea

shore, where a sheet of water, calm and

transparent, extends as far as eye can reach:

on it are vessels, possibly the dark fleet of

the North Sea, tormenting some ship in dis

tress: this is Willem van der Velde. A

river flowing on toward the horizon, reflect

ing the monotonous color of a dull, gray,

misty sky, recalls Van Goyen. A frozen

canal becomes for the time the high-road,

and, covered with passers-by on their skates,

reminds us of Isaac van Ostade.”

The most elaborate criticisms are those on

Murillo and Velasquez. But there is no tend

ency apparent to exalt the masters of one

school at the expense of those of another.

Such preferences may no doubt spring from

a peculiar force of insight in certain direc

tions, and may lead to a more vivid and sub

tle appreciation of the qualities that have ex

ercised this magnetism. But for readers and

students in general the safest guides are those

who, like M. Viardot, combine with thorough

knowledge an equal catholicity of taste and

a well-tempered enthusiasm.
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Genghis Khan and Tamerlane shed upon

it a fleeting light, and made it for a little

Vlhl\\lINTHEGOHL

while attractive to European adventurers. ,

Marco Polo the Venetian, Rubruquis the ‘

Frenchman, and lbn Batuta the Moor ‘ little daunted, both by the height of the

made their way to the Tartar court, and

procured nearly all the infonnation that

was possessed in regard to the

country until within the present

generation. For that long inter

val of time it relapsed into Fairy

land, and became the exclusive

domain of the poets. Its imag

inary ruler, Prester John, was bet

ter known than any of its real in

habitants; and in our own day

Moore, Southey and Coleridge

aided each other in peopling it

with beings, human and super

natural, more or less preposterous

or impossible. Yet the Huns and

the Turks—poured down upon

Europe, the former from Dzun

garia on the eastern and the lat

ter from Turkestan on the west

ern border of the great eastern

plateau—were objects sufi-icienb

ly palpable to the Western eye.

They are so yet, especially at

this moment, when the lower

Danube, the Balkan and the Bos

phorus have become the scene of

stirring events. Caucasian blood,

picked up on their westward route

or found in their new home, has

pretty well eliminated the Tartar

from their veins; and neither the

sultan nor M. Andrassy would be

quick to claim cousinship with

the dwellers on the Hoang-Ho.

Politically as ethnically, the

Mongolian tide is on the ebb.

Europe is retaliating. and the

current of invasion sets eastward.

Western Turkestan has passed

under the sway of the czar, while

Eastern Turkestan appears to be

held in trust for him until he may

care to claim it by a Moham

medan feudatory of China, who

has revolted, so far successfully.

This movement from the North

is matched by another from the

South. Mr. Bull climbs, pufling

and blowing, from his rich lndian

plains, and peeps over the crest

of the Himalaya suspiciously and anx

iously at the proceedings of his rival. A
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fence and by the stunning left-hander ghans, he has so far made but ‘little

dealt him thirty years ago by the Af- headway, and confines himself for the

‘?lXVflbHJ.2iV':lNVAH(l':lAO¥l..LSZ'lG"lV)l|VHSHIV’!NOEIDV'I'IlA

present to measuring and consolidating 1 with as yet but indifferent success. Some

his forces. He sends out scouts, both sci- how, an aggressive movement from the

entific and political. English and native, northward seems so much more natural
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and easy in any quarter of the globe than

one in the opposite direction. And the

mountain-barrier which shuts off Hin

dostan from the Thibetan plateau is tre

mendous enough to discourage the ut

most energy. The southern edge is the

most elevated, the only practicable passes

into India being from sixteen thousand to

eighteen thousand feet above the level

of the sea. From that altitude the sur

face slopes gradually north, north-east

and west toward the Amour. Central

Siberia and the Caspian. As the sur

face of the Caspian lies fifteen fathoms

lower than that of the ocean, Central

Asia will be seen to embrace the extreme

range of habitable heights. In this diver

sity of surface, as well as in the character

of their soil and geologic structure, its des

erts resemble the Sahara. They are held,

indeed, to constitute in some sort a pro

longation ofthe waste tract which stretches

from Western Africa through Arabia and

Persia, and embraces every latitude be

tween the tropics and 48° north. Every

where dry, with its few rivers losing them

selves in the sand and its lakes salt or

brackish, this region is everywhere mark

ed by sudden changes of temperature

-by extreme heat in the day and cold

at night. Moisture and vegetation are

wanting to temper the rays of the sun

or moderate radiation from the earth at

night. The nights of the burning Saha

ra, within the tropics, are unpleasantly

cool, while on the southern slope of the

Gobi fluctuations of sixty-three degrees

within twelve hours are common, the

summer heat reaching 113° a few feet

above the sand, 145° at the surface, and

79° two feet beneath. Rain is recorded

as failing to reach the earth and passing

off in steam ! Winter in the same local

ity is even more trying, — 45° having been

observed. More extended observations

would no doubt prove this range of one

hundred and fifty-eight degrees to be ex

ceeded in some years. Our own plains

of Nevada and Utah can hardly match

that gambol of the thermometer, not

withstanding the general resemblance

of climatic traits between the Asiatic

desert and the series of basins extend

ing from Great Salt Lake through Ari

zona into Mexico. Alkaline plains and

beds of salt left by ancient lakes are

found in both; and the prevailing ele

vation of the'Gobi proper, from four to

five thousand feet, is about the same with

that of the borders of the Humboldt and

the upper Colorado. A like resemblance

obtains in the slender stock of vegetable

and animal life. Among tufts of scanty

grass as tough as wire and low thickets

of wormwood the sage-hen in America

and a closely-allied species (called the

sand-grouse) in Asia find shelter and

food. The less desolate plains which

skirt the true desert, and are clothed

with better herbage, are the home of a.

kind of marmot almost the duplicate in

appearance and habits of the prairie-dog.

The Mongols call it ogotona. It appears

to be free from the attentions and com

pany of two unwelcome guests of the

prairie-dog, and to enjoy more undis

turbed domestic privacy; but this se

curity ceases to obtain when it emerges

from its front door, hawk, eagle, wolf

and fox keeping up a constant lookout

for their little and savory compatriot.

A less unneighborly neighbor is the an

telope—not the single species of the New

World, but several of diflerent sizes and

styles of head-dress, and all ofthem fleet,

hard to shoot, and capital venison when

shot. The yak represents the bison, al

though existing in a wild state only in the

loftiest parts of Thibet, where he climbs

rocks like the chamois and defies cold

like the polar bear. Domesticated, this

powerful and hardy ox is a great depend

ence of the nomads in most parts of

Mongolia. Where, from heat and lack

of herbage, he gives place to the camel

as a beast of burden, his fleece continues

to furnish felt for tents and mats. The

use of his bushy tail as an ensign is one

of the few reminiscences of their original

home preserved by the modern Turks,

whose one-, two- and three-tailed pashas

never saw, and probably never heard of,

the animal whose rear they are proud to

place at their head. Their religion aids

them in forgetting creatures with whose

living representatives they have not con

stant acquaintance, Mohammed, the idol

i breaker, having ruined the future of Mos
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S'l'REET IN URGA .

lem art by forbidding it to depict any an- the sprightly French abbé, Hue, who pen

imate object. etrated from Peking to Lhassa a quar

Solemn as Bos grunniens, the most ter of a century ago, managed to extract

patient of grunters, is in all his ways, amusement from him. Hethus describes
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his fellow-travelers through the fields of

almost perpetual snows: “These long

haired oxen were real caricatures: noth

ing can be imagined more absurd-look

ing. They staggered along with their

legs spread apart, borne down with an

enormous system of stalactites which

hung down to the ground. The poor

beasts were so shapeless and so wholly

covered with icicles that they looked like

gigantic confections in sugar-candy." But

they did their work, and carried the gay

divine, disguised as a Buddhist priest,

safely to his objective point, or we should

never have had his book, as.truthful as

picturesque, yet so ro1nance-like in its

style as to beget in the reader the same

skepticism he has to struggle against in

perusing some other French narratives

of travel and adventure—those of Gérard

and Du Chaillu, for instance, two gen

tlemen who put facts in such a disguise

of fiction as to make the lion and the

gorilla seem fabulous creatures. The

clerical dignitary who apologized for

having Huc‘s book on his table, and said

a bishop should not be caught reading

romances. had some primfi fact’: justifi

 

MONGOL YURTA.

cation for his jest; but it was doubtless

brought the more readily to his lips by a

certain pique at the odd parallelism which

I-luc was not at all reserved in bringing

out between some observances common

to the Lama and the Catholic churches,

such as celibacy, the use of rosaries,

masses for the dead, modern miracles,

etc. The worthy abbé‘s faith ran clear

through these and other coincidences,

found them no stumbling-block, and

looked far deeper for the causes which

have made the Jesuits so much more

successful than the Protestant mission

aries in making converts and martyrs

among the Chinese. Had he written

twenty years later, he might have sus

tained such a position by pointing to the

riot and massacre of Tien-Tsin.

The yak has carried us, with M. Huc,

to the confines of Thibet, the special

patrimony of the Grand Lama. His

States of the Church, as we may term

them, incomparably more spacious, but

incomparably inferior in every other

source of interest, to the vale of the Ti

ber, occupy a secondary section of the

Mongolian plateau, embraced between

the Himalayan ranges and the Kuen-Lun,

running parallel with them to the north.

Mongolia may be likened to an oblong

dish turned upside down, but the rim or
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ledge on which the dish in its ordinary outside than on the inside, is broad, ir

position would rest, much deeper on the regular, and sometimes, as in the case

'Vl')‘lIflLV.I.NflWNO.l.NV3NVISSIDI

of Thibet on the southern border, mark- ‘ ed, and, as we have already said, falls in

edly double. The dish, moreover, is tilt- its general surface from the south. The
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northern rim is much lower, both at its

base and its summit, than the southern.

The eastern edge is skirted by the Hoang

Ho, or Yellow River, the Chinese Mis

souri and Mississippi in one, ever shifting

and bordered by cold and barrenness in

its upper course, but rich and teeming in

its lower, and overlooks the Flowery

Kingdom, that stretches to the Pacific.

The western rim is the Thian-Shan, a

group of mountains having its axis with

the lines of longitude, yet sending its

component ranges east and west—the

general trend of the mountains of the

Old \Vorld, as that of the New-World

systems is north and south. The Thian

Shan divides Chinese Mongolia from

Russia's new acquisitions on the west,

Khiva and Khokan. Its eastern has

also been of late years the scene of some

movement, politically speaking, the Mo

hammedans of Yarkand having thrown

off the Chinese yoke at nearly the same

time with the subjection of their more

westerly co-religionists to that of the

czar. The difficulties encountered by

that potentate in his march of invasion,

though, as the newspaper correspondents

have told us, serious enough, were not

equal to those the authorities of Peking

have to overcome in getting at their re

bellious vassals. The Chinese forces are

compelled to traverse the Gobi in its

longest dimensions—a task we are aided

in measuring by the circumstance that

on its shorter axis to the east eight hun

dred and seventy miles are passed with

out coming to a running stream. The t

Celestial army takes not less than two

years for the march to Kashgar and

Yarkand. At last advices it had en

camped on an oasis and put in a harvest

to supply provisions for the next stage.

It may well be imagined that no Bohe

mians are allowed to accompany it, and

that few despatches from head-quarters

are given to the Associated or any other

Press. VVhat light the expedition may

lend to our knowledge—or rather dense

ignorance—of the \/Vestern Gobi must

come indirectly and accidentally. It

might come sooner and in larger volume

if the rebels couldjoin hands with anoth

er body of Mohammedan insurgents two

[APR.

thousand miles away in the south-east

ern corner of the empire, at Yunnan,

and, aided by the three or four millions

in China proper who are estimated to

be of the Moslem faith, roll back the

tide of invasion upon their assailants.

But this cannot be expected. There are

not enough of them to do more than

maintain a chronic local insurrection or

a war of raids. The desert is a protec

tion to China against her turbulent feud

atories much more efficient than the Great

VVall, built for that purpose. It serves

to keep suzerain and vassal mutually at

arm's length. Unfortunately, it also re

pels explorers who have no connection

with or concern in either, and who would

be thankful simply to be allowed to face

its terrors without interference from ei

ther. The combination of Tartar, Chi

naman and desert is an array discour

aging to the most ardent of scientific en

thusiasts. Naturc herself, if not always

a friend, can usually be made a friend.

Her severest frowns are rarely implac

able. She redeems every desert with

oases. They exist in the Gobi, green

and grateful to the parched wanderer,

if not rich with palms, as in the Sahara.

Its barren expanse melts gradually at

the edges into grassy plains, with often

a belt of wooded mountains and clear

streams, accompanied by an infinite va

riety of animate life in forms familiar

enough to make the voyager from any

and every quarter of the temperate zone

feel at home. The fruits of our orchards

and the tenants of our fields and stead

ings, not less than our forest trees, are

native among these hills. The rasp

berry, strawberry, apricot, cherry, plum,

spring wild under the shadé of oak,

beech and fir. Several species of sheep,

goats, the red deer, wild-boar, partridge,

pheasant, horse, wild-ass or kulan, hare,

and of birds most of our best-known

kinds, near enough in form and habits

to make their affinity unmistakable at

first sight, deny all foreign aspect to

these ancient and remote solitudes. The

mountains of Central Asia, ten thousand

miles from our longitude and from one

to two miles above our horizon, thus be

come less distant from us than the trop
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ics, three days‘ journey off and close to der what this odd people with their odd

the level of the sea. We come to w0n- ways, so deliberately the reverse of ours,

‘ll
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On some of the larger pools left on

own. l this ancient sea-bottom by the receding

are doing with a domain so palpably our
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waves such inhabitants of the ocean

shores as the seal and the earthquake

still occur. But such localities are few.

The land is as stable as arid. It is the

people who are unstable. A nomadic

life becomes a necessity with them. They

have to chase water and grass from spot

to spot. Their farmhouses are tents, and

their villages encampments. The habits

thus caused extend from the open desert,

where fixed abodes are an impossibility,

to the more hospitable tracts, and pre

vent the establishment of settled indus

try on the latter as well. A Tartar town

is but the crystallization of a Tartar

camp. Its huts are hardened tents,

and is people retain the thriftless and

squalid modes of life they learned upon

the plains. The only property is what

can be moved on four legs—camels,

horses, sheep and cattle—with what

meagre furniture the camels and horses

can carry or draw in a few rude two

wheeled carts. The yurta, with the

poles which form its frame, is light

enough to be readily transported. It is

twelve or fifteen feet in diameter and

ten feet high in the centre, with a hole at

top for the escape of smoke. At a little

distance it is said to resemble a pile of

earth. Its felt covering, in cold weather

sometimes doubled or tripled, is water

proof, and makes the interior much warm

er than a canvas tent in winter, and cool

er in summer. Luxury, with those who

are able to indulge in it, consists in hang

ings of silk or cotton, wooden floors and

carpets.

Rich and poor meet on the same plat

form of utter ignorance of soap, and a

disuse of the rare article of water almost

as total. The brackish pools and wells

are indeed as little fit for washing as for

drinking purposes. “The stagnant pool

that beasts would cough at" (were it not

that or nothing) is the rule. It serves,

however, for making the national and

universal drink, tea, as the true Briton

pronounces the questionable water of

the Thames unequaled for beer. In the

brick-tea of Mongolia we are not to rec

ognize the classic Johnsonian and C0w- ‘Y

The mode of prepa- 1

ration is disgusting: the vessel in which i

perian beverage.

the tea is boiled is never cleansed. Salt

water is generally used, but if unobtain

able salt is added. The tea is then pared

off with a knife or pounded in a mortar,

and a handful of it thrown into the boil

ing water, to which a few cups of milk

are added. To soften the brick-tea,

which is sometimes as hard as a rock, it

is placed for a few minutes among hot

argols (the "buffalo-chips" of our prai

ries), "which impart a flavor and aroma

to the whole beverage. This is the first pro

cess, and in this form it answers the same

purpose as chocolate or coffee with us.

For a more substantial meal the Mongol

mixes dry roasted millet in his cup, and

as a final relish adds a lump of butter

or raw sheep-tail fat." Sugar is unknown.

The tourist ambitious of assisting at a

Mongol feast will have to carry his sup

ply with him. Still, style will assert

itself everywhere. Each member of the

family owns his or her own private and

particular cup, and carefully cleans it

with the tongue at the end of the meal.

The fashionables have them of pure sil

ver, made by the Chinese; while the

clergy maintain the fine old Teutonic and

Scandinavian custom of using human

skulls cut in half and tastefully mounted

in silver. Here is a new market for the

Comstock Lode, and a neat solution per

haps of the silver question. The body

of the cup can be provided on the spot

in any quantity, the people of the Gobi

not burying their dead, but leaving them

to the wolves and vultures. This revolt

ing practice places them beneath their

distant cousins, the American Indians,

who do what they can to protect poor

mortality from such desecration.

We are here speaking, as we shall

chiefly in the rest of this article, of the

Mongol pure—or impure—and simple, as

he appears within the limits of the Chi

nese empire. West of the Thian-Shan

Mountains he shades off into the Cau

casian race and civilization, though still

migratory and hampered in progress by

that method of existence. Lamaism

stops with that range, and gives place to

the religion of Islam, a monotheistic and

non-sensuous creed far superior as an

elevating influence to the debased and
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debasing superstition of Eastern Mon

golia. In the latter region it is estimated

that one-third of the male population are

lamas, or members of the sacred order.

The head of the Church, or Dalai-Lama,

resides with his assistant of the second

rank at Lhassa in the south. On the

northern side of Mongolia, at Urga, re

sides a third impersonation of Deity, who

shares his name of Kutuchtu and super

human character with others of less note

and power scattered through the country.

To judge from the engraved photographs

of two of these gentlemen, they would

not be singled out in an American crowd

as divinities, or even divines. These dig

nitaries are, indeed, kept down to a very

terrestrial grade of intelligence by the

policy of the Chinese government, which

takes care to encourage the transmigra

tion of the soul of the deceased hierarch

into a successor distinguished rather for
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stupidity than the reverse. It thus se

cures more manageable tools for con

trolling the superstitious masses beyond

the Great Wall, and thereby maintain

ing the peace of the frontier. In this

object it seems to succeed, the ancient

spirit of the hordes having died out, and

what disturbances occur lying at the door

of the Mohammedans.

Dolon-Nor, two hundred miles north

of Peking, on the extreme eastern edge

LAMA IN FULL CANONICALS.

of Mongolia, is the only manufacturing

town of the Mongols, and it is more than

half Chinese, the two races, as in Urga,

occupying distinct quarters of the city.

lts industry is the production of idols.

These are distributed from its foundries

over the whole domain of the Grand

Lama, and are not unknown in much

more distant countries where their sacred

character is universally conceded. The

specimens seen in museums do not speak

highly for the Dolon-Nor art-school, but

they are turned out at a cost hopelessly

discouraging to artistic competition from

South Kensington, Dtlsseldorf, Rome or

Birmingham.

The fear shown by China of a handful

of nomads scattered over a vast wilder

ness, and scarcely equaling in number

the population of two of its seaboard

cities, is explicable only by the singular

compound of timidity and tenacity which

marks the policy of the

empire and the disposition

of the Chinese. The Great

Wall, built twenty centu

ries ago to resist the in

cursions of the Mongols,

is standing evidence that

this policy is a traditional

one. We may here add

that the prevailing impres

sion that this extraordinary

barrier failed in the pur

pose of its erection is not

altogether well founded.

Of course, the wall could

not be perfect as a forti

fication and constitute a

Gibraltar thirty-three hun

dred miles long. No gar

rison could defend so long

a line. It was on some oc

casions passed. But that

in the long run it deterred

invasion is evident from

history, and from the facts

that it is still serviceable

and still forms the bound

ary between China and

the turbulent foes—now

her tributaries more or

less punctual and submis

sive—against whom it was

designed to protect her. A chain of de

tached forts would have been more in

harmony with the teachings of military

science; but raiding-parties would have

made their way through the intervals with

more ease, frequency and effect than over

a sheer continuous parapet seven yards

high and nine thick—too high for them

to scale, and too broad for any engines

at the command of the assailants to bat

ter. The detached forts are there, too,
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as they were around Paris in 1870. We

think it will be conceded that she would

not have been worse off with the curtain

in addition. John Chinaman, standing

on the heights of Vauvres, might have

adduced his much-ridiculed wall with no

little force and point. China would have

been fortunate had she been as well pro

tected on her opposite border, facing the

sea. The ruins of the imperial pavilions

near Peking prove that her most serious

sufferings from in

vasion of late years

have been caused by

attacks on that side.

She is apprehen

sive of danger from

a new assailant on

the side of the desert

more formidable

than th e Mongols.

Communication with

SiberiaI for many

years limited to the

one inland port—-if

we may use the ex

pression—0f Kiach

ta, was last winter

cut off entirely by

form al notification

from the court of

Peking to that of

St. Petersburg. The

provocation to this

summary step w as

unwittingly furnish

ed by a pair of mod

est octavos, an Eng

lis h translation of

which lies before us.

The author, Lieutenant-Colonel Prejeval

sky of the Russian army, was deputed by

the Geographical Society of St. Peters

burg to explore the country between Ki

achta and Thibet. This he undertook in

a series of journeys in the years 1870-73.

The funds at his command did not en

able him to reach Lhassa, but he crossed

the Gobi at two points, penetrated it at

another for a third of its width, and, fol

lowing generally the upper Hoang-Ho

ralist, he brought back valuable contri

butions to science, geographic, zoological

and botanical. His collections embrace

three hundred species of birds, forty-two

of1nammalia, seventy of reptiles and fish,

over five hundred of plants, of which one

hundred are new, and more than three

thousand specimens of insects. It was

not, however, with what he taught the

outside barbarians in regard to its wea

ther, its rocks, its plants and its animals

LAMA KUTUCHTU.

that the jealous government of the Cen

tral Kingdom found fault. His remarks

on the character and condition, physical,

military and political, of the frontier popu

lation were the ground of offence. The

gallant colonel's observations on that

score are certainly not flattering. He

thinks both Mongols and, Chinese arrant

cowards, the ofiicials corrupt and tyran

nical in the extreme, and the soldiers

j much more of a terror to friends than

and the Great Wall, pushed beyond the 1 to enemies. He declares himself con

southern extremity of the latter into the i vinced of “the rotten state of China and

Kuen-Lun Mountains. An ardent natu her tributaries. They are all alike, and
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nothing but ignorance on the part of

Europeans could invest them with any

of the attributes of power or majesty."

The hostilities between the Mohamme

dan insurgents and the Chinese would

be ludicrous were they not attended by

so much cruelty and rapine. Their fo

rays and skirmishes "simply amounted

to this : One set of cowards tries to out

wit another: as soon as either side has

succeeded, Va 1/ictir /—woe to the fallen

enemy!" No prisoners were spared:

men, women and children were alike put

to death. At a siege the assailants with

drew at the hour of taking tea, to return

to the investment next morning and dis

charge their clumsy matchlocks at the

walls till the recurrence of another noon

day lunch. The Mohammedans adopt

ed that proceeding at the fort of Chob

sen, retiring daily two-thirds of a mile

to their camp, when the garrison availed

themselves of the opportunity to come

out and supply themselves with water

for their own tea. After six days em

ployed in this way the siege was raised.

The arrival of a body of troops was

always the signal for a stampede of those

they were sent to defend. Poultry, cat

tle, household goods and everything else

stealable were snatched up and carried

into the hills. The unhappy villagers

thus suffered the horrors of war from

both parties. The natural result was,

that broad tracts once fertile and popu

lous became howling wastes.

Such statements were not calculated

to commend Russian tourists to favor

at Peking. The sudden drying-up of

the Siberian teapot cannot surprise us.

Twenty millions of pounds is its annual

supply. The tea is borne across the Gobi

eight hundred miles from Kalgan, a town

of seventy thousand inhabitants, one hun

dred and forty miles north-west of Peking,

on the backs of camels. The usual load

is four chests of one hundred and eight

pounds each. \The cost of transport is

about four cents a pound. There is also

a return trade, some travel, and a Rus

sian mail four times a month each way.

To European and American minds a rail

road suggests itself. Not so to the Chinese.

Their views are precisely the reverse. .

I

l

They would like to see the Gobi wider

and if possible more barren, with its

mountain-edges, northern and southern,

broader and higher. The range on the

northern side is a hundred and seventy

five miles wide, from Kiachta to Urga.

and embraces what Prejevalsky, fresh

from Siberia, considered some fine val

leys, with plenty of wood and water.

From his account we should liken it to

the northern part of Maine. A much

milder climate and less arctic vegetation

greeted him on his descent into the allu

vial plain of Peking, only one hundred

and twenty feet above tide. Here "snow

is rare: if it fall occasionally at night, it

generally thaws the next day. Winter

ing birds abound, and we saw thrushes,

mountain-finches, greenfinches, rooks,

bustards, kites, pigeons and wild-ducks."

This in December.

Of Peking, described for us by many

other visitors, M. Prejevalsky has little

to say. It seems to have appealed more

powerfully to his nose than to his eyes.

His most valuable acquisition in the cap

ital was an imperial passport. "Respect

this!" was an inscription not without

meaning, for it brought him through

numberless difiiculties thrown in his
path by private and ofiicial persons. I

This requisite for the journey was

more easily provided than some others.

It was impossible to procure a native

guide. No offer of reward would tempt

either Mongol or Chinese to accompany

the Russians on the long desert march.

At a village where the Catholics main

tained a mission they hired, by advice

of the clergy in charge, a Mongol con

vert as interpreter. But "after the first

day's march he deserted, carrying 06

one of our knives and a revolver. This

happened during the night, and he had

probably laid his plans beforehand, as

he did not take his clothes off when he

turned in to sleep with the Cossacks."

Currency was another trouble. "Cash"

are the small change. They are strung

on a cord, five hundred in a bunch.

Half a dollar's worth of them weighs

about eight pounds. This is the only

Chinese coin, silver being used by weight

and cast in wedge-shaped ingots, from
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which the required amount is cut as

needed. The rate of exchange between

these two forms of money varies in al

most every town and city. “In some

places, thirty cash count as a hundred;

in others, fifty, seventy-eight, eighty,
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ninety-two, ninety-eight, are worth no

more." Add that the silver is of all

grades of impurity and the scales of all

grades of dishonesty, and you can esti

mate the delights of a tour through the

remote interior of China. "How not to

do it" is reduced to the most profound

and perfect of sciences.

It was something that our St. Peters

burgers did finally get out of Peking.

 

M5NG6L SOLDIER.

They, their camels, two horses and

one dog—a Russian setter named Faust,

who stuck faithfully by them through two

years’journeyings, and succumbed at last

to the hardships of the desert when only

a few days‘ march from its c1ose—moved

northward, and then along the southern

skirt of the Gobi to the west. East of

Kalgan they found a well-peopled region,

with good roads on the main routes, a

large traffic in two-wheeled bullock-carts,

and "countless herds of sheep, cows and

horses in every part of the steppe.” The

trying part of the trip lay to the left.

They reascended the desert plateau,

and followed it westwardly through the

territory of the Toumet tribe of Mongols

till they reached the western abutment

of the In-Shan Mountains on the north

ern or left bank of the Hoang-H0. At

the town of Bantu they crossed that river

into the sandy desert of Ordos, formerly

called Ho-Nan, which forms a square

some two hundred miles on a side, en

closed within a bend of the Hoang-Ho.

Huc, moving with a caravan, had pass

ed directly across Ordos,

but Prejevalsky clung to

the river-valley, recross

ing at Ding-Hu into the

desert ofAla-Shan, which

connects Ordos, with only

the intervention of the

river, with the Gobi be

yond. At the farther

frontier of Ala-Shan they

reached the outliers of

the Kuen-Lun, and

thence for five hundred

miles the route lay among

and overelevationswhich

attained in some places

sixteen thousand five

hundred feet. Their first

climb from the arid waste

of Ala-Shan brou g h t

them upon a ridge green

and misty with moisture

and rich in animal and

vegetable life. The peo

ple seemed to change

with their habitat. The

oblique eye, broad cheek

bones and flat face of the

Mongols were replaced by the more

regular features of the Tangutans, long

faced men with beards and a gypsy-like

physiognomy. This race is described as

possessed of more energy and intelligence

than are the pure Mongols. They build

cabins in some places, and cultivate the

soil—an approach to Chinese industry

the Mongols cannot constrain themselves

to make.

Though the Mongolian is the perva

ding race of all Upper Asia, it is divided,

like our aborigines, into tribes and fam

ilies, which maintain their distinctions

even when their individuals or subdivis

ions are separated by thousands of miles.
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Thus, the people of Ala-Shan and Ordos, | half ago made the latest Tartar demon

whose territory crosses, with the desert,

the Hoang-Ho and extends into China

proper, are of the same kindred with the

western horde which a century and a

stration on Europe. The readers of De

Quincey will remember his vivid descrip

tion of the fate which befell this migra

tion when the vigorous hand of Catha

rine ll. came to deal with it, and how

in I771 it was kept upon the trot at the

spear-point of the Cossack across half

Asia, until the few wretched survivors

found shelter within the confines of the

Chinese empire.

The language of the Tangutans differs

from that of the Mongols, and is the same

with that 0fThibet, the population ofwhich

country is mainly Tangutan. The home

of the race is around Lake Koko-Nor.

Upon the borders of this lake, lying ten

thousand five hundred feet above the

sea, and possessing no outlet, M. Pre_jeval

sky made a long stay. The population is

very sparse, and Nature untouched. The

Mongolians do not harm birds, and their

arrows and matchlocks can do little harm

to largergame. The argali might often

be seen grazing among the domestic

sheep, although still wary enough to pre

vent their leading it within easy rifle-shot.

The wild ass, apparently the same spe

cies with the Persian, showed itself on
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the open plains in herds of from ten to

fifty, and near the banks of the lake in

larger assemblages of several hundred.

Rumor told of wild horses and wild

camels, but they were to be found in a

region some days‘ journey to the north

west which circumstances placed be

yond Prejevalsky's reach.

Here was the very halting-place for

him. A new scientific province lay open

before him. He was hospitably received

by the ruling princess, who held the reins

of government for her minor son, and

accorded all respect to the passport of

her suzerain the emperor. The stran

ger's first and only interview with this

lady is thus noted: "\Ve met her with

the young prince near Djaratai-Dabas,

on their way to Tonkie to transact busi

ness. The latter eyed us with a sort of

stupid curiosity, but the princess demand

ed our passport, and after reading it

through remarked to her attendants that

we were perhaps emissaries of the em
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peror of China to report everything we

saw to him. She then bade them give

us guides, and we separated after an

interview which did not last more than

half an hour."

Equally obliging was the uncle of the

young wang or prince. This personage

was a gigen, or first-class priest, but his

temple had been destroyed by the Mo

hammedan insurgents, and thus thrown

outof business he occupied himself chief

ly with politics. “He was an excellent

fellow: . . . the greatest kindness he

showed us was in forbidding his subjects

 

from entering our tent except on special

business; so that for the first and only

time during the expedition we lived near

the natives without being disturbed by

them."

The attentions of the people were cer

tainly oppressive, and took every form

from thievery to worship. Here, in Ko

ko-Nor, the latter phase predominated,

and the unlucky colonel had divinity

buckled on his back whether he would

or no. His wonderful guns, his safe pas

sage through the country most infested

by rebels, his collection of skins and

. “*9 lllllllun “" ,
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plants, the attention paid him by the

magnates and the concealment of the

purposes of his journey, combined to

build up for him the character of a saint.

The populace prayed to the Russians and

their rifles, and the princes brought their

children to be blessed. “As we approach

ed Dulan-Kit a crowd of two hundred

men assembled to worship us, kneeling

on each side of the road." Intelligence

of these proceedings had doubtless some

thing to do with the decision arrived at

at Peking to cut up Russian exploration

by the roots.

Our traveler was little less put to it to

escape the honors and responsibility of a

physician than to avoid those of a saint.

Human sufi'ering is always vigilant for

relief, and the first demand made by

barbarians upon civilized visitors is apt

to be for medical assistance. Prejevalsky

had quinine with him, and its efficacy in

the cases it suited produced an impres

sion of his medical powers. The neigh

boring temple of Kumbum was famed for

its school of medicine, and he deems it

not impossible that it might teach Eu

ropean physicians somcthing of value

in regard to remedies supplied by the

plants of the locality. This is the habitat
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of the true rhubarb, lost or degenerated

in Europe.

The colonel's contributions to the

resources of Thibetan physic were not

confined to quinine. On the principle

pupulus rm/1‘ derzlzfii, n'e:1}b1'alur, he treat

ed his importunate patients

to the panacea of a German

quack. This cure-all con

sisted in a bunch of needles

set on a spring and used as

a scarifier, ointment being

afterward rubbed in. The

Koko-Norians hailed it with

enthusiasm as an emanation

from Buddha. The precious

instrument was presented to

a l\/Ion'gol chief, "who at

once began to practice with

it on his aide-de-camps,

although they had nothing

earthly that ailed them."

The next tourist to Kum

bum, utterly ignorant of Pre

jevalsky, may perhaps re

turn it to Europe as a boon

which science owes to the

Thibetan school of medi

cine. If nothing more mis

chievous were ever sent to

or brought from Asia!

Of the seven thousand la

mas formerly resident at this

seat of science, the greater

part have been dispersed by

the Mohammedan insurrec

tion, but are now expected to return and

resume their researches and devotions.

They have done, and will do, however,

less for the development of the natural

wealth of this elevated region than the

hardworking Chinese, who are occupying

the choice spots with colonies. The lat

ter have opened coal-mines at one point,

and have an opportunity of testing the

Californian experience of their country

men on the gold said to be found in

almost every mountain-stream. These

washings are not more inaccessible than

those of the Nevada originally were, the

great Yang-tse-Kiang—called on these

its upper waters the Murui-Ussu—flowing

within three hundred miles of Lake Ko

ko-Nor on the south-west, and the l-loang

Ho, only a day's march from the lake,

skirting the eastern front of the plateau

for hundreds of miles. The Chinese

name for the stream called by the Mon

gols Murui-Ussu signifies uGold-sand

River." At the spot where Prejevalsky

MONGOI. GIRL.

i struck it the width of its channel is sev

en hundred and fifty feet, but the bed

from one bank to the other is over a

mile wide, and the natives told him it

was not only filled in the rainy season

of summer, but sometimes overflowed.

At the lowest stage of water there were

a few fords. The current is very rapid,

as may be supposed from the enormous

height of the mountains which overlook

the narrow valley. Two hundred and

thirty miles below, the country was said

to become comparatively level and open,

i and to sustain a large agricultural popu

l lation. Five hundred miles south by west,

a journey of twenty-seven days over

mountains not more difficult than some

our travelers had passed, lay the Thibetan
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capital, Lhassa, looking down upon the

Brahmaputra and up to the Himalaya.

But their purse was exhausted, and with

heavy hearts they turned back. It can

not be many years before their work will

be supplemented by explorers pushing

from the opposite direction through Ne

paul and Burmah.

The ridge forming the northern fron

tier of Thibet where it was crossed by

the Russians is sixteen thousand three

hundred feet above sea-level, and seven

thousand five hundred above the plain

of salt-marshes which borders it on the

north. The height of the pass is fifteen

thousand three hundred feet. In De

cember there was nevertheless but a

slight covering of snow on the northern

slopes of the highest summits, and on

the return march in early spring this had

disappeared. The latitude, 36°, is not

low enough to account for the absence

of perpetual snow at such an elevation.

The dry winds from the Gobi explain it.

The distress of men and animals from

the rarefaction of the air at such heights

is of course great. The camel has been

known to drop dead. One of Prejeval

sky's, indeed, expired near the summit,

and the others were barely able to walk.

The yak is better suited to the work, and

in the wild state prefers the peaks. Car

avans always carry a large reserve force

of camels or yaks, but in snow-storms

all may be lost. A caravan in the win

ter of 1870 left Lhassa with three hun

dred souls and one thousand beasts of

burden. In a violent storm, followed by

intense cold, fifty men and all the ani

mals save three camels—which were kept

MONGOL PRINCESS—REAR VIEW.

i alive by feeding them on barley—per

1 ished.

At the lower elevations ruling in this

. region, of from ten to twelve thousand

@
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feet, the discomforts of physical exertion

and of every-day life are marked. \Va

ter boiling thirty or forty degrees below

the heat required at the level of the sea,

food is less easily cooked, even with good

fuel. And when, in winter, the only fuel

obtainable, "argols," or dried manure,

has to be sought for under the snow, the

obstacles in the way of a savory roast or

a cup of'tea must be dis

couraging to the best house

or tent-keeper. Of meat

our traveler had no lack.

Game is abundant, and M.

Prejevalsky was astonished

at the abundance of animal

life. He "could have fed

a regiment" with his rifle.

A man who could do that

has a right to claim the

largest liberty in his sport

ing narratives. An ante

lope, cornered on an iso

lated crag, springs one hun

dred feet into the ravine

below, the swifts shooting

out from the cliff and fol

lowing him in his descent,

and gallops ofi" as if noth

ing had happened. The

kuku -yaman, or moun

many of them proved true, and such an

infinitesimal proportion proven false. Old

Marco Polo comes out brighter, clearer

and sounder with each modern expedi

tion to the realm of the Grand Khan.

japan, Ethiopia and Borneo turn out

queerer in the reality than in the pages

of the most fanciful of the old voyagers.

He of the worst repute in this maligned

tain-sheep, brought to like

extremities, s p r in gs up,

though not to such a vertical

distance. It does it also in

stress of food. The grass

being parched, it leaps into the trees to

feed upon the leaves! Says the colonel

—and who that has been to Kan-Su will

dare to impeach him ?—‘‘I myself, in

May, 1871, saw two of these animals on

a widespreading elm fourteen feet from

the ground." We believe this fully, and

would, with some slight concession as to

the angle which the trunk of the elm or

its main branches made with the ground,

accept twenty-five feet. Even had we

never seen a goat on a roof, we should

feel bound to credit travelers‘ tales, so

many of them have been disputed, so
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class, Mandeville, is in process, albeit

slow and partial, of vindication. What

can be said more incredible of the antip

odes than the circumstance conveyed in

their name, that their heads are where

their feet ought to be?

We have no idea that the Kiachta in

terdiction will last long. The czar is not

the man to be bowed out in that fashion.

China's experience of the results of such

a line of policy on her seaboard ought

to assure her of its futility on her inland

front. EDWARD C. BRUCE.
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IN THE VALLEYS OF PERU.

SECOND PAPER.

 

BETWEEN SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS.

HEN Marcoy awoke next morn

ing he found himself alone with

Don Julian, Leroux having gone out for

a walk. Curious to be informed how the

jovial citizen whom he had known in

Cuzco had undergone his transformation

into a colonel of the engineer corps, he

proceeded to question him on the subject.

"You must ask my wife about that,"

replied Don Julian with a chuckle: “it's

all her doing, and it is owing to her that

I am here instead of being somewhere

else." '

“ Doha Balbina ?" queried Marcoy.

“Yes, Dofta Balbina. For a long time

she had been finding fault with my habit

of staying at home, and with the idle

ness, as she said, in which I was stag

nating. Now, no one knew better than

she that my business affairs in Cuzco and

the care of my plantations in the valley

of Santa Ana gave me enough to do, and

' that of the three hundred and sixty-five

days of the year I devoted three hundred

to overseeing my estates, scolding my

peons, selling my crops and putting out

my money at the best possible rate of

interest."

“ To be sure, Don Julian; but the com

mission as colonel: what about that?"

“Oh, as to the commission! Dofia

Balbina, deeming all these bothers in

sufficient, conceived the idea of writing

to her cousin, the president, to ask my

appointment as colonel in the national

army. And, diablo! what is more to the

purpose, her request was granted."

"So I perceive."

"Dofia Balbina," continued Don Ju

lian, "presented me with the commission

on my birthday. A funny gift, wasn't it?

Naturally, I protested, and even refused

the present; but my wife insisted on

my accepting it. Then, as for my part
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I would not yield, she became angry,

stormed, and went so far as to taunt me

—me, Don Julian Delgado y Palomino!

—with being chicken-hearted and with

preferring my money to‘the honor and

renown of my country. This domestic

tempest raged for two days. Unable to

struggle longer against her, I ordered a

uniform. Fortunately for me, there was

no vacancy in the army lists, and, more

fortunate still, there was no revolution in

progress, and consequently no war."

"That was lucky indeed."

"But for this fact, you see, I should

have been sent at the head of some in

fernal regiment or other to a distant prov

ince, my wife having particularly request

ed her illustrious cousin to put me where

I could see service. As the president,

under the circumstances, could not give

me a regiment, he hit on the plan of

appointing me colonel of engineers and

sending me hither to survey the prov

ince."

"And you accepted such a mission?“

asked Marcoy in amazement.

" Impossible to refuse, my dear friend.

My wife had settled everything without

consulting me. But, I say, what do you

think of my figure in uniform? Dofia

Balbina assures me that it makes me

look ten years younger."

"Since that is your wife’s opinion,"

said Marcoy politely, “I must agree with

her. But to come back to our sheep.

In what way can you fulfill acceptably

the mission with which you have been

charged? You are not, as far as my

knowledge extends, a mathematician,

an economist of any sort, a land-sur

veyor, an engineer, a geographer, or

even —"

"Softly, Don Pablo! Remember our

Spanish proverb: Cienria es locum :2‘

bum smso no la cum."

‘'50, Don Julian, you expect your

good sense to make up for your ignor

ance of science?"

“Exactly! All that I can say to you

is, that I will prove myself worthy of

my epaulets."

“But, my dear sir, it is not a question

of epaulets at all, but of a chart of the

province that you are expected to fur- 1

nish. Now, this map: where will you

find it, since you are unable to make

one?"

"I have it here,’ replied Don Julian

mysteriously, taking from a leather hand

trunk a sheet of yellow parchment, which

he unrolled before his guest's eyes. "On

this sheet, you will perceive, is drawn a

plan of the province with a precision of

lines which indicates that it was the work

of an employé of a register of lands.

These words, written in the title, suffi

ciently prove the fact and attest its gen

uineness: ' Drawn by order of the Most

Excellent Viceroy, Count Gil de Lemos,

August, t69o.'"

Don Julian seemed to enjoy the sur

prise with which Marcoy gazed at this

relic. “ It certainly looks old enough to

be genuine," said the latter, after recov

ering from his astonishment. "How did

you obtain possession of it?"

" I boughtit in Cuzco," said the colonel,

lowering his voice and looking round him,

“for two ;7:.w.r from a lay-brother of La

Recoleta, who had purchased it for a mere

song from a merchant of the Baratillo."

“And you will have the audacity to

offer it as the work of your own hand?“

"What! this parchment?"

"Yes, that parchment."

"\Vhy, no—certainly not! Of course

not the original; but I will hand in a

copy which I will have made by my

godson, who is a notary's clerk. The

rogue writes a fine hand and has a

good idea of drawing. He will do this

little job as an amusement."

"Unworthy plagiarist!" exclaimed

Marcoy, half seriously and half in jest.

"Bah!" exclaimed Don Julian care

lessly. “Why should I not make use

of it, when so many learned and illus

trious people do not scruple to array

themselves in the spoils of others?"

Pierre Leroux's sudden appearance at

this moment put a stop to Don Julian's

confidences, and the shriveled old parch

ment was hastily thrust into the trunk,

while the colonel whispered rapidly to

Marcoy, “ You promise not to say a word

‘ about all this?"

“I promise," returned Marcoy without

changing countenance. But he added



416 [APR.[IV THE VALLEYS OF PERU.

mentally, "For twenty-four hours, that

is.“

Happy and confident in the possession

of his chart of 1690, the colonel of engi

' neers spent the rest of the day, when

alone, in drinking his brandy and sher

ry wine, of the latter of which he had

an ample supply, and in reading a file

of newspapers he had brought with him

from Cuzco, while Marcoy wrote up his

notes of travel and Pierre Leroux paid a

visit to the abandoned silver-mine that

had proved the source of Joaquin Vila

fro‘s fortunes and misfortunes.

The next morning Don Julian, after he

had finished reading his newspapers, in

formed Marcoy that he had decided to

return to Cuzco immediately.

“What, so soon?" exclaimed the latter.

"Certainly. Why delay when I have

my survey all ready in my pocket?"

Marcoy shrugged his shoulders. It was

impossible to answer such an argument.

He could not help wondering, however,

whether dear Dofia Balbina would be so

well satisfied at the early return of her

hero from his mission of glory and with

his epaulets as lustrous as when he went

away.

The announcement of their host's in

tended departure led the travelers to re

solve upon the resumption of their jour

ney at the same time. While the mule

teers were engaged in bridling their ani

mals and fastening the pack-saddles on

their backs, and Saturnino was on his

way to Caylloma to return Don Julian's

thanks for the provisions that had been

sent him, the two, leaving the colonel to

his potations and newspapers, went out

for a last stroll on the shore of the lake,

whose waters, reflecting the hue of the

pearl-colored sky, were stirred at this

moment into ripples under the influence

of a gentle breeze that blew from the

cordillera. Marcoy had made a pencil

sketch of the lake the evening before,

and in order to put the finishing touches

to the drawing he and his companion re

tired to a secluded spot among the rocks

whence the whole of the surface was

clearly visible.

He had been at work about half an

hour when suddenly a noise was heard

proceeding from the bill that overlooked

the camp, and presently they perceived

a mounted company of men and women

galloping, helter-skelter, down the in

clined road that led to the cave. They

poured, like a torrent that had burst its

banks, into the meadow with cries of

“ Viva :1 coranel 1 Viva el president: de

la nacion /"

The tumult brought Don Julian bare

headed from his lair, and no sooner had

he made his appearance than he was

seized promptly by two females of the

party, each with a bottle in her hand, in

whom Marcoy thought he recognized the

wife of the gobernador and her friend the

wife of the alcalde, and who began to whirl

the obese colonel of engineers round and

round in a sort of bacchic dance. The rest

of the company—which, as the reader

has doubtless surmised, was composed of

the visitors of the previous day-—gathered

about the three in a circle, and glasses

and other bottles having been produced,

everybody began to drink to the health

of the colonel, who under the auspices

of the gobernadora and the alcalda, was

compelled to drink in turn with every

individual of the assemblage. Marcoy

and Leroux, fearing that if discovered

they would be forced to share in these

farewells of the Caylloma notables, pru

dently kept themselves concealed and

quietly watched the proceedings.

The rat/zarpari, as this speeding of

the parting guest is called by the Peru

vians, lasted for two hours. At the end

of that time the revelers mounted their

horses and set out for Caylloma, the

men yelling at the top of their voices

and the women joining in with shrill

cries that rose above the chorus of their

male companions. When the last no

table had disappeared behind the crest

of the hill, Marcoy and Leroux emerged

from among the rocks and made their

way to the scene of festivity with the

view of learning from Don Julian the

details of the pleasant affair. Greatly

to their surprise, they found the mule

teers unsaddling their mules, while others

of the attendants were carrying back into

the cave the trunks and bundles that a

few hours before had been brought out
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to be packed on the animals. As this

seemed to indicate a sojourn at the spot

rather than a departure, Marcoy asked

them whether the start was not to be

made that day. For a reply Quispie

pointed to the side of the rock near the

entrance to the cave, Where they saw

their host, half seated, half reclining,

with his back to the rock and his aide

de-camp stretched out on the ground

near him. Don Julian and Saturnino

presented a melancholy spectacle.
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The effects of these potations had not

passed away the next morning when ‘

Marcoy and Pierre Leroux, rising and

dressing themselves, left the oblivious

pair to their heavy slumbers. As a

means of killing time until the colonel

should have slept off his debauch, Mar

coy determined to have the depths of

the lake sounded, and to procure some

specimens of the fish that swim in its

chilly waters. An offer of a small sum

of money induced six of the Indians to

undertake the task, although it could be

accomplished only at the expense of a

cold leg-bath of two hours’ duration. As

there was no boat, it was necessary to

construct something that would serve

as a substitute. Several armfuls ofja

rar/a, a kind of grass that grew abun

dantly in the plain near by, were cut

and tied together into large bundles,

thus making rafts on which the Indians

ventured into the lake, each on his im

provised raft and propelling himself with

a stick used as a paddle. One of their

number was supplied with a plummet,

and the others were furnished with fish

ing-tackle. The lake was found to be of

variable depth, ranging from seven to

nineteen fathoms, with a bed of quartzy

sand. Four varieties of a small fish of

the Silurus species were caught and

brought to shore. They varied in length

from three to six inches, and were sim

ilar to some that Marcoy had caught in

Lake Titicaca and other lakes of the

Andes.

When Marcoy and Leroux returned

to the cave they found the colonel and

his aide-de-camp awake and sitting up

on their beds, looking at each other with

a confused and sheepish expression of

countenance. A broth of dried beef

well seasoned with pepper soon cleared

their minds, however, and enabled them

to follow intelligently the recital of what

had happened, as narrated by Marcoy.

After breakfast our travelers prepared

for immediate departure, and as the in

dians who had guided Don Julian from

Coporaque were returning thither, Mar

coy, who also was on his way to Copo

raque, made arrangements to accom

pany them. As a reward for their ser

vices to him the colonel gave them, in

lieu of any more substantial recompense,

a certificate of good conduct, and after

charging them, under pain of the dis

pleasure of the curate of Coporaque,

and at the risk of the severity of the

gobernador, to obey the travelers in all

things, he bade his guests farewell.

On leaving this scene of adventure the

direction taken by the travelers was north

ward. The company consisted of six

teen persons. Quispe rode at the head

of the troop, and his companions follow

ed him in single file. Their route soon

led them from the level plain to a series

of declivities, and finally to an elevation

from which the whole of Lake Vilafro

was visible, with its motionless surface

of a grayish-blue resembling a steel mir

ror framed in the ground and surround

ed by rocks and undulating hills. in its

eastern edge was an aperture through

which flowed a placid stream across the

plain. As Marcoy paused to sketch the

scene, Pierre Leroux approached him,

and the former called his friends atten

tion to the issuing water. "Salute," he

said, “the cradle of the Apurimac River,

which over yonder flows from Lake Vi

lafro!"

Quispé was standing near him and

overheard the remark, although, as the

language was French, he understood but

the single word Apurimac. " Tai/a,"

he said in Spanish to Marcoy, "you mis

take. \Vhat you imagine to be the Apu

rimac is nothing but Lake Vilafro, which

eight leagues from here, toward the east,

receives the torrent of Parihuana and

takes the name of Rio de Chita, which it

retains for several leagues. \'Vhen that

slender thread of water flowing across

the plain over there shall have received

nine rivers on its right, eleven on its left,

and have run its course through twenty

three leagues of sierra region, then only

can you call it the Apurimac." And

with this bit of geographical information

he resumed his place at the head of the

column.

A few miles beyond the travelers cross

ed the torrent of Parihuana, referred to

by Quispie, and next reached a place

called Quimsachata, a farm with adwell
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ing-house attached, where the industry ‘

of llama-raising was carried on. As they .

drew near, these animals, to the number

of one hundred and fifty or two hundred,

could be seen wandering about the fields \

and grazing on a short, stiff grass that Y

covered the ground. They purchased

from the keeper of the farm a llama six

months old, which, according to the tes»

timony of the lndians, would furnish an

excellent roast, and as they set out again

the little animal trotted by the side of the
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mules. Leaving Quimsachata behind

them, Quispe led the party from the main

road to follow a steep path among the

rocks which the mules climbed like goats.

The purpose of this deflection, as he ex

nums at CHAUQUI.

stead of a city fallen into decay, how

ever, Marcoy saw when he reached the

place what he regards as the site of an

old quarry of the days anterior to the

coming of the incas, the most complete

specimen of which class of antiquities in

Peru is that of Ollantay-Tampu, in the

district of Urubamba.

To the left of the road, on a slope, rose

a monolithic cube as large as one of the

thatch-roofed huts of the country, in the ‘

eastern side of which were the simulacra

of a door and a window, with oblique

jambs, cut into the rock for a distance

of less than half a foot. To the right,

on a hillock, was a rectangular mass of

stone hollowed out in the interior, with

out a ceiling, and pierced with a single

door having inclined sides. A row of

stones, some standing on end and others

lying on the ground, resembling Celtic

menhirs, extended along the base of the

hillock. Near this eminence was a still

plained, was to enable Marcoy and Leroux

to visit certain stones near the village of

Chalqui, which the Indians are convinced

are all that remain of the ancient capital

of the empire of the Great Cana. In

 

.

higher hill, steep in ascent and of ele

gant outline, up which wound a very pre

cipitous path. Its summit was crowned

with a sort of square-work, hollow with

in, with oblique faces and pierced with

three doors.

Marcoy‘s explanation of the antiquities

is that they are not ruins of an ancient

city, as Quispe declared them to be, but

that the quarrymen, after their labor of

extracting the stones from the quarry was

finished, hewed some of the stones into

their present shapes and cut the pretend

ed doors and windows in the sides as

a matter of amusement and in order to

, give them the appearance of monuments.

However, as he says, Quispefs version

was not without its justification, for the

reason that the Cana nation had once in

habited this region, and when the incas

appeared in Peru houses similar in de

sign to the Chalqui ruins were occupied

by them. The Canas were a fierce and
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courageous people, and for a long time

struggled against the invasion of the

Children of the Sun, and it was only

when the twelfth inca, Huayna Capac,

married the daughter of their chief,

Atun-Cana, that they became reconciled

to the inca rule.

From the ruins the travelers journeyed

on through the village of Chalqui, from

which the monumental stones take their

name. The village was silent, and, as at

Condoroma, all the houses were closed.

were traversing presented nothing but a

succession of snow and rock, with here

and there a patch of feeble grass, but

not an inch of cultivated land. The fact

is, however, that the procession of San

Isidro‘s Day, which starts annually from

the village of Collana, the principal town

of the district—-situated to the right of

the road they were traveling—has no

reference to the crops, real or possible,

but is merely an opportunity for a little

diversion.

Borne on the winds, the murmur of

the merrymaking came to the ears of

Marcoy and his companions. At these

sounds of revelry Quispe and his people

VILLAGE OF COPORAQUE.

Quispe informed Marcoy that the inhab

itants, together with the people of Con

doroma and the other neighboring vil

lages, were probably at that moment as

sembled in the plain of Chifiini, about a

league distant, for the purpose of cele

brating the feast-day of San Isidro, the

patron saint of laborers and the guardian

saint of agriculture. The fact that such.

a festival should be celebrated seemed

strange to Marcoy, considering that as

far as the eye could reach the region they

 

betrayed an unwonted excitement, for

in imagination they already sniffed the

fumes of the c/tic/za and the brandy

which they knew formed the substantial

joys of the festival. As the party ap

proached the plain the noises grew loud

er, until finally, emerging from a nar

row gorge, the cavalcade debouched into

an extensive open space in which stood

an altar formed of planks resting on four

posts, with an arched altar-piece com

posed of mirrors hired for the occasion,

and a figure of the Virgin with a lighted

candle on either side of it. Above the

\'1rgin‘s head hung festoons of roses,

while from the altar-piece waved the
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Peruvian colors attached to poles. As

they reached the scene they saw the

celebrants, who had just arrived, march

ing down a steep path in the mountains

past the altar to the number of a thou

sand or twelve hundred of both sexes—

lndians, most of them. Four men bore

‘HIE L.'URA'l'E OF COPORAQUE.

on their shoulders a platform on which

was a standing figure of the saint dressed

in a green robe, with shaven crown and

with a nimbus around his head. In his

right hand was a watering-pot and in his

left a rake. The platform was deposited

in front of the altar, and at the same mo

ment a flourish of tin trumpets, supple

mented by a noisy tune the product of

a drum and two guitars, gave the signal

for the procession to break ranks. The

members at once began to fraternize, and

jugs of chicha and brandy were passed

around from hand to hand. Perceiving

that his guides were all anxiety to join the

revelers, Marcoy accorded them the priv

ilege of mingling for half an hour in the

festivities. At the expiration of that time

he ordered the “recall " to be beat, and

when the men had come together, a trifle

shaky on their legs from their potations,

he gave directions to his party to mount

and away. For some

time after leaving the

plain the sounds of

rejoicing were still

audible, dying away

at last long after the

scene had faded from

their view.

The increasing

dangerous steepness

of the road between

the plain of Chifiini

and Coporaque in

duced the travelers,

as they progressed.

to abandon the reins

to their mules. The

careful animals pick

ed their way cau

tiously and bore their

riders in safety over

the perils that lay un

der foot. Near the

village of Aconcahua

they passed certain

ruinscalled"the Four

Chapels of Acon

cahua," monolithic

.\lOI‘l€5 fifteen or twen

ty feet square, similar

in design to those at

Chalqui, and affirm

ed by the natn cs to be the remains of the

palace of Atun-Cana, king of the Canas.

A few minutes later the cavalcade drew

rein in Coporaque, where Quispe and his

companions were to leave the tra\'elers'

service.

The entrance into Coporaque created

a sensation. All the women and chil

dren flocked to the doors and windows

to inspect the visitors. Presently, those

of the women whose husbands were

among the arriving muleteers rushed

forth to greet them, and bore them ofi

in triumph to their respective homes.

Left alone with Quispé, Marcoy request
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ed the guide to point out to him the par

sonage. The curate of the place, Don

Mariano Teran by name, gave them a

cordial welcome, and, though Marcoy's

only purpose was to ask the priest to en

gage a guide for them as far as the limit

of the regions of cold, the latter was so

persistent in his friendly requests that

they should remain with him until the

next day at least that the travelers were

forced to consent. The curate was of

mingled Indian and Zambo origin. In
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one of the rooms of his house was a

valuable collection of Peruvian antiqui

ties ranged on three shelves against the

wall. These articles had been presented

to him at various times by pious people

whose spiritual director he was, but Don

Mariano esteemed them simply as so

‘many curious objects, and would have

prized equally a musical-box or a cun

ningly-carved cocoanut if Marcoy had

given him one.

At supper our travelers sought to obtain

some information regarding the mono

lithic blocks of Chalqui and Aconcahua,

but they could learn nothing more defin

ite about them than what Quispe had al

ready told them. But the worthy curate

gave them all the information about him

self which they could possibly have de

sired. Thus, they learned that once a

year he visited in his pastoral capacity

the eleven settlements attached to his

curacy; that his annual expenditures for

alms amounted to about twenty dollars;

and that the widows and orphans of

Coporaque, and also certain holy wo

men of the place, eight in number, were

under his special charge. All these were

required to work at some useful occu

pation, and Don Mariano paid them for

their labor. in small sums or the equiv

alent in clothing. Thus, the widows

were charged with the duty of keeping

the streets in repair by filling with stones

the ruts caused by the thaws; the or

phans gathered the droppings of llamas

from stables, which were used for fuel

in Don Mariano's kitchen; and the holy

women washed the curate's shirts and

surplices and the altar-cloths, sang the

responses, the anthems and the litanies

during service, and plucked away from

the ground near the parsonage a vigor

ous growth of dogwood that grew there.

At breakfast the next morning the cu

rate, who lost no opportunity to exalt his

province in the minds of his guests, in

vited the travelers to visit with him the

cave of Huarunini, which was situated

about a league from the town and on

their route of travel. Before setting out

Marcoy broached the subject of a guide.

To his question the curate replied by ask

ing whether Quispé had not given satis- -

faction ; and when Marcoy remarked

that Quispe had been most exemplary

in his conduct, but that he had no desire

to tear him from the bosom of his lately

rejoined family to undertake another jour

ney, Don Mariano answered with a laugh,

" Oh, is that all ? Quispe will go with you

as far as Cusibamba, and still farther if

necessary; but at Cusibamba you will

find the Indians who cultivate pimento

and coca, and you can accompany them

into the wann valleys, whither they go

to carry their wares to market."

Our traveler could not help thinking

that this was a very cavalier way of dis

posing of the unfortunate Quispe by the

latter's spiritual adviser, but he prom

ised to himself to reward the good fellow

liberally for the additional labor imposed

on him. A few minutes later Quispe ap

peared on the scene with a most woe

begone look, but prepared to resume the

duties of guide. When all was ready for

departure, the company, including two

Indians provided with torches for the

lighting up of the cave, left Coporaque._

In about an hour's time they reached

I-Iuarunini, a hamlet composed of seven

huts grouped at the foot of a mountain,

immediately along which lay the road,

at this point a narrow ledge not more

than five or six feet wide, with the moun

tain-wall on one side and a yawning

abyss, one hundred and fifty or two hun

dred yards in depth, on the other. A

false step of a mule during this passage

might have proved fatal to its rider.

\Vhen the other end of the perilous pass

was attained, they wound around the

mountain, and soon reached a dark

opening in its side, the entrance to the

cave.

Accompanied by the torch-bearers, the

curate and his guests entered the fairy

like grotto. The interior was a wonder

ful receding intricacy of elegant pillars,

a vaulted roof crossed by massive ribs,

pendent stalactites and uprising stalag

mites, all glittering with a solemn white

ness or flashing back the hues of the

rainbow as the wavering torchlight fell

on them. The Indians of the party

seemed uneasy, during their stay in the

cave, in the presence of the phenomenal
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one of the approaches to the bowels of

the earth. When the visit was over and

the explorers emerged into the open air,

the native attendants breathed a sigh of

relief.

GORGE OF THE APURIMAC.

whiteness and the unfamiliar shapes that

crowded before their gaze, and doubtless

in their simplicity they regarded the beau

tiful grotto of Huarunini as the abode of

gnomes and hobgoblins, if not actually

VOL. X]X.—-27
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. At the threshold of the cave the trav

elers parted from their host, who rode

away with his two Indians southwardly,

while they, accompanied by Quispe, fol

lowed the route to the north. After a

rough ride over a desolate road, about

nightfall they reached Velille, a town

eight leagues distant from the grotto.

Next to San Tomas, Velille is the most

important town of the province of Chum

bivilcas. It is situated in a picturesque

spot at the entrance to a gorge form

ed by the escarpment of several low

mountains. As the travelers entered

the village the church-bells were ring

ing joyous peals. Marcoy inquired of

Quispe the cause of this merry tintin

nabulation, and was informed that the

day being December 24th—a fact that

our travelers had forgotten altogether

—the bells were ringing in the N0:/1:

Emma, or "Good Night"-—in other

words, Christmas Eve. As they made

their way along the street the indications

of the festival became more numerous,

for they saw people coming and going,

while a profusion of lights twinkling here

and there in the darkness showed that

an illumination of the town was in prog

ress.

The first thing to be considered by the

travelers was the question of lodgings

for the night, and Quispe conducted them

to the tampu, at the entrance to which

was suspended a lantern. In pursuance

of a custom connected with the occasion

of this festival, the r/111'/zrrz'as, or meat

shops, were transformed for the nonce

into eating-houses, which were to be kept

open all night for the convenience of

the public and the profit of their owners.

From one of these establishments Quispe

procured supper for Marcoy and Leroux,

who after the meal strolled through the

streets to see what was going on.

The throngs without had increased

while the travelers were at supper, and

everybody seemed to be in a holiday

humor. The fronts of the houses were

draped and festooned with flags and

streamers, and a shadowy appearance

was given to passers-by as they walked

in the circle of the vague light emitted

The church at this hour was closed. and

was so to remain until midnight, when

it would open its doors and display its

interior resplendent with light from a

multitude of candles. The travelers in

their peregrinations observed that certain

of the houses were in some way objects

of special attraction to the crowd, for

people were entering and departing from

them in a constant stream. They but

tonholed a visitor retiring from one of

them, and interrogated him regarding

these goings and comings. He replied

that the families in the dwellings refer

red to were celebrating a nacimiento, or

festival in commemoration of the birth

of our Saviour, and that entrance was

free to all pious persons who might wish

to make their devotions before the shrine

of the infant Jesus. Acting upon this

hint, they followed the line of visitors

into a low, well-lighted room, whose

whitewashed walls were hung with re

ligious pictures. In the background an

altar, semicircular in shape, reproduced

the touching scene in the manger at

Bethlehem. A representation of Mount

Calvary, surmounted with a cross, over

looked the group in the stable, all the

figures of which were made of painted

pasteboard, and the whole presented to

the observer at one glance the birth and

death of ]esus—the Beginning and the

End.

A dozen women were seated in front

of the nacimiento, and near them was a

table on which were two candles, a couple

of bottles and a drinking-glass. -At the

moment of our travelers‘ entrance a

woman of fifty years and a young (/1010

were executing a national dance to the

music of a guitar held by the woman. At

each figure of the dance they paused a

moment to make a curtsey directed to

ward the altar. When a visitor present

ed himself, a woman of the company,

who seemed to be in charge of the na

cimiento, rose from her seat, filled the

glass with brandy and offered it to the

newcomer with the utterance of a set

phrase, to which the' visitor gave a reply

expressive of his thanks, and then stood

at one side awaiting his turn to indulge

by the lanterns hanging at the windows. \ in a dance before the nacimiento. After
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his dance be repaired to an adjoining

room, where his predecessors were skip

ping about merrily. What is said here

of the male visitor applies as well to the

visitor of the female sex. The dances

executed in the adjoining room were of

the kind that the Spaniards call troclze )1

mac/ze, a designation which may be ren

dered in English by the term "helter

skelter." In their quality as strangers

Marcoy and Leroux escaped the cere

mony of dancing before the altar, but

before they retired they accepted the cus

tomary glass of brandy, which was offer

ed them in the name of the child Jesus.

Leaving the worthy Velilleos to cel

ebrate Christmas Eve after their own

fashion, our travelers repaired to their

cells in the inn. Bright and early next

morning they were in the saddle, and,

leaving the sleeping town behind them,

were on the road to the village of Pam

panca, the next halting-place. For some

distance beyond Velille the road lay along

a narrow path that skirted the sides of

mountains that bordered a deep ravine

through which flowed the Velille River,

and for the half hour they consumed in

passing through the gorge they trembled

lest some inadvertence should cause them

to follow to the depths below the down

ward-rolling stones which their mules at

every step detached from the soil and

set in motion. Beyond this locality they

left behind them several villages that lay

on the right-hand side of the road. In

one of these villages, Livitaca, was ex

posed for a long time one of the limbs

of a martyr of liberty, the cacique José

Gabriel Tupac Amaru, a descendant of

the incas, who, defeated in an insurrec

tion which he led against the Spaniards

nearly a hundred years ago, was cap

tured, tried and condemned at Cuzco,

and quartered in that city on the 18th

of May, 1781, by order of the Spanish

supreme court.

About a league from Pampanca the

travelers caught a glimpse of a river

whose bed was contracted between per

pendicular schistous sandstone forma

tions. It was the Apurimac, rushing at

the rate of fifteen knots an hour over an

inclined plane studded with rocks, and

bounding and foaming at the base of the

sandstoné barriers. A turn in the road

hid the stream from their view, and soon

after they rode along a winding path be

tween rocks into Pampanca, a pueblo, or

hamlet, of eleven thatch-roofed houses

built on a hill.

After a frugal supper they slept in one

of the ranchos of the hamlet, stretched

on the ground with their ponchos for

coverings and their saddles for pillows.

They rose early the next morning, and

speedily resumed their journey. An hour

later they reached the village of Pampa

cucho. The descending slope of the

country between the two points was so

rapid that at the latter place they were

surprised to find themselves surrounded

by fields of oats, lucerne, beans and po

tatoes. But this relative condition of

fertility ceased after Pampacucho was

passed, for a desolate region again met

their eyes as they rode through the vil

lages of Colcha and Ayrapalpa, which

next appeared on their route. A few

miles farther on, however, the slope still

continuing, they again entered a belt of

vegetation, and a warm breeze blowing

in their faces made them aware that they

were about to leave the bleak country of

snows to experience the mild climate of

the temperate zones. The exceptional

temperature that greeted them at this

stage was due to the propinquity of the

two fertile valleys of Totohuaylla and

Huacacha, veritable oases which lay shel

tered in the mountains about ten miles

distant, and in which grow to maturity the

banana, the orange, the papaw fruit and

other productions of tropical climates.

As they approached Cusibamba, where

they expected to find the pimento'and

coca Indians who were to supply Quispe's

place, the road continued as rough as

ever, but the face of surrounding Nature

assumed a softer aspect. The depths of

the ravines along their course were cov

ered with bushes, and their sides were

carpeted with grasses and plants, while

the ro'cks were green with mosses, and

trees and shrubbery at intervals enliven

ed the scene.
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THE MARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, AUTHOR OF "MALCOLM.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

CONJUNCTIONS.

S the days passed on and Florimel

heard nothing of Lenorme, the un

easiness that came with the thought of

him gradually diminished, and all the

associations of opposite complexion re

turned. Untrammeled by fear, the path

into a scaring future seeming to be cut

off, her imagination began to work in

the quarry of her late experience, shap

ing its dazzling material into gorgeous

castles, with foundations deep dug in the

air, wherein lorded the person and gifts

and devotion of the painter. When lost

in such blissful reveries not seldom mo

ments arrived in which she imagined

herself—even felt as if she were capable,

if not of marrying Lenorme in the flush

ed face of outraged society, yet of flee

ing with him from the judgment of the

all but all-potent divinity to the friendly

bosom of some blessed isle of the south

ern seas, whose empty luxuriance they

might change into luxury, and there

living a long harmonious idyl of wedded

love, in which old age and death should

be provided against by never taking them

into account. This mere fancy-—which,

poor in courage as it was in invention,

she was far from capable of carrying into

efi'ect—-yet seemed to herself the outcome

and sign of a whole world of devotion in

her bosom. If one of the meanest of

human conditions is conscious heroism,

paltrier yet is heroism before the fact, in

capable of self-realization. But even the

poorest dreaming has its influences, and

the result of hers was that the attentions

of Liftore became again distasteful to her.

And no wonder, for indeed his lordship's

presence in the actual world made a poor

show beside that of the painter in the

ideal world of the woman who, if she

could not with truth be said to love him,

yet certainly had a powerful fancy for

him: the mean phrase is good enough,

even although the phantom of Lenorme

roused in her all the twilight poetry of

her nature, and the presence of Liftore

set her whole consciousness in the per

pendicular shadowless gaslight of pru

dence and self-protection.

The pleasure of her castle-building

was but seldom interrupted by any

thought of the shamefulness of her be

havior to him. That did not matter

much. She could so easily make up

for all he had suffered! Her selfish

ness closed her eyes to her own false

hood. Had she meant it truly, she

would have been right both for him

and for herself. To have repented and

become as noble a creature as Lenorme

was capable of imagining her—-not to

say as God had designed her—would

indeed have been to make up for all he

had suffered. But the poor blandishment

she contemplated as amends could ren

der him blessed only while its intoxi

cation blinded him to the fact that it

meant nothing of what it ought to mean

—that behind it was no entire, heart-fill

ed woman. Meantime, as the past, with

its delightful imprudences, its trembling

joys, glided away, swiftly widening the

space between her and her false fears

and shames, and seeming to draw with

it the very facts themselves, promising

to obliterate at length all traces of them,

she gathered courage; and as the feel

ing of exposure that had made the cov

ert of Liftore‘s attentions acceptable be

gan to yield, her variableness began to

reappear and his lordship to find her

uncertain as ever. Assuredly, as his

aunt said, she was yet but a girl inca

pable of knowing her own mind, and he

must not press his suit. Nor had he the

spur of jealousy or fear to urge‘ him

society regarded her as his, and the shad

owy repute of the bold-faced countess

intercepted some favorable rays which

would otherwise have fallen upon the

young and beautiful marchioness from

fairer luminaries even than Liftore.
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But there was one good process, by

herself little regarded, going on in Flo

rimel: notwithstanding the moral dis

comfort oftener than once occasioned

her by Malcolm, her confidence in him

was increasing; and now that the kind

of danger threatening her seemed alter

ed, she leaned her mind upon him not a

little, and more than she could well have

accounted for to herself on the only

grounds she could have adduced—-name

ly, that he was an attendant authorized

by her father, and, like herself, loyal to

his memory and will; and that, faithful

as a dog, he would fly at the throat of

any one who dared touch her; of which

she had had late proof, supplemented by

his silent endurance of consequent suf

fering. Demon sometimes looked angry

when she teased him—had even gone so

far as to bare his teeth—but Malcolm

had never shown temper. In a matter

of imagined duty he might presume, but

that was a small thing beside the sense

of safety his very presence brought with

it. She shuddered, indeed, at the re

membrance of one look he had given

her, but that had been for no behavior

to himself; and now that the painter was

gone, she was clear of all temptation to

the sort of thing that had caused it, and

never, never more would she permit her

self to be drawn into circumstances the

least equivocal. If only Lenorme would

come back and allow her to be his friend,

his besl friend, his only young lady friend,

leaving her at perfect liberty to do just

as she liked, then all would be well, ab

solutely comfortable! In the mean time,

life was endurable without him, and would

be, provided Liftore did not make him

self disagreeable. If he did, there were

other gentlemen who might be induced

to keep him in check: she would punish

him 2 she knew how. She liked him bet

ter, however, than any of those.

It was out of pure kindness to Mal

colm, upon Lift0re's representation of

how he had punished him, that for the

rest of the week she dispensed with his

attendance upon herself. But he, un

aware of the lies Liftore had told her,

and knowing nothing, therefore, of her

reason for doing so, supposed she re

sented the liberty he had taken in warn

ing her against Caley, feared the breach

would go on widening, and went about,

if not quite downcast, yet less hopeful

still. Everything seemed going counter

to his desires. A whole world of work

lay before him—a harbor to build; a

numerous fisher-clan to house as they

ought to be housed; justice to do on all

sides; righteous servants to appoint in

place of oppressors; and, all over, the

heavens to show more just than his fam

ily had in the past allowed them to ap

pear; he had mortgages and other debts

to pay off, clearing his feet from fetters

and his hands from manacles, that he

might be the true lord of his people; he

had Miss Horn to thank, and the school

master to restore to the souls and hearts

of Portlossie; and, next of all to his sis

ter, he had old Duncan, his first friend

and father, to find and minister to. Not

a day passed, not a night did he lay down

his head, without thinking of him. But

the old man, whatever his hardships, and

even the fishermen, with no harbor to

run home to from the wild elements,

were in no dangers to compare with such

as threatened his sister. To set her free

was his first business, and that business

as yet refused to be done. Hence he

was hemmed in, shut up, incarcerated

in stubborn circumstance, from a long

reaching range of duties calling aloud

upon his conscience and heart to has

ten with the first that he might reach the

second. What rendered it the more dis

heartening was, that, having discovered,

as he hoped, how to compass his first

end, the whole possibility had by his sis

ter's behavior, and the consequent dis

appearance of Lenorme, been swept from

him, leaving him more resourceless than

ever. _

When Sunday evening came he found

his way to Hope Chapel, and, walking

in, was shown to a seat by the grimy

faced pew-opener. It was with strange

feelings he sat there, thinking of the past

and looking for the appearance of his

friend on the pulpit-stair. But his feel

ings would have been stranger still had

he seen who sat in the pew immediate

ly behind him, watching him like a cat
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watching a mouse, or rather like a half

grown kitten watching a rat, for she was

a little frightened at him, even while re

solved to have him. But how could she

doubt her final success when her plans

were already affording her so much more

than she had expected? Who would

have looked for the great red stag him

self to come browsing so soon about the

scarecrow? He was too large game,

however, to be stalked without due fore

sight.

When the congregation was dismissed,

after a sermon the power of whose utter

ance astonished Malcolm, accustomed

as he was to the schoolmaster‘s best

moods, he waited until the preacher was

at liberty from the unwelcome attentions

and vulgar congratulations of the richer

and more forward of his hearers, and

then joined him to walk home with him.

He was followed to the schoolmaster‘s

lodging, and thence, an hour after, to

his own, by a little b0y—far too little to

excite suSpicion—the grandson of Mrs.

Catanach‘s friend, the herb-doctor.

Until now the woman had not known

that Malcolm was in London. When

she learned that he was lodged so near

Portland Place, she concluded that he

was watching his sister, and chuckled

over the idea of his being watched in

turn by herself.

Every day for weeks after her declara

tion concerning the birth of Malcolm had

the mind of Mrs. Catanach been exer

cised to the utmost to invent some mode

of undoing her own testimony. She

would have had no scruples, no sense

of moral disgust, in eating every one of

her words; but a magistrate and a law

yer had both been present at the uttering

of them, and she feared the risk. Mal

colm's behavior to her after his father's

death had embittered the unfriendly feel

ings she had cherished toward him for

many years. While she believed him

base-born, and was even ignorant as to

his father, she had thought to secure

power over him for the annoyance of

the blind old man to whom she had

committed him, and whom she hated

with the hatred of a wife with whom

for the best of reasons he had refused

to live; but she had found in the boy a

rectitude over which, although she had

assailed it from his childhood, she could

gain no influence. Either a blind repug

nance in Malcolm's soul, or a childish

instinct of and revulsion from embodied

evil, had held them apart. Even then

it had added to her vile indignation that

she regarded him as owing her gratitude

for not having murdered him at the in

stigation of his uncle; and when, at

length, to her endless chagrin, she had

herself unwittingly supplied the only

lacking link in the testimony that should

raise him to rank and wealth, she imag

ined that by making affidavit to the facts

she had already divulged she enlarged

the obligation infinitely, and might hence

forth hold him in her hand a tool for fur

ther operations. When, thereupon, he

banished her from'L0ssie House, and

sought to bind her to silence as to his

rank by the conditional promise of a

small annuity, she hated him with her

whole huge power of hating. And now

she must make speed, for his incognito

in a great city afforded a thousand-fold

facility for doing him a mischief. And

first she must draw closer a certain loose

tie she had already looped betwixt her

self and the household of Lady Bellair.

This tie was the conjunction of her lying

influence with the credulous confidence

of a certain very ignorant and rather

wickedly romantic scullery-maid, with

whom, having in espial seen her come

from the house, she had scraped acquaint

ance, and to whom, for the securing of

power over her through her imagination,

she had made the strangest and most

appalling disclosures. Amongst other

secret favors, she had promised to com

pound for her a horrible mixture—some

of whose disgusting ingredients, as potent

as hard to procure, she named in her awe

stricken hearing—which, administered

under certain conditions and with certain

precautions, one of which was absolute

secrecy in regard to the person who pro

vided it, must infallibly secure for her

the affections of any man on whom she

might cast a loving eye, and whom she

could, either with or without his consent,

1 contrive to cause partake of the same.
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This girl she now sought, and from her

learned all she knew about Malcolm.

Pursuing her inquiries into the nature

and composition of the household, how

ever, Mrs. Catanach soon discovered a

far more capable and indeed less scru

pulous associate and instrument in Caley.

I will not introduce my reader to any of

their evil councils, although, for the sake

of my own credit, it might be well to be

less considerate, seeing that many, not

withstanding the superabundant evidence

of history, find it all but impossible to be

lieve in the existence of such moral aban

donment as theirs. I will merely state

concerning them, and all the relations

of the two women, that Mrs. Catanach

assumed and retained the upper hand

in virtue of her superior knowledge, in

vention and experience, gathering from

Caley, as she had hoped, much valuable

information, full of reactions and tending

to organic development of scheme in the

brain of the arch-plotter. But their de

signs were so mutually -favorable as to

promise from the first a final coalescence

in some common plan for their attain

ment.

Those who knew that Miss Campbell,

as Portlossie regarded her, had been in

reality Lady Lossie and was the mother of

Malcolm, knew as well that Florimel had

no legal title even to t.he family cogno

men; but if his mother, and therefore

the time of his mother's death, remained

unknown, the legitimacy of his sister

would remain unsuspected even upon

his appearance as the heir. Now, there

were but three besides Mrs. Catanach

and Malcolm who did know who was

his mother—namely, Miss Horn, Mr.

Graham and a certain Mr. Morrison, a

laird and magistrate near Portlossie, an

elderly man, and of late in feeble health.

The lawyers the marquis had employed

on his deathbed did not know: he had,

for Florimel's sake, taken care that they

should not. Upon what she knew and

what she guessed of these facts, regarded

in all their relations according to her own

theories of human nature, the midwife

would found a scheme of action. Doubt

less she saw, and prepared for it, that

after a certain point should be reached

the very similarity of their designs must

cause a rupture between her and Caley :

neither could expect the other to endure

such a rival near her hidden throne of

influence; for the aim of both was pow

er in a great family, with consequent

money, and consideration, and midnight

councils, and the wielding of all the

weapons of hint and threat and insinu

ation. There was this difference, indeed,

that in Caley's eye money was the chief

thing, while power itself was the Sweden

borgian hell of the midwife‘s bliss.

CHAPTER XXXVI].

AN INNOCENT PLOT.

FLORIMEL and Lady Clementina Thor

nicroft—the same who in the park re

buked Malcolm for his treatment of

Kelpie—had met several times during

the spring, and had been mutually at

tracted—Florimel as to a nature larger,

more developed, more self-supporttng

than her own, and Lady Clementina as

to one who, it was plain, stood in sore

need of what countenance and encour

agement to good and free action the

friendship of one more experienced

might afi"ord her. Lady Clementina

was but a few years older than Florimel,

it is true, but had shown a courage which

had already wrought her an unquestion

able influence, and that chiefly with the

best. The root of this courage was com

passion. Her rare humanity of heart

would, at the slightest appearance of

injustice, drive her like an angel with a

flaming sword against customs regarded,

consciously or unconsciously, as the very

buttresses of social distinction. Any

thing but a wise woman, she had yet so

much in her of what is essential to all

wisdom, love to her kind, that if as yet

she had done little but blunder, she had

at least blundered beautifully. On every

society that had for its declared end the

setting right of wrong or the alleviation

of misery she lavished, and mostly wast

ed, her money. Every misery took to

her the shape of a wrong. Hence to

every mendicant that could trump up a

plausible story she offered herself a will



43¢ [APLTHE [MARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

ing prey. Even when the barest-faced

imposition was brought home to one of

the race parasitica], her first care was to

find all possible excuse for his conduct:

it was matter of pleasure to her friends

when she stopped there and made no at

tempt at absolute justification.

Left like I-‘lorimel an orphan, but at a

yet earlier age, she had been brought up

with a care that had gone over into sever

ity, against which her nature had revolt

ed with an energy that gathered strength

from her own repression of its signs; and

when she came of age and took things

into her own hands, she carried herself in

its eyes so oddly, yet with such sweetness

and dignity and consistency in her oddest

extravagances, that society honored her

even when it laughed at her, loved her,

listened to her, applauded, approved

did everything except imitate her ; which,

indeed, was just as well, for else confu

sion would have been worse confounded.

She was always rushing to defence--with

money, with indignation, with refuge. It

would look like a caricature did I record

the number of charities to which she be

longed, and the various societies which,

in the exuberance of her passionate be

nevolence, she had projected and of ne

cessity abandoned. Yet still the fire burn

ed, for her changes were from no change

ableness: through the'm all the funda

mental operation of her character re

mained the same. The case was that,

for all her headlong passion for deliver

ance, she could not help discovering now

and then, through an occasional self-as

sertion of that real good sense which her

rampant and unsubjected benevolence

could but overlay, not finally smother,

that she was either doing nothing at all

or more evil than good.

The lack of discipline in her goodness

came out in this, at times amusingly, that

she would always at first side with the

lower or weaker or worse. If a dog had

torn a child and was going to be killed

in consequence, she would not only in

tercede for the dog, but absolutely side

with him, mentioning this and that pro

vocation which the naughty child must

have given him ere he could have been

goaded to the deed. Once, when the

schoolmaster in her village was going to

cane a boy for cruelty to a cripple, she

pleaded for his pardon on the ground

that it was worse to be cruel than to be

a cripple, and therefore more to be pitied.

Everything painful was to her cruel, and

softness and indulgence, moral honey and

sugar and nuts to all alike, was the pan

acea for human ills. She could not un

derstand that infiiction might be loving

kindness. On one occasion, when a boy

was caught in the act of picking her

pocket, she told the policeman he was

doing nothing of the sort—he was only

searching for a lozenge for his terrible

cough; and in proof of her asserted con

viction she carried him home with her,

but lost him before morning, as well as

the spoon with which he had eaten his

gruel.

As to her person, I have already made

a poor attempt at describing it. She

might have been grand but for loveli

ness. When she drew herself up in in

dignation, however, she would look grand

for the one moment ere the blood rose

to her cheek and the water to her eyes.

She _would have taken the whole world

to her infinite heart, and in unwisdom

coddled it into corruption. Praised be

the grandeur of the God who can endure

to make and see His children suffer!

Thanks be to Him for His north winds

and His poverty, and His bitterness that

falls upon the spirit that errs ! Let those

who know Him thus praise the Lord

for His goodness. But Lady Clemen

tina had not yet descried the face of the

Son of man through the mists of Mount

Sinai, and she was not one to justify the

ways of God to men. Not the less was

it the heart of God in her that drew her

to the young marchioness, over whom

was cast the shadow of a tree that gave

but baneful shelter. She liked her frank

ness, her activity, her daring, and fancied

that, like herself, she was at noble feud

with that infernal parody of the kingdom

of heaven called Society. She did not

well understand her relation to Lady Bel

lair, concerning whom she was in doubt

whether or not she was her legal guar

dian, but she saw plainly enough that

the countess wanted to secure her for her
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nephew ; and this nephew had about him

a certain air of perdition, which even the

catholic heart of Lady Clementina could

not brook. She saw, too, that, being a

mere girl, and having no scope of choice

in the limited circle of their visitors, she

was in great danger of yielding without

a struggle, and she longed to take her in

charge like a poor little persecuted kitten

for the possession of which each of a

family of children was contending. What

if her father had belonged to a rowdy

set, was that any reason why his inno

cent daughter should be devoured, body

and soul and possessions, by those of the

same set who had not yet perished in their

sins? Lady Clementina thanked Heav

en that she came herself of decent peo

ple, who paid their debts, dared acknow

ledge themselves in the wrong, and were

as honest as if they had been born peas

ants; and she hoped a shred of the man

tle of their good name had dropped upon

her, big enough to cover also this poor

little thing who had come of no such pa

rentage. With her passion for redemp

tion, therefore, she seized every chance

of improving her acquaintance with Flo

rimel; and it was her anxiety to gain

such a standing in her favor as might

further her coveted ministration that had

prevented her from bringing her charge

of brutality against Malcolm as soon as

she discovered whose groom he was :

when she had secured her footing on the

peak of her friendship she would unbur

den her soul; and meantime the horse

must suffer for his mistress—a conclusion

in itself a great step in advance, for it

went dead against one of her most con

fidently-argued principles—namely, that

the pain of any animal is, in every sense,

of just as much consequence as the pain

of any other, human or inferior: pain is

pain, she said, and equal pains are equal

wherever they sting; in which she would

have been right, I think, if pain and suf

fering were the same thing; but, know

ing well that the same degree, and even

the same kind of pain, means two very

difi'erent_ things in the foot and in the

head, I refuse the proposition.

Happily for Florimel, she had by this

time made progress enough to venture .

a proposal—namely, that she should ac

company her to a small estate she had

on the south coast, with a little ancient

house upon it—a strange place altogeth

er, she said-—to spend a week or two in

absolute quiet; only she must come alone

-—without even a maid: she would take

none herself. This she said because,

with the instinct, if not quite insight, of

a true nature. she could not endure the

woman Caley.

"Will you come with me there for a

fortnight?" she concluded.

"I shall be delighted," returned Flori

mel without a'moment's hesitation. "I

am getting quite sick of London. There's

no room in it. And there's the spring all

outside, and can't get in here. I shall be

only too glad to go with you, you dear

creature !"

"And on those hard terms—no maid,

you know?" insisted Clementina.

"The only thing wanted to make the

pleasure complete: I shall be charmed

to be rid of her."

" I am glad to see you so independent."

"You don't imagine me such ababy as

not to be able to get on without a maid?

You should have seen me in Scotland!

I hated having a woman about me then.

And indeed I don't like it a bit better

now; only everybody has one, and your

clothes want looking after," added Flori

mel, thinking what a weight it would be

ofi' her if she could get rid of Caley alto

gether. "But I should like to take my

horse," she said: "I don't know what I

should do in the country without Abbot."

"Of course: we must have our horses,"

returned Clementina. "And—yes—you

had better bring your groom."

"Please. You will find him very use

ful. He can do anything and everything,

and is so kind and helpful."

"Except to his horse," Clementina was

on the point of saying, but thought again

she would first secure the mistress, and

bide her time to attack the man.

Before they parted the two ladies had

talked themselves into ecstasies over the

anticipated enjoyments of their scheme.

It must be carried out at once.

“Let us tell nobody," said Lady Clem

entina, "and set off to-morrow."
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"Enchanting!" cried Florimel in full

response.

Then her brow clouded. "There is

one difl-iculty, though," she said. "No

man could ride Kelpie with a led horse;

and if we had to employ another, Lif

tore would be sure to hear where we

had gone."

uThat would spoil all," said Clemen

tina. "But how much better it would

be to give that poor creature a rest, and

bring the other I see him on sometimes!"

"And by the time we came back there

would not be a living creature, horse or

man, anything bigger than a rat, about

the stable. Kelpie herself would be dead

of hunger, if she hadn't been shot. No,

no: where Malcolm goes Kelpie must

go. Besides, she's such fun—you can't

think."

"Then I'll tell you what," cried Clem

entina after a moment‘s pause of perplex

ity: "we'll ride down. It's not a hun

dred miles, and we can take as many

days on the road as we please."

"Better and better!" cried Florimel.

"\Ve'll run away with each other. But

what will dear old Bellair say ?"

"Never mind her," rejoined Clemen

tina. "She will have nothing to say.

You can write and tell her as much as

will keep her from being really alarmed.

Order your man to get everything ready,

and I will instruct mine. He is such a

staid old fellow, you know, he will be

quite enough for protection. To-morrow

morning we will set out together for a ride

in Richmond Park, that lying in our way.

You can leave a letter on the breakfast

table, saying you are gone with me for a

little quiet. You're not in chancery, are

you ?"

‘'1 don't know," answered Florimel.

“I suppose I'm all right. Any how, whe

ther I'm in chancery or not, here I am,

and going with you; and if chancery

don‘t like it, chancery may come and

fetch me."

"Send anything you think you may

want to my house. I shall get a box

ready, and we will write from some town

on our way to have it sent there, and

then we can write for it from The Gloom.

We shall find all mere necessaries there."

So the thing was arranged : they would

start quite early the next morning; and

that there might be no trouble in the

streets, Malcolm should go before with

Kelpie and await them in the park.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

THE JOURNEY.

MALCOLM was overjoyed at the pros

pect of an escape to the country, and yet

more to find that his mistress wanted to

have him with her—more still to under

stand that the journey was to be kept a

secret. Perhaps now, far from both Caley

and Liftore, he might say something to

open her eyes; yet how should he avoid

the appearance of a tale-bearer?

It was a sweet fresh morning late in

the spring--those loveliest of hours that

unite the seasons, like the shimmering

question of green or blue in the feathers

of the peacock. He had set out an hour

before the rest, and now, a little way

within the park, was coaxing Kelpie to

stand, that he might taste the morning

in peace. The sun was but a few de

grees above the horizon, shining with all

his heart, and the earth was taking the

shine with all hers. "I too am light,"

she was saying, “although I can but re

ceive it.“ The trees were covered with

baby-leaves half wrapped in their swad

dling-clothes, and their breath was a

warm aromatic odor in the glittering air.

The air and the light seemed one, and

Malcolm felt as if his soul were breath

ing the light into its very depths, while

his body was drinking the soft spicy wind.

For Kelpie, she was as full of life as if

she had been meant for a winged horse,

but by some accident of Nature the wing

cases had never opened, and the wing

life was for ever trying to get out at her

feet. The consequent restlessness, where

there was plenty of space as here, caused

Malcolm no more discomposure than, in

his old fishing-days, a gale with plenty

of sea-room. And the song of the larks

was one with the light and the air. The

budding of the trees was their way of

singing, but the larks beat them at that.

“What a power of joy," thought Mal
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colm, “there must be in God, to be able

to keep so many larks so full of bliss !"

He was going to say. “without getting

tired ;" but he saw that it was the eternal

joy itself that bubbled from their little

fountains: weariness there would be the

silence of all song, would be death, utter

vanishment to the gladness of the uni

verse. The sun would go out like a

spark upon burnt paper, and the heart

of man would forget the sound of laugh

ter. Then he said to himself, "The larks

do not make their own singing: do mor

tals make their own sighing ?" And he

saw that at least they might open wider

the doors of their hearts to the Perseus

joy that comes to slay the grief-monsters.

Then he thought how his life had been

widening out with the years. He could

not say that it was now more pleasant

than it had been; he had Stoicism

enough to doubt whether it would ever

become so from any mere change of

circumstances. Dangers and sufferings

that one is able for are not misfortunes

or even hardships; so far from such, that

youth delights in them. Indeed, he sore

ly missed the adventure of the herring

fishing. Kelpie, however, was as good

as a stiff gale. If only all were well

with his sister! Then he would go back

to Portlossie and have fishing enough.

But he must be patient and follow as he

was led. At three-and-twenty, he reflect

ed, Milton was content to seem to him

self but a poor creature, and was careful

only to be ready for whatever work

should hereafter be required of him:

such contentment, with such hope and

resolve at the back of it, he saw to be

the right and the duty both of every man.

He whose ambition is to be ready when

he is wanted, whatever the work may be,

may wait not the less watchful that he is

content. His heart grew lighter, his

head clearer, and by the time the two

ladies with their attendant appeared he

felt such a masterdom over Kelpie as he

had never felt before. They rode twen

ty miles that day with ease, putting up at

the first town. The next day they rode

about the same distance. The next they

rode nearly thirty miles. On the fourth,

with an early start and a good rest in the

middle, they accomplished a yet greater

distance, and at night arrived at The

Gloom, Wastbeach, after a journey of

continuous delight to three at least of

the party, Florimel and Malcolm hav

ing especially enjoyed that portion of it

which led through Surrey, where Eng

land and Scotland meet and mingle in

waste, heathery moor and rich valley.

Much talk had passed between the la

dies, and Florimel had been set think

ing about many things, though certainly

about none after the wisest fashion.

A young half-moon was still up when,

after riding miles through pine woods,

they at length drew near the house.

Long before they reached it, however, a

confused noise of dogs met them in the

forest. Clementina had written to the

housekeeper, and every dog about the

place—and the dogs were multitudinous

—-had been expecting her all day, had

heard the sound of their horses’ hoofs

miles off, and had at once begun to an

nounce her approach. Nor were the

dogs the only cognizant or expectant

animals. Most of the creatures about

the place understood that something

was happening, andprobably associated

it with their mistress; for almost every

live thing knew her, from the rheumatic

cart-horse, forty years of age, and every

whit as respectable in Clementina's eyes

as her father's old butler, to the wild cats

that haunted the lofts and garrets of the

old Elizabethan hunting-lodge.

When they dismounted the ladies could

hardly get into the house for dogs: those

which could not reach their mistress turn

ed to Florimel, and came swarming about

her and leaping upon her, until, much as

she liked animal favor, she would gladly

have used her whip, but dared not, be

cause of the presence of their mistress.

If the theories of that mistress allowed

them anything of a moral nature, she

was certainly culpable in refusing them

their right to a few cuts of the whip.

Mingled with all the noises of dogs

and horses came a soft nestling murmur

that filled up the interspaces of sound

which even their tumult could not help

leaving. Florimel was too tired to hear

it, but Malcolm heard it, and it filled all
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the interspaces of his soul with a speech

less delight. He knew it for the still

small voice of the awful sea.

Florimel scarcely cast a glance around ,

the dark old-fashioned room into which

she was shown, but went at once to bed,

and when the old housekeeper carried

her something from the supper-table at

which she had been expected, she found

her already fast asleep. By the time

Malcolm had put Kelpie to rest he also

was a little tired, and lay awake no mo

ment longer than his sister.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

DISCIPLINE.

\/VI-IAT with rats and mice, and cats

and owls, and creaks and cracks, there

was no quiet about the place from night

to morning; and what with swallows

and rooks, and cocks and kine, and

horses and foals, and dogs and pigeons,

and peacocks and guinea-fowls, and tur

keys and geese, and every farm-creature

but pigs—which, with all her zootrophy,

Clementina did not like—no quiet from

morning to night. 'But if there was no

quiet, there was plenty of calm, and the

sleep of neither brother nor sister was

disturbed.

Florimel awoke in the sweetest concert

of pigeon-murmuring, duck-diplomacy,

fowl-foraging, foal-whinnering-—the word

wants an rin it-—and all the noises of

rural life. The sun was shining into the

room by a window far ofl' at the farther

end, bringing with him strange sylvan

shadows, not at once to be interpreted.

He must have been shining for hours,

so bright and steady did he shine. She

sprang out of bed with no lazy London

resurrection of the old buried, half- sod

den corpse, sleepy and ashamed, but

with the new birth of the new day, re

freshed and strong, like a Hercules-baby.

A few aching remnants of stiffness was

all that was left of the old fatigue. It

was a heavenly joy to think that no Ca

ley would come knocking at her door.

She glided down the long room to the

sunny window, drew aside the rich old

faded curtain, and peeped out. Nothing

but pines and pines—Scotch firs all about

and everywhere. They came within a

few yards of the window. She threw

it open. The air was still, the morning

sun shone hot upon them, and the res

inous odor exhaled from their bark and

their needles and their fresh buds filled

the room—sweet and clean. There was

nothing, not even a fence, between this

wing of the house and the wood.

All through his deep sleep Malcolm

heard the sound of the sea—whether of

the phantom-sea in his soul or of the

world-sea to whose murmurs he had lis

tened with such soft delight as he fell

asleep, matters little: the sea was with

him in his dreams. But when he awoke

it was to no musical crushing of water

drops, no half-articulated tones of animal

speech, but to tumult and outcry from

the stables. It was but too plain that he

was wanted. Either Kelpie had waked

too soon, or he had overslept himself:

she was kicking furiously. Hurriedly in

duing a portion of his clothing, he rush

ed down and across the yard, shouting

to her as he ran, like a nurse as she runs

up the stair to a screaming child. She

stopped once to give an eager whinny,

and then fell to again. Griffith, the

groom, and the few other men about the

place were looking on appalled. He dart

ed to the corn-bin, got a great pottleful of

oats and shot into her stall. She buried

her nose in them like the very demon of

hunger, and he left her for the few mo

ments of peace that would follow. He

must finish dressing as fast as he could:

already, after four days of travel, which

with her meant anything but a straight

forward, jogtrot struggle with space, she

needed a good gallop. When he return

ed he found her just finishing her oats,

and beginning to grow angry with her

own nose for getting so near the bottom

of the manger. \Vhile yet there was no

worse sign, however, than the fidgeting

1 of her hind quarters, and she was still

busy, he made haste to saddle her. But

her unusually obstinate refusal of the bit,

and his difficulty in making her open her

unwilling jaws, gave unmistakable indi

cation of coming conflict. Anxiously he

asked the bystanders after some open
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place where he might let her go—fields or

tolerably smooth heath or sandy beach.

He dared not take her through the trees,

he said, while she was in such a humor:

she would dash herself to pieces. They

told him there was a road straight from

the stables to the shore, and there miles

of pure sand without a pebble. Nothing

could be better. He mounted and rode

away.

Florimel was yet but half dressed when

the door of her room opened suddenly

and Lady Clementina darted in, the love

ly chaos of her night not more than half

as far reduced to order as that of Flori

mel's. Her moonlight hair, nearly as

long as that of the fabled Godiva, was

flung wildly about her in heavy masses.

Her eyes were wild also: she looked

like a holy Maenad. With a glide like

the swoop of an avenging angel she

pounced upon Florimel, caught her by

the wrist and pulled her toward the door.

Florimel was startled, but made no re

sistance. She half led, half dragged her

up a stair that rose from a corner of the

hall-gallery to the battlements of a little

square tower, whence a few yards of the

beach, through a chain of slight open

ings amongst the pines, was visible.

Upon that spot of beach a strange thing

was going on, at which afresh Clemen

tina gazed with indignant horror, but

Florimel eagerly stared with the forward

borne eyes of a. spectator of the Roman

arena. She saw Kelpie reared on end,

striking out at Malcolm with her fore

hoofs and snapping with angry teeth,

then upon those teeth receive such a

blow from his fist that she swerved, and

wheeling flung her hind hoofs at his

head. But Malcolm was too quick for

her: she spent her heels in the air and

he had her by the bit. Again she reared,

and would have struck at him, but he

kept well by her side, and with the pow

erful bit forced her to rear to her full

height. Just as she was falling back

ward he pushed her head from him, and,

bearing her down sideways, seated him

self on it the moment it touched the

ground. Then first the two women turned

to each other. An arch of victory bow

ed Florimel's lip: her eyebrows were

uplifted; the blood flushed her cheek

and darkened the blue in her wide-open

ed eyes. Lady Clementina's forehead

was gathered in vertical wrinkles over

her nose, and all about her eyes was

contracted as if squeezing from them

the flame of indignation, while her teeth

and lips were firmly closed. The two

made a splendid contrast. When Clem

entina's gaze fell on her visitor the fire

in her eyes burned more angry still: her

soul was stirred by the presence of wrong

and cruelty, and here, her guest, and

looking her straight in the eyes, was a

young woman, one word from whom

would stop it all, actually enjoying the

sight !

“Lady Lossie, I am ashamed of you !"

she said with severest reproof; and turn

ing from her, she ran down the stair.

Flor-imel turned again toward the sea.

Presently she caught sight of Clementina

glimpsing through the pines, now in glim

mer and now in gloom, as she sped swift

ly to the shore, and after a few short min

utes of disappearance saw her emerge

upon the space of sand where sat Mal

colm on the head of the demoness. But,

alas ! she could only see : she could hard

ly even hear the sound of the tide.

" MacPhail, are you a man ?" cried

Clementina, startling him so that in an

other instant the floundering mare would

have been on her feet. With a right no

ble anger in her face and her hair flying

like a wind-torn cloud, she rushed out of

the wood upon him, where he sat quiet

ly tracing a proposition of Euclid on the

sand with his whip.

"Ay, and‘ a bold one," was on Mal

colm's lips for reply, but he bethought

himself in time. “I am sorry what I am

compelled to do should annoy your lady

ship," he said.

What with indignation and breathless

ness—she had run so fast—Clementina

had exhausted herself in that one excla

t mation, and stood panting and staring.

The black bulk of Kelpie lay outstretch

ed on the yellow sand, giving now and

then a sprawling kick or a wamble like a

I lumpy snake, and her soul commiserated

, each movement as if it had been the last

i three of dissolution, while the gray fire
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of the mare‘s one visible fierce eye, turn

ed up from the shadow of Malcolm's su

perimposed bulk, seemed to her tender

heart a mute appeal for woman's help.

As Malcolm spoke he cautiously shift

ed his position, and, half rising, knelt

with one knee where he had sat before,

looking observant at Lady Clementina.

The champion of oppressed animality

soon recovered speech. "Get off the

poor creature's head instantly," she said

with dignified command. "I will per

mit no such usage of living thing on

my ground."

"I am very sorry to seem rude, my

lady," answered Malcolm, “but to obey

you might be to ruin my mistress‘s prop

erty. If the mare were to break away,

she would dash herself to pieces in the

wood."

"You have goaded her to madness.“

"I am the more bound to take care of

her, then," said Malcolm. "But indeed

it is only temper—such temper, however,

that I almost believe she is at times pos

sessed of a demon."

“The demon is in yourself. There is

none in her but what your cruelty has

put there. Let her up, I command you."

“I dare not, my lady. If she were to

get loose, she would tear your ladyship to

pieces."

“I will take my chance."

“But I will not, my lady. I know the

danger, and have to take care of you

who do not. There is no occasion to be

uneasy about the mare. She is tolera

bly comfortable. I am not hurting her

-—not much. Your ladyship does not re

flect how strong a horse's skull is. And

you see what great powerful breaths she

draws."

”She is in agony," cried Clementina.

"Not in the least, my lady. She is

only balked of her own way, and does

not like it."

"And what right have you to balk her

of her own way? Has she no right to a

mind of her own P"

"She may of course have her mind,

but she can‘t have her way. She has

got a master."

"And what right have you to be her

master?"

"That my master, my Lord Lossie,

gave me the charge of her."

"I don't mean that sort of right: that

goes for nothing. What right in the na

ture of things can you have to tyrannize

over any creature?"

"None, my lady. But the higher na

ture has the right to rule the lower in

righteousness. Even you can't have

your own way always, my lady.'' -

"I certainly cannot now, so long as

you keep in that position. Pray, is it in

virtue of your being the higher nature

that you keep my way from me .9"

" No, my lady. But it is in virtue ofright.

If I wanted to take your ladyship‘s proper

ty, your dogs would be justified in refusing

me my way. I do not think I exaggerate

when I say that if my mare here had her

way, there would not be a living creature

about your house by this day week."

Lady Clementina had never yet felt

upon her the power of a stronger nature

than her own. She had had to yield to

authority, but never to superiority. Hence

her self-will had been abnormally devel

oped. Her very compassion was self

willed. Now for the first time, she con

tinuing altogether unaware of it, the

presence of such a nature began to op

erate upon her. The calmness of Mal

colm's speech and the immovable de

cision of his behavior told.

"But," she said, more calmly, "your

mare has had four long journeys, and

she should have rested to-day."

“Rest is just the one thing beyond her,

my lady. There is a volcano of life and

strength in her you have no conception

of. I could not have dreamed of horse

like her. She has never in her life had

enough to do. I believe that is the chief

trouble with her. What we all want, my

lady, is a master—-a real right master.

I‘ve got one myself, and-—"

“You mean you want one yourself,"

said Lady Clementina. "You've only

got a mistress, and she spoils you."

"That is not what I meant, my lady,"

returned Malcolm. "But one thing I

know is, that Kelpie would soon come to

grief without me. I shall keep her here

till her half hour is out, and then let her

take another gallop."
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Lady Clementina turned away. She

was defeated. Malcolm knelt there on

one knee, with a hand on the ma.re's

shoulder, so calm, so imperturbable, so

ridiculously full of argument, that there

was nothing more for her to do or say.

lndignation, expostulation, were power

less upon him as mist upon a rock. He

was the oddest, most incomprehensible,

of grooms.

Going back to the house, she met

Florimel, and turned again with her to

the scene of discipline. Ere they reach

ed it F1orimel's delight with all around

her had done something to restore Clem

entina's composure: the place was pre

cious to her, for there she had passed

nearly the whole of her childhood. But

to any one with a heart open to the ex

pressions of Nature's countenance the

place could not but have a strange as

well as peculiar charm.

Florimel had lost her way. I would

rather it had been in the moonlight, but

slant sunlight was next best. It shone

through a slender multitude of mast-like

stems, whose shadows complicated the

wood with wonder, while the light seem

ed amongst them to have gathered to

itself properties appreciable by other or

gans besides the eyes, and to dwell bod

ily with the trees. The soil was mainly

of sand, the soil to delight the long tap

roots of the fir trees, covered above with

a thick layer of slow-forming mould in

the gradual odoriferous decay of needles

and cones and flakes of bark and knots

of resinous exudation. It grew looser

and sandier, and its upper coat thinner,

as she approached the shore. The trees

shrunk in size, stood farther apart and

grew more individual, sending out gnarl

ed boughs on all sides of them, and as

serting themselves, as the tall, slender

branchless ones in the social restraint

of the thicker wood dared not do. They

thinned and thinned, and the sea and

the shore came shining through, for the

ground sloped to the beach without any

intervening abruption of cliff, or even ‘

bank: they thinned and thinned until

especially at one spot where the water of

a little stream wandered about over them,

as if it had at length found its home, but

was too weary to enter and lose its wea

riness, and must wait for the tide to come

up and take it. But when Florimel

reached the strand she could see noth

ing of the group she sought: the shore

took a little bend, and a tongue of forest

came in between. She also was on her

way back to the house when she met

Clementina, who soon interrupted her

ecstasies by breaking out in accusation

of Malcolm, not untempered, however,

with a touch of dawning respect. At the

same time, her report of his words was

anything but accurate, for, as no one

can be just without love, so no one can

truly report without understanding. But

there was no time to discuss him now, as

Clementinainsisted on Florimel‘s putting

an immediate stop to his cruelty.

\Vhen they reached the spot, there was

the groom again seated on his animal's

head, with a new proposition in the sand

before him.

"Malcolm," said his mistress, "let the

mare get up. You must let her off the

rest of her punishment this time."

Malcolm rose again to his knee. “Yes,

my lady," he said. "But perhaps your

ladyship wouldn't mind helping me to

unbuckle her girths before she gets to

her feet. I want to give her a bath.

Come to this side," he went on, as Flo_r

imel advanced to do his request—“round

here by her head. If your ladyship would

kneel upon it, that would be best. But

you mustn't move till'l tell you."

“I will do anything you bid me—ex

actly as you say, Malcolm," responded

Florimel.

“There's the Colonsay blood! I can

trust that!" cried Malcolm, with a par

donable outbreak of pride in his family.

Whether most of his ancestors could so

well have appreciated the courage of

obedience is not very doubtful.

Clementina was shocked at the inso

lent familiarity of her ‘poor little friend's

, groom, but Florimel saw none, and

all were gone, and the bare long yellow ‘

sands lay stretched out on both sides for ‘

miles, gleaming and sparkling in the sun, :

kneeled, as if she had been in church,

on the head of the mare, with the fierce

crater of her fiery brain blazing at her
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knee. Then Malcolm lifted the flap of

the saddle, undid the buckles of the

girths, and, drawing them a little from

under her, laid the saddle on the sand,

talking all the time to Florimel, lest a

sudden word might seem a direction,

and she should rise before the right

moment had come.

uPlease, my Lady Clementina, will you

go to the edge of the wood? I can't tell

what she may do when she gets up.—And

please. my Lady Florimel, will you run

there too the moment you get ofli her

head ?"

When he had got rid of the saddle he

gathered the reins together in his bridle

hand, took his whip in the other, and

softly and carefully straddled across her

huge barrel without touching her.

" Now, my lady,‘I he said, "run for the

wood."

Florimel rose and fled, heard a great

scrambling behind her, and, turning at

the first tree, which was only a few yards

off, saw Kelpie on her hind legs, and

Malcolm, whom she had lifted with her,

sticking by his knees on her bare back.

The moment her fore feet touched the

ground he gave her the spur severely,

and after one plunging kick, off they

went westward over the sands, away

from the sun, nor did they turn before

they had dwindled to such a speck that

the ladies could not have told by their

eyes whether it was moving or not. At

length they saw it swerve a little; by

and by it began to grow larger; and

after another moment or two they could

distinguish what it was, tearing along to

ward them like a whirlwind, the lumps of

wet sand flying behind like an upward

storm of clods. VVhat a picture it was!

—only neither of the ladies was calm

enough to see it picturewise—-the still sea

before, type of the infinite always, and

now of its repose; the still straight sol

emn wood behind, like a past world that

had gone to sleep, out of which the sand

seemed to come flowing down, to settle

in the long sand-lake of the beach ; that

flameless furnace of life tearing along the

shore betwixt the sea and the land, be- i

tween time and eternity, guided, but only

half controlled, by the strength of a high

er will; and the two angels that had is

sued—whether out of the forest of the

past or the sea of the future, who could

tell ?—-and now stood, with hand-shaded

eyes, gazing upon that fierce apparition

of terrene life.

As he came in front of them, Malcolm

suddenly wheeled Kelpie-—so suddenly

and in so sharp a curve that he made

her "turne close to the ground, like a

eat, when scratchingly she wheeles about

after a mouse," as Sir Philip Sidney says,

and dashed her straight into the sea. The

two ladies gave a cry—Florimel of de

light, Clementina of dismay, for she knew

the coast, and that there it shelved sud

denly into deep water. But that was only

the better to Malcolm: it was the deep

water he sought, though he got it with a

little pitch sooner than he expected. He

had often ridden Kelpie into the sea at

Portlossie, even in the cold autumn weath

er when first she came into his charge,

and nothing pleased her better or quiet

ed her more. He was a heavy weight to

swim with, but she displaced much wa

ter. She carried her head bravely, he

balanced sideways, and they swam splen

didly. To the eyes of Clementina the

mare seemed to be laboring for her life.

When Malcolm thought she had had

enough of it he turned her head to the

shore. But then came the difficulty. So

steeply did the shore shelve that Kelpie

could not get a hold with her hind hoofs

to scramble up into the shallow water.

The ladies saw the struggle, and Clem

entina, understanding it, was running in

an agony right into the water, with the

vain idea of helping them, when Mal

colm threw hiinself off, drawing the reins

over Kelpie's head as he fell, and, swim

ming but the length of them shoreward,

felt the ground with his feet, and stood.

Kelpie, relieved of his weight, floated a

little farther on to the shelf, got a better

hold with her fore feet, some hold with

her hind ones, and was beside him in a

moment. The same moment Malcolm

was on her back again, and they were

tearing ofi" eastward at full stretch. So

far did the lessening point recede in the

narrowing distance that the two ladies

sat down on the sand, and fell a-talk
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ing about Florimel's most uncategorieal

groom, as Clementina, herself the most

uncategorical of women, to use her own

scarcely justifiable epithet, called him.

She asked if such persons abounded in

Scotland. Florimel could but answer

that this was the only one she had met

with. Then she told her about Richmond

Park and Lord Liftore and Epictetus.

“Ah, that accounts for him !" said

Clementina. “Epictetus was a Cynic,

a very cruel man: he broke his slave's

leg once, I remember."

" Mr. Lenorme told me that lie was the

slave, and that his master broke his leg,"

said Florimel.

"Ah! yes! I dare say that was it.

But it is of little consequence: his prin

ciples were severe, and your groom has

been his too-ready pupil. It is a pity he

is such a savage: he might be quite an

interesting character. Can he read P"

“I have just told you of his reading

Greek over Kelpie's head," said Florimel,

laughing.

"Ah! but I meant English," returned

Clementina, whose thoughts were a little

astray. Then laughing at herself, she

explained: “I mean, can he read aloud?

I put the last of the lVa1/erky novels in

the box we shall have to-morrow—or the

next day at the latest, I hope-—and I was

wondering whether he could read the

Scotch as it ought to be read. Ihave

never heard it spoken, and I don't know

how to imagine it."

" We can try him," said Florimel. " It

will be great fun anyhow. He is :11:/2 a

character! You will be so amused with

the remarks he will make!"

“But can you venture to let him talk

to you P"

“ If you ask him to read, how will you

prevent him ? Unfortunately, he has

thoughts, and they will out."

" Is there no danger of his being

rude?"

" If speaking his mind about anything

in the book be rudeness. he will most

likely be rude. Any other kind of rude

ncss is as impossible to Malcolm as to

any gentleman in the land."

“How can you be so sure of him ?"

said Clementina, a little anxious as to

VuL. XlX.—z8

the way in which her friend regarded

the young man.

“ My father was—yes, I may say so-—

attached to him ; so much so that he—I

can't quite say what—but something like

made him promise never to leave my

service. And this I know for myself,

that not once, ever since that man came

to us, has he done a selfish thing or one

to be ashamed of. I could give you

proof after proof of his devotion."

Florimel's warmth did not reassure

Clementina, and her uneasiness wrought

to the prejudice of Malcolm. She was

never quite so generous toward human

beings as toward animals. She could not

be depended on for justice except to peo

ple in trouble, and then she was very apt

to be unjust to those who troubled them.

"I would not have you place too much

confidence in your Admirable Crichton

of menials, Florimel," she said. "There

is something about him I cannot get at

the bottom of. Depend upon it, a man

who can be cruel would betray on the

least provocation."

Florimel smiled superior, as she had

good reason to do, but Clementina did

not understand the smile, and therefore

did not like it. She feared the young

fellow had already gained too much in

fluence over his mistress. " Florimel, my

love," she said, "listen to me. Your ex

perience is not so ripe as mine. That

man is not what you think him. One

day or other he will, I fear, make him

self worse than disagreeable. How am

a cruel man be unselfish ?"

uI don't think him cruel at all. But

then I haven't such a soft heart for an

imals as you. VVe should think it silly

in Scotland. You wouldn't teach a dog

manners at the expense ofa howl. You

would let him be a nuisance rather than

give him a cut with a whip. \\'hat a

nice mother of children you will make,

Clementina! That's how the children

of good people are so often a disgrace

to them."

“You are like all the rest of the Scotch

I ever knew," said Lady Clementina:

"the Scotch are always preaching. I

believe it is in their blood. You are a

nation of parsons. Thank Goodness!
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my morals go no further than doing as

I would be done by! I want to see crea

tures happy about me. For my own sake

even I would never cause pang to per

son—it gives me such a pang myself."

"That's the way you are made, I sup

pose, Clementina," returned Florimel. I

“For me, my clay must be coarser. I

don't mind a little pain myself, and I

can't break my heart for it when I see

it, except it be very bad—-such as I

should care about myself. But here

comes the tyrant."

Malcolm was pulling up his mare ‘

some hundred yards off. Even now I

she was unwilling to stop, but it was at

last only from pure original objection to

whatever was wanted of her. \Vhen she

did stand she stood stock-still, breathing

hard. " I have actually succeeded in tak

ing a little out of her at last, my lady,"

said Malcolm as he dismounted. "Have 1

you got a bit of sugar in your pocket, my

lady? She would take it quite gently

now."

Florimel had none, but Clementina

had, for she always carried sugar for her

horse. Malcolm held the demoness very

watehfully, but she took the sugar from

Florimel's palm as neatly as an elephant,

and let her stroke her nose over her wide

red nostrils without showing the least of

her usual inclination to punish a liber

ty with death. Then Malcolm rode her

home, and she was at peace till the even

ing, when he took her out again.

CHAPTER XL.

r\l()()I\'Ll(‘-ll'I'.

AND now followed a pleasant time.

Wastbeach was the quietest of all quiet

neighborhoods: it was the loveliest of

spring-summer weather, and the varie

ty of scenery'on moor, in woodland and

on coast within easy reach of such good

horsewomen was wonderful. The first

day they rested the horses that would

rest, but the next they were in the sad

dle immediately after an early breakfast.

They took the forest-way. In many

directions were tolerably smooth rides

cut, and along them theyhad good gal- 1

lops, to the great delight of Florimel after

the restraints of Rotten Row, where riding

had seemed like dancing a minuet with a.

waltz in her heart. Malcolm, so far as

human companionship went, found it

dull, for Lady Clementina's groom re

garded him with the contempt of supe

rior age—the most contemptible contempt

of all, seeing years are not the wisdom

they ought to bring, and the first sign of

that is modesty. Again and again his

remarks tempted Malcolm to incite him

to ride Kelpie, but conscience, the thought

ofthe man's family, and the remembrance

that it required all his youthful strength,

and that it would therefore be the chal

lenge of the strong to the weak, saved

him from the sin, and he schooled him

self to the endurance of middle-aged ar

rogance. For the learning of the lesson

he had practice enough : they rode every

day, and Griffith did not thaw; but the one

thundering gallop he had every morning

along the sands upon Kelpie-—whom* no

ordinary day's work was enough to save

from the heart-burning ferment of re

pressed activity—-was both preparation

and amends for the annoyance.

When his mistress mentioned the pro

posal of her friend with regard to the new

novel, he at once expressed his willing

ness to attempt compliance, fearing only,

he said, that his English would prove

offensive and his Scotchunintelligible.

The task was nowise alarming to him,

for he had read aloud much to the school

master, who had also insisted that he

should read aloud when alone, especial

ly verse, in order that he might get all

the good of its outside as well as inside

—its sound as well as thought, the one

being the ethereal body of the other.

And he had the best primary qualifica

tions for the art—namely, a delight in

the sounds of human speech, a value for

the true embodiment of thought, and a

good ear, mental as well as vocal, for the

assimilation of sound to sense. After

these came the quite secondary yet valu

able gift of a pleasant voice, manageable

for inflection; and with such an outfit

' According to the grammars, I ought to have writ

ten wlrir/|, but it will not do. Icould, I think, tell

why, but prefer leaving the question to the reader.
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the peculiarities of his country's utter

ance, the long-drawn vowels and the

outbreak of feeling in chant-like tones

and modulations, might be forgiven, and

certainly were forgiven, by Lady Clem

entina, who even in his presence took

his part against the objections of his

mistress. On the whole, they were so

much pleased with his first reading,

which took place the very day the box

arrived, that they concluded to restrain

the curiosity of their interest in persons

and events for the sake of the pleasure

of meeting them always in the final full

ness of local color afforded them by his

utterance. While he'read they busied

their fingers with their embroidery, for

as yet that graceful work, so lovelily de

scribed by Cowper in his Task, had not

begun to vanish before the crude colors

and mechanical vulgarity of Berlin wool,

now happily in its turn vanishing like a

dry dust-cloud into the limbo of the art

universe:

The well-depicted flower,

\\'rought patiently into the snowy lawn,

Unfolds its bosom : buds, and leaves, and sprigs,

And curling tendrils, gracefully disposed,

Follow the nimble finger of the fair

A wreath, that cannot fade, of flowers that blow

With most success when all besides decay.‘l

There was not much of a garden about

the place, but there was a little lawn

amongst the pines, in the midst of which

stood a huge old patriarch with red stem

and grotesquely-contorted branches : be

neath it was a bench, and there, after

their return from their two hours‘ ride, the

ladies sat, while the sun was at its warm

est, on the mornings of their first and

second readings: Malcolm sat on a wheel

barrow. After lunch on the second day,

which they had agreed from the first, as

ladies so often do when free of the more

devouring sex, should be their dinner,

and after due visits paid to a multitude

of animals, the desire awoke simulta

neously in them for another portion of

St. Ronarfs H/£1/. They resolved, there

fore, to send for their reader as soon as

they had had tea. But when they sent,

he was nowhere to be found, and they

concluded on a stroll.

Anticipating no further requirement

* T/re ll/z'nt:r £:'rm'ng.

of his service that day, Malcolm had

gone out. Drawn by the sea, he took

his way through the dim, solemn bough

less wood, as if to keep a moonlight tryst

with his early love. But the sun was not

yet down, and among the dark trees, shot

through by the level radiance, he wan

dered, his heart swelling in his bosom

with the glory and the mystery. Again

the sun was in the wood, its burning

centre, the marvel of the home which

he left in the morning only to return

thither at night, and it was now a tem

ple of red light, more gorgeous, more

dream-woven, than in the morning.

How he glowed on the red stems of the

bare pines, fit pillars for that which seem

ed temple and rite, organ and anthem in

one—the worship of the earth uplifted

to its Hyperion! It was a world of faery:

anything might happen in it. Who, in

that region of marvel, would start to see

suddenly a knight on a great sober war

horsc come slowly pacing _down the tor

rent of carmine splendor, flashing it, like

the Knight of the Sun himself, in a flood

from every hollow, a gleam from every

flat, and a star from every round and

knob of his armor? As the trees thinned

away, and his feet sank deeper in the

looser sand, and the sea broke blue out

of the infinite, talking quietly to itself of

its own solemn swell into being out of

the infinite thought unseen, Malcolm felt

as if the world with its loveliness and

splendor were sinking behind him, and

the cool entrancing sweetness of the

eternal dreamland of the soul, where

the dreams are more real than any sights

of the world, were opening wide before

his entering feet. “Shall not death be

like this F" he said, and threw himself on

the sand and hid his face and his eyes

from it all. For there is this strange thing

about all glory embodied in the material,

that, when the passion of it rises to its

height, we hurry from its presence, that

its idea may perfect itself in silent and

dark and deaf delight. Of its material

self we want no more: its real self we

have, and it sits at the fountain of our

tears. Malcolm hid his face from the

source of his gladness and worshiped

the Source of that source.
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Rare as they are at any given time,

there have been, l think, such youths in

all ages of the world-—youths capable of

glorying in the fountain whence issues

the torrent of their youthful might. Nor

is the reality of their early worship blast

ed for us by any mistral of doubt that

may afterward blow upon their spirit

frotn the icy region of the understand

ing. The cold fevers, the vital agues,

that such winds breed can but prove

that not yet has the sun of the Perfect

arisen upon them; that the Eternal has

not yet manifested himself in all regions

of their being; that a grander, more obe

dient, therefore more blissful, more ah

sorbing worship yet. is possible, nay, es

sential, to them. These chills are but

the shivers of the divine nature, unsat

isfied, half starved, banished from its

home, divided from its origin, after which

it calls in groanings it knows not how to

shape into sounds articulate. They are

the spirit-wail of the holy infant after the

bosom of its mother. Let no man long

back to the bliss of his youth, but for

ward to a bliss that shall swallow even

that, and contain it, and be more than

it. Our history moves in cycles, it is

true, ever returning toward the point

whence it started; but it is in the imper

fect circles of a spiral it moves: it returns,

but ever to a point above the former: even

the second childhood, at which the fool

jeers, is the better, the truer, the fuller

childhood, growing strong to cast off al

together, with the husk of its own envel

oping age, that of its family, its country,

its world as well. Age is not all decay:

it is the ripening, the swelling, of the

fresh life within, that withers and bursts

the husk.

When Malcolm lifted his head the sun

had gone down. He rose and wandered

along the sand toward the moon, bloom

ing at length out of the darkening sky,

where she had hung all day like a wash

ed-out rag of light, to revive as the sun

light faded. He watched the banished

life of her day-swoon returning, until,

gathering courage, she that had been no

one shone out fair and clear, in conscious

queendom of the night. Then, in the

friendly infolding of her dreamlight and

the dreamland it created, Malcolm's soul

revived as in the comfort of the lesser,

the mitigated glory, and, as the moon

into radiance from the darkened air, and

the nightingale into music from the sleep

stilled world of birds, blossomed from the

speechlessness of thought and feeling

into a strange kind of brooding song. If

the words were half nonsense, the feeling

was not the less real. Such as they were,

they came almost of themselves, and the

tune came with them :

Rose 0' my hcrt,

Open yer leaves to the l:\mpin' mune;

Into the curls lat her lteek an' dert:

She'll tak the color, but gie ye tune.

Buik 0' my brainI

Open yer ncuks to the starry signs:

L-at the een 0' the holy luik an' strain

An‘ glimmer an' score atween the lines.

Cup 0' my sowl,

Gowd an' diamond an' ruby cup,

Yc're noucht am but a loom dry bowl

Till the wine 0' the kingdom fill ye up.

Conscience-glass,

Mirror the infinite all in thee:

Melt the bounded, and make it pass

lnto the tideless, shureless sea.

\Vurld of my life,

Swing thee round thy sunny track;

Fire and wind and water and strife~—

Carry them all to the glory back.

Ever as he halted for a word the moon

light and the low sweet waves on the

sands filled up the pauses to his ear: and

there he lay, looking up to the sky and

the moon and the rose-diamond stars,

his thought half dissolved in feeling and

his feeling half crystallized to thought.

Out of the dim wood came two lovely

forms into the moonlight, and softly ap

proached him—so softly that he knew

nothing of their nearness until Florimel

spoke. “ is that l\lacPhail ?" she said.

"Yes, my lady," answered Malcolm,

and bounded to his feet.

"What were you singing ?"

"You could hardly call it singing, my

lady. \Ve should call it crooning in

Scotland."

“Croon it again, then."

"I couldn't, my lady. It's gone."

“You don't mean to pretend that you

were extemporizing ?"

"I was crooning what came like the

birds, my lady. I couldn't have done it if

I had thought any one was near." Then,
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half ashamed, and anxious to turn the

talk from the threshold of his secret

chamber, he said, “Did you ever see a

lovelier night, ladies?"

"Not often, certainly," answered Clem

entina.

She was not quite pleased and not al

together offended at his addressing them

dually. A curious sense of impropriety

in the state of things bewildered her—

she and her friend talking thus in the

moonlight on the seashore, doing noth

ing, with her groom—and such a groom!

—-she asking him to sing again, and he

addressing them both with a remark on

the beauty of the night. She had braved

the world a good deal, but she did not

choose to brave it where nothing was to

be had, and she was too honest to say to

herself that the world would never know

—that there was nothing to brave: she

was not one to do that in secret to which

she would not hold her face. Yet all the

time she had a doubt whether this young

man, whom it would certainly be im

proper to encourage by addressing from

any level but one of lofty superiority, did

not belong to a higher sphere than theirs;

while certainly no man could be more

unpresuming or less forward, even when

opposing his opinion to theirs. Still, if

an angel were to come down and take

charge of their horses, would ladies be

justified in treating him as other than a

servant ?

"This is just the sort of night," Mal

colm resumed, “when I could almost

persuade myselfl was not quite surel

wasn't dreaming. It makes a kind of

border-land betwixt waking and sleeping,

knowing and dreaming, in our brain.

In a night like this I fancywe feel some

thing like the color of what God feels

when he is making the lovely chaos of

a new world—a new kind of world, such

as has never been before."

“I think we had better go in,‘ said

Clementina to Florimel, and turned

away.

Florimel made no objection, and they

walked toward the wood.

"You really must get rid of him as

soon as you can," said Clementina when

again the moonless night of the pines

v

had received them : “he is certainly more

than half a lunatic. It is almost full

moon now," she added, looking up. "I

have never seen him so bad."

Florimel's clear laugh rang through

the wood. " Don't be alarmed, Clem

entina," she said. "He has talked like

that ever since I knew him; and if he is

mad, at least he is no worse than he has

always been. It is nothing but poctry—

yeast on the brain, my father used to say.

\Ve should have a fish-poet of him-a

new thing in the world, he said. He

would never be cured till he broke out

in a book of poetry. I should be afraid

my father would break the catechism

and not rest in his grave till the resurrec

tion ifl were to send Malcolm away."

For Malcolm, he was at first not a lit

tle mazed at the utter blankness of the

wall against which his words had dashed

themselves. Then he smiled queerly to

himself, and said, "I used to think ilka

bonny lassie bude to be a poetess, for

hoo sud she be bonnie but by the inform

in' hermony 0' her bein'? an‘ what's that

but the poetry 0' I/ze Poet, the Makar, as

they ca'd a poet i‘ the auld Scots tongue?

But haith! I ken better an' waur noo.

There's gane the twa bonniest 1 ever

saw, an' I s‘ lay my heid there's mair

poetry in auld man-faced Miss Horn

nor in a dizzen like them. Ech ! but it's

some sair to bide! It's sair upon a man

to see a bonny wuman ‘at has nae poetry,

nae inward lichtsome hermony, in her.

But it's dooms sairer yet to come upo'

ane wantin' cowmon sense. Saw ony

body ever sic a gran‘ sicht as my Lcddy

Clementina !—-an' wha can say but she's

weel named frae the hert oot ?—as guid

at the hert, I'll sweir, as at the een ! But,

eh me! to hear the blether 0' nonsense

'_at comes oot atween thae twa bonny

yetts 0' music! an' a‘ 'cause she winn'a

gie her hert rist an' time eneuch to grow

bigger, but maun aye be settin' a‘ things

richt afore their time an' her ain fitness

for the job! It's sic a faithless kin‘ 0'

a w'y that! I cud jist fancy I saw her

gaein' a’ roon' the trees 0' a summer

nicht, pittin' honey upo' the peers an'

the peaches. 'cause she cudna lippen to

l\'atur' to ripe them sweet eneuch; only
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‘at she wad never tak the honey frae the

bees. She's jist the pictur' 0' Natur' her

sel' turnt some dementit. I cud jist fancy

I saw her gaein' aboot amo' the ripe corn,

on sic a night as this 0' the mune, hap

pin' 't frae the frost. An' I s’ warran' no

ae mesh in oor nets wad she lea’ ohn

clippit open gien the twine had a herrin'

by the gills. She's e'en sae pitifu' owre

the sinner ‘at she winna gie him a chance

0' growin' better. I won'er gien she be

lieves ‘at there's ae great thoucht abune

a', an’ aneth a', an‘ roon' a‘, an’ in a‘

thing. She cudna be in sic a mist 0' be

nevolence and parritch-hertitness gien

she cud lippen till a wiser. It's nae

won'er she kens naething aboot poetry

but the meeserable sids an’ sawdist an'

leavin's the gran' leddies sing an’ ca'

sangs! Nae mair is 't ony won'er she

sud tak me for dementit, gien she h'ard

what I was singin'; only I canna think

she did that, for l was but croonin' till my

sel'."——Malcolm was wrong there, for he

was singing out loud and clear.-"That

was but a kin‘ 0' an unknown tongue

atween Him an’ me, an’ no anither."

CHAPTER XLI.

THE S\\'lF'l'.

FLORIMEL succeeded so far in reas

suring her friend as to the safety if not

sanity of her groom that she made no

objection to yet another reading from

St. Romm'.r I1/ell; upon which occasion

an incident occurred that did far more

to reassure her than all the attestations

of his mistress.

Clementina, in consenting, had pro

posed, it being a warm, sunny afternoon,

that they should that time go down to

the lake, and sit with their work on the

bank while Malcolm read. This lake,

like the whole place, and some of the

people in it, was rather strange—not re

sembling any piece of water that Mal

colm at least had ever seen. More than

a mile in length, but quite narrow, it lay

on the sea-shore-—a lake of deep fresh

water, with nothing between it and the

sea but a bank of sand, up which the

great waves came rolling in south-west

erly winds, one now and then toppling

over, to the disconcerting, no doubt, of

the pikey multitude within. The head

only of the mere came into Clementina's

property, and they sat on the landward

side of it, on a sandy bank, among the

half-exposed roots of a few ancient firs,

where a little stream that fed the lake

had made a small gully, and was now

trotting over a bed of pebbles in the bot

tom of it. Clementina was describing

to Florimel the peculiarities of the place

-—how there was no outlet to the lake,

how the water went filtering through the

sand into the sea, how in some parts it

was very deep, and what large pike there

were in it. Malcolm sat a little aside, as

usual, with his face toward the ladies and

the book open in his hand, waiting a sign

to begin, but looking at the lake, which

here was some fifty yards broad, reedy

at the edge, dark and deep in the centre.

All at once he sprang to his feet, drop

ping the book, ran down to the brink

of the water, undoing his buckled belt

and pulling off his coat as he ran, threw

himself over the bordering reeds into

the pool, and disappeared with a great

splash. Clementina gave a scream and

started up with distraction in her face:

she made no doubt that in the sudden

ripeness of his insanity he had committed

suicide. But Florimel, though startled by

her friend's cry, laughed, and crowded

out assurances that Malcolm knew well

enough what he was about. It was long

er, however, than even she found pleas

ant before a. black head appeared-yards

away, for he had risen at a great slope,

swimming toward the other side. \Vhat

could he be after? Near the middle he

swam more softly, and almost stopped.

Then first they spied a small dark object

on the surface. Almost at the same mo

ment it rose into the air. They thought

Malcolm had flung it up. Instantly they

perceived that it was a bird, a swift.

Somehow, it had dropped into the water,

but a lift from Malcolm's hand had re

stored it to the air of its bliss.

But instead of turning and swimming

back, Malcolm held on, and getting out

on the farther side ran down the beach

and rushed into the sea, rousing once
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more the apprehensions of Clementina.

The shore sloped rapidly, and in a mo

ment he was in deep water. He swam

a few yards out, swam ashore again, ran

round the end of the lake, found his coat,

and got from it his pocket-handkerchief.

Having therewith dried his hands and

face, he wrung out the sleeves of his

shirt at little, put on his coat, returned to

his place, and said, as he took up the

book and sat down, “I beg your pardon,

my ladies; but just as I heard my Lady

Clementina say pikes, I saw the little

swift in the water. There was no time

to lose: Swiftie had but a poor chance."

As he spoke he proceeded to find the

place in the book.

"You don't imagine we are going to

have you read in such a plight as that?"

cried Clementina.

"I will take good care, my lady. I

have books of my own, and I handle

them like babies."

"You foolish man! It is of you in

your wet clothes, not of the book, I am

thinking," said Clementina indignantly.

"I'm 1nuch obliged to you, my lady,

but there's no fear of me. You saw me

wash the fresh water out. Salt water

never hurts."

"You must go and change, neverthe

less," said Clementina.

Malcolm looked to his mistress. She

gave him a sign to obey, and he rose.

He had taken three steps toward the

house when Clementina recalled him.

"One word, if you please," she said.

" How is it that a man who risks his life

for that of a little bird can be so heart

less to a great noble creature like that

horse of yours? I cannot understand

it."

"My lady," returned Malcolm with a

smile, “I was no more risking my life

than you would be in taking a fly out of

the milk-jug. And for your question, if

your ladyship will only think you cannot

fail to see the difference. Indeed, I ex

plained my treatment of Kelpie to your

ladyship that first morning in the park,

when you so kindly rebuked me for it,

but I don't think your ladyship listened

to a word I said."

Clementina‘s face flushed, and she

turned to her friend with a "Well!" in

her eyes. But Florimel kept her head

bent over her embroidery, and Malcolm,

no further notice being taken of him,

walked away.

[10 us corrrmun>.]

IN AMBER.

ID in my faithful memory's inner shrine

Are treasured all the moments of our past:

There hath she garnered each dear word of thine,

And with a jealous care she holds them fast,

As in some Iucent sphere of amber, cast

High on the shore where tangled sea-weeds lie,

There shines the jeweled corselet of a fly.

Its home was in a flower, its life went by

Within a summen morning's tiny space:

Now, made immortal in that glowing mould,

lts tender beauty fears nor age nor clime.

So shall each fleeting word, each careless grace,

My heart holds dear, be shrined in mem'ry's gold,

And, born to live an hour, defy all time.

KATE HILLARD.
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A CHAPTER FROM REAL LIFE.

T is said that one-half of the world

does not know how the other half

lives. It would be truer to say one-tenth,

but let that pass. People know vaguely

that in certain classes and certain neigh

borhoods there are distress and despair,

an utter absence of the decencies of life,

and vice without the mask of courtesy

and social euphemism. But all this

knowledge is very vague indeed--no

actual, living experience, and therefore

no very great concern. Good people

who attend the sick and poor, and car

ry relief to tenements, and belong to

missionary or other charitable societies,

see something of it, but they do not feel

it. A thing never becomes real to you

until you have experienced it: it is but

a picture, painful to the eye and the

imagination, yet only a picture, and the

impression fades like that produced by

Gallait's Count: Egmanl and 1‘/orn or

the terrible anatomical marvels of the

13¢/1ca1lz‘n_g0fS¢zi'nl 70/'m I/ze Ba;§l1'st, by

Memling, on the walls of the hospital at

Bruges.

Circumstances once landed me full in

the course of this joyless, graceless life,

not without a wild picturesqueness of its

own, Rembrandt-like lights, and some

beauties which nothing could take from

it, since it happened to be partly spent

at sea. But the rest, being spent in New

York, could hardly lay claim to one re

deeming point, the slums of a large city

being perhaps the most perfect realiza

tion of hell upon earth. Its best parts

are no better than purgatory, which I

think holds good of every large city,

and not of New York alone.

To begin at the beginning. \Ve de

termined to come to America, but, hav

ing very little money, could not come

comfortably. We paid but five pounds

for our passage, and the office was in a

ship-chandler's shop just off one of the

London wharves. We signed our names

in a book, and then bought at the same

place the usual outtit of emigrants on

board a sailing ship. This consisted of

two straw mattresses, two pairs of com

mon gray blankets, a few tin pots and a

tin frying-pan. besides some bacon, some

coffee and sugar and a little can of con

densed milk (these last, of course, super

fluities), and two common boxes paint

ed yellow, rather like sailors‘ chests than

ordinary traveling-trunks: we had only

a few clothes to stow away in them.

Before taking our passage we had been

at random round some of the docks ex

amining the small ships, and had fixed

upon one, the Plymouth Rock. The car

penters were at work putting in bunks

into a large square space, which when

not needed for passengers, as in winter,

was occupied by cattle. This was call

ed the “second cabin :" in fact, it was

nothing but the steerage. The cabin,

for the captain and an occasional pas

senger, was plainly but comfortably fit

ted up: the price was thirteen pounds,

but we simply had not the money, and

could not think of it.

Leaving our temporary home, a small

room in which privacy compensated for

all other wants, hunger included, and

where the bed, a convenient piece of

furniture, became a sofa in the day-time,

with the bedding packed away in the in

side—-a room for which we paid but four

shillings a week—we started on the 16th

of June, 1870, for the wharf where our

ship was moored. There we had to wait

some time before we could go on board.

Some of our fellow-passengers had al

ready arrived, and were sitting on piles

of planks or rubbish surrounded by their

baggage, none of it very bulky. The

first person I spoke to was a woman with

a nursing baby hardly three months old

-a woman from one of the inland agri

cultural counties, of a class always pleas

ant and kindly, and far more alive to the

delicacies of sentiment, supposed to be

/rrra :'nc0_gni/a to the poor, than is the

class immediately above it, however well

dressed and pretentious the latter may be.
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She and her husband, a tall, strong, good

looking man with fair hair and beard,

with their four children, were bound for

Illinois, where they had some relations

and some prospects of a comfortable liv

ing. Fortunately, they proved to be our

room-mates, for there was nothing like

privacy on board our ship. There was

another family on board, larger, but

sickly-looking and forlorn; a German

American who had crossed the ocean

many times, and swore whenever he

spoke, which was not often; another

German, elderly, lonely and timid, fresh

from his own country, and who could

speak no English; several young me

chanics, hopeful and jolly, hiding their

homesickness under questionable jokes;

some young women not so bashful but

what they allowed the young men to

make immediate advances toward pro

tecting them; and a few others-—-a very

miscellaneous lot indeed, and, if a spe

cimen of English emigrants in general,

vastly inferior to the German and Irish

cargoes of men and women daily landed

in America.

\Ve were about forty, besides the

small crew. Toward dark we got on

board and settled ourselves. Luckily,

we and the L family had one cabin

to ourselves. I call it a cabin, because

it was one of the two compartments

that could boast of a door. There

were two wide bunks in it, one above

the other, on one side, and two nar

row ones on the other, above one of

which was a porthole. \Ve chose the two

latter, and I had the top one, which dur

ing the long voyage was a great comfort.

My friend with her baby took the wide

top one on the opposite side, and her

two little girls slept in the lower one.

Her husband throughout the whole pas

sage slept on his trunk outside, with his

little boy rolled up in the blankets beside

him; which was a proof of good feeling

and unselfishness quite unappreciated

by the rest of the passengers. A cor

responding room on the other side was

occupied by the other family, who were

Methodists, and who during the first

part of the passage made a great dis

play of their Bible on Sundays. As,

however, their week-day behavior was

of the world worldly, this did not im

press the company much, and still less

the captain, who, when they asked him

the first Sunday out if he was going

to read prayers, frightened them and

amused the crew by swearing a great

oath to the contrary. The open bunks

ranged in tiers round the centre space

were divided among the rest of the pas

sengers, and the only lamp allowed us

swung from a hook in the middle of the

low ceiling, filling the place with more

smoke than light. About dark a cabin

passenger came on board with his friend,

the captain of another ship of the same

company, and presently between these

people and a manoeuvring, well-mean

ing friend of our own there arose a con

spiracy to induce us to change our minds

and go as cabin passengers. The other

captain offered to take us next week in

his ship, and our own captain would prob

ably not have refused to do the same

even without our at once paying the dif

ference, which at that moment was im

possible; but a foolish pride and obstinacy,

besides a certain not so foolish economy,

decided us to abide by our stifling pub

lic bunks.

The cabin passenger was the first

Yankee I ever saw-—a Connecticut man,

kind and a little crazy, who had, so he

said, just come from Australia, and bare

ly had tin'1e to get from one ship to an

other. He was traveling at sea for his

health, he said. He had one unmitiga

tedly good quality: he was a teetotaler.

During the voyage he was always kind

to us, and often asked us to come to his

house in New York, So-and-So Square, a.

palace, according to him, and he prom

ised to get us employment at once, and

told us he had influence in this and that

quarter, and owned this and that land,

and so on; but long before the voyage

was over we knew that his kindness was

not of a practical sort, though I believe

it was as true as steel. He was also on

the point of being married, but as he

stayed on that point for several years

for we met him again once, and heard

much the same news—it is to be sup

posed his engagement was as much a
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matter of his own imagination as most

of the rest of his yarns. He was very

good~natured and kind to us, lent us his

camp-stool and his rugs, made up a semi

tent on deck by hanging his blanket over

the side of an upturned boat, and chat

ted with us for hours at a time.

The first night I slept on deck on a

coil of rope and a few pillows, but being

woke up at three o'clock in the morn

mg, when the rope was wanted, and not

having undressed all night, I concluded

that even the apology for a bed and a

dressing-room which the “second cabin "

presented was better than a renewed ex

perience of a night on deck. It was

very hard to improvise toilet arrange

ments: tin cans were our only basins,

and one could hardly find time enough

to be alone. By degrees, however, our

room-mates set up a sort of watch and

barricaded the door for a given time every

morning, even lending me a bit of look

ing-glass, which was a godsend. I can

not enough praise their considerateness:

they washed out some towels and pocket

handkerchiefs for us, and when they got

some of the necessary materials made

bread for us, which after ship-biscuit was

more welcome than plumcake to a school

boy. If I had not learnt since to do such

things for myself, I should be ashamed to

confess my helplessness; but had it not

been for this ignorance I should have

missed seeing the best side (if human

nature on board that ship. Apropos of

the children, one of them, the little boy,

was simply magnificent: he was only

two, but looked fully four years old, was

ruddy and sunburnt, with strong limbs,

black, sparkling eyes and the temper

of a young Hercules. He was the most

splendid specimen of a child I ever saw,

save one, an Italian boy of much the same

age. One of his little sisters, a healthy,

pretty, gentle girl of six or seven, made

great friends with me, and used to sit

silently by me for hours, or walk up and

down the deck holding my hand, rarely

saying a word. It was very hard to kill

time on board. I brought a tapestry

cushion with me, and finished it, and 1

three or four books, the Guaru':'an Angrl '

and C/mr/cs Am‘/1::/gr among the rest,

and read them through; then begged

books from all the passengers, and read

a miscellaneous collection of sea-tales.

Indian stories, etc. ; but there was always

time to spare. \Ve had one steamer-chair

with us, and a great many cloaks and

wraps, and generally chose the sunny

side of the ship, for except two or three

days, when I believe we were passing

through the Gulf Stream, it was always

cold. The men ate five times a day:

indeed, it was "something to do." But

not as it is on board a comfortable Cu

narder, where you have only to sit down

to a well-appointed table, for we had to

get our weekly ration of salt beef from

the cook's galley, split peas, rice, brown

sugar and biscuit. Our private store of

delicacies was soon exhausted, and not

by ourselves only, and the ship's cofi'ee

did not take the place of our own. The

beef was what sailors call "old horse."

and cook it as you would it was not nice.

I lived mostly on pea soup and sugared

rice. We had to cook for ourselves in

turns, and to wash and "fix " the beefand

soak the biscuit. The steward sometimes

treated us to a limited quantity of bread,

which he baked every two days for the

cabin, and the sick occasionally got a

little milk. There were two cows and

some sheep, pigs and poultry on board,

some of the three latter being killed now

and then for the cabin; and as there

was a butcher among the passengers,

he was allowed some fresh meat in

part payment of his services. The

bunks were stitlingly hot at night, and

besides this there were worse evils in

the shape of bad language and the un

mentionable infliction of fleas. It was

well, indeed, that it was no worse, but

we were to make acquaintance with

lower depths in New York. At last, one

of our friends, the L s, interfered with

the unchecked profanity and obscenity

of the talk at night, and complained to

the captain, who was obliged to take no

tice of it. I never, luckily, heard much

of it, but knew of its going on, and oc

casionally some louder oath than usual

would be heard through our half-closed

door.

The porthole was always open, and
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once or twice let in a small inunda

tion, but that was trifling. The bit of

sky I could see through it was always

beautiful, whether dark or starry or rosy

with the dawn; and indeed the many

lovely sights we saw made us forget

some of the unpleasantness of the hu

man associations. The sunsets were

specially glorious, but who can describe

them? I saw the sun rise two or three

times during the seven weeks‘ voyage.

Very faint and delicate the colors were,

but not so gorgeous or poetic to my mind

as the sunsets. It was easier to sleep in

the mornings, after the crowd had gone

on deck, and I seldom got up till nine

o'clock. \Ve had head winds the whole

time, and were constantly tacking, so

that there was plenty of variety and ex

citement in watching the never-ending

work of a sailor. It is hopeless to de

scribe that either, but the stir and nov

elty of it were interesting to us, and the

songs with which the men cheered them

selves at their work were strange to our

ears. More than once there came a

calm, and surely the Pacific could not

be more motionless: it was a very beau

tiful sight-—the smooth glassy waters, not

a cloud in the sky, not a sail on the hor

izon, at times hardly a sound on board,

the very ideal of stillness and yet of ex

pectation. On other days the chopping

sea threw the vessel into most uncom

fortable troughs and hoisted her up again

on the white crest of a wave, and some

of the passengers were very ill. One

little child nearly died of exhaustion, the

sea-sickness being so violent: he was one

of the sickly family, none of whom were

well any part of the voyage. He looked

as white and pinched as a corpse, and

his poor mother, worn out with nursing

him, was hardly better. The steward

kindly did what he could, and the cap

tain grew really alarmed, for, contrary

to law, he had sailed without a doctor

on board, which, on any emigrant ship,

is a serious breach of law. I forgot to

say that before we left the Thames a

health-officer came on board and called

over the names of all the passengers,

who had solemnly to attest that they

were healthy and strong. \Ve also had

a prayer-meeting just before we started,

a man with tracts leading it in the cabin

of the Methodist family: he prayed for

a happy voyage and God's protection,

and exhorted his few hearers to keep the

Sabbath as well in their hearts as if they

were on land among their own people;

but the captain's unsympathetic attitude

did not help the well-meaning missionary

much, and I fear the ship may be said to

have made a specially godless voyage.

We had one traditional incident which

was very interesting to all, the appear

ance of the "stowaway." I had often

read of such things: the reality was

touching. A more emaciated, miserable

object than this man I scarcely ever saw:

hungry, woebegone, unshaven, humble,

he slunk up the companion-way when

we had been two days at sea, and with

out saying a word walked up to the cap

tain. The latter was pacing the deck,

and had his back turned to the man at

first: when he faced round and saw him

(and probably the whole truth flashed

upon him before the man had spoken),

the expression of anger and passion on

his face was appalling. He ground his

teeth and called out, "Who the h— are

you ?" and before the poor wretch had

time to finish his short, pitiful answer,

"A stowaway, sir," the captain poured

out such a torrent of oaths and curses

that if words could kill, the man would

have been struck dead quicker than by

lightning. He had taken care to keep

out of sight till after the pilot had left,

else the captain's threat of sending him

ashore in the first boat he met would

certainly have been fulfilled. The mat

ter ended as it usuallydoes: the man

was sent forward to work his passage,

and after a few days, when food and

clean water had restored him, he work

ed with a will, and became rather a fa

vorite. He was tall and stalwart and

held his head high when he left the ship,

for no man worked harder than he did

through the voyage.

As we got out into mid-ocean there

were a thousand new excitements—the

beautiful harmless lightning in the east.

showing in the pitch-dark night a tracery

of dark clouds penciled for a moment
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against the rosy brilliancy of what look

ed like Fairyland; the phosphoric water,

whichwe took up in a bucket and ex

amined after admiring it in the wake of

the ship; the increasing gorgeousness of

the sunsets as we neared the New World;

the spouting of small whales not a quar

ter of a mile from the ship; the shoals

of clumsy black porpoises, gamboling

and turningr on their sides; the solitary

bird that perched on the mast; the masses

of Gulf-weed; the ever-varying beauty

of the water, now green, now blue, now

purple in the sunlight or dark-gray and

foamy white under the ruffling wind;

the gradual fogs that encircled us for a

week on the Banks, with the weird fog

horn sounding every five minutes; the

fast yacht that had won for America the

Anglo-American Atlantic race returning

from the Isle of VVight; the sky-mirage

of a ship standing keel upward; and the

sight of a real steamer going from New

York to Liverpool. But notwithstanding

all such diversions the time hung heavi

ly on our hands, and the long voyage of

nearly seven weeks wore out the patience

of all. '

On one of the last days of July the

pilot came on board with the latest New

York newspapers, and then for the first

time did we hear of the outbreak of the

Franco-German war. Some of the pas

sengers were seriously alarmed, and

anxiously inquired whether the war was

going on anywhere near their places of

destination. The pilot was a young Jer

seyman, uncommonly tall and propor

tionately strong: as we passed Long

Branch he showed us the principal ho

tels through his telescope and descanted

on the glories of that seaside place. Two

nights afterward, or rather early in the

morning justbefore dawn, a tug came

alongside, and our captain bargained with

her captain for the price of the towage

into port: it was long before they came

to terms. I heard all this through my

open porthole, and for the first time saw

one of those busy, puffing little vessels

whose activity, self-importance, and, I

must add, usefulness, have always re

minded me of the fussiness of a stout

little attorney. On the 1st of August, a

terribly hot day, we entered New York

harbor, and if ever I saw a scene that

might be called fairy-like, it was that.

The port had all the aspect of a tropical

one, with the dark waving branches of

the ailanth us suggesting palm trees, while

the heat, the intense blue of sky and sea,

the dazzling sun, the white buildings of

the forts, all gave the scene a thorough

ly southern look. Joined to this was the

crowd and activity of a northern seaport,

the masses of shipping, the Old-\Vorld

look of the great spire of Trinity, and

the countless towers and spires of the

two cities, whose godliness it would not

be safe to reckon by the number of their

churches; the ferry-boats, a novel sight

to us; and the great white, moving isl

and, our namesake, the Plymouth Rock,

which I saw then for the first and only

time starting on her noon-trip to Long

Branch. The bays of Naples and Genoa

are the most celebrated for their beauty,

but that of New York is in my opinion

far finer. A boat came to take off the

cabin passenger, who bade us a cordial

good-bye, and reiterated his liberal but

vague offers of help, and a health-officer

came on board to inspect the steerage

passengers. ltwasamere form. Mean

while, or rather just before we entered

the port, there had been a great jubilee

among the passengers, a donning of Sun

day clothes, a reckless throwing away of

tin cups and pans, mattresses and blank

ets, a scufile in the hold as the baggage

was hauled out and distributed, after

which every one who had money deposit

ed in the captain‘s hands for safekeeping

during the voyage went to reclaim it, and,

sad to say, found his resources already

diminished by debts contracted to the

steward for ale and porter, if not worse, or

by foolish little bets with fellow-passen

gers. The custom -house officets came

on board, and found one or two contra

band articles, but cannot be said to have

been hard on any one: we had been

very much afraid for some pieces of un

made~up calico for morning dresses which

we had in our trunks. At last the tug took

us off to Castle Garden, making two trips

till all had been landed, and we found

ourselves in that large round building,
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so novel and strange to our eyes—the

galleries on one side and part of the

floor covered with small domestic settle

ments, in which a rampart of trunks and

some blankets for curtains made an im

provised tent, for privacy rather than

protection; and the official part, looking

crowded and uncomfortable. \Ve did

not stay long, but went through the

tourniquel gate, passed the tribunal—

where I first came across the genus

"politician," heard much joking and

more swearing from men with dirty

shirts and diamond rings—and were

then free and friendless and absolute

strangers in the great city.

There is hardly a more forlorn feeling

to be experienced than that. Some of

our fellow-passengers went off, as direct

ed, to the respective dép6ts whence the

emigrant-trains for the West took their de

parture; others to the Panama steamship,

on their way to California; others, less

lucky, were absorbed by the usual emi

grant boarding-houses that line the river

side. A little later, when coopcd up in the

huge city, how I longed for the fate of

the W'estern-bound emigrants, and what

hardships I could willingly have under

gone for the sake of fresh air and a sight

of green fields! \Ve knew absolutely

nothing of New York except that there

was a street called Broadway and a

great park. \Ve stopped first at a ho

tel on Castle Garden Square (it was not

a pleasant, shady green at that time) to

get something to eat, but either we found

the people rude or the price too high, I

forget which, and hungry and bewilder

ed we wandered on. A little farther, in

a by-street below Beaver, and in a much

less pretentious place, we found civility

and a plate of oysters, and were thank

ful for the rest. I tried a mixture of vin

egar, molasses and water, which I had

heard one of the sailors describe as a

delicious, cool draught, but not knowing

the right proportions made a very un

savory mess, which I was glad enough to

leave. \Ve had the address of a person

living in Oak street, and not having the

remotest idea of where and what Oak

street was, started to find it. At every

step the surroundings grew more un

pleasant, and when we asked our way

people stared at us disagreeably. At

last the little crooked alley, with its

crazy-looking tenements and skeleton

balconies full of dirty clothes and dir

tier babies, came in sight: we perse

vered, and found the number, the en

trance being through one of those nar

row, dingy lanes briefly described in ad

vertisements as "No. So-and-so, bark."

\Ve even went a little way up the stairs,

but gave it up at last, preferring a chance

wandering through the streets to such

unsavory certainties as these. Then,

after we had made our way on to the

docks again, we got into a car from sheer

fatigue and because we saw Central Park

written on it, and on we went for nearly

an hour till we came to the park, and

breathed again. Here we got some lem

onade at a clean stall, and as I saw the

man put a straw into it, I used it at first,

but found a draught of the iced drink

much pleasanter after all. Vt'e took a

few turns among the trees, and went

round a pond where children were feed

ing the swans, and wished that there was

no need of seeking any other roof than

that of those drooping, shady boughs

over the quiet seats. Our whole fortune

consisted of fifteen dollars, and though

we were "green," we knew enough to

be sure that that would not last two of

us many days.

\Ve sauntered down Broadway, very

tired and wondering when the street

would come to an end, but still inter

ested in the southern and, to my mind,

specially Neapolitan, look of the side

streets, shaded by the ailanthus trees,

with the frequent fruit-stalls full of ba

nanas, grapes, peaches and other exotic

fruits, as they would be called in Eng

land, and with the cool white costumes

and straw hats of the men, whose dress

and complexion, so unlike the formal

and bulky Englishman's, seemed to defy

the effects of heat. I do not remember

that we noticed the stores much: no

doubt we were too tired. Passing some

of the hotels, with their cool restaurants

and marble tables in full view, we de

bated drowsily whether we should ven

ture to go in : I think, so exhausted were
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we, that we would have given our little all

for one night's rest, in order that after one

good sleep we might have felt able to de

cide, to work, to struggle. Each hotel,

however, looked too much above our

means, and we walked on and on till we

got to the Stevens House, and saw that

there were no more to choose from. Here

we went in: it was late, and the waiter

grumbled at having to bring us our very

meagre supper, for it was past meal-time.

Though the rooms here were dismal and

I was nearly ill with heat and fatigue,

still the rest in a clean bed and the sight

of proper bathing arrangements had a

wonderful effect, and after breakfast next

morning we felt like new beings. I have

spent the night in that house once since

that, but under much altered circum

stances, when we marched boldly through

a crowded breakfast-room, and, regard

less of rules, I fed my pet dog on the best

beeksteak and sweet-cakes.

The next day, though refreshed and

more hopeful, we were still sadly unset

tled, and saw nothing more feasible than

to walk up Broadway, as we had yester

day walked down. The sight of the

inviting restaurant of the St. Charles

Hotel made us go in there and ask for a

room : the price was tolerably cheap, espe

cially as the "European plan" gives one

the choice of inexpensive or extravagant

meals. The room was one of those New

York anomalies known as a dark room ;

that is, the sleeping part was, while the

other, shut off by folding doors, was an

irregular triangle, with one window on

the street and a chilling marble table in

the middle. lt was very cheerless, but

still a temporary roost. Now came a

good deal of trouble about the baggage,

which had been left at Castle Garden in

our first uncertainty, and to recover which

no end of "red tape" had literally to

be "paid out." we got it at last, and

once more were able to wear something

more presentable than our traveling

dresses. But the comfort did not last

above three days: we had pleasant,

cheap meals in the restaurant, and made

friends with the colored waiter who

served our table, and who told us of

his voyage to England as cook on board

a steamer. The abundance of ice was

a great luxury, and the wonderful, novel

watermelon, with its huge proportions

and frozen-snow taste, was as delicious

as it was picturesque. By and by, how

ever, a stranger, the editor of a sporting

paper, came to see us with the charitable

intention of suggesting to us a change

of abode, as, he said, this hotel was so

much of a resort for theatrical people

that he was sure we should prefer not

staying in it. \Ve were as grateful as

surprised at his kind interference, and

indeed our money was running so short

that it was, even if on no other ground,

imperative to leave. Still, we were not

able to leave before going through an

other unpleasant experience, for it was

not easy to find another home, and as

the meals had to be paid for then and

there at the office of the restaurant, our

slender means gave out before we had

time to devise some new plan. For twen

ty-four hours we ate nothing, and by the

end of that time we knew what hunger

meant. By selling a pair of plain gold

ear-rings we .got three or four dollars,

but the sale and the questions and the

inquisitive looks were full as disagree

able as the search‘ after Oak street had

been. The big French loaf we bought

and brought home under cover of a

waterproof cloak proved the best-sea

soned meal we had had in our lives,

though the contrast with the rough plen

ty on board the Plymouth Rock seemed

to exalt the latter into a series of ban

quets. But the hotel-bill was unpaid,

and our poor store was unequal to one

third of it, while it was yet necessary

that we should leave.

Providence smoothed over what threat

ened to be the worst trouble we had got

into, and another stranger offered us a

temporary home with him and his wife

if we would come. It was on a Sunday.

Here again the comical was mingled with

the tragical, and our exit would have been

well described only by the pen of Dumas.

Our trunks we must of course leave be

hind us, as was only fair, as security for

the future payment of our bill; but there

were things that we could not do without,

so we resorted to the smuggler's trick of
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putting on all the clothing we needed.

which of a broiling August noon was

hardly comfortable. A bag, such as one

often uses for shopping purposes, was

enough to hold the little necessaries

which our pockets could not contain,

and thus accoutred we left the hotel and

went to the first place we could calldmme.

How comfortable the kitchen seemed!

It was also the dinir_tg- and sitting-room

and baby's nursery, but our friend had

a parlor for professional purposes, very‘

nicely furnished, but still overhung with

that cheerless air which the "best room"

cannot fail of having. This was in a

tenement-house, but of a different kind

from those awful burrows down town.

It was near Stuyvesant Square, and the

rooms were on the ground-floor, two of

them, however (the centre ones of the

suite), dark. The kitchen was clean,

cheerful and comparatively cool: our

hosts were young and open-hearted, fond

of seclusion and of books, and very bright

and hopeful. \Ve had a happy time there

for six weeks, but the chance of finding

suitable employment did not grow hour

ly more certain. When it did, at last, it

unluckily necessitated our going farther

down toward the “slums." We had no

furniture, nor any money to buy any, and

boarding, the only resource of the igno

rant, seemed our fate. Still, with the

experience of six subsequent years be

fore my eyes, I can say I believe we

made a mistake in beginning a life in

which one has no interest, little privacy

and less comfort.

Our first boarding-house was a most

woeful specimen. It was in Chambers

street, at a corner, and had the custom

ary liquor-saloon on the ground-floor.

The "family entrance" was at the side,

and the dining-room, of course, in the

basement. The first room that was

shown us was very small and stufi"y,

and nearly filled by a large double bed,

which on examining we found to be full

of bugs. The landlady was indignant

when this was pointed out to her, but

not being able to resist the evidence of

her senses, had the mattresses shaken

out and the bedstead cleaned, assuring

us that it was "all right" now. But an

hour's sleep convinced us of the con

trary, and as it was late, and we had

no faith in any more cleansings, we ad

propriated a corner room at the end of

the passage, took our things there and

slept comfortably. The two clean iron

bedsteads, small and hard, were much

more inviting, and the next morning

we told the landlady that we meant to

stay in our new room. Again she ex

postulated, and demanded fifty cents a.

week more from each of us (we only

paid five dollars each). I believe she

got it eventually, but we kept the room

and lived there in comparative comfort

for over a month. Various strange, sad

things happened there. One night there

was a fight in the saloon below (we were

fortunately two floors above it, and heard

but little of the usual noise), and one

man was taken to his room with a bad

cut in his leg, which confined him to his

bed more than a week. The landlady

was very graphic in her description of his

wounds when she came to us to borrow

books for him. Then we had a neighbor

terribly given to drinking, but strangely

gentle in his intoxication, and one even

ing, toward dark, on coming home to

our room, we found him established

on my bed, peaceably sleeping in his

clothes, very drunk, but as quiet as a

lamb when wakened by the landlady

with no gentle hand. He apologized

the next morning in a way that went to

one's heart. Another time I heard him

stumbling along the passage to his room,

the door of which opened at right angles

to ours, but immediately contiguous, and

hardly had he reached his own than he

fell backward, dropping and extinguish

ing his candle, ancl bursting open our

door, which had only a defective bolt to

close it. There he lay across the thresh

old, groaning now and then. I was alone,

and was afraid to wake him, yet fearful

that he had hurt himself by his fall. At

last some one came, picked him up and

helped him into his own room and bed,

and I heard hitn gently thanking his

friend and feebly muttering that he was

sorry to give him this trouble.

Another time a far worse thing took

place, though not in the house. A man
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declared to be sober at the time came

into the saloon, asked for a drink, quiet

ly took it, and intimated to the bystand

ers that that was his last drink, as he was

about to shoot himself. He was young

and healthy, and dressed in his Sunday

clothes. The men laughed at him, and

he went out. Two minutes after a loud

report drew all heads to the window and

a crowd round the youth, who had shot

himself through the heart with a revolver.

The blood spurted up from his heart, and

even as the people raised him his grow

ing livid pallor showed that he had aim

ed but too straight. He died shortly

after he was carried into the house. He

was a young mechanic, in good work,

who had been jilted or otherwise dis

appointed in love, and in a fit of what is

called temporary insanity had ended his

life in this sad way. One reads of such

things every day, but to live in the midst

of them brings the horror home to one

in a far different way. The place grew

to our minds so associated with horrors

that we longed to move. There were

other items not more pleasant, and chief

ly the meals. I do not mean the food,

for that was good and abundant; indeed,

as an English traveler, who had had op

portunities of stopping at the miners' inns

in districts close upon the Rocky Moun

tains, once said to me, the roughest man

in America cats better food, and is more

particular about it, than many an Eng

lish farmer or shopkeeper. \Ve had

good meat, and a variety of it. plenty of

vegetables and good coffee, besides bread,

butter, milk and plain cakes. But the

"guests" and the waiting-girl were rath

er trying. The former, mostly truckmen

and cart-drivers, with a few mechanics,

swore terribly at every other word, and

the latter, a bold, slatternly girl, waited

on the table at breakfast with bare dirty

feet and uncombed, often “ unput-up,"

hair.

Before we left the house Providence :

sent us another friend, a clergyman, who

was untiringly kind to us in a thousand

ways, and was eventually the means of

our getting comfortable and respectable

lodgings. We made an effort to find

such ourselves, and got together a few

addresses from the ilcra/n‘, but each

place was beyond our means, six and

seven dollars apiece being what was

asked in the most modest houses. At

last we were directed by our new friend

to a street not far from the East River

and opening into Grand street and East

Broadway, and I went there alone to

‘make inquiries one evening about six

o'clock. The landlady came own: I

had already, in the mean while, made

friends with her beautiful Newfound

land dog. She asked no questions, and

I knew she was a lady. It was a poor

house, and the boarders not very high

in the social scale, but again it was home.

She was one of the kindest friends we

ever knew, and we moved with her when

she went up town to an unfashionable

street, which seemed Paradise to me be

cause one could see from the back win

dows the East River with Ward, Randall

and Blackwell's islands, and the green

shore of Long Island with its pretty, tiny

villas, behind which I afterward found

oak woods and wild flowers and farms,

and first took a country walk after more

than two years' constant residence in the

city. Staten Island was our next glimpse

of the country in its summer glory, just

as I had seen it the day we landed, when

it looked like a dream. The reality did

not bélie the dream, and we had kind,

hospitable friends there. Gradually,

though we still occasionally went through

“hard times," and one Christmas we had

to sell a few books to get enough for our

car-fare down town to go to a pleasant

family Christmas dinner, we drifted back

into civilized society, and at last, to our

great joy, escaped from bricks and mor

‘ tar to various country places in many

parts of the States, found many friends

and made many homes, and are no

longer the two helpless emigrants who

landed in so forlorn a way in the bewil

dering city of New York.
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T was in Schaus‘s, I think, that I saw

during one of my strolls two water

color drawings—-kitten subjects; one in

full frisk, with a troop of yellow butter

flies driving over her, watching a chance

to paw a victim, with that serio-comical

expression worn only by young animals,

children as well. The-pendant to this

was Miss Kit sitting in a contemplative

attitude, a few feathers scattered around

her: she had eaten 1‘! up. There had not

been enough of it: she was the image

of dejection. “K." was neatly scratch

ed in the corner of the drawings. I be

lieved them bits of autobiography, and

bought them from liking and sympathy.

Besides, they were the work of a wo

man. '

It was the latter part of July, and hot

ter than any weather I had ever experi

enced in the garb of civilization. Heat

in the East has its compensations: there

were none here, and I made up my mind

to get out of New York. But where

should I go? I was just home from a

long sojourn in Europe, and had no in

clination for travel here. Relations I

had none. My early college-friends

were out of reach or lost sight of. The

one I had expected to greet me, joy on

her lips and in her eyes, was journeying

—where I had not yet found out.

As I slowly mounted the stairs to my

room I picked up an envelope addressed

in a clear though feminine handwriting.

It was individual : the small erect letters

reminded me of the German script, and

I thought how prettily the writer would

form her German words. Turning it

over, queer enough! there was a tiny

“K." like a flying insect, with a blue

kitten rushing after it, tail up, paws on

the slide. I of course thought of the

painter of my pictures: if not that K.,

it ought to be. I put it in my pocket

and tried to settle myself to work. I

was writing some papers on the Bavarian

Highlands, having spent three summers

there and had some uncommon adven

VoL. XIX.—29

tures. Here I was in whirling America

again. To a man who likes to drift or

pull a lazy oar this rattling carnival of

work is distracting.

As I went to supper my thoughts turn

ed to No.44, near which I had found the

K. envelope. There had been a recent

arrival there—ladies: perhaps my artist

was among them. On being worried

about this, the clerk drew his pen sud

denly from behind his car, as if it were a

weapon with which he intended to spear

me, and mumbled something about

"parties" leaving on the noon-train for

Greenwood L'ake.

“\Vatering - place, this Greenwood

Lake F" ’

“Great fishing resort."

I am fond of fishing: Ibelieve I'll go.

There seems no need to wait for letters

that can be forwarded.—No, you are

wrong: I had passed my salad days,

and had rather then, as now, wonder,

dream about a possible divinity than

take any trouble to look her up. If she

come in one's way, well. But if you

cherish a fancy and water it till it flowers,

twenty to one it's a scentless, colorless

thing. Besides, my future was already

outlined. But if people do not stay at

home or answer your notes, must you

swelter in the discomfort of ninety de

grees?

So I started for Orange county, and

confess I had no idea our country was so

wild and charming. The hotel was set

in the midst of hills, with the lake rip

pling in front. It was a comfortable

place to write in and wait for news of

my lady. Most of the time I passed in

a boat or in the woods, hermit-fashion,

-but I did not write much. To one mossy

place, where the trees drew apart as if

to let the wanderer see the wondrous

heights of the hills and the quivering

sheen of lake and sky,I used often to

come. The spot was sometimes pre

occupied by confidential girls, who were

good enough to retreat if they saw me
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climbing upward. One day I came per

haps unexpectedly, for I heard a flutter

of drapery, caught a glimpse of a figure

wrapped in blue, and heard, to my de

light, a whispered "Kit!"

The cat-painter, I decided as the rust

ling died away, indicating that she had

found the path. I hoped she had drop

ped something in her hurry. She had.

A sketch-book lay on the crushed leaves

where she had been sitting. She must

be a heedless person. I picked it up.

It was what artists call a block, in a

green cover. Papers were stuffed in the

pocket, and a pencil was in the loop. I

looked at the drawing. Pretty good:

artist feeling in the lines, and capital

foliage. \Vomen are generally wretch

ed portrayers of a tree; their foliage

is a series of detached z*s. If this be

longs to the painter, of course one ex

pects better things. If it is hers, she's

not famous yet, for the few celebrities

have been pointed out to me. I knew

it would be easy enough to find her:

a sketcher soon betrays herself; so I

made no formal inquiry, and abandon

ed my nook in the woods as perhaps

sacred to dryads.

Rowing on the lake the next morning,

I caught a seductive glimpse of blue in

the very spot I was making for. I am

near-sighted: it proved to be no lady,

but a clump of purple asters. I drew up

the boat, found a rock under an over

shadowing umbrella tree, and prepared

myself for a lounge. I put my hand in

my pocket for Alfieri: I had left it in my

room. There was nothing but the sketch

book, with its plethoric portfolio. Bah!

I shall never find the owner. I must

while away the time. I pulled out the

papers. There was some writing, part

of a journal or letter, scrawly and some

what scratched, like the first draught of

a composition. A moment‘s hesitation,

and my virtue yielded to the temptation.

I read:

"Ought I not to be so? Have I not

had a deep experience in feeling? The

sort of friendship you describe I'm afraid

of. It may be possible. Shall Ibreak

my engagement? I think so, but dis

tinctly understand that I do not mean

you to be affected by anything I may do.

Bound or not, you are the same to me:

you hold a place by yourself. Does not

that content you? I shall talk with K.

about it: if he is not too satirical, I shall

give him the full results of my thinking

and feeling. I can look for but one issue

to that conversation. I-Ie cares very lit

tle for me. I am sure he will wish for

his freedom: he shall have the offer of

it. For myself, I am happy enough: my

painting satisfies me. There is much in

my life to make me practical and philo

sophical. K. fascinated me. but I have

long believed him to be a cold-hearted

student, with the selfishness that must

result from exclusive devotion to art

studies and self-culture. When I write

to him I know I am only writing to a

brilliant critic. It used to inspire me: it

doesn't now."

50 K. is a man, after all—one of

those who crumble girls‘ lives as spice

to their own? I should like to see this

calm creature who is sufficient unto her

self. I hope she will break out of the

net that has snared her: of course she

will. I look across the lake crinkling in

the sunlight, and think vividly of my own

betrothed, and that flame, lit in college

days, now burnt down to matter of fact.

Catherine was seventeen, and bewitch

ing. Her hair was in flossy curls that

blew about her forehead, and her cheeks

and lips were delicious. She was a gush

ing creature, never in the least afraid to

show me how she adored me. She loved

too much: her enthusiasm was not always

in good taste. Such women make good

Roman Catholics. Their feelings need

the devotional outlet: they are wasted

on a mortal. I graduated a born lounger,

studying law, however, and being admit

ted to the bar, to please my father, who

was not willing I should be idle, although

the taking care of his income was busi

ncss enough for two. \Vhen he sudden

ly died I made up my mind to go abroad.

and would then have married Catherine,

but her mother said she was too young.

We wrote frequently, and gradually the

repression I had tried to teach her began

to show itself in the calmer tone of her

letters. Yet when did I get that wild
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poetic outburst that made me smile, I news made it advisable to hurry. And

though it touched me too? Just before

going to Cairo, I think. So long ago?

I've been rambling in deserts and moun

tains the last two years, beyond the reach

of the post. I could write but rarely. I

must make up deficiencies to her now,

for she is a sweet soul, and deserves a

better lover than I am.

As I took the path to the hotel I saw

sitting on the piazza a fat, Napoleonic

looking man, a big straw hat on his knee.

A woman with a blue shawl falling from

her shoulders stood swinging her parasol

as she talked with him. I walked slow

ly, hoping to get a look at the possible

heroine, but before I reached the steps

she nodded to her friend and hurried

away toward the cottage.

The fat gentleman's heavy, regular

features were familiar.

"I cannot be mistaken in General

Fanshawe ?" ,

He turned a brilliant pair of eyes on

me from under long gray eyebrows, and

made an attempt to hobble up: "How

do you do? how do you do-er ?" He

had not an idea who I was.

“Reginald Kingston," said I.

"To be sure !—so it is. You astonish

me! Glad to see you—glad to see you."

"I am rejoiced to see an old friend,"

said I, pressing his big fat hand cordially.

"It gives one a Rip Van Winkle sensa

tion to return to familiar New York and

find nobody who knows one."

“Is that your case? You shouldn't

have stayed away so long. You found

none of our people at home ?"

“ No: I was disappointed."

“VVhen did you arrive?"

“The 28th. I came here a week ago."

"Yes, yes, of course. I hope Allston

has not involved you at all?"

“Somewhat: I hardly know to what

extent yet."

"The first thing I thought of when I

saw you. I was afraid you'd gone to

smash."

"Oh no, but I knew I ought to come

home and look after matters. My agent

died in the spring, and everything con

spired to hasten me. I was leisurely tak

ing my way homeward when a budget of

now l'm here, people are out of town

not to be seen—the weather too hot for

business."

" Well, we are glad to get you back on

any terms. There's nothing like Amer

ica, is there? Can't see why the girls

did not mention your being here. That

accounts for their remarkable patience

during my delay in coming."

"The girls 3''

“ My niece and Puss, you know. They

have been waiting for me to come to take

them off somewhere among the moun

tains. I am glad there's to be a younger

man along. You find the little one grown

into a noble creature."

\Vhile I hesitated to confess that I did

not know whom he was talking about,

the general announced that “Be1" was

coming.

"Make it easier by presenting me," I

said as the tall girl in blue approached.

She had a nice, sensible face, and re

garded me with an agreeable air of inter

est, which gave place to a curious fluctua

tion of manner as the general introduced

us.

As I exchanged greetings with Miss

Fanshawe a flashing recollection came

of an awkward pair, brother and sister,

who spent vacations at the Tracys, and

were always interrupting Catherine and

me.

“Reginald Kingston P" repeated the

lady with a faint emphasis on the bap

tismal name—"of Burlington?"

"Yes," I answered. "Have we not

met before?"

Perhaps. She knew me rather from

my friends. Iwas giving them a great

surprise.

I was far from intending it.

" Mrs. Tracy and sister Lu are out

\Vest looking up kindred, and left me to

look after the girls, with Henry's help,"

said the general. "You remember Hen

ry? He's a parson now. Now, how

could you be here a week and not find

one another out ?—What's the mischief,

Bel ?"

"VVe were staying at the cottage, un

cle," said Be]. ‘'1 did not recognize Mr.

Kingston. I have not seen him since we
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danced together on class-day. His mous

tache and bronze complexion are an ex

cellent disguise. I suppose Kit is wiser,

but she did not enlighten me."

As she finished speaking she hurried

toward another girl whose white dress I

saw through the trees.

“There's some stratagem," remarked

the general. “Who can fathom their

tricks E"

\Vas that Catherine Tracy, the lady

of my love? I walked toward her, but

of what I said I have not the least idea.

I saw her smile and hold out her hand

in a gracious, distancing way that wel

comed and subtly repelled me. I held

it in mine and kissed it. It was the

thing for me to do, yet she seemed

displeased, drawing her hand away and

stepping backward.

"\Vas it quite fair ?" I asked.

“Perfectly fair," returned Catherine.

"I do not feel so. I was waiting to

hear from you, and you were hiding

from me."

"When you came," said Catherine,

walking nearer the general and Miss

Fanshawe, and turning a brilliant face

toward me, "they said you were an au

thor deep in creative thought. There

was no need to hide from a man wrapt

in fancies. I am only surprised you did

not discover us for yourself. as you so

often invaded our sketching-nooks."

"I see now, Kit," exclaimed Miss Fan

shawe, as if the key of a puzzle had been

given her.

“I am not sure I should have recog

nized you if I had met you face to face.

I am near-sighted, and you are changed.

The fashion of dress would have misled

me. Strange to say, I am always thinking

of white frilled aprons and flying curls."

"I could not well keep up that cos

tume," she remarked, lightly swaying

her white ruflles lying in a little billow

on the turf. She wore some drapery of

black lace and knots and bows of pink

ribbon.

“ Did you not get my note?"

“Two of them: they came just as we

had started on our trip. \Ve left Uncle

Sam to look you up. You furnished no

address."

"They were dated from the hotel where

I was waiting for the answer."

"And then you came here; so I did

not send any message."

Was she offended ? Ought I not to be

so ? I hardly knew how to deal with her.

For the present I made inquiries about

friends, and chatted with Miss Fanshawe,

all the time looking at Catherine when I

had the chance. She was handsomer

than I remembered. Her brown hair

was braided in a kind of Russian coronet,

and some curls fell on brow and neck.

" \Vere you called home by business?"

asked she suddenly. raising her eyes and

entrapping me in one of these observa

tions.

"Business hastened me perhaps. I

was on my way home, as I told you in

my last regular letter-the letter from

Marseilles."

"It did not reach me."

“Did you not get one from Havre ?"

"Yes," with an odd inflection in her

voice, as if she were about to break into

a laugh. “ Mamma has it in her pocket

yet, I dare say: she hates to give up any

thing. We spent parts of two days try

ing to decipher it. VVhat was it? some

new hieroglyphic ?"

"I ask your pardon. It was written in

great haste to catch the outgoing steam

er. I did not suppose it to be so bad as

that."

"The only words we could decipher,"

turning to the general, “were some in

itials and his own signature, ‘ K. ;' but if

the other letter had come it would have

been clear enough."

" Pussie, you are severe," said he.

“I am indeed sorry it failed to reach

you: the want of that letter has done

me harm."

“Oh no," cordially and indifferently.

“ You and mamma will settle it very

amusingly some day."

Yes, I see I am the "K.," the selfish

lover, from whom she will be free. It is

her letter burning in my breast-pocket.

Am I such a scamp as she believes

me? Have I lost her affection by being

so sure and careless of it? I am afraid

it is too late, and her correspondent will

profit by my stupendous stupidity.
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"You have been six years abroad,"

said Miss Fanshawe: "why, it is a little

lifetime!"

"It was a great mistake," I returned.

“ How so?" demanded Catherine.

"One who has passed so many of his

impressionable years in Europe feels out

of place here. He has been forgotten

by his old associates, and is too unpliant

to form intimate friendships. He has no

employment where every one seems too

busy to heed him."

“ He had better go back," said she.

"I have heard many say that a long

residence abroad spoils one for this coun

try," said the general, "but a century of

it wouldn't affect me."

"I love America," exclaimed Cathe

rine, with a motion of her handkerchief

as if she were unfurling a little flag. "I

have no patience with those people who

are always moping in galleries and record

ing their impressions."

"Are you people coming to tea ?" in

quired the general, rising. “The fried

fish here are superb."

I do not believe in excuses, but as soon

as I had a good opportunity I attempted

a skillful justification of my neglect in

writing--a neglect of which I was for

the first time conscious. I thought I had

some good reasons, and was making

them clear when Catherine said pleas

antly, "Are you excusing yourself? Don’t

be annoyed. [think writing a bore too,

particularly when you have nothing in

common with your correspondent. And

travelers' letters! The guide-books do as

well for general reading. Not but that

yours were more entertaining than the

common tourist's epistle; and so charm

ingly written !—Do you remember, Bel,"

drawing Miss Fanshawe into the conver

sation, "the description of the landing in

Malta in one of Mr. Kingston's letters?

Henry thought it ought to be printed.

But perhaps it was a leaf from your book.

You are writing a book, are you not?"

I feel as if this pretty lady were boxing

my ears, but I answer her gently enough,

and Miss Fanshawe and I talk of Ger

many till the general joins us with A}?

jfi/el0n's Guide. He wishes Henry would

come, if he is ever coming, and take this

train and connection business off his

mind. I hear them talking of Delaware

Vl/ater-Gap. The general, lost in the

mazes of that wonderful book, appeals

to me. I extricate him, and offer my

further attendance. He accepts with

pleasure. Miss Fanshawe shows delight,

and Catherine, as I look at her, lifts her

lovely brows.

"You have no objection to my going

with you?" I ask when I get a chance.

“Certainly not. But I thought you

had important business in New York."

“Have you a preference? I can go

back if you had rather I should."

"No," hesitating.

Here I take from my pocket a ring,

always carried about in my dressing-case.

\-Ve had had them alike—rubies in white

and gold setting.

"Where is yours, Catherine?"

She gave a hurried glance at me, and

then turned for her friend. Miss Fan

shawe had gone down the lawn with

the general.

“I don't know, exactly. Among my

trinkets I suppose. It does not fit."

“Let me have it altered."

“Nor does yours fit, I see. Better put

them away as souvenirs of childhood."

"That will suit me: I should like to

begin again. I will try this for the size."

“ But no: I will have no new ring. Do

not think so."

She spoke decidedly, with slightly-sup

pressed passion. I put the ring again on

my own finger.

She glanced at it and laughed: “ \\/‘hat

a gaudy thing it is! Excuse me: it

would suit a young Israelite, not you

with your severe elegance."

I took it off and slipped it into my

vest-pocket, while she, snatching at one

of the children dancing past, began to

tell stories to a group of them: "Once

upon a time.“

Yes, indeed, once upon a time was the

beginning of my fairy-tale, and I stand

off to sulk over my cigar. I take out the

envelope, the waif of the hotel. I know

now it must be hers, addressed as it is

to Henry Fanshawe. I am also sure the

contents of the sketch-book pocket be

long within it.
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I resolve to go to the Water-Gap, and

if possible conquer a new position before

my lady has that conversation she intends

having with me. Of course I abstain from

all love-making: that would call for re

pression. I try to interest and please

her and her companion. I think I suc

ceed. I perceive that Miss Fanshawe

admires me and wonders at Kit's sar

casms. She apologizes for her one day

by saying, when her friend is out of

hearing, “Kit does not mean to wound:

she has so been used to wrangle with

my brother Henry that she thinks ev

erybody understands it."

“I believe I understand it," I reply,

and wish I knew how much Catherine

had confided to her.

When we reach the \Vater-Gap my

lady begins again to draw, and over the

sketching we become almost cordial. I

ask her if she ever paints cats, and Miss

Fanshawe laughs: it seems she does.

"We think Kit has the making of an

artist in her."

“I have noticed a singular device on

your envelopes. I suppose there is some

cabalistic meaning there."

"That was Henry's nonsense," Miss

Fanshawe said. “He called his cousin

Kit and Puss from ways of hers and her

liking for the animals. After her suc

cess in the kitten-pictures he had this

fancy printed as a joke. Kit uses it

when she writes to us."

I dare one day to tell her, while sharp

ening pencils, that her art has made her

a different person.

"I owe that all to you," said she, “and

I am really full of gratitude. You told

me I needed some outlet for my enthu

siasm--that I ought to have an absorb

ing pursuit. I used to read that letter

over once a month: it was educating."

I remember, but I have nothing to

say, and she breaks into delight over a

group of pines that comes into her pic

ture. I show her a trick I learned in

Stuttgart for rendering these trees and

giving their dim but inextricable recesses,

their confused gloom. She is charmed:

we chat amicably, and I-Ienry's shade

seems less threatening.

The letter I have been dreading and

evadmg summons me to New York. \Ve

are sauntering along on a wild slope,

looking off to mountains and down over

ledges and woods, when I tell her that

I must go, and beg her to send me word

as to her movements, that if possible I

may join the party again.

" Is it worth while? \Ve shall soon

turn homeward. We shall meet you in

New York."

"When you are at home I want a long,

serious talk with you."

"Of course you do."

"Meanwhile, will you not be charitable

toward your humble servant and slave?"

Her cheek dimpled: “I am."

I hold her hand, and have it in my

mind to kiss her, but she prevents me.

“ Have I not the right?"

" It is outlawed. You will not insist."

"Are you not engaged to me ?"

“Are you engaged to me F"

"Body and soul."

“You have my word till you release

me. VVe are going to have a serious

talk about that in New York when mam

ma returns. I postpone all discussion

till then."

"Remember," said I, “as you count

my sins against me, that I have not been

disloyal to you an hour."

She looked at me astonished.

"Now, Catherine, I love you—not in

the spoony, undergraduate way I once

did, but as a man loves who has but one

love in his hfe, and that knotted in every

fibre, so he himself does not know how

strong the feeling is till he tries to loose

it."

She looked down, and I thought I had

touched her till she laughed: “Excuse

me, but there is something so comical

in it all! You look very handsome and

romantic in your part, but it's useless."

" Useless?"

“Yes: we are going to explain by and

by, you know."

"You don't love me, that's certain.“

"How good of you to find that out

yourself!" she exclaimed with an air

of relief. " Nobody could expect a boy

and-girl fancy to endure. One has one's

time of sighing and looking at the moon.

When we have our understanding—"



1877.] 463"K."

"Let us have it now."

"The first question I would put,"

she continued with a deeper flush on

her cheek, "is, then, Have you money

enough ?"

"More than enough," I replied, aston

ished at the question.

"Mine is not necessary or desirable to

you ?"

"No. l have never thought of it."

"So I believe. You were never mer

cenary. But mamma heard about your

losing by Allston's failure: she feared

the loss was a great one. Then," she

added, hesitating, “it was considered an

advantage to unite the fortunes."

“Not by me. I have lost something

—I hardly know how much yet--but

there's plenty left."

"You will let me go free?"

I remember I had a soft felt hat in my

hands that I doubled up and squeezed as

she talked.

''I ought never to have left you, but I

love you."

"Oh no," with a smile: "that is not to

be supposed."

"You do not hate me ?"

"No, indeed; only my bondage. We

shall begin again on a different footing,

and become very good friends when this

is over."

“ May I ask if you care about anybody

else ?"

She had a translucent skin, through

which the blush showed like lightthrough

porcelain as she answered frankly, “ I do

not know. Perhaps not. I should like

to be sure."

“ You shall have no hindrance from

me; only, Catherine, judge me yourself,

not by another's opinions."

She colored again, and I could have

sworn Henry had been my accuser.

“Please give me back my ring," she

said.

" \Vhat is the use? Our rings are alike.

It is only the sentiment of the thing. I

withdraw all claim."

"Thank you. I knew I could trust

your—good-breeding."

As she chose that word after a pause,

I had drawn from my pocket the sketch

book and put it in her hand.

“My book! How did you get it? I

lost it at the lake."

"I found it there in one of my prowls

before I saw you or dreamed who K.

was."

She was drawing out papers.

"I have read everything," said I. "I

have known for some time your opinion

of me."

"Ah!" she sighed, pulling forth the

letter, "this seems so long ago !"

‘'Good-bye, then. I shall not perhaps

see you again."

“ In New York, when mamma returns:

you are to come then."

"There is no need: we have had our

conversation." I felt my throat dry: I

wanted a glass of water.

“ Don't drop the friendly relations with

the family," said she, taking a step to

ward me. “Mamma loves you for your

own sake, as well as for your mother's.

We have all a great regard for you. I

cannot think you will really feel this

change in our connection. But if you

care a little for me you will come, to

spare me annoyance."

llooked at her, and met the brown

eyes fully. She quivered slightly, and

turned them away.

" How can I do that, Catherine?"

"You can save me from blame, rest

my conscience and pacify mamma. Be

sides, we are going to be friends."

" By and by."

“Shall you go abroad again?"

"I don't know: lam disoriented. Good

morning."

"One thing more,"she added,dropping

her eyelids, the wind blowing her curls.

“ My letters? You have burnt them?"

"I have every one."

"Give them back to me: I want to

read them again."

“You wish to see how the old love

looks under the light of the new. You

shall have them. I have a favor to ask

too."

“Your own? They cannot be of any

value—as love-letters."

“I don't care what becomes of them.

You owe me something," I hurried to

say. " I thought I should have had hun

dreds: let me have one kiss."
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She did not demur: she turned her

face toward me for a_moment, and I

went down the hill with the world before

me, and, strange to say, not utterly down

cast. But then I am said to have a con

venient amount of self-conceit, and self

conceited people are hopeful.

If I had attended to my afl”airs, instead

of loitering near K. so long, it is possi

ble that something might have been saved

from the general smash. As it was, I was

incomeless. I had some pictures and

busts worth a few thousands, a library,

some gems and drawings, and a neglect

ed old place on the Hudson. It was the

hardest part of my trouble to part with

these possessions. If I did, I still must

work. I determined to wait till hunger

or a ragged coat was the alternative. At

that idea I laugh. I have been in rags

and hungry, and liked the situation for

a few hours. Any one who will work

here may earn, they say: we shall see.

I go to my lawyer like the romantic poor

young man. He is a good fellow: he

tangles me in fringes of law-talk till he

finds what I am worth. I hire two rooms

in a neighboring building, move my books

and pictures and set up housekeeping.

The schools are beginning. I get an

appointment to lecture on history and

art in three seminaries. Small pay, but

pleasant work. I like to talk to girls:

the girls like tolisten. I finish my moun

tain-sketches, and the magazines bring

me some money. I am earning all I

need, and I work as I never worked.

The year is strangely short.

I have seldom seen K., or any wo

man but the gregarious school-girl and

the keen creatures who train her. They

tell me she is going to marry Henry,

Miss Fanshawe's brother. I am going to

ignore that fact for one half hour. 50 I

go to the Tracys' on a chilly afternoon in

October. It has been raining, and the

walks are covered with damp leaves,

orange and scarlet. As I walk there

ring in my brain some dismal French

verses I have read and always disliked:

Tombe, tomhc, feuille éphémérc.

I believe I feel it prophetic when I see a

young man's hat and gloves in the hall,

exact and precise in their air, befitting a

minister and a reformer, as Henry is. I

wait a few moments beside a sparkling

fire: then I see K. coming through the

library. Her face is pale, and a little sad,

I think, but it brightens when she sees

who awaits her.

“I didn't understand the name," said

she, "and you are such a stranger. It

seems pleasant to see you."

“That should be a stranger's wel

come."

“You do not come often enough, mam

ma says. She will be down when she

knows who is here."

“And what does K. say?"

" K. agrees with her mother always—

where she can."

I had admired during the summer her

rich artistic dressing. To-day she was

in a soft black dress with silken hems

and a white muslin tie—not a glimmer

of ornament about her.

"You look like a deaconess," said I—

" not but that the attire is becoming. \Vhat

is the matter with your hand?" For she

had wrapped it in a white handkerchief.

"I have been playing with fire. \Vhat

are you pursuing? what new art ?"

"That of earning a living."

“It is becoming, as you say."

“You see a change? I feel it.

lived deep this year."

"You seem more downright, a trifle

brusque—from hunting the buffalo per

haps."

“I know what I must have, and am

toiling, hoping for it. That makes a

man alive."

“ Did you know," she asked suddenly,

I have

“that Allston had all my money? I'm

poor."

"So am I. He lost me mine."

" Truly ? I thought your working was

some figure of speech. You working!

I begin to apprehend: it is necessary."

"Precisely. I like it, however: my

work is congenial. I am earning about

two thousand a year."

"With what an air you announce it!

Didn't you use to spend twenty? Tell

me what you are doing."

I obeyed. She sighed when I had

finished: "It is easy for a man to earn.
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Recommend me to your principals as a

drawing-teacher. I cannot paint steadily,

or sell all I paint. I want a situation."

"Are you not going to be married?"

“ Why, no!" with a deep blush. "Why

did you think so ?"

"Miss I-‘anshawe told me. I thought

I would come and congratulate you."

" Indeed! \Vell, when I need con

gratulations I'll let you know."

“I beg your pardon: I've annoyed

you."

"I ought not to be annoyed, I suppose.

I never intend marriage: that's all."

"Nor I," said I with great gravity.

"I've too much to do to look up a wife:

they are said to be expensive."

"Quite true; and so wise of you, Mr.

Kingston!" answered she with a bright

color in her cheeks. After a moment's

hesitation she said, "1 will tell you: I

promised to marry Henry Fanshawe—"

\Ve are never prepared for what we

expect, I find. My heart gave a. stifling

thump.

" But he changed his mind with my

fortunes."

uI saw his confounded sneaking hat

in the hall. Where is he, Kit? I should

delight to kick him down the steps."

She laughed: "Thanks! You ought to |

THE \VILL-O’

know how charmingly it was all disar

ranged, after his persistence of months

in gaining his-object."

" I have always supposed he made you

think ofmy faults and mistakes as crimes,

deliberate sins against you."

" You are right."

I went to the other side of the fireplace

and sat down beside her: ‘'I(., won't you

try me again?"

“After all my injustice and selfish

ness P"

“You have much to forgive me for,

but I love you more dearly than ever."

She was slowly pulling off the hand

kerchief that wrapped her hand: some

thing flashed. It was my ruby ring on

her fore finger.

“That is what you have been hiding

from me ?"

“I have been wearing it ever since we

parted on the mountains," said she in a

low tone —-"when I thought I should

never see you again."

"Then you liked me best all the time,

sweetest ?"

"I am afraid I did. Don't! here comes

mamma. You will be more conceited

than ever."

Have I not reason?"

E. A. BARRY.

-T H E -\V I S P.

ET\VEEN the flat, wide marsh and moonless sky

Hangs a gray roof of cloud: the rank earth steams.

Hark! far away the sea breaks heavily

On shelving sands. Is this the world of dreams?

Or can this dun blank, this weird waste, be real?

See, where a yellow, wavering, thin flame gleams

Yonder above the grass-tips! Watch it steal

Ghostlike amongst their roots with lambent beams.

Surely it lives! An errant spirit free

From its clay prison, what delight it owns

In boundless spaces ! Lo, I haste to thee,

Quaint, mystic soul of fire! o'er bog and stones.

Mock me no more, for surely thou art she

\Vhose daily loss my widowed heart bemoans.

EMMA LAZARUS.
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WYE ISLAND.

MONG the many beautiful little riv

ers which lend a peculiar charm to

the quiet scenery of the Eastern Shore

of Maryland, there is none so lovely as

the Wye, nor is there any which is more

intimately connected with the great men

and stirring events of the youthful days

of the republic. Originating in a small

creek in the lower portion of Queen Anne

county, near the Talbot line, it forms the

boundary between the two, widening rap

idly until it mingles with Skipton Creek.

just at this point its stream divides into

two branches, the Back and the Front

\Nye, these curving arms holding in lov

ing embrace the fertile and historic island

which is the scene of the following rem

iniscences, until, clasping hands again

round Beale's Island, which stands like

a sentinel at the outer gate, they flow

together into the broad mouth of the

St. Michael's and make their way with it

toward the Eastern Bay. The stranger

is told by those who ought to know bet

ter that the river thus fortns a double l/,

from which its name is derived. A glance

at the county map, however, shows all

along its banks the ancestral seats of the

Lloyds and Tilghmans—names suggest

ive of the Welsh origin of the old fami

lies which bear them—and tells us more

correctly that the early settlers brought

with them loving memories of the bright

little river which rises in the ancient Cam

brian hills, and, mingling its waters with

those of the Severn, flows out through

Bristol Channel to the Atlantic. It was

thus, undoubtedly, that Wye River ob

tained its name. lts banks are almost

entirely free from the dreary border of

marsh which fringes most of the penin

sular streams. The channel, deepening

rapidly from the shore, sweeps between

bold bluffs of fine woodland and smiling

fields of grain or clover, dotted by the

handsome residences of many whose an

cestors dispensed stately hospitalities in

these same homes more than a century

ago.

Wye Island, the subject of this pa

per, is known by several other names,

being called indiscriminately Chew's,

Bordley's and Paca's Island, from the

distinguished families which at ditlerent

times have occupied it, and in connection

with which it became a prominent fea

ture in the early history, not of Mary

land only, but of the United States. In

shape it is exceedingly irregular, being

about five and three-quarter miles in

length by one and a half in breadth at

its widest part, curving round with the

river and broken in its outline into nu

merous fantastic peninsulas, indented by

a multitude of miniature bays and gulfs.

The land, as with all other islands in the

Chesapeake rivers, is exceedingly fertile

—-a fact which is accounted for by their

formation, the alluvial matter washed

down by the stream having been grad

ually deposited on the sandbars which

form their foundations, this accumulation

giving a depth and richness to the soil

unknown on the adjoining “ main." lts

natural strength is manifested in the

dense thickets of young timber—oak,

chestnut, walnut, hickory and other

woods of similar robust growtli—-which

spring up wherever cultivation has been

intermitted for a few years. There is

no gradual sloping of shore: no "flats "

stretch out in wide, shallow margin toward

the channel. The quiet riveropens against

a firm, high bank which might almost be

called a bluff, and flows calm and deep

on either side of the island. These fea

tures give us the key to the home-life of

its distinguished occupants a century and

more ago. The stately mansion, now

scarred by time and feeble with the in

firmities of age, would never have risen

on such a site had not the broad fields

and teeming pastures been capable of

sustaining its manorial elegance, nor

would an island-home less accessible

by easy water-transit for coach-and-four

have suited the men who took so active

a part in the great events of their day.
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The river murmurs its inarticulate story

of the historic past, and the wind, as it

sighs among the broad leaves of the old

catalpa groves, whispers its memories of

silken coats and jeweled buckles ; of

stately minuets and courtly dinners; of

brains unclouded by the crusty port of

other days retiring from the festive board

to discuss the problems of statecraft and

the issues of unequal war; of haying

hounds and scar1et- coated riders; of

wealth and intellect and culture which

have faded with the peaceful golden sun

set which closed a century of strife and

storm. For here was the model plan

tation of john Beale Bordley, where that

distinguished patriot delighted to expend

his great wealth in giving a practical im

petus to the agricultural interests of his

State; and here was the home of Wil

liam Paca, one of the signers of the

Declaration of Independence, and the

governor who represented Maryland in

that august assembly which received the

commission laid down by the Father of

his Country, the rich harvest of seed

sown by their hands with many misgiv

ings and cultivated through eight long,

weary years with blood and tears and

treasure.

' ln the will of Mrs. Henrietta Maria Du

lany, the mother of both Mrs. judge Bord

ley and Mrs. judge Paca, the first item is

the bequest to her son, Philemon Lloyd

Chew, of “all that tract or parcel of land

lying in Queen Anne's county called

Lloyd’s lnsula, containing seventeen

hundred and ninety-five acres, and also

all that other tract or parcel of land call

ed the Purchase, adjoining to the former

tract, and containing one thousand acres;

both which tracts together are commonly

called or known by the name of The lsl

and, or Lloyd's Island in Wye River."

This magnificent estate of nearly twenty

eight hundred acres of the richest land in

Maryland was but a portion of the im

mense fortune of this wealthy lady. Mrs.

Dulany's maiden name was Lloyd, and

her mother had been goddaughter, name

sake and maid-of-honor to the queen of

Charles I. Her first husband, from whom

a large part of her wealth seems to have

been derived, was Samuel Chew, a de

scendant of John Chew, who built the

first stone house at Jamestown. Their

daughter Margaret married john Beale

Bordley, and their daughter Mary be

came the wife of William Paca. This

will bears date "this fourth day of No

vember in the year of our Lord Christ

seventeen hundred and sixty - five."

Among other matters of interest it shows

us the am‘/nus of Southern slavery in

those days—a spirit which will be rec

ognized by many as marking the “insti

tution " to its close. Bequeathing to her

grandchild “the old negro-woman jen

ny," Mrs. Dulany adds, "I desire a ten

der care may be taken of the said old

jenny by those to whom she shall go

as aforesaid, and l particularly hope my

said granddaughter will be carefull of

her." Further on we read, “It is my

order and request that when my things

in general shall be divided, the old ones

may go with their families, and that they

be well treated and taken care of for

their past labor, the benefit whereof my

children have received."

john Beale Bordley was one of the ex

ecutors of the will. This distinguished

patriot was born at Annapolis February

H, 1727. His father was Thomas Bord

ley of Bordley Hall, Yorkshire, England,

attorney-general of the province of Mary

land. This gentleman was the first hus

band of Ariana van der Heyden, the

granddaughter of Augustin Hermann,

the famous Bohemian exile who took

so prominent a part in the affairs of New

Amsterdam in the days of his friend and

connection by marriage, Peter Stuyve

sant. This Hermann afterward received

from Lord Baltimore a grant of the tract

in Cecil county, Maryland, still known

as "Bohemia Manor." By his wife, Miss

Shippen of Boston, he became the an

cestor of the Bordleys and I-‘risbies of

Maryland, with all their numerous and

widespread descendants, and of the Jen

nings and Randolph families of Vir

ginia.

john Beale Bordley was the last of the

admiralty judges of Maryland under the

provincial government. Margaret Chew

was his first wife, and on her death he

married Mrs. Mifilin —whose maiden
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name was Fishbourne-_-of Philadelphia. :

He thus becante stepfather to General

Thomas Mifilin, governor of Pennsylva

nia, and president of Congress when ,

Washington resigned his commission.

Judge Bordley's name appears as an

“Esquire justice" in a “copy common

recovery, William Paca w. James Phil

ips," in I770, the paper being still pre

served at the Wye Hall mansion.

The special interest attaching to judge

Bordley, however, does not centre in the

historic events of his times, but in his

passion for agriculture and the object

toward which its practical aim was di

rected. It was his "hobby" to prove

how easily the colonies could be made

independent of the mother-country, and

‘Nye Island independent of the rest of

the world. Accordingly, he devoted his

large fortune to the culture not only of

grain and fruits, but of dye-plants, herbs

and domestic condiments—to the rearing

of cattle and sheep and the manufacture

of their various products into food and

textile fabrics. His farm became a manu

facturing village, supplying its own raw

material, and the result was that com

mon to "model farms“ the world over

—everybody admired, but nobody imi

tated it. A very practically-useful fancy

of his, however, was the sending of boat

loads of beef and flour, fruits and veg

etables, as presents to the nearest mili

tary posts, and many a hungry "Conti

nental" was made full and happy by

these substantial tokens of the judge's

success in farming. On one occasion he

stripped his estate on Pool's Island, op

posite the mouth of \Norton Creek, of

all its valuable stock for the use of the

army.

VVhile others were devoting their hours

of study to the political problems of the

young republic, Bordley gave up his lit

erary leisure to the production of a work

on husbandry, which makes curious read

ing at the present day. The book is

written in the first person, giving the re

sults of his own careful experiments, as

well as his extensive studies, and covers

the entire ground, from the building of

farm-mansion and offices to the preser

vation of shoe-leather and the prepara

tion of cheap food. From this work we

learn with some surprise that “ in Mary

: land most of the wheat sown is amongst

maize, whilst it is ripening, in Septem

ber." The old methods of culture are

condemned, and new ones suggested

which would ensure the ruin of a mod

ern farmer in the course of two or three

crops. From patriotic motives the cul

tivation of tobacco had been discarded

for that of hemp, to which many pages

are devoted, with full instructions to

housewives how to make fine linen out

of hemp.

The following description of an im

proved plan for threshing wheat reads

strangely enough after one has watched

the throbbing steam-power as it whirls

the straw clouds with a living energy

from the throat of the huge threshing

machine: “In my treading, twenty-four

horses are formed into four ranks at

some distance from the floor, and when

the floor is ready laid one of the ranks

has the word given to advance. For the

sake of order and regular work the boy

who is mounted on one of the horses

advances in a walk, withthe whole rank

haltered or tied together, and enters on

the bed of wheat, walking the horses

upon the track laid with wheat: another

rank is ordered to follow as soon as the

first is supposed to have obtained a dis

tance equal to a fourth part of the cir

cumference of the bed; and so for the

other ranks. They are forbid to go out

of a walk till, having walked upon the

bed five or six rounds, word is given to

move on in a sober, slow trot, and to

keep the ranks at their full distance from

each other, as the four cardinal points

of the compass." The “first journey"

is eight or nine miles: then the horses

are fed, watered and rested until the

straw is removed, and the process re

peated until twenty-five miles have been

traveled, which completes the operation

forthe day. Think of twenty-four horses

trotting twenty-five miles to do in one

day what a modern field-engine accom

plishes in two or three hours!

In describing the proper methods of

building country habitations Judge Bord

ley makes some original suggestions
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about supplying the upper stories with

water. He says: “Water might be

raised to a head at the top of Mr. Mor

ris's quarry-hill on the Schuylkill for

supplying reservoirs on the tops of the

houses in Philadelphia. Consult inge

nious men. The tide falling eight feet,

and running two and five-tenths miles

in an hour, at least equal to the walking

of horses in mill-work, could not works

be so constructed that the impetus of the

water of that river should move a wheel

(l think a horizontal one) which would

force the water wanted up to a reservoir

on the top of that hill? A horizontal

wheel under water would for ever turn

one and the same way, whether the wa

ter runs ebbing or flowing; as near thir

ty years ago I experienced in a model.“

Perhaps the commissioners of the Schuyl

kill waterworks might take a valuable

hint from the above.

One of the judge's pet schemes was

the introduction of the hop to encourage

" home-brew " as a substitute for the ex

ecrable rum of those days, but in the

course of his experiments he nearly over

shot his mark. Describing how a cer

tain Mr. Anderson obtained “an English

gallon of pure spirit" from a bushel of

Irish potatoes, he gives the following

account of the liquor: " It was in every

respect the finest vinous spirit I ever

saw. It was somewhat like very fine

brandy, but was milder, and had a kind

of coolness on the palate peculiar to itself.

lts flavor was still more peculiar, and

resembled brandy impregnated with the

odor of violets and raspberries. A sin

gle glass of it put into a bowl of rum

' punch gave it a flavor of half rum, half

brandy, impregnated with raspberries.

There was no difference in the taste of

the very weakest of its spirit near the

end of the distilling and that of the first;

which is a great peculiarity." Fortu

nately for the cause of temperance, so

near his heart, all the judge's efforts

failed to reproduce this nectar. Other

wise, one-half the farmers of Pennsyl

vania and the Eastern Shore would prob

ably have gone to making potato-brandy

for the other half to put into their rum

punch.

Perhaps one more extract may be of

interest to Centennial housekeepers, as

describing how their great-grandmothers

used to make ice-cream: “Two pewter

basins, one large, the other small, the

small one to have a close cover: in this

basin the cream is put and mixt with

strawberries, etc., to give flavor and col

or: sweeten it. Cover it close, and set

the small basin in the large one. Fill

this with ice and a handful of salt, to

stand three-quarters of an hour: then

uncover and stir the cream well togeth

er; cover it close again, to stand half an

hour longer; and then it may be turned

into a plate. Tin or copper vessels may

do."

In 1785, Judge Bordley removed to

Philadelphia, where with Judge Peters

and others he founded the first agricul

tural society in Pennsylvania. He died

in 1804. The antique residence which

he occupied at the lower end of ¥Vye

Island is no more. It was built by Sam

uel Chew of materials brought from Eng

land, and was one story high and one

hundred and three feet front. The splen

did granite wharves built by Judge Bord

ley are shapeless stone-heaps, and the

salt-houses, loom-houses, shops and cot

tages have disappeared.

Passing now to the upper portion of

the island, we reach the grand old man

sion which was the home of William

Paca. Unlike the Bordley estate. this

has never been alienated from the fam

ily, and although the marks of decay and

dilapidation are everywhere prominent,

it is still the property and the home of

the lineal descendants of the Signer.

The dwelling stands upon a command

ing eminence, whence it looks down upon

the "Narrows" and controls a view of

thousands of fertile acres once the in

heritance of the Lloyds and Chews, and

still owned, to a great extent, by their

descendants. The land naturally slopes

downward from the river-bluff, but has

been terraced up until it forms a broad

plateau, sufiicient to accommodate not

only the house, but the extensive gardens

and pleasure-grounds which surround it.

This herculean work was done, according

to a family tradition, by the negroes of the
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estate, the earth being trundled up in

wheelbarrows. The same tradition tells

how Governor Paca, in order to overcome

the determination of his son John to go to

sea, gave him var/c-blanc/w to build a

house after his own ideas and without re

gard to expense; and John took him at

his word. The original plans and eleva

tion show a palatial mansion, with arcades

and porticoes, niches and pedestals for

statuary, battlements and pinnacles for

roof and tower, the details of which were

probably never completely carried out.

Much of the elaborate ornamentation

was of lead. and was taken down in

the course of the Revolutionary struggle

to be run into bullets for the Continental

muskets. Ruinous as its present con

dition is, there is ample evidence of its

primal grandeur. The building is in the

Doric style, the plans having been drawn '

by the same hand which originally de

signed the Capitol at \Vashington. The

central portion is square, with two spa

cious porticoes, the lofty columns of

which present an imposing appearance.

Stretching away on either side are the

arcades, or more properly covered pas

sages, terminating, the one in the kitch

en and offices, the other in the grand

parlor or “ball-room." Entering the

house is like stepping back into the past

century. A single glance at the antique

life-ti-léle sofa explains to us at once why

the gentlemen of that day wrote to their

wives as "Dear Madam," and subscribed

themselves “Your devoted companion,

lover and friend." No man who did his

courting on that stiff-backed seat, unable

to face the lady of his choice without sit

ting three feet away from her or breaking

his spine, could ever after have come

to terms of undue familiarity. Looking

around the square hall which served as

dining-room, we see "La Fayette’s side

board," with its spindle legs, its wine

cupboards and ancient knife-cases of in

laid mahogany, and its feet elaborately

carved into griffons' claws. There is

nothing of elegance about this ancient

furniture—nothing, indeed, except the

fact of its whilom ownership, to distin

guish it from similar old-time relics

which may be seen in a hundred lum

ber-closets throughout the country. But

we moralize on the degeneracy of the

times as we think, “ How solid and sub

stantial were the men and the ways of

those days! None of your flimsy mod

ern shams for Monsieur le Marquis and

the brave old Signers, but hard, hand

carved mahogany, worth its weight in

gold, if not in blood, having run the

gauntlet ‘of the Gulf voyage through

waters swarming with the pirates of the

Costa Rica!" Alas! a nearer inspec

tion dissolves the spell! An irregular

patch of white attracts our attention, and

we turn away disgusted as we realize that

at last the old fraud is only rlrnecrezif

And perhaps the gallant Frenchman

himself was, after all, but a fine speci

men of veneering. A current anecdote

among Eastern Shore gentlemen whose

fathers’ or grandfathers' hospitality he

enjoyed tells how his first question to

a stranger after introduction would be,

"Married or single ?"—“l\-Iarried, sir."—

" Happy man!" would be the rejoinder.

In the next case, probably, the reply

would be “Single."—“ Lucky dog I" with

a wink and shrug and a familiar slap on

the shoulder.

Opening on this square hall are sev

eral bedrooms, remarkable only for their

small size. The long corridors, however,

are noble apartments, and full of corner

cupboards and similar housekeeping ar

rangements and conveniences. Here,

too, one wanders in the past. The Sign

er‘s handsome bookcase, on the shelves

of which still stand the volumes of his

law library, and the tables where he

played short whist with his Revolution

ary confreres, are still used by his de

scendants. Here, too, are the antique

chairs which graced the gubernatorial

mansion at Annapolis, and were loaned

for Congressional use when Washington

resigned his commission. Of course,

among them is the inevitable chair in

which \\'ashington sat, but fortunately its

identity has been lost among its half doz

en fcllows, as like as so many peas, and

the visitor may take his choice. The

grand parlor is a beautiful and stately

room, the lofty ceiling ornamented with

handsome stucco-work and the walls
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hung with family portraits of very great

artistic merit. Among them is a full

length picture of Governor Paca by

Peale, and in his best style. lt shows

us a tall, portly man, of commanding

presence and strikingly handsome fea

tures. The rich dress and easy carriage

betoken a gentleman of wealth and

breeding, while the dark eye and well

chiseled mouth evince character and firm

ness rather than great intellectual force.

\Villiam Paca was born in Harford

county, Maryland, October 3|. 1740.

His father, john Paca, Esq., was a gen

tleman of large wealth, a stout, hand

some and refined man, as evidenced

by his portrait at \Vye Hall, his features

giving confirmation to the idea of Ital

ian origin suggested by the family name.

His mother was Elizabeth Smith, whose

grandmother had married a brother of

the duke of Marlborough, and whose

mother, Elizabeth Martin, was one of

the most celebrated beauties of her day.

This lady, according to a family tradition,

excited much comment by her flirtations

with Richard Caswell, afterward govern

or of North Carolina, and Richard Dal

lam (whom she married), afterward gov

ernor of Maryland. Some of the wits

of her coterie immortalized her coquet

ries in the doggerel verses, still extant,

beginning-—

Pretty Betty Martin,

'l'iptoc! tiptoe!

Pretty Betty Marlin,

Tiptoe fine!

The writer of this paper well remembers

a large parrot, a favorite of his boyish

days in South Carolina, one of whose

accomplishments was the repetition of

these lines.

\Villiam Paca was educated at Phila

delphia under the tuition of Rev. \Vil

liam Smith, I). D. He studied law in

the ofiice of Stephen Bordley, Esq., at

Annapolis, was licensed to practice in

1761, and admitted to the provincial bar

in 1764. He married first Mary Chew,

the sister-in-law of Judge Bordley, by

whom he had one son, John P. Paca, the

builder of \Vye Hall. He afterward mar

ried Miss Ann Harrison of Philadelphia,

a niece of the revered Bishop White.

This lady died childless. This statement

is at variance with that made by Good

rich in the brief sketch of Governor Paca

among the Li’:/2: of 1/12 Szknrrs, but the

facts are from a genealogical paper pre

served by the family at VVye Hall.*

Many of these papers, seemingly of no

importance or interest whatever, give us

a far better insight into the life and man

ners of those olden times and the cha

racters of those who lived in them than

the pretentious state documents which

tell of public events. Thus, we find a

duplicate list, dated November 9, 1766,

of articles received by William Paca from

the personal estate of Mrs. Dulany, his

wife's mother, which not only enumerates

many curious household utensils the use

of which has been long since forgotten,

but evinces a particular attention to de

tail which few modern heirs or executors

would care to imitate. The list embraces

about four hundred items, varying in cha

racter from negro slaves to "l lb sugar

candy," “one old copper cullender " and

"I sconce-glass, broke to pieces," and

ranging in value from eighty pounds to

threepence. From this we learn that a

negro woman "with bedding" was worth

thirty-five pounds, while bacon and beef

on the hoof were appraised at two shil

lings and three shillings per pound re

spectively. Hyson tea was valued at

one pound two shillings per pound, and

that ten years before the burning of the

Peggy Stewart and the Boston Tea-Party !

Coffee, on the other hand, was only nine

pence. Those were halcyon days for the

wealthy farmers of the Eastern Shore.

when only the exceeding stillness of the

calm foreboded the coming storm. Here

‘ is a little scrap of paper which, like the

burin of some skillful master, presents

to us a spirited picture by the suggestions

of a few well-drawn lines:

“DR Sm:

"We send you some Fish caught last

evening in our Seine 8: 3 Crabs. If not

engaged out nor inconvenient to the la

dies we will dine with you to-day.

"Yrs. afily WM. PACA.

"Sunday."

' Another paper, however, supports Goodrich.
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The calm reaches of the Wye were

teeming with fish of choicest flavor then

as now, but the inquisitive crustacean

had not yet discovered the comfortable

grass-beds of its bottom, or perhaps was

out of season. The perch and tailors are

occupying the attention of the dusky

scullery-maids, while the clumsy old

family-coach with its four sleek bays

lumbers down into the huge scow, and

is ferried across the river with its pow

dered and farthingaled occupants on

their way to service at old Wye Church.

Within the sacred building the parson

and clerk are rendering the service in a

responsive duet, while the stiff brocades

and wide hoops of the lady-worshipers

render kneeling in the quaint, narrow

pews a simple impossibility. \Vithout,

the gentlemen, in scarlet coats, green

silk waistcoats, buckskin breeches and

heavy top-boots, are discussing the price

of tobacco, the fresh news--only six

weeks old—which the Ariel has just

brought from England, the growing bur

dens of taxation and the acts of the

provincial council, entering the church

with an air of stately courtesy to the

minister, rather than of reverence for the

place, in time to hear the “fifth head "

of his formal and somewhat dry dis

course, as was the general fashion of the

day. And then the old coach lumbers

back to the island; the gentlemen ride

alongside in courtly converse with the

fair inmates; the fish splutter in the pan

and the crabs are daintily served on a.

“willow-pattern" India-china hot plate

as a Benjamin's mess for some favored

lady-guest, and the old catalpa trees cast

long and dubious shadows ere the gen

tlemen leave their curious port to join

the ladies, who are taking a dish of tea

in the great parlor and discussing the

latest phases of court fashion—whether

rouge and patches should be worn to

gether, and whether the new rogflurz

should be twenty inches or two feet in

height. These same ladies, however,

were very practical housewives, and

knew how to look after their interests,

for here is a copy of the lease and in

denture between one of them and Na

than lreland of Cecil county: The said

Nathan to have the use for three years

of her farm known as Turkey Point

(familiar to all canal travelers between

Baltimore and Philadelphia), the annual

rent to be "four hundred pounds in cur

rent money, four hundredweight of good

salted butter, well put up in firkins, twen

ty-four turkeys, seven dozen dunghill

fowls, ten barrels of good, well-made

herrings and one barrel of nice shadd "

(sic). It is perfectly safe to assert that

could tenants be found now to make the

same terms, every farm on the Eastern

Shore would be rented out before the

close of the year.

The practice of the law and the ex

citing events in which he early began

to take an active part left Mr. Paca but

little time to enjoy the rural pleasures

of his island-home. His residence was

usually at Annapolis—n0 doubt known

then as now as“Annop'lis "—and in 1771

we find him a member of the House of

Burgesses, the people's branch of the

provincial legislature. Daniel Dulany,

his friend and connection by marriage,

had yielded to the temptation held out

by a lucrative public office and es

poused the government side, but Paca's

independent and fearless spirit was not

to be swayed by wealth or ofiicial influ

ence. A curious instance of the spirit

of the times is found in the formal hang

ing on a gibbet and burying in a cofiin

of Governor Eden'sobnoxious procla

mation enforcingr the onerous fee-laws.

This piece of mummery, which would

now be regarded as worthy only of a rab

blc, was headed by Paca and Hammond

in person, minute guns being fired from

a schooner owned by the fonner. For

the remainder of the day the queerly

planned streets of the "Ancient City "—

laid out, it is said, by the pattern of a

cart-wheel, the State-house being the

hub—were thronged by a festive and ex

cited but not disorderly crowd of citizens.

In 1774, Paca was sent to Congress, where

he continually advocated, against the

sense of his constituents and the instruc

tions of the council, the adoption of a

declaration of independence. In June,

1776, these instructions were withdrawn,

and Paca and his colleagues left free to
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append their signatures to the world

famed document which was adopted on

the Fourth of July and signed on the

second of August, 1776. From this time

until his death he was occupied almost

without cessation in the performance of

the most important public duties. In

1778 he was appointed chief-justice of

the Supreme Court of Maryland, in 1780

chief-judge of the United States Court of

Appeals: in 1782 he was elected gov

ernor, and again in I786. In 1789 he

was appointed by President Washington

judge of the United States District Court

for Maryland. These positions of trust

and honor were used by him not only

for the good of the State, but also for

the promotion of the interests of religion

and literary culture. Strongly attached

to the doctrines and principles of what

had been the Established Church, he

strenuously recommended the enactment

of laws providing for the support of the

clergy of all religious persuasions, and

the influence of his counsels is still to be

noticed in the code of Maryland, by

which ministers of religion, though ex

cluded from political office, are carefully

protected in all their rights and privi

leges.

A proof of his zeal for literary culture

is still preserved at ‘Nye Hall among the

family papers in a letter of thanks from

Richard Lowndes, Samuel Ridout and

others, members of a club for law-stu

dents which Governor Paca had estab

lished and patronized. The following

extract gives a good insight into the cha

racter of the man: “When a man in the

tranquility (sir) and leisure of private

life employs part of his time in the im

provement of the rising generation, we

readily acknowledge the justice of his

claim to the thanks of every considerate

mind. But when we behold the Supreme

Magistrate of a State, with all the cares

of government on his hands, devoting

his short intervals of repose to the In

struction of Youth, by his knowledge and

experience in pointing out to them the

path to Virtue and Glory, the most inat

tentive must admire such conduct and

acknowledge it to be far above the reach

of panegyric." This pleasant testimonial

Von. XlX.—3o

bears date December I6, 1785. Rum

maging on among the contents of the

antique bookcase, we find a time-stain

ed document with the familiar signature

"G°' VVashington." It is a letter intro

ducing Mr. Pine as “an artist of ac

knowledged eminence, who has given

the world many pleasing and forcible

specimens of genius." Here is another,

written in a fair clerkly hand, dated " \/Var

Department, Oct. 24, I794," concerning

a pension for “one Thomas Green Al

vey," and signed with the bold and pe

culiar manual of “H. Knox, Sec. of

\Var." Another still, acknowledging

friendly congratulations on a safe re

turn to the country, and alluding to “a

conversation mentioned by Dr. Shuttle

worth as held with 1ne at I’assy," is from

"Your Excellency's most obedient and

most humble Servant, B. Franklin." But

there are two more which, for different

reasons, deserve a little closer attention:

the first, addressed to “The Honourable

judge Paca at Mrs. Harrison's \Valnut

St.," is of interest as a specimen of so

cial correspondence between distinguish

ed men of that day:

“ M‘ Adams presents his compliments

to judge Paca and informs him that he

had unluckily forgotten an engagement

of a week old to to (sir) dine with Mr

Izard on Fryday and therefore asks the

honour of judge Pacas company at din

ner on Saturday at three o'clok.

“ Wednesday, Nov. 22, 1791."

The unformed and labored chiro'gra

phy_, the careless omission of letters and

repetition of words, would hardly com

port with our modern ideas of an invita

tion to a state dinner; yet this was the

Vice-President and successor of VVash

ington. 'The sheet upon which these

few lines are written is ten inches long

by sixteen wide, sealed at one corner

with a "spittle wafer" just one inch in

diameter! No wonder that similar

sheets signed "Yours Affecly. \Villiam

\Vhite" are stamped "ml c." postage.

The second is a letter from General

William Smallwood concerning his pro

posed nomination for governor. The

letter begins most formally: "There are
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particular periods when peculiar charac

ters ought to stand forth (under every

difiiculty) and give their labours to the

public;" but just here the brave old

soldier seems to weary of his stilted,

" school-composition " style, and, putting

a dash, adds bluntly, “but I cant think

that either would apply in the present

instance with respect to myself; . . . but

you seem disposed to grant no quarter."

Further on he speaks of not having yet

“waded I/1r0u_g/1 our glorious Revolu

tion," and very clearly intimates a full

intention, spite of his excuses, to accept

the proffered honors. It is amusing, too,

to see how he evidently regards the as

surances of Paca and Chase as tanta

mount to a certain election—a belief in

which, as the event soon showed, he was

not mistaken.

The inauguration of Smallwood re

lieved Governor Paca for a brief sea

son from the cares of public office, and

it was probably at this time that the

princely mansion at Wye Island was in

its greatest glory. The spacious and

convenient stables, now ruinous, show

that the Signer had a truly Maryland

love for fine horses, and with Judge

Bordley's model farm at one end and

judge Paca's manorial home at the

other, \Vye Island presented a magnif

icent specimen of American life in the

times of the Republican Court. There

can scarcely be imagined a more charm

ing retreat for a man of wealth and lit

erary culture wearied with the burdens

of public life in such trying times. Its

insular position ensured just enough of

seclusion to secure rest and quietude,

while the lovely river, navigable almost

to its sources, afforded a short and pleas

ant water-route to Annapolis or a narrow

and safe ferriage to the principal lines of

land-travel. The kindly soil yielded in

richest abundance every necessary or

luxury of rural life; the fields and

thickets abounded then, as now, with

game-birds in variety to satisfy the

sportsman or the epicure; while the

fox gave ample opportunity for the

gentleman~farmer's favorite recreation.

"The Narrows" afforded as fine duck

shooting as could be found anywhere

on "the Shore," and the nets, set over

night a short distance from the land,

were sure to supply the breakfast-table

with the choicest of fresh fish. The

closets and cupboards of the long cor

ridor are still full of the quaint old china

services, which give evidence how all

these "creature comforts" were enjoyed

and dispensed with liberal hospitality.

But the stern call of duty had twice

called upon William Paca to leave all

this pleasantness for the service of his

country, and now a still more inexor

able voice, which had also twice hidden

him relinquish the dearest ties of domes

tic happiness, brought the summons

which no man may dispute. On the

23d of October, 1799, he died at Wye

Hall, having nearly completed his fifty

ninth year. It is pleasant to find a man

of his position and celebrity crowning

an active and useful public life with a

peaceful and happy death. “During

his illness he conversed with perfect

resignation on his approaching dissolu

tion, and cheerfully submitted to sick

ness and death under a deep conviction

of the unerring wisdom and goodness

of his heavenly Father and of the re

demption of the world by our Lord and

Saviour jesus Christ. To the faith and

charity of a Christian he added the civil

virtues of a gentleman. Fond as a hus

band, indulgent as a father, constant as

a friend, and kind as a master." Such

is the testimony of sotne well-informed

and appreciative friend, whose manu

script, without date or name to lead to

the identification of its author, is pre

served among the family archives. His

burial took place, not upon the island,

but at \Vye House, just across the Nat

rows, where the old family burying

ground was situated. There, beneath a

simple mound fast sinking to the level

of the surrounding earth, without a stone

or a stake to mark the spot, rests all that

was mortal of \Villiam Paca, thrice

member of Congress, twice governor

of Maryland, signer of the Declaration

of Independence, and holder succes

sively of three of the highest judicial

ofiices in the country.

Roaaar Wmsorz.
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YOUNG ALOYS; OR, THE GAWK FROM AMERICA.

CHAPTER XVIII.

O M M O D IO US and comfortable

looking stands the house of Ivo,

alone in the midst of well-cultivated

fields: two huge barns and a great sheep

stall show the large scale on which farm

ing is here carried on. Ten years before

Ivo had left the saw-mill, and with the

help of his faithful Nazi bought the

large estate of an intending emigrant:

by indefatigable industry and great pru

dence he has enhanced the income of

the property, transformed a forest into

arable fields and a wide tract of hog into

the best of meadow-land. He has suc

ceeded in clearifig the place of debt,

and there is a charming outlook from the

house over the Titisee to the Feldberg.

VVith all his field-labor, in which he

himself vigorously lent a hand, lvo had

nevertheless not been unfaithful to his

studies, though he had, it is true, brought

them down from heaven to earth, for in

the book-collection of the room in the

upper story-—which was called the book

chamber—-works on agriculture held the

prominent place; but there also a piano

was to be seen, above which hung a bu

gle, and newspapers lay on the round

table in the middle of the room.

On this particular morning the door

of this upper room stood open, and at

the piano sat a maiden with large, lus

trous blue eyes reading a letter: she had

evidently read it several times before, for

she skipped a good many lines and read

the following:

"Yes, dear Ignatia, I write to thee be

cause I promised to do so, for I do not

presume to advise thee. It is true there

is some pride, but there is also ingenuous

ness, in his wishing that thou shouldst

know at once that he comes to thee as a

suitor. He is a man free from any sin

gularities. and has nothing of the Amer

ican gasconade. At times he appears

awkward and embarrassed, and then

again alert and sprightly. He has help

BY BERTHOLD AUERBACH.

ed to frame and raise a house here, and

when I said to him, ‘That will delight my

father if he hears of it,‘ then he was quite

handsome, really beautiful: in general,

he does not look like a man to fall in

love with, but he is well built, and, as I

tell thee, his face glowed all over, and

he said, ‘To be praised by Ivo would

be to me the most precious thing in all

Europe.‘ So, dear sister, I can only say

to thee if he had come when I was single,

and before I knew my husband, I should

have taken him. But of course thou art

difi'erent. The doctor is too young for

thee, the district forester too sedate, and

the paper-manufacturer too bigoted. I

fancy Aloys has neither of these three

great defects." The reader skipped

again and then read on: “I feel as if he

had made this long journey in order to

make a pilgrimage to our father: he

venerates him as a saint; and it goes

far toward making a good marriage when

the man holds the wife's father in so high

esteem. Dear sister, thou art so much

more sensible than I, but—"

The maiden quickly put up the letter,

and said to herself, almost aloud, " It is,

however, really a revolting piece of bold

ness. A man of whom we knew nothing

before comes from a distant country and

says, ‘ I wish to marry thee.‘ "

Her heart beat, not with fear and trem

bling, but with indignation, and her only

resolve was to master this indignation

and to repel the stranger with cold

civility. She endeavored to play on the

piano, but soon got up, and, with her

arms folded across her breast walked

with swift steps up and down the room.

She was tall and well developed in form,

and dressed, if not exactly in the fashion,

yet not in peasant costume. At a turn

she stopped before the looking-glass, and

the pleasure that every one must have

felt in looking at her seemed something

to which she herself was no stranger.

She smiled at the full-length image in
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' is he," said the maiden.

the mirror, and pushed back a ringlet

which had fallen over her high-arched

forehead.

"Indeed! So then thou art thinking,

after all, How do I look, and what im

pression shall I make on him?" she said

to herself as if in anger, and the finely

carved lips distorted themselves into a

pout of vexation.

She stepped to the balcony, gave di

rections to a servant to go at once with

the carriage to meet her father, then sat

down again at the piano, but suddenly

she broke off, f0i' she heard a strange

voice talking with the servant. “That

heaved: she paused for a moment, then

she went down.

“My name is Aloys Schorer: you are

Fraulein lgnatia P" said the stranger.

She bowed, opened the door of the

room on the ground - fioor, and said,

" Walk in."

CHAPTER XIX.

ALOYS went before her into the room.

For a second the two looked at each oth

er in perfect silence. The dark lashes

of the maiden quivered occasionally as

her bright eyes bent a searching glance

upon him: Aloys looked at her with a

steady gaze.

"Father, I am sorry to say, is not at

home, but I expect him every hour,“

Ignatia began.

Aloys seemed unable to say anything

more : his breathing was so deep as to be

almost audible, and an inaudible voice

within him said, "Ah no! she is too

beautiful and too elegant for me." But

with the quickness of a lightning flash

he thought again, “However, we'll see."

lgnatia saw the embarrassment of the

young man, in whose looks sincerity and

innocence were unmistakably revealed:

her severe look softened and grew more

and more kindly, as Aloys said, with a

voice of emotion, " My father laid it upon

my soul as a bounden duty not to come

home from Europe till I had seen Herr

lvo. And my uncle's wife, Herr lvo's

sister, sends many greetings, and l bring

Her bosom .

the same from the hostess of the Eagle,

your sister in Nordstetten."

"Thanks! It is always pleasant to

see persons who have seen any of our

friends that live at a distange."

"One may look into my eyes freely:

there is nothing dishonorable concealed

there," replied Aloys; but while he said

this in such an outspoken manner he felt

a prick at his heart, for it was not true.

“ He is lying with the most honest-look

ing face in the world." Marianna would

scream if she were here; and he cast

down his eyes again with shame.

lgnatia was surprised at the sudden turn

he had thus given the conversation : she

was almost angry at this importunate

haste, and yet the man looked now all

at once so humble.

She made no reply, but turned sudden

ly, and, going to the sideboard, set out

some cherry cordial, thinking the while.

" Is this behavior impudence or a strong

effort to subdue shyness?"

As if speaking out of the midst of het

erogeneous thoughts, Aloys said, “You

do not seem to me at all like a farmer's

daughter. To be sure, your father is a

scholar. My sister-in-law is a lady too.

You speak English, certainly?"

“No, not even French. I regretted

that particularly during the war."

“Yes, I have heard how grandly you

did in the war."

lgnatia nodded her thanks: she listen

ed to him with pleasure as he spoke of

the sympathy of the Germans in Amer

ica; and Aloys described everything

much better than he had over there at

Marianna's: the intelligence of the lis

tener in this case made him more elo

quent.

"My father," replied Ignatia, “came

home perfectly delighted from Ludwig

\\"aldfried's, who had told him how

bravely your father had behaved him

self in the war for the liberation of: the

blacks."

Ignatia could now see with how much

truth her sister had said that Aloys‘ harsh

features could be really beautiful.

"Excuse me," said lgnatia, interrupting

him: "l hear some one in the passage."

"You are exactly like my mother,"
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Aloys had time to call after her as she

hurried out: "she too will talk with any

one in the room, and yet know all that

is going on outside."

Ignatia came back again in a moment

with a parcel and said, "This too comes

from Nordstetten. Have you made the

acquaintance of Hirtz the shoemaker?"

Aloys assured her that that was the very

man in the village whom he liked best,

and lgnatia's clear, blue eyes had a still

more friendly gleam as he said, " He is

a solid, simple-hearted man: to become

acquainted with such a one is of itself

worth a long journey."

"Yes," rejoined Ignatia: “at first sight

he seems to have nothing about him to

inspire special respect, and yet he is in

reality profoundly worthy of it: he is

industrious and does everything alone—

will not earn anything by another‘s labor

—-and stays quietly in his place. He has

no more idea of changing it than his

three-legged stool has."

"But," said Aloys, breaking in sud

denly, "his thoughts love to wander

away often to people at a distance, and

particularly to you: he has spoken of

you very highly. I only wish that he

would speak to others as highly of me."

"To talk about agood man makes

people well acquainted with each other,“

interrupted Ignatia as she hastily open

ed the parcel, and meanwhile continued:

"I hope you may come to know and ap

preciate more such excellent men in the

old country, so as to be able to give an

account of them at home."

"S/ze has no idea of going too," The

thought passed through Aloys' mind;

nevertheless he said, stroking the un

packed bootees, “The boots are both fine

and strong—to suit the wearer. If one

only knew whither they will yet travel!"

"That I don't know myself. At all

events, not far. Ah, yes: one thing I

must not forget: father is no great friend

to America, and he uses all his efforts to

prevent emigration."

"What has he against us ?"

"I wished merely to let you know the

fact beforehand. Will you go out into the

field with me? VVe have many reapers

from a distance there."

Aloys was ready, and as they stepped

out in front of the house he said, " I-low

beautiful it is up here! It must have

been hard for your sister to leave all

this."

"And yet I shall have to do the same

thing soon." Aloys reddened, and Ig

natia went on: " My father will probably

become a servant of the state."

“A servant of the state?" said Aloys.

The phrase seemed to him an indignity.

“I have always heard that your father

was an independent man."

“And he will still be independent, be

sides being able to do much good. It

will not be easy for him in his advanced

years to change his mode of life. Look !

there he comes. He must have met our

carriage on the road." She hastened to

meet her father: he alighted, she said a

few words to him, and he came forward

quickly to meet Aloys.

CHAPTER XX.

AFTER a hearty greeting Ivo said,

holding fast for some time the hand of

Aloys, “This is as it should be: the

Americans now-a-days send their chil

dren to the old homestead, where all is

now peace and joy and unity."

The voice of Ivo and all his words

came evidently from the very depths of

the heart, and it was a real pleasure to

see the expression of his countenance,

it inspired so much respect, and was at

the same time so cordial.

Ivo was what one might call a well

finished man, and as he stood therein

his high boots one might say, “This is

a solid man on solid ground." I-Iis

smooth, friendly-beaming face wore the

expression of directness and decision;

his eye had the calm, Cheering look of

human kindness; the form, compact and

thick-set—what we call “stocky"—had

a comfortable fullness, not inconsistent

with sprightliness and activity.

\Vhile Ivo continued to hold his hand

Aloys said, "I‘feel as if Herr Ivo had led

me thus by the hand from childhood up."

"And thou must feel thyself at home

with us."
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And at these words Aloys grew hand

somer, for the best thing he had brought

with him from America was respect for

the higher culture, and here there was

associated with it sincere good-will.

lvo continued: "We have been ex

pecting thee this long time. My sister

in America had written that thou wast

coming. But where is Ignatia ?-—Igna

tia," he called, “come into the room:

I have something important to say to

thee." lgnatia came in hesitatingly, and

lvo said, "I have accepted the position

of superintendent of the school of agri

culture, and my brother-in-law Rupfer is

to be her d-teacher. This very autumn we

remove to the castle."

Turning to Aloys, he explained to him

that the government had been urging

him this long time to undertake the

management of an agricultural school,

in which farmers‘ sons and hired men

should be instructed in the higher

branches of farming economy, while at

the same time the training should be

such that with all their higher know

ledge they should not hold themselves

too good to load a cart with manure. "I

made it a prime condition with the gov

ernment," he continued, still addressing

Aloys, "not as a favor to myself—that I

did not desire, nor is that the way with

us in Germany; no. but because he de

served it—I desired to have my son-in

law, the teacher of the high school in

Offenburg, associated with me as prin

cipal. And my request was granted.—

Thou art willing, I trust, to go too P" he

said, turning to lgnatia.

"With all my heart, father. I knew

you would accept, and it is the right

thing. I hope, too, to be of some use

myself."

She left the room, and lvo said as she

went out, "There is certainly no greater

pleasure in the world than to see a child

who with all her intelligence has still

kept a genuine childlike heart. My sis

ter writes me that thou too art a good

son to thy parents. If we may judge by

the early independence of the boys in

America, that cannot be a very common

thing there."

He inquired after his daughter in Nord

stetten, and then after his relatives in

America.

Aloys gave a detailed report of all,

and showed him his father's likeness.

“ Is that the way he looks? His good,

youthful face still looks at me out of this

old one. I shall never forget my read

ing his long letter aloud to thy grand

mother. Thy father was a man of heart

—a little tender in his feelings, but Amer

ica. has given him the necessary back

bone. Ludwig \Valdfried has told me a

good deal about his behavior in the war.

In thy father's letter of that date there

was a drawing of a child's hand stretch

ed out by way of greeting to us: that

cannot have been thy hand."

“No, it was my elder brother Bat‘s:

he has already five children and his wife

is a lady."

lvo seemed not to understand or not to

notice the last remark, for he went on:

“ Yes, thy father. In our village they

had no idea what there was in him ; and

who knows whether at home it would

ever have come to light? Many do not

become what they were meant to be till

they get to America. Thank God that

is done with ! We are not going to send

you any more auxiliaries: we shall keep

our good men at home."

"Herr lvo—" Aloys began.

“Call me only cousin, and don't be

faint-hearted. As far as the green fir

trees reach thou wilt not find a man who

means better by thee and rejoices more

in thy happiness than I."

lvo assured him how gratified he had

been to hear that he had helped to frame

and raise a house in Nordstetten, and

Aloys added with equal thoughtfulness

and modesty that they did not under

stand so well how, to work in Germany

as in America, where the waste of time

was regarded as one of the worst faults.

Ivo looked complacently upon the young

man, as if thinking, "There is something

which, after all, one gets only in the New

World—-a decided and dexterous laying

hold upon things, such as Ludwig \Vald

fried also brought home with him. Aloys

is inferior to him in culture, but certainly

not in manly self-reliance; and such an

article we might well import from Amer
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ica." A sudden smile flitted over lvo's

features, and Aloys, interpreting it as a

sign of his being well disposed, bolted

out with the purpose for which he had

come. \Vith a shake of the head lvo

answered, “Thou movest quickly, but

this is a matter in which thou must go

softly. How long canst thou stay with

us, then ?"

“l have still a good deal of time; I

wish only to be on shipboard before the

fall storms set in. So I wanted to ask a

question."

“ Be not bashful: speak openly.“

" I wanted to ask whether her honored

father has any objection." .

“I am reluctant to give away any child

to go to America, but perhaps it might

be otherwise arranged. If she likes thee

I have no objection. I shall not be left

alone : I shall have my daughter and her

husband and children at the castle. But

here comes dinner: I hope it will prove

to your liking.“

No rattling of dishes had been heard,

nor clatter of knives. The table was

spread with fine glistening linen. lg

natia said she ought properly to go to the

field, but to please their guest she would

join them at the table; only he must not

think ill of her if she went away soon.

CHAPTER XXI.

THEY sat at the table in good spirits,

and father and daughter were at ease

with their guest, as if they were entirely

unaware of his intention. They took

pleasure in listening to an American who

could talk so intelligently about every

thing. lvo was too sensible and good

natured to confine himself to question

ing the guest: he gave also information

about himself, telling Aloys what report

he should make to his father: "Thou

mayst tell thy father that l feel myself

still young: only in one respect I detect

a trace of age—namely, that after work

ing l am more tired than I used to be.

Say to him also that since his day agri

culture has changed with us. The con

solidation of properties has made great

progress, and proves very advantageous,

and there is a general improvement in

the irrigation of meadow-land. \Ve no

longer cultivate by preference breadstutfs,

but vegetables for fodder in order to the

production of good milk and meat. Our

countrymen must eat more flesh, else the

standard of height for military service

will have to be made lower still."

lvo reported that Lucian—commonly

called l.ucifer*—had come home from

America, for he had discovered that the

problem of religious liberty was to be

solved not in the New VVorld, but in the

Old, and particularly in Germany. Ivo

added that it was quite different now

from what it was in his father's day:

then it was customary, and was thought

to be a mark of independence, to cast

a. slur upon Germany, because by that

word one meant only the governments;

but now the time had begun when gov

ernment and people, soldier and citizen,

were to be one.

Aloys modestly held back from enter

ing into this field, and when lvo ques

tioned him point-blank on the subject

he simply said, "I am not sufiiciently

educated to venture upon taking part

in such a discussion." He stated that

at first his uncle Gregory had instructed

him, and tall Herzle‘s Kobbel also, but

that most of what he had learned—-which

was, to be sure, little—he had got from

good books. "I love to learn," he add

ed, “but I could sooner keep in my head

the stations on the Pacific Railroad than

all the cousinships. My father has writ

ten them all out for me in a little book:

opposite the names of the deceased I

have put a cross, against those of the

disgraced a cipher. I am only glad that

my father did not—-as his plan was at

first—come with me."

"\Vhy are you glad of that?" asked

Ignatia.

"Seven times a day my father would

have had a heartache at having to hear

so much about death and everything. I

am less affected by all this: I have not

known the people."

“To thy father's health, and to thine

also!" interrupted Ivo, lifting his glass.

l gnatia also touched glasses with Aloys,

' This is the title of one of the Black Farts‘! Stories.
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and lvo continued: “Yes—speaking of

thy father—it was a fortunate thing that

he did not marry his first love. That is

often a -good thing. I, to be sure, had

the good-fortune to get the first and only

maiden I ever loved in the world for a

wife. How she would have rejoiced to

see sitting at our table a son of—of-—"

He looked round with an embarrassed

smile: evidently the right name did not

come into his head at that moment, but

only “Gawk.“

The American said, therefore, instant

ly, with a blush, “ A son of Aloys."

"Yes, a son of Aloys and of Mat of

the Mountain's Mcchtilde. Pray tell me,

hast thou seen thy father's old flame,

Georgy's Marianna? I think, too, she

has a handsome daughter, a sterling

damsel."

Aloys assqpted, but he trembled so

much as h§'did so that he upset the

glass of red wine. " Pardon me! Your

beautiful tablecloth !" he said, turning to

Ignatia.

“That's no matter," replied Ignatia.

"Father, follow me by and by with our

cousin. I will go into the field now to

the reapers."

She rose, extended her hand to Aloys

and took a hasty leave.

The two men were alone, and sat for

a considerable time in silence.

"May I ask a question ?" Aloys began.

“As many as thou wilt."

"Has Miss Ignatia ever been in love

with any one? I fancy you may have

had a special reason for saying what

you did about the first love not always

turning out well."

"Thou art good at guessing."

“Must that pass for an answer?"

"Thou canst take it as such."

Aloys was dismayed, but, collecting

himself, he said, "I must candidly confess

that the remark went to my soul. 1 fan

cy it fits me too. I will honestly own that

young Marianna would have pleased me ;

but it will never do—never; and since 1

have seen Miss Ignatia I can say, emphat

ically, never. My only fear is that I am

too inferior to her."

lvo refrained from going into this ques

tion. \Vith the thought in his mind that

Aloys might remain in Germany he went

on to say that Aloys with his laudable

zeal and his firmness of purpose might

easily attain to higher knowledge: mean

while, he exhorted him in the most im

pressive terms not, in any case, to let the

the treasures of experience and wisdom

be lost which with good care and atten

tion he might carry home with him from

this journey. '

Every word of Ivo's was like an in

ward cordial, he was so decided and

mild at the same time, and his whole

demeanor made one feel so at home.

Aloys felt the kindly efi'ects of this man's

manner, but at the same time it only in

creased the anxiety that crept over him :

"‘ How will it be with me, then, if I have

to go away rejected?"

Amiable, in the original and proper

signification of the word, Aloys could

not fail to seem, but when inwardly at

war with one's self, and weighed down

by the silent reproaches of conscience,

one is least inclined to be so.

Aloys might have said, as his father

did at the time of the military review,

"Just examine me: you will find no flaw

in me." He could stand calmly every

scrutinizing look, but it annoyed him to

be obliged to show his cleverness and

goodness of heart. "Serves me right,"

he thought to himself. "\\/'hy did I

leave Marianna so without saying a

word? She made no trial of me, norl

of her: our hearts were opened to each

other,- and for the sake of a dog's name

must all that be past and gone?" Pride

and vanity on the one side. and love and

obedience on the other, fought for the

possession of him. "Over yonder a

maiden is weeping, because she thinks

herself defrauded of her love: the lips

which thou hast kissed tremble and

break out into reproaches. Vi/hat, then.

has the poor, dear, good girl done to de

serve it? How could she help the stupid

impertinence of her father? And how

canst thou help an inextinguishable re

pugnance on thine own father's part?"

These thoughts agitated the bosom of

Aloys as he went alone through field and

wood over the table-land.

lvo had invited him to go with him to
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see the reapers, but Aloys had politely

declined: he wanted to be alone, but he

was not, however, alone, for a female

form went along with him, and looked at

him tearfully, and he said almost aloud,

"Be calm, Marianna: it is not yet done.

And perhaps it is well that I am away:

all will be the better and the surer for it."

He was strolling along, so absorbed in

his own thoughts that he did not see the

form that approached him.

"God's greeting, cousin ! You do not

look up at all," were the words address

ed to him. Ignatia stood before him:

she carried her broad straw hat on her

arm, and looked all aglow and full of

beauty. “A heavy storm is coming on,"

she continued: “ look at the black clouds.

They are only stopping to put up the

sheaves, and then all are going home."

"l'lllendahandthen,"answered Aloys,

and hastened across the fields. lgnatia

looked after him with surprise.

\/Vith a speed which excited Ivo's as

tonishment Aloys piled up sheaf upon

sheaf. lt thundered and lightened, and

the woods roared mightily, but the tem

pest moved off toward Switzerland, and

Aloys with great agility helped to load

up the sheaves.

As they went homeward behind the

loaded carts, lvo said, "In quick laying

hold we can take a lesson of you Amer

icans. Thou wouldst be a great help to

me if thou wouldst stay with us over the

harvest. \Ve have need of field-hands:

fortunately, I have got six soldiers from

Freiburg to help us out, but they are

hardly enough."

"Yes," Aloys broke in, " I should think

working-life would be sorely interrupt

ed with everybody in Germany, where

each one is obliged for years to be a

soldier."

lvo tried to make it clear that we have

the difiicult problem to solve, how to be

strong for war and mighty for work.

The mowing-machine was brought to

the house, and Aloys said he was glad

that this American invention had been

domesticated here: he told how he had

felt exhilarated, as if he had seen a good

friend from home, when he beheld this

machine here.

lvo looked with wonder upon the speak

er: a strange man seemed to be speaking

from him. After a while lvo said, "It

makes me happy, certainly, that I am

to help train a new generation of farm

ers, and yet it gives me pain to sell the

property in which is embodied the vital

energy of my best years. You Amer

icans know no such attachments: with

you all is vmn¢;y-1Imk1'n_gr."

"Not exactly all," replied Aloys.

"\Vhat shouldst thou say," began Ivo,

"to hiring or buying the farm of me, and

staying here P"

"I am an American."

"Very well: why shouldn't the rule

work both ways? Already many emi

grate back, and still more will come."

"1 am a free republican."

“I honor every conviction and every

man who is proud of his native land. The

republican form of government is certain

ly fair and good, but the beauty and the

blessedness of it are not realized. Look

around thee among us. In respect to

freedom nothing is wanting to us, and

we hold it even better that we have a‘

prince over us, and not a changing pres

ident and changing oflicials. On the

other hand, with us the administration

is honest and justice inflexible. Believe

me, dear Aloys, no man any longer goes

to America for freedom. It is all over

with boasting of the republic-—with our

neighbors over the line there, as with

you." Aloys shook his head, and lvo,

. growing more vehement, cried, "And I

must tell thee there are many that come

back from America now-a-days, individ

uals and whole families, not much to our

satisfaction. Those who have some prop

erty, and those who have nothing, all feel

themselves obliged to be big talkers. And

what is the actual fact?"

Ivo launched out in bitter words upon

the present corruption of public life in

America. Aloys had not knowledge

enough to refute him with facts and fig

ures; but just then a good mode of ar

gument occurred to him, and his whole

face laughed out as he said, "You are ac

quainted with Colonel Waldfried. Isn't

that a man such as only America can

build up P"
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"Certainly, he is a thoroughly excel

lent and large-souled man. But dear

Aloys, he is no witness for thee. He

complains himself of the vaporing style

and corrupt character of many German

Americans. Several weeks ago I was at

his house. There was a man who had

come over a perfect wreck, with a wife

and five children. Vi/aldfried takes him

into. his business, and the man jeers a

hundred times a day at the littleness he

finds in Germany. Littleness! All is

little with us, forsooth! And what was

his grand business over there? He

poured out daily one or more casks of

poisoned schnapps to the lrishmen, and

his greatness of America consisted in

one's not knowing his customers or hav

ing abiding relations or obligations to

them. Yes, dear Aloys, I think, unless

a great moral change takes place among

you, you will have yet to learn wisdom at

a heavy cost." As Aloys was silent, he

went on: “ But why should we stand here

quarreling? Thou art my welcome vis

itor.—Marty, come here," he called to

a strong-limbed man. The man obeyed

the summons, and lvo said, "Aloys, this

is a countryman of ours: he too is from

Nordstetten. Thy father knew his father

very well. Just say to him the son of

Wendel of the Bridge, Marty, has been

with me now for these one-and-twenty

years, and he too goes with us to our

farm in connection with the agricultural

school."

“ Who is the gentleman?"

Marty.

"From America, the son of Barty's

Bat's Aloys."

“Of--" He, too, again, was evident

ly going to say, “the Gawk,“ but he sup

pressed it, and only said, “God's greet

ing !" and went off.

In the evening Aloys was in good

spirits again; yet lgnatia observed that

there was coolness between her father

and the guest. She evidently wished

to awaken a friendly feeling; so when,

even after dark, men came from the

country round who had heard of Ivo's

intended removal, she left her father with

the men and went with Aloys out on the

country road.

asked

The night was mild and dark, not a

star visible in the clouded heavens: all

Nature seemed as if in breathless sus

pense, awaiting the longed-for rain.

Aloys frankly confessed how much

it surprised and pained him that lvo

thought so poorly of America. Ignatia

skillfully interpreted her father's feeling

on the subject as perhaps implying

that he was at bottom a republican,

and therefore the more bitter when he

heard of corruption there. Besides, the

swaggering of many returned emigrants

in these latter days had irritated him in

many ways.

Aloys spoke of Ohlreit, and said he

fancied that the ruin of this man had

begun with his wanting to be regarded

as richer than he really was. lgnatia

inquired about Aloys’ domestic affairs,

and he was alarmed, and yet delighted,

to see how minutely she investigated

everything. Is that a sign of love, and

will the maiden follow him to the New

\Vorld?

Meanwhile he portrayed everything in

a vivid and picturesque manner, and par

ticularly beautiful was the way in which

he represented their active and united

family life. Aloys seemed to be able to

speak much better in the dark than in

broad day. Still, the wonder remained

that his double nature continued to man

ifest itself more and more decidedly:

upon many subjects he talked like a

child, and upon others, again, as a fully

matured man.

In pleasant dialogue the two had come

back to the house.

"I don't know," said Aloys. stopping,

and with a voice expressive of singular

emotion—“I don't know, but I fancy l

hear music."

"Your ears do not deceive you. There

is a wedding to-day over in Erlenbruck,

and the current of air brings to us now

and then the sound of the trumpets."

it may be that lgnatia feared Aloys

might now say something that she did

not wish, for after a painful pause she

asked, uHave you also at your house

Hebel's /llrmannian Poems ?"

"Certainly. Uncle Gregory has often

read to us out of them."
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“That is fine. You know, surely, that

you are on his native soil here? Yonder

is the Feldberg. I know almost all his

poems by heart. In the hospital I read

them aloud many and many a time to

our countrymen, and it did the wound

ed 25 much good as if they had breathed,

bodily, the fresh air ofour wooded heights.

If you stay over Sunday we will all go to

gether to the Feldberg. But now here

is the rain! Good-night, Aloys!" said

she.

“Good-night, Ignatia!" he answered.

"Aloys !" She had called him by his

name! But had it not, after all, sound

ed more sweetly when Marianna said

Aloys?

Ivo called Aloys up to his room before

retiring, and said, "It is a great thing

that Ignatia went to walk with thee.

That is something no one has been able

to boast till now. May I know what she

said to thee ?"

“She said nothing of the main sub

ject," answered Aloys, “but she was

kind to me—kind and cordial. Let the

thing go now as it may, I have a good

friend.’I

lvo waited upon his guest up to the

gable-chamber, where Ignatia had put

everything in good order. On the table

lay Hebel's A/emannian Poems, but just

as Aloys was about to read in the vol

ume a noise drew his attention. A sound

of soldiers‘ voices, harmoniously blend

ing in song, was wafted over from the

barn. Aloys listened at the open win

dow. The fragrance of the moisten

ed earth came up to him, and a breath

from the innermost depths of the life

of our native land fanned his brow.

It was a rainy night, and yet it seem

ed to Aloys as if the bright sun were

shining. The soldiers sang the song

(Schiller's) of the faithful comrade, in

which he too could join in a low tone

even at this distance, and now they

struck up "The \Vatch on the Rhine."

Aloys endeavored by singing it after

them to impress the air upon his mem

ory: he could not catch the words, but

the tones did his soul good. Now there

rang out one loud huzza, and then all

was still.

CHAPTER XXII.

WHERE the Dengly-sprite at midnight hour

On the silver file his golden scythe is whctting

('l'odtnau's boys know’: well) on wooded Feldberg,

There my eager eyes, my busy thoughts, are hov

ering.

Feldberg'.s lovely daughter . . .

safe me! '

may God vouch

Yes, in the midst of the roar of wind

and rain there is a ringing in the air, as

of the whctting of a golden scythe; and

if the Dengli-geist had come down to

night from Feldberg to the stately man

sion which stands with its broad front to

the road, he might have overheard three

human souls breathe out their innermost

thoughts.

Aloys heard the roar of the storm with

out, and his great watch ticked loud at

his side; and now the ticking of the

watch transformed itself into the reg

ular beat of the locomotive, and com

posed now the word Ignatia, and now

the word zllaranuelr.

A rainy night is favorable to sleep:

there is such a soft trickling and tinkling

outside that the bed becomes doubly

comfortable. And yet Aloys was full

of uneasiness.

Ignatia, too, in her chamber went

into a strict self-examination: "just

acknowledge to thyself that thou art too

old to be carried away by the feeling,

‘This man and no other.‘ He is a good,

sound, honest man, and has good ideas

too, and a tender heart. But couldst

thou go off into a strange world and

cease to be a German woman? And

why this one and not--? No, the paper

maker is out of the question: I would

sooner take the doctor, but he is too

flighty. But why not the forester? He

is so solid, so manly: he would be the

most agreeable to father, too. Is it from

bashfulness or pride that he avoids every

word of love? If Aloys could stay here

and undertake the farm, what then?"

For a long time she could get no rest.

Youth, however, has one advantage:

sleep is stronger than all brain-racking

" This sounds very like an extract from an exquis

ite poem of Hebel's, called the " Visit of Spirits on

the Feldberg." The Deng‘/y-rfrifz means Death, the

xcyt/It-:/tar/en:'ng rfiritr. Drngvln means to 10/!!! a

scythe, and seems to imitate the sound of the file as

it dangln against the scythe.
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thought: it comes down upon the young

soul and wraps it in oblivion.

lvo too was indeed weary with his

journey, and with his labor in the field,

where he had taken hold vigorously with

his own hands; but it seemed as if, out

of the home which he had determined

upon leaving, the old tranquillity had

already taken its departure: "Thou be

longest henceforth no longer to thyself:

thou art in bonds for the youth and men

whom thou callest about thee. Rejoice

in thy wide circle of influence. Yes,

and Ignatia? How will she decide? It

is a hard step even for thee. Ah! care

and anxiety never cease. When one

thinks he has fully settled his own life,

then comes the decision for life of the

children. And to lgnatia it will be so

hard. Take care: thou hast brought her

to talking with thee too soon about her

suitors. This time she must decide for

herself, without saying a word to thee.

Oh, if mother were still living, then all

would be different!" This last thought

was not calculated to bring him the so

much desired sleep.

And while Ivo at midnight had not

yet been able to sleep, Aloys, in the gable

chamber overhead, awoke with the fancy

that he heard some one call his name.

A mighty rain was pouring down: " It

is well, certainly, that the sheaves have

been brought in: what is left standing

in the stalk the rain will not injure. I

wonder whether it rains over there in

Nordstetten too? whether Marianna at

this hour is sleeping, or thinking of me

in bitter grief? Perhaps she has just

this moment called my name."

He had guessed right.

CHAPTER XXIII.

WHEN Aloys went so early in the morn

ing down the Horb road his anger had

prevented his thinking in what state he

left behind him the various people in the

village. Thou canst in a moment im

plant the knowledge of thee into the

souls of men, but not so suddenly root

it out again.

And now as to the one whom he had

held in that fond embrace, in what con

dition was she now living? How had

mother and daughter been startled when

Aloys cried out before the house, "_Let

in thy dog, thy Gawk !"

Young Marianna called out from the

window, “ Wait! I'm coming down."

But the fugitive had not heard it, nor

had he waited to hear.

Young Marianna opened the house

door: the dog came and leaped upon

her, and then rubbed against her, as if

he would say, "I can't help it, but I'm

right sorry."

" Be quiet now! Here !" said Marian

na to the dog. He laid himself down.

She went to her mother and said, " He's

gone."

"He'll come back again," replied the

mother.

" Do you really believe so?"

" If he does not he is himself a gawk,

and thou canst then call it a piece of

good luck that thou hast got rid of such

a fellow before it is too late. But he'll

come back, rely upon it."

" But, mother, it would have hurt my

feelings too if they had given a dog my

father's nickname; and whoever did it

did wrong."

"Indeed ! VVilt thou attack thy father

under the ground? Who could ever

have thought that a son of the Gawk

would come back? And it was only an

innocent jest. I'll explain it to him to

morrow."

“Yes, to-morrow! And to-night he

will condemn us all," thought Marianna,

but she did not say it, for she would not

begin a quarrel with her mother. "He

is three houses from us," said she: she

was going to represent how easy it would

be to get a message to him, and how

hard it ~was that she could not go to

him herself; but the mother guessed her

intention, and cried, "Thou wouldst be

ready to run after him and fall on thy

knees before him?"

"Yes, indeed, that would I do gladly;

and would do it, too, if it were not for

the people ;" and drawing a heavy breath

she added, "I pity him that he is at this

moment so sad."

“Pray don't let him perceive anything
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- get an entrance into the Eagle? "But if

of the kind," the mother admonished her. '

" If he comes, laugh him out of it. That's

the best way. Show him that other peo

ple _are much merrier, and not so touchy

as the Gawk family."

Marianna went silently to her cham

ber. “Only a single half day have we

enjoyed together, but that will never be

blotted out—neverl Ah, Aloys, thou art

indeed so clever and so good ! If I could

only fly to thy window and tell thee all !

\Vhat concern have we with a piece of

mere reckless nonsense? And it was

not so ill meant!"

Early in the morning, while the gray

dawn still dappled the east, and the lo

comotive-whistle sounded down from the

heights of Hochdorf, Marianna sat up

right in her bed, and her first thought

was, “He is there where the locomotive

is whistling-gone for ever." In thought

she was on the target-field, looking into

the tunnel on the opposite mountain :

there, in the dark hole, there he has dis

appeared for ever.

She went to fetch water from the foun

tain at the Eagle. She set down her pail

with a great noise; she pumped a long

while, and struck on the pipe with the

handle; the windows of‘ his chamber

opened on this side, but nothing appear

ed; she carried the filled pail homeward

on her head; the pail must have leaked,

for she often passed her hand across her

face and wiped something away. VVas

there, then, no excuse one could find to

I were there I could not speak with him.

But then I should at least learn wheth

er he was still here." Plucking up res

olution, she wcnt into the tavern and

asked for half a pint of old wine for her

mother.

" Is thy mother sick?" asked the land

lady. “It was only yesterday she was

seen on the street."

“I want to make her some wine

broth."

“ Hadst thou come two minutes earlier

thou wouldst have seen Aloys. He is

gone."

The bottle fell out of Marianna's hand.

“\Vhat a clumsy creature I am !" she

said hurriedly; and the good hostess

gave her another bottle and some more

wine, and took no pay for it.

Marianna went home, and on the stair,

there where he had kissed her, she sat

down and wept bitterly. Hearing her

mother overhead, she went up and gave

her the wine and told her the whole

story.

The mother tried to comfort her child

by representing to her how bad and faith

less the Americans were: she assevera

tcd that she would not go to America

no, not if they should build her a golden

house.

The brother-in-law, the forester of Ahl

dorf, came and reported that Soges had

seen Aloys and Marianna sitting together

yesterday : he asked when the betrothal

would take place. Young Marianna in

formed him with agitated voice of what

had occurred.

The dog had come into the room with

him, and the mother desired her son-in

law to shoot the dog at once, but the

daughter would not allow it: the poor

creature had not certainly given himself

the name.

She went out with the dog into the

field. She met Ohlreit, who grinned

at her while yet at a great distance.

“Well," he cried, “I had another talk

with him."

"Did he leave with thee any message

for me ?"

"For thee? No. He is [in English]

a smart /2‘//ow .- he makes no promise,

either to thee or to me."

“Believe me he will help thee."

"And thou sayst that? The maid of the

Eagle tavern heard him say his things

were all packed up, so that they could be

sent after him: he was not coming back

again. But I'll lay an attachment on his

things: he has swindled me out of my

five-shooter." \\-’ith a scornful laugh

Ohlreit took a cord out of his pocket

and cried, “ Know what that is ?—a neck

lace. I should like to hang him with it.

No, I know something better than that.

Come, I have money—go with me to

America."

"Thou art crazy or drunk."

“Both! both!" screamed Ohlreit, and

tried to throw his arms around her, but
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she flung him off and ran across the

field: he looked after her jeeringly and

went toward the woods.

In the evening Marianna learned from

Hirtz‘s Madeline that Aloys had gone

to see the father and sister of the Eagle

hostess—that Aloys would evidently mar

ry Ivo's eldest daughter: he had, how

ever, promised Ohlreit that he would

provide for him, even if he should never

come back here again.

The shoemaker Hirtz, who was gen

erally so quiet, spoke very wrathfully of

Aloys. That was no proper way, to run

ofi' so: there was, in fact, no reliance to

be placed on the Americans : when they

see no longer any profit to be made they

clear oul.

The good Hirtz fancied that it would

be a consolation to Marianna if Aloys

could be made out to be just as bad as

others. But Marianna found no com

fort in that: she went through the vil

lage streets; she labored in field and at

hearth, and it seemed to her as if she

herself were not doing all that, but some

body quite different; her soul was torn

out of her, she herself only a shadow—

the shadow of the Marianna that once

was. And in the night, when it rained

so heavily, she woke herself up with the

cry, "Aloys !"

Who knows what power may carry

such a cry of love over hill and valley?

CHAPTER XXIV.

AT the same hour when Aloys awoke

here and Marianna there, and both heard

the roaring and rushing of the rain, Ohl

reit was sitting with a stranger in the

railroad restaurant, and drinking with

him. No one knew the stranger, and if

the right old superstition still prevailed,

they must have taken him for the devil;

but the man had arrived in the noon

train from Zurich, and from there and

at that hour the devil was never yet

known to come; and then, too, the man

spoke English, and that has never been

hitherto the language of the devil; and

finally, Ohlreit called him "Captain,"

been known. To be sure, he came and

vanished and acted like the devil.

"Bring on the bones! the bones!" cried

Ohlreit at last. "I see you don't respect

me for not playing. Bring on the bones."

He played dice with the stranger, and

they laughed together and swore in Eng

lish. At last, when Ohlreit had staked his

watch and lost it, the stranger went out.

Ohlreit waited a long time, and amused

himself by rolling the dice about on the

table. Now he made the best throws,

and he laughed out loud: now he found

out how one must hold the dice- box to

make the square things dance. “Just

come along!" he cried—"now you will

have to give it all back again."

But the stranger came not.

Ohlreit hurried out into the road to

ward the railroad track: at that moment

the train thundered by. "1 have missed

the train," was the only exclamation the

station-master caught from him as he

darted across the track and disappeared.

A cloud must have launched itself into

the valley: it rained not only from above,

but from every direction. At that mo

ment, down in the Egelsthal hollow, a

man rolled a stone over upon the anthill,

stood upon it, fastened a noose around the

great limb: a lighted cigar dropped, hiss

ed and went out.

In the morning Ohlreit was found

hanged on the fir tree in the Egelsthal

hollow. A half-smoked cigar lay below

him on the trampled anthill.

CHAPTER XXV.

IT rained in Nordstetten, and it rained

over on the upland plains by the Feld

berg.

lvo could get no rest until he had in

the morning assigned the servants and

soldiers and the many day-laborers, men

and women, their various indoor occupa

tions. When at last he had arranged all

this to his satisfaction, he sat down com

fortably and cheerily with his daughter

beside the guest.

A rainy day in the midst of a hot har

vest-time brings with it, after the first

and by that title the devil has never yet I disappointment at the disturbance of ar
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rangements has been conquered, a free

breathing-spell and a pleasant gather

ing: it is like a piece of calm winter con

tentment interpolated into the summer.

Ignatia mentioned that she had already

written to-day to the shoemaker Hirtz,

and she added, “After all, there is noth

ing better than to have a liking for a

genuine man; and it is all one whether

he sits on the shoemaker's bench or in

the presidential chair."

Ivo took occasion from this to express

his ardent veneration for Abraham Lin

coln: he evidently sought to show with

special emphasis that his prejudice against

America was, after all, not so strong as to

prevent him from recognizing what was

truly noble.

Aloys described the horror which seized

upon all men at the news of Lincoln's

assassination, and as he expressed him

self in such intense and sincere words he

felt the warm look of father and daugh

ter resting upon him.

lvo inquired after an old comrade at

the seminary, a great popular orator,

who had been involved in the revolution

and been obliged to fly, and had lived for

a while with Aloys, until he died in the in

sane hospital : “ Didst thou know him ?"

“Yes indeed, and by him I learned

for the first time what homesickness

means. My father too has himself had

it many a time, but he can conquer it;

and one day when he was praising liber

ty, the melancholy man replied, ‘ What's

liberty? lfl could only get home again

they might muzzle me, for all I cared.‘

The poor man, after all, had to die in a

foreign land.“

For some time all three sat in silence.

At last lvo said, " lgnatia, thou wast, I am

sure, going to tell Cousin Aloys the story

of the children of Erlenbruck."

Ignatia caught at the suggestion with

great eagerness: "Yes, with pleasure.—

\Vell, then, seven or eight years ago a

young married couple had emigrated to

America with a single child, a little girl

not quite three years old. The father's

parents are living over in Erlenbruck,

neither poor nor rich : they just manage

to get along, and the old man is said to

have been in his younger days a poach

er, but otherwise he is a worthy man.

The grandchild had a great love for

her grandfather, and on taking leave the

child said, ‘Grandfather, come too ;' and

the grandfather said, ‘Molly, stay here.’

This, as she has told me—-she speaks

half English, half German --fastened

itself in the child's memory. Well, the

parents in America went out far West

-I don't remember at this moment the

name of the State—-and four years after

the maiden had got a little brother. An

epidemic broke out—the child calls it flu

yzllnw deal/l, probably the yellow fever:

the parents took it, and in a few days

they died. The property was sold, and

the elder child, now nine years old, re

solved to come home with her brother

to grandfather. It seems there were no

other German people in that region for

some distance round. VVhen the chil

dren took leave of the justice of the

peace, be said little more than ‘Good

bye.‘ but he hung on the neck of each

a little card on which was written, ‘Our

parents are dead: we are on our way

to our grandparents in Germany.‘ The

children have the tickets still; and I

think that was a fine thing, and some

thing American too, that no petition was

appended. VVith him whose heart the

fact itself did not move no petition would

be of any use."

Ignatia paused, and lvo said, laughing,

u\’Vouldn't such a ticket have been just

the thing for thee, Aloys. with some in

scription like this on it: ‘ I am youngAloys

Schorer, from America, and am going to

stay such or such a number of months ' P

Then thou wouldst not have had to answer

the same question seventy times over."

"Yes indeed," replied Aloys archly,

"but a ticket of that kind, which should

say a little bit more, would also be con

venient for another purpose."

Ivo looked at his daughter, but she

cast her eyes down and said, "I will go

on with my story: Kind people helped

the children as far as New York, and

there and on board the ship, and from

Hamburg hither the children found good

people to help them; and now they are

the comfort and the joy of the old grand

parents. It is, after all, heart-refreshing
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that throughout the whole world there is

a chain of kind people. I should have

been glad long ago to take the little girl

into our house, but she would not part

from her little brother.—Honored cou

sin—" Aloys looked up surprised at her

calling him so, and not as she had done

the night before, “Aloys." lgnatia pro

ceeded quietly: "If you stay over Sun

day I will have the children come here,

or we'll go together.t0 Erlenbruck. V\“'hen

the good Nazi was still living he often

told me, while I was a little girl, the

story of the Babes in the \Vood: I think

the story of this American brother and

sister is still finer."

Aloys said how glad he should be to

tell this story to his father, and what a

grand thing it would be if lgnatia could

only tell it to him herself.

Young Aloys‘ face was deep red, and

a sudden blush suffused that of Ignatia.

Ivo, on the other hand, looked down be

fore him : he had the feeling that the two

ought to be alone. His heart trembled :

is the moment of decision come upon

his child? He was on the point of re

tiring when men's voices were heard

without, and in came three men, one

behind the other. First, the district for

ester, a tall, tight figure, with a some

what defiant, full-bearded face : his name

was Stahl (Steel), and we were near say

ing that there was something in his as

pect of steely firmness. Behind him the

doctor, a man of reddish-blonde hair,

broad, thick-set figure, rotund, and of

a bright, shiny visage, in which there

was a glitter, for he wore spectacles the

glasses of which were not framed. And

last came the proprietor of the wood

paper manufactory, a man in his s0-call

ed best years, dressed in black, of almost

clerical air and aspect.

Aloys was introduced, and three hands

gave him pain—first, the hand of the

forester, which, broad and bony, gave

him a mighty squeeze; then the hand

of the paper-manufacturer, which was so

cold; but the one that hurt him the most

was the hand of the doctor, for that was

not extended to him at all: the doctor

wiped his glasses, put them on again and

fixed upon the stranger a keen glance.

" Do you know the story of the Three

Rain Brothers?" asked the forester with

a melodious and powerful voice: if one

had heard this voice in perfect darkness,

one might have known that it came from

an energetic, self-determined man.

" N0."

“Wherever they come it rains. But

we three have met here barause it rains."

There was a general laugh, and this first

speech seemed to diffuse a cheerfulness

over the newcomers, as well as over the

inmates of the house and their friend and

guest.

Aloys had heard from the sister in

Nordstetten that these three were suitors

of Ignatia. Better three than only one,

he thought to himself, and looked cour

ageously round.

lgnatia had gone out: she came back

with a maid, who brought bread and

meat, while she herself brought bottles

and glasses, which latter she now filled.

They touched glasses in perfect silence,

and who knows what each inwardly

wished the other? for all knew that they

were rival suitors of lgnatia. Perhaps

Aloys was the one to whom they wished

the best, for each, if he himself was to be

rejected, would be best pleased that no one

at home should win lgnatia, and that she

should go off into the far world and they

should never meet again. They surrey

ed Aloys with searching glances. The

forester puckered up his lips and whistled

inaudibly : "Nothing is to be feared from

this American : he is too simple for such

a maiden." The manufacturer rubbed

his uniformly cold hands, as if he were

preparing himself bodily to wrestle with

Aloys, who seemed to him a sly-boots,

and to throw him on the ground. The

doctor saw perhaps the single right point

of the case: be discerned in Aloys a kind

of ingenuousness and directness, which

would be just the qualities to win a

thoughtful maiden like Ignatia.

At first the conversation was general,

and turned upon Ivo's removal. The

doctor and the manufacturer lamented

that they were to lose the best citizen,

the pride of the country. The forester

alone was voiceless on the subject. Each

had a special word for Ignatia.: she an
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swered each in a free, unembarrassed

manner, and then seated herself at her

noiseless sewing-machine by the window,

waiting for the tourney, which was not

long in coming; for where the combat

ants are ready the most peaceful thing

becomes an object of strife.

The forester said he had come to take

Ivo to the burial of the Half-Y0ker.*

Ivo replied that he would insert an obitu

ary in the agricultural papers; and turn

ing to Aloys, informed him that the de

ceased had spent his time and strength in

endeavoring to do away with the use of

twin yokes, with which the oxen are per

haps more easily governed, but also in

expressibly tormented. The doctor add

ed that the physiological structure of the

ox necessitated the free yoke. Ivo stated

that he had formerly been an opponent

of the Cruelty-to-Animals Societies, 1' be

cause in the time of his being at service

he had counted that as mere child's play;

but he now repented it sorely, for it was

always time to do good, and he now re

garded it as a test of a man's religion,

the manner in which he treated animals.

The paper-maker nodded an emphatic

approval, and extended the thought with

some cleverness a little farther, that who

ever spared the animals not only protected

an outward object of worth, but enhanced

at the same time his own inward human

worth. The forester, vehemently knit

ting his brows, took up the gauntlet with

the remark that effeminacy was already

prevalent enough of itself, and ought not

to be further encouraged.

"You do not know our friend the for

ester," lgnatia broke in with the remark,

addressed to Aloys. “Believe me he is

more tender-hearted than he cares to

confess. if anything ails one of his

dogs he is all compassion."

“I am delighted if Miss Ignatia knows

my thoughts without my expressing

them," said the forester with a grace

‘ This appears to have been a nickname given to

an advocate of the plan of yoking each ox singly.

1' This :tn|bignous phrase seems to correspond well

enough to the German, which literally reads, " The

Anima]-'l'ormenters'-Societies "—a loose expression

which leaves one in doubt whether lvo himself used

it in a hasty and careless way, or meant that that was

the name the boys and ignorant or quizzical folk gave

the new societies.

VOL. XIX.—3t

which one would not have ascribed to

him, and yet the strong man blushed

the while like a bashful girl.

The men looked at each other. \Vhat

is this? Does the young lady mean that

the forester is justly appreciated, or is it

her special object to show that the Amer

ican is the one of all who thinks rightly?

For which of the two does she hereby

decide? It could not be inferred with

certainty.

"How do they yoke oxen with you?"

Ivo asked Aloys.

“With a double yoke also: not all on

the head, however, but with a kind of

collar round the breast, made of hickory

wood and movable. I do not thmk we

can introduce the half yoke: we often

hitch to the cart, which we have to con

struct for ourselves, twenty or thirty oxen,

and these a single man must guide. \Ve

have not men enough. Our way of tack

ling is something like this." He made a

rapid drawing on paper with a lead pen

cil, and Ignatia said, “ Let me see it too."

As he handed the leaf he said, “Itjust

occurs to me that we never say of an an

imal, as I have heard here, it is knpirt

or 1/erred‘! [stretched out]: we say it is

dead, as we do of a man."

"That is fine and beautiful," said

Ignatia, "and you are a very finished

draughtsman."

"VVe Americans have to know a little

of everything. I am a carpenter and

joiner also, and must be able to draw

a bit."

The paper-maker cried mockingly, "So

we learn, after all, for once, something

agreeable from the land where King

Dollar reigns l"

Aloys felt as if, out of warm air, all at

once an icy storm blew into his face as

the paper-maker indulged in violent tlings

at America.

Aloys looked at Ivo to see whether he,

as master of the house, would not an

swer for him: not lvo, however, but the

forester, took up the word, and said how

he admired that Aloys understood the

teasing way of the paper-maker, and

therefore did not answer him. The gen

tleman in his most serious tone always

spoke jestingly.
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The natives looked at each other with

amazement as the forester spoke thus,

for the paper-maker avoided all jesting

in the most conscientious manner. The

thread on lgnatia‘s sewing-machine broke

off, and she bent down her face and

searched for it intently. But the forester

went on to explain to Aloys that the

paper-maker had not perhaps under

stood Herr Ivo: the latter labored against

emigration, but he agreed with him in re

specting the greatness and independence

of America, and all discerning persons

fully recognized the solidarity of the na

tions in the progress toward freedom, to

which America had made, and would still

make, imperishable contributions. He

concluded with the words, “To-morrow

is the Fourth of July. Let me have the

pleasure of greeting you at my house,

and we will drink a bottle by way of

celebrating your great national festival."

Never had the forester been heard to

speak so before; and just as lvo began

to express his approval an express mes

senger came for the doctor, saying that

he must come at once to Erlenbruck,

where at the wedding yesterday they had

come to scuffles and stabbings.

“And there, in the mild night, we

heard music!" said Ignatia; and Ivo

cried, "There we have it. Scuffles with

knives have been getting the upper hand

among us at a terrible rate. The war

has barbarized our people, as you Amer

icans still find to be the consequence of

your Southern war. \Ve have no re

proaches to cast at each other."

The physician invited Aloys to saddle

a horse for himself and ride with him:

the forester proposed that he should go

with him and lvo. Ignatia bent down

over her table to hide a smile at the

thought that no one cared to leave Aloys

alone with her, and just as Aloys passed

her she whispered hurriedly, “Don't go

with any one: stay here."

CHAPTER XXVI.

WHEN, at last, the others had gone,

Ignatia said to Aloys, "So, now we are

alone again. I have a few things to ar

range out-doors: then I want you to sit

by me: I have to work at the sewing

maehine." She went out.

Aloys, with beating heart, thought,

"Now comes the decision! Will she

say yes? May these lips, which still

feel the kiss of Marianna's, dare to kiss

her ?"

Ignatia came back: she drew a chair

up near him, and began working on

some fine white linen. For a long time

not a word was said. At last, Aloys,

taking up the end of the linen, asked,

"Is this for your outfit?"

lgnatia, after a moment's silence, her

large eyes resting upon him, began:

"VVell, better to-day than to-morrow,

and best of all this very moment.—I-lach

of the three who were here desires me

for his wife."

She paused again, and Aloys said, "So,

then, my perceptions were correct?"

“Yes," she continued; "and to you I

may say what I would not say to them."

She hesitated once more, but now Aloys

helped her no further, nor could he either

have got out a word. and she began again:

"You are a delightful man. ln earlier

years—l think—l am too self-willed-to

——to— You will not take it ill of me,

will you, that I say this, and we will still

be good friends?"

Aloys stared as if translated into an

other world; and it was another world.

The sky had suddenly cleared up, and

through the window at which Ignatia was

sitting the Alpine chain was seen framed

in a rainbow. A breathless pause en

sued.

"Why do you stare so ? What do you

want to say?"

“I thank you from the bottom of my

heart for speaking to me as you have;

and I must say, too, it would not have

been right in me, for l—I already like

another. Only my father thinks that

must not be, and I thought—"

" Is it not Georgy's Marianna ?"

Aloys nodded silently, but his whole

face was in a glow.

“And why should it not be P" asked

lgnatia, and resumed her work, bending

her face down close over it.

Aloys told his story, frequently inter
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rupting himself to say how odd it seemed

to him, that he should be telling this

to lgnatia, of all persons. He reported

everything exactly ; only what related to

the dog he suppressed.

“ How would it do," said Ignatia, look

ing up again, "if my father, instead of

you, should write to your father about

this matter?"

“That would be well. But no, I think

that in this affair I must speak for my

self. \Ve Americans say, ‘Help your

self.‘ "

\Vhen Ivo came back he looked with

surprise at Ignatia and Aloys when the

latter said he should leave them this

afternoon.

“I thought thou wouldst stay longer

with us."

"No: Iwill go to the Feldberg now,

and from there to Colonel \Valdfried‘s."

He had, up to this moment, known

only that he meant to go away. Now

he knew where he would go.

Ivo proposed to let his friend and guest

drive part of the way in his chaise—the

horses had been standing idle in the sta

ble during the rain—-but Aloys said he

preferred to go on foot.

_Ivo ordered wine to be brought in,

that they might have a midsummer drink

together. lgnatia touched glasses with

Aloys, and said-softly, " Health and hap

piness!"

Aloys drank off the glass to the very

bottom, and in a gay tone said, " Perhaps

the Dengly-sprite may meet me, if he is

not afraid of an American. I have only

one more request: pray give the forester

my hearty greetings."

The host and hostess accompanied him

to the street-door, and when Aloys saw

the mowing-machine it seemed to him

as if it were stretching its arms toward

heaven. \Vas that in sorrow for his re

jection, or in joy that a. son of America

would follow love alone?

Aloys took a hearty leave of Ivo and

Ignatia, feeling that he had gained two

noble friends.

"One more, then?" said lvo as he

looked after the departing guest. "So

it seems thou meanest to stay with me

all thy life?"

“Yes, father. I could not feel thatl

was in the world any longer if I should

cease to be a German. And that is your

fault."

“Mine?"

"Yes. Ever since I began to think I

have heard you longing for the day when

there should be a Germany. That day

has come, and now shall I go away?

And then, too, all is well ordered. Aloys

loves Georgy's Marianna, and he is a

man whom the maiden he loves must

certainly love in return."

When lvo had returned to the house

with his daughter he said, “Didst thou

not remark that the forester Stahl ex

pressed no regret at our leaving here ?"

"No."

" But there was a reason for it."

Ivo paused, probably expecting that

his daughter would ask the reason, but

she only looked at him with wondering

eyes, and he continued: " He has show

ed me the decree by which he is ap

pointed to the forest-board in the capital.

He did not choose to say it before the

others. But thou must congratulate him

if he comes again this evening."

lgnatia nodded, but did not look up:

she left the room.

CHAPTER XXVII.

IT was to Ludwig Waldfried's and back

to Nordstetten—or, properly, homeward

—that Aloys was bound; but the way

thither does not lead over the Feldherg.

Is it not often so, however, that when

one's heart is oppressed with its emo

tions one takes a roundabout way?

The golden broom was blooming on

the border of the woods, the blackbird

sang late into the evening: the evening

dew fell upon tree and grass and cooled

Aloys‘ hot brow. The sun went down,

and the ruddy evening penetrated the

woods with a fiery vapor; the trees were

gently agitated as if by an inner air;

Aloys breathed out long breaths.

It was night when he arrived at the

brightly-illuminated friendly inn. A

great dog came running to meet him;
i he did not bark—he fawned upon the
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stranger. How had it fared with the dog

over there, who had been the innocent

cause of the sad occurrence? All the

experience Aloys had gone through in

the interval was forgotten: he thought

only of that hour when with his hand

upon the dog's head he had stood be

fore the house of Marianna.

The landlord appeared, bade the late

guest welcome and locked up the dog,

who howled piteously.

In the morning, after Aloys had been

up on the peak of the mountain called

"Highest," he sat down alone in a cozy

niche of the inn and wrote:

“ ON THE Fnr.oannc, July 4, 187-.

"DEAR PARENTS: On the highest

mountain of your home, on the highest

day of our country, I write to you.

“I am alone, I have not spoken to-day

with a living soul, but I am with you and

with the millions who to-day celebrate

the glad festival. and I speak to you.

“Dear father, the larks sing here too

overhead, but to me they sing something

special. One sees from hereto a great

distance all the Swiss mountains. Oh,

it is magnificent, and one can see also

into the country round Nordstetten : one

sees the castle of Hohenzollern.

" Dear father, I know not how to begin.

"They have built an observatory up

here, where they can see the stars in the

daytime, but I see the stars (pupils) of

two eyes by day and by night. Down

below there are so many towns and vil

lages with so many thousands of people,

but not one of them has more in his

heart than I, both of sadness and of

gladness.

"I will give an orderly account of ev

erything as well as I can. Well, then, I

have just come from the house of Ivo,

and go, as I came, alone. I thank you,

dear father, for directing me to go there:

it has been good for me: I have proved

myself.‘ They are practical people, fa

ther and daughter. He has, to be sure,

a superstitious prejudice against Amer

ica. Father, we do not know at home

what a prejudice prevails in this country

against America: in your day it must

have been quite different. But that is

not what decided matters. The daugh

ter is a beautiful and refined maiden,

but she is not for me. And I am well

contented that things have come about

as they have. For, to confess candidly,

I went to Ivo's only to fulfill my obli

gation, but at the bottom of my heart I

hoped nothing would come of it.

“I will tell everythingin order. \VeII,

then, dear father, it is fortunate you did

not come with me to Nordstetten, so

many people there have died, or, worse,

are morally dead, and all is so changed

from what it was when you left. Of hos

tility to America there is, as yet, little to

be discovered in your place: on the con

trary, many still fancy that with us it is

Paradise. Hirtz is a good man, and de

serves to be called your friend.

“ Dear father, either I must come home

alone, or else with her whom I fancy. Yes,

dear father, it has come about against my

will, but still I would sooner die solitary

than marry against yours. And she is

the daughter of Marianna! Georgy must

have been a terrible jester, but I do not

think it was malice. She is tall, and is

said to resemble her father, but certainly

only in outward appearance. \Vhen we

sat together for the first time by the moun

tain-ash in the target-field, where your

lot was, she hardly said anything but to

exhort me to help a man who was noth

ing to her and who was on the brink of

ruin. By that you can see her goodness

of heart. Young Marianna— Icannot

say anything about her, I love her so

dearly, and I never should have believed

that I could be as I am. \Vherever I

look I see her eyes. This I can say:

she is healthy and as bright as the day,

and she has a merry heart, and is a

good manager, as mother says.

"Dear parents, at one hour I am so

faint-hearted and weak, and the next I

feel as if I could cope with the whole

world and could tear up trees. I have

received my life from you, dear parents,

and I think I shall bring along with me

a good and fresh one besides.

"One of the two damsels saves a

domestic in the house, and the other

would have required one more. I will

not be unjust: Ignatia too can work, and
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one would be proud to have such a wife;

but I do not need a wife to be proud of

before others, but only to love for my

self; and for Marianna I can do double

work.

“Dear father, if you can take back

your word, all will be well. But I will

not bring you a daughter-in-law whom

you would not be glad to call daughter.

It does not become me to say anything

more. But how could the poor child

help it? No more than I. Not until

I reached Ivo's did I see clearly that it

would be impossible for me to marry

another. And I cannot hear to have

a wife who would look down upon me.

Yet it would be unjust in me to say that

Ignatia is proud. Dear father and dear

mother, I will not go back to Nordstetten

again unless you say yes. But I prom

ise you never to bring a reproach against

you.

"Dear parents, I am perfectly clear,

even if my letter is confused: I know

clearly what I would do, and what I

should. I shall stay at Colonel \Vald

fried's till I get an answer from you.

God grant it may be one that will give

happiness to

“Your faithful son, ALOYS!

"Dear parents, I cannot write anything

now about other matters: I will tell all

the next time; and another, if with me,

could tell it still better.

“ I have read over what I have written.

I may appear to you foolish, but I am

quite in my right mind: indeed, I think

I have just come to my right mind and

clear sight, and— But enough for the

present: I shall never have done."

\Vith a ringing shout, as if he had the

answer already in his pocket, Aloys has

tened down the mountain.

He would not trust this out-of-the~way

post-office : he took the letter along with

him to Freiburg, and there deposited it

himself in the railroad box, and traveled

by the same train that carried the letter

as far as Rastatt. There he looked for

a long time after the train that bore

away the letter, and then wended his

way up the valley of the Murg, fanned

by refreshing breezes.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

ALOYS was welcomed by Madame Lud

wig W'aldfricd_ and her son as a mem

ber of the family. Ludwig \Valdfried

himself was not at home, but two days

later he made his appearance in high

spirits, having, in company with a pro

fessional associate, who had also return

ed from America, completed the system

of irrigation which was imparting fresh

life to a landscape hitherto devoid of

water. After welcoming Aloys he de

scribed to his family the jubilation on

the opening of the first hydrant, when

the fresh spring-water came pouring

down from the mountain: he added with

pride that we had in our times, in con

ducting the element which gives new

life to man and beast and plant, sur

passed even the old Romans.

Waldfried was happy in being able to

render a salutary service to his country;

and it is one of the highest pleasures to

visit a man who has just come home

from the successful completion of a work

for the common benefit

When Ludwig \\/aldfried said that the

courage to undertake such great water

works and the fruitful experiment which

had made them practicable had, after all,

in great part originated with America, the

countenance of our Aloys brightened, and

he took occasion to unburden his heart,

and complain of the miserable way in

which many, and particularly Ivo, re

garded the American condition and cha

racter. And on this subject he had come

to the right man. for Ludwig Waldfried

declared that many returning emigrants,

because they had money and fine clothes,

held themselves now to be fine people,

and with proud jeers at everything in the

old home here challenged contradiction.

For the rest, the misjudgment of Amer

ica grew out of the very fact that we had

formerly thought too highly of that coun

try. America and Germany were like

two men who have made much of each

other and been mutually faithful, and

now, upon the discovery of certain faults,

one of the parties is doubly exasperated

because his friend has showed himself

other than he had confidently expected

him to be. But, finally, the disease in
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America and the disgust in Germany were

a sort of potato-rot. The potato, which

originated in America, was, after all, one

of the best gifts of Nature, and would be

come sound again on both sides of the

water.

Aloys now stated at once that he meant

to work here at cabinetmaking until he

got a letter from home, perhaps a tele

gram from his father.

He thought to himself silently, "It

would be possible for me not to go

home again, but to stay here and earn

by my labor bread for myself and my

Marianna." But this was only a passing

thought, and he laughed at himself for

entertaining it: "It has not yet come to

this, that one is to give up home and land,

and be nothing more than an Ohlreit."

Ah, yes, Ohlreit!

From mere regard for his word, he

meant to exert himself on behalf of

Ohlreit, but there was, withal, a little

pride in the case: he would show all

Nordstetten that where no one else did

anything he has stepped in, and they

should see what he was able to do.

Aloys would fain write to Nordstettert,

but to whom? The most natural thing

was to write to Marianna, for it was she,

indeed, who had made the appeal on be

half of the poor abandoned man. But

how write to Marianna? “ No, if nothing

should come of this, it were better she

should count me untrue than be made

to cherish hatred toward my father."

\Vrite to Hirtz?

“I did not say good-bye to him."

To young Buchmaier?

"He is too proud, and never speaks to

Ohlreit."

And so he wrote to the hostess of the

Eagle, and received after some days the

news of the wretched man's terrible end.

He related the occurrence to Wald

fried. The latter made no remark about

Ohlreit's fate, but said he had received

to-day a letter from Father Aloys, and

that the letter was lying at home.

The way from the cabinetmaker's to

\Naldfried‘s house was not far, certainly,

but it seemed to Aloys as if the house,

which was all the time in sight, were

beating heart he confessed his love for

Marianna.

"There is something about that in the

letter."

"Something about that in the letter

from my father! How is it possible?

\\'hat does he say?"

"You will soon hear."

At last they reached the house. In

the lower room \Valdfried opened the

writing-desk and handed Aloys the let

ter. He read as follows.

CHAPTER XXIX.

" Hoxoaeo COLONEL AND DEAR

FRIEND: My youngest son, Aloys, will

visit you and tell you all about me

and mine. My wound in the foot is

healed indeed, but I am, and must al

ways be, helpless. I should have been

glad to see my home once more, but re

peated attacks in the heart have made

me timid. And then one grows old, and

must suit himself to his age. So I have

sent my son, who may also perhaps find

in the old home the right wife for him.

And in that matter I should be glad if

you would undertake the father‘s office.

I know you will be as strict in the matter

as if it concerned your own son. He is

an honest man, and that he is not simple

you will soon find out. But he is very

sh_v, and it takes a good many kind words

to draw him out. I know you will be

good to him, if only to gratify his father,

who thanks you in advance. I have,

however, one further request. I once

was in love with a maiden in my native

village, but she preferred another. I

thank God with all my soul that she did,

for I have got my Mechtilde. You know

her indeed, and she sends a hearty greet

ing to you and also to your wife and \Volf

gang. My wife has encouraged and ex

horted me to write you this letter, and I

know that with you all is in good hands.

So then— It is ridiculous that I do not

like to speak of my old love. A grand

father! And yet it is no laughing matter,

since I have been led by that to impose

a burden on my son. It has for weeks

continually moving backward, and with 1 Iain like a stone on my heart, and so I
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have told my wife of it. As I said. my

son is to see whether he can bring home

with him a wife from the old country.

He can choose freely; only one thing I

have deprecated—his marrying a daugh

ter of Marianna and Georgy. And now,

says my wife—you know how wide-awake ‘

she is—and now, says she. ‘ This is like

Adam and Eve in Paradise: the forbid

den apple is the very one they will want

to taste.‘

"Yes, and thereforel beg you, if my

son should perhaps, after all—who can

know?—-have fallen in love with a

daughter of Georgy and Marianna, do

not let him do violence to his heart

in the matter. He inherits, unhappily,

a tender heart from me. In that case I

take back my word and give my bless

mg. ‘

“O good God! Blessed, good God!

0 my dear good father !" exclaimed

young Aloys, and big tears ran down

his cheeks.

Aloys read the last words over again

aloud: then he read on in silence, only

stopping again and again to wipe his

eyes and his cheeks.

But the letter went on thus: “Dear

colonel and good friend, when people

have gone through such war-times to

gether as we have side by side, one

would not think they could behave so

and pick quarrels with each other about

such trifles. I am ashamed to be, and

to be called, a justice of the peace, and

yet have secret enmity in my soul. Love

your enemies. That is a precept I can

not keep, and I have never yet found a

man who could. But do good to them

who have done evil to you: that is right

—that one can do. And they are not

properly my enemies, nor have they done

me any evil. Andif Marianna will come

too, and Georgy with her, they are at

liberty to come. We are all old together.

Up yonder in heaven one will no longer

be able to shun or avoid anybody, and

so we will live in the same manner here

on earth for the few years that are left

us

.\Vith trembling hands Aloys gave back

the letter, and then, swallowing his tears

and unable to utter a word, he went out

into the garden, where he sat a long time,

and with folded hands looked up to heav

en and vowed he would deserve to have

such a father.

In the evening he begged Ludwig

Vi/aldfried to accompany him to Nord

stetten : his friend and host consented.

CHAPTER XXX.

ON the Horb road Waldfried and

Aloys alighted. The captured Bour

bakis, round and sleek with good feed

ing, drew the empty seated-wagon: it

was not quite empty, however, for a

basket with bottles of wine stood in it,

and the white necks of the bottles peep

ed out curiously and expectantly from

the straw.

Aloys accosted a girl whom they met:

it was I-lirtz's Madeline, the telegraph

operator. He inquired after Marianna,

and was informed of her deep sorrow.

She no longer let herself be seen by

any one: it had been reported in the

village that he was already betrothed

to Ivo's Ignatia.

Aloys grew pale. He neither saw nor

heard how Madeline, a few steps behind

him, gave directions to a little barefoot

ed girl to hurry into the village by the

nearest footpath behind the beer-cellars

and tell Georgy's Marianna that Aloys

had come. The child ran with all speed

up the wooded hill.

Madeline now joined the two men, and

\Valdfried said it would delight him to

become acquainted with her father.

Farther on, young Soges, who had

come for the mail, joined Aloys. He

was very ill-humored, for he had lost

his paymaster, Ohlreit: he was, however,

cheered up when Aloys gave him to-day,

for the first time, some money to buy a

good pint.

On the table-land Aloys pointed out

the field where Marianna was smging in

a low tone on the day of his arrival, and

over in the target-field the place where

he had sat with her.

They drove at a merry trot into the

village. Aloys gave everywhere the first

greeting: it' was answered but indiffer
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ently, and the young Landolin, who was

loading a manure-cart, had certainly seen

him, and yet did not so much as turn

round.

At the house of the shoemaker Hirtz

they stopped. The two men went in.

l-lirtz rose front his three-legged stool ‘

with a vexed look: he extended his hand,

however, in a friendly manner to Wald

fried, but not to Aloys.

"I am here again!" Aloys stammered

out.

"We lived before it, and we shall live

after it too, whether one comes from

America or stays in America," replied

Hirtz. Addressing not Aloys, but Wald

fried, he said, "One should not come so,

and make a show of being so true-heart

ed, and then run off like an incendiary

and a thief."

With trembling lips Aloys tried to ex

cuse himself, but what it was that had,

on the occasion referred to, thrown him

into such a rage and impelled him to

such a sudden departure, he could not

bring himself to tell. He made known

that he had come to get Marianna.

Hirtz smiled maliciously, and said he

was her guardian, and this matter of

coming and getting was not to be talked

of in such an off-hand way. He ofi'er

ed, however, to go beforehand to Mari

anna: the two meanwhile should wait

here. But while dressing himself in his

chamber he despatchecl his wife in haste

to carry the message to Marianna. The

woman hurried through the back street,

but, after all, she came too late with the

news.

Mother and daughter were in the sta

ble, where it was dark as night: the

door and the shutter of the little window

were closed, for the black cow had just

given birth to a calf. The little calf lay

on fresh straw, and the cow was licking it.

"I have already set the water on the

fire: I will now prepare the warm drink

for the cow,“ said young Marianna. Just

then some one knocked. "Who's there?"

A child's voice called, “ Hirtz's Made

line sends word that Aloys has come."

"Oh, mother! I always believed it,

only I never dared to say so."

"just as he pleases. Now we will

show him who is master. He must

make an apology before the whole vil

lage. Now he must beg on his knees

with uplifted hands before he gets thee:

then thou wilt have the advantage all thy

life. Only say nothing. Thou knowest

l have a steady head on my shoulders."

While the two were still speaking Frau

Hirtz came and reported that Aloys had

arrived in a two-horse carriage, and with

him Herr \\'aldfried, an American, who

had a great estate over in the Murgthal.

Young Marianna was sent to her cham

ber to dress herself, while the two women

looked after the cow.

A man's step approached the stable.

Old Marianna saw the forester and call

ed to him, "Thou comest just in the nick

of time. \Ve need a man in the house

now."

She explained to her son-in-law what

was going on, and the forester with a

pleased smirk refilled his pipe, think

ing meanwhile, "In future, brother-in

law must send me good tobacco from

America." He seated himself on the

house-bench and looked forward calm

ly to the coming events.

A neighbor from Ahldorf went by, and

the forester bade her tell his wife she

must come hither immediately, and pluck

off a bunch of rosemary in the garden

and bring it with her.

"Lock up the house," cried old Mari

anna out of the window. “Take the key

in thy hand and let no one in till l tell

thee."

CHAPTER XXXI.

WHEN Hirtz came back into the room

in goodly attire, Aloys declared he would

accompany him at once to Marianna: he

had all respect for the guardian, but he

would speak for himself.

Hirtz smiled roguishly: Aloys had to

day quite changed his tone. Neverthe

less, he said, "Yes, come along. There

are still roses and pinks blooming in the

garden. \Vilt thou put a nosegay in thy

buttonhole at once, that they may know

thee to be a suitor ?—Your pardon, col

onel, but this is our way here."
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"I know: the people in these parts

have the name of being quizzes."

“No cow is called ‘White’ unless she

has at least a white spot."

\/Vhile Waldfried drove to the Eagle,

Aloys went with Hirtz through the back

street to the house of Marianna.

He was startled when he saw the for

ester sitting on the house-bench holding

the key of the street-doorin his hand. ls

the watch set, and will they actually not

let him come into the house any more?

The forester, however, got up, extend

ed the hand of welcome, and without

waiting for the mother-in-law's permis

sion opened the door.

Young Marianna, unobserved, looked

down out of her chamber: she stood in

deshabille behind the window-post. She

put on her Sunday dress: it took her a

great while: the hooks and eyes would

not fasten, the ribbons would not tie.

Vi/hen at last she had managed these,

she broke off a pink from the flower

stand before the window and stuck it in

her red stomacher. _

Meanwhile, Aloys, after twirling the

round ball on the baluster of the stair

case as if caressing it, went up, and with

I-lirtz entered the keeping-room. No

one was there, but a wreath of ivy-leaves

hung round his father's portrait. He

heard a stir in the chamber, and call

ed out, "Dear cousin, I am here again."

"And 1 have been here this long time,"

a sharp voice answered. The forester

made a sign to him with his hand not to

make any accountof women's ways. “ ln

deed, once more in these parts ?" cried

old Marianna, entering. “So, then, we

are the good-enough, are we, when one

can't get on elsewhere? \Vhat does

the man mean, then? One is to stand

against the wall: ‘\Vait a while, I'll see

whether I can't geta more distinguished

person. If I can't make out, l'll come

back.‘ "

“Mother, it isn't right in you to speak

so. You tear my heart in pieces," re

plied Aloys.

"Your heart, forsooth! Dost think

I'm going to give my child away to such

a man, to go out into the wide world?

\Ve have our pride too."

"Aloys, I will not endure it to have

her plague thee so," cried young Mari

anna, bursting into the room and fling

ing herself upon Aloys' neck. "Thou

art mine and I am thine.—And now,

mother, don't say another word."

She could not speak further for weep

ing, and Aloys embraced her and shout

ed with delight. At last he said, "I de

served something, but not so much as

this."

" Oh," cried the mother mischievously,

"I didn’t really mean it in earnest.—l-le

doesn't know us Nordstetteners yet," she

said, turning to Hirtz and the forester.

Hirtz also smiled roguishly, and pull

ed out of his pocket a letter from Igna

tia and read it aloud, saying how highly

she esteemed Aloys, but that she could

not accept him, because he had confess

ed that he loved Marianna.

All were full of rapture, and Aloys

asked, "Is thy dog still living?"

There was a burst of laughter, and

old Marianna told the well-known story

of the Schwandorf man, who came back

after an absence of thirty years, and the

first question he put to his father was,

"Father, is our old cat still alive?"

This story created great merriment,

and the forester informed the company

that the mother had wanted to have the

dog shot, but Marianna had saved him :

she had sold the dog to a man from Baden,

who kept an inn on the Feldberg.

A message had been sent to the Eagle.

VValdfried came: he was preceded by a

hamper of the white-necked bottles. In

front of the house crooked Klaus played

"Yankee Doodle" and the air of the

"Nut-brown Maid."

Aloys begged to have his father heard,

and called for the reading of a part of

his letter. Ludwig \Valdfried complied.

At the passage where Mother Mechtilde

introduces the comparison of the forbid

den fruit in Paradise, Hirtz cried, “Now,

that is just she-—the veritable daughter

of Mat of the Mountain!"

"And there isn't a parson that could

expound it better," added the forester in

his deep bass voice. "If my wife were

only here too! She has just such ways

of speaking."
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Old Marianna bade all keep silence,

and begged \Valdfried to read on.

"But drink first, colonel, and let us

too," the forester meanwhile took occa

sion to urge, and drank his glass and

smacked his lips with satisfaction.

At the passage that in heaven we can

no longer avoid each other, old Marian

na wept aloud, and addressing the por

trait, cried, "Ay, thou deservest an eter

nal crown."

But young Marianna clasped both of

Aloys‘ hands and said, "Thou art a good

son, and I will be a good daughter: I

will put my hands under thy father's feet

and hold him up. And my father now

is certainly looking down from heaven

and smiling with rapture."

"Mother-in-law, will not you too go

with us P" asked Aloys.

"I will stay at home my few years

longer: I have but a little way to go ‘

before I arrive over yonder," said she,

pointing to the churchyard, and shed

veritable tears.

“I can't bear it, and I won't hear it," .

a woman's voice was heard suddenly to

cry in the street.

“That is thy aunt Rufina," said Hirtz.

"I will go to meet her," said young

Marianna, rising.

“No, dear Marianna," insisted Aloys.

"She might insult thee, and that cannot

be permitted. So let me stand in the

gap."

"He's right! that's a man !" asseve

rated the deep bass of the forester be

hind Aloys‘ back; and he allowed him

self again a full glass for his good word.

Ilut out of doors they heard a screech:

"The old serpent has seduced thee.

Don't hold me back! let me in!"

The door was flung open, and the

aunt cried, “I am his nearest of kin. I

won't bear it. He can marry whom he

will, but no one in Nordstetten without

my consent."

"Be pacified, respected aunt," said

Ludwig \\'aldfried. His tall form and

kindly, commanding voice seemed to

quiet the excited woman: she stared at

the stranger with open mouth.

"Yes, colonel, calm our aunt, who

means well," Aloys added.

" \Vho is that? \Vhat sort of a colonel

is he? “fhere does he come from ?"

asked the aunt vehemently.

“Colonel \-Valdfried from America."

“And he has come on thy account?"

"Yes."

"From America to this place?"

"Not entirely."

“Colonel, you look like a just man.

Do you know all?" Rufina asked.

"Yes, and I have full power from Fa

ther Aloys and Mother Mechtilde, dear

madam."

" I am no madam: I am a single lady."

“\Vell, then, dear aunt."

"Long live Aunt Rufina! hurrah!"

struck in the forester, and all joined in

and repeated the cry.

Aunt Rufina smiled and touched glasses

with the colonel, and then with all the

others in succession, with the single ex

ception of old Marianna.

And now came the sister from Ahldorf:

she brought a great bush of rosemary, and

after embracing her sister stuck a bunch

of rosemary tied with a gay ribbon in each

one’s dress: even the aunt had to consent

to wear the ornament.

Young Marianna and young Aloys

wrote a hasty letter to America. Lud

wig \Valdfried and the shoemaker Hirtz

added postscripts.

Young Aloys and young Marianna,

decked with rosemary. went together to

the target-field: they sat down on the

turf border and held each other by the

hand. The umbels of the hops had

burst, and diffused a. sweet fragrance.

The larks sang above them. Both sat

for a long time in silence.

"Marianna," said Aloys, "we may

perhaps have the pleasure of seeing thy

brothers come over to us. All the Nord

stetteners have done well that have ever

settled down near my father, and even

dissipated men have reformed and be

come good citizens."

" I can swear," replied Marianna, “that

that is just what I was silently thinking

that perhaps my brothers would come to

us.

She laid her head upon his breast and

‘ said, "I hear the beating of thy good

heart."
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They held each other in a silent em

brace. Then they talked about their

departure from the village and arrival

in America, and they remembered also

poor Ohlreit, who was beyond the reach

of help. Since the day when they were

together here for the first time the her

ries of the ash had reddened, and the

cheeks of the two lovers glowed with :1

flaming red. The yellow-hammer in the

tree-top sang, "Ah, how sweet it is to

day! how sweet!"

CHAPTER XXXII.

AS it began to grow dusk the cou

ple walked hand in hand through the

village. Before the little house they

stopped a while, and what Aloys was

thinking Marianna knew how to put

into words: "There is where thy father

lived. Yes, the beginning was small."

Before every house the people were

sitting in the cool of the evening on the

benches, and everywhere the two were

detained. “Yes, I always said so. Ma

rianna deserves it, and that is a special

good-fortune of itself. And thou too,

Aloys, hast great reason to rejoice: thou

hast the merriest and bravest of maid

ens."—"I wish I could go with you."—

"And it does one's heart good to see

once more a real love, and to live to

see a merry wedding."

Such was the talk here and there, and

then, as if by way of strengthening the

happy feeling, they began to talk of mis

ery and crime. They were glad to cover

over the memory of Ohlreit with this joy

ful event. Some even said—and it seem

ed as if they themselves believed it-“I

can swear to it, the very evening Aloys

arrived I said to my husband [to my

wife--to my daughter]—or at least I

meant to say—‘That's the husband for

Georgy‘s Marianna: they are just the

ones we should be glad to see united.‘ "

\Vhen they were alone again, Mari

anna exclaimed, "O ye thousand million

stars in heaven, and so many good-heart

ed people on the earth! Our happiness

makes all men happy. One really knows

not how many human beings are good to

one at heart. Oh, what a happy thought

that is! and yet it is sad, too, that one

must leave them."

"Thou wilt get others instead in the

New World," answered Aloys. “The

day after to-morrow our letter to our

parents will be floating on the sea. At

this moment they are eating dinner at

our house over there. See, I have here

on the inside of my watch-case the

table of times. \Vhen it is noon here,

with us at home it is about six in the

morning." ,

"Thou wast about to speak of thy

parents."

"Yes: I seem to see with my eyes how

they get the letter, and father quietly

opens it: he never tears an envelope.

And what a jubilee it will be!"

It was long before the two took leave

of each other. \Vhen Aloys came back

to the inn he found VValdfried still among

the people of the house, with whom, as a

friend of Ivo's, he felt himself at home.

"Health and happiness!" was the

landlady's welcome to Aloys. “And

hast thou heard yet that my sister Ig

natia is betrothed?"

“To whom ?"

"The district forester: he is made

president of the foresters' board.“

"I am glad: that is just the thing."

“And she writes a good account of

thee, and wishes thee every good. I

believe you two have waked each other

up, so that each of you discovered the

true love."

"I think so too."

\Valdfried now took a final leave of

Aloys. On the first night of his betroth

al he would certainly go to bed late and

wake up late, and he had determined to

be at home again by noon; but Aloys

must, he said, at all events, before his

return home, come once more to the

Murgthal with his wife.

Aloys pressed in silence the hand of

the friend who had taken such a true

interest in his welfare: one saw in his

looks how grateful he was, but he could

not say it.

The first visit the betrothed pair made

the next day was to young Buchmaier.

He came to meet them with a beaming
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countenance, and cried, “Aloys, some

weeks ago thou camest here to a death

bed, and now at this very hour my first

son has been born to me. If you ever

have the happiness, you will remember

how I feel now. Wait a moment: I

must tell my wife."

He went off, but soon came back and

said, " It is the wish of my wife too. So,

then, we beg you to stand godfather to

our son."

Aloys seemed not to know what an

swer to make, but Marianna said, “It is

doing us a great honor."

And that it was, indeed.

The grandson of Buchmaier received

the name of his grandfather, Pius, and,

besides, the name of Aloys.

On the Sunday, when the banns were

published the first time, Aloys with all

his kin—Hirtz too, and his daughter and

Aunt Rufina, were of the party——made

an excursion in his father-in-law's great

four-horse coach, which had been put in

order again, and the object of their des

tination was a lofty one. For Aloys, who

had never yet seen the interior of a castle,

desired particularly to tell his father on

his return home about the castle of Ho

henzollern, which he had seen the first

evening by moonlight.

They stopped on the way back in the

lovely Imnau, where they danced. Aloys,

however, unfortunately. could not dance

-—that too he took from his father—and

so Marianna would not dance now either.

Serving men and maids, old and young,

families rich in children, and young lov

ers, came to Marianna and offered to emi

grate with them, and at starting to enter

their service. Marianna was wise enough

to answer that she did not know anything

about the arrangements in her new home,

nor did she intend to interfere with them :

in order, however, not to burden Aloys,

she added, if Aloys needed any one he

would himself make inquiries, and there

fore they must not trouble him.

They did, nevertheless, and in the vil

lage the word passed round that the young

Gawk was not so good-natured, after all ;

on the contrary, he was hard-hearted.

Aloys arranged everything with Hirtz,

so that old Marianna was well provided

for. Marianna's playmates held a pri

vate meeting and consulted what present

they should make her on her departure.

They laughed over the decision, but—

and that is saying a good deal—they did

not betray the secret.

In the last week the betrothed pair, es

corted by Hirtz, journeyed to the Murg

thal, and Hirtz brought home with him

the measures of Ludwig, \\'olfgang and

Conny. The lasts for Aloys and Mari

anna he had already made, for so long

as Hirtz lived they meant to walk in his

shoes.

On Sunday the wedding was celebrated

with music and dancing, in a manner that

had not been witnessed in the village for

a long time. Hirtz was bride's-father,

and all expressed hearty approbation

when at the marriage-table he with wise

thoughtfulness expounded an expression

out of an old letter of the elder Aloys—

that Nordstetten in America was only a

child that had married and settled at a

distance, whereupon he proposed,“ Long

life to New Nordstetten in America!" He

then said softly to Aloys he had better

start at night, for by day the young wife

would have too much heart-breaking:

there is one field, and there is the other

field, and in all of them there are grow

ing sore remembrances.

The companions brought as a wedding

gift swaddling-clothes of linen spun by

their hands: there were a full dozen,

numbered for exactly twelve children.

And, what was best of all, a new fount

of song, after a long drouth, gushed

forth again to-day for the first time. It

seemed as if it would never break 05,

as one lad after another gave forth a quat

rain to the old melody. The rest of the

numerous, not always select, "varses "

were soon forgotten again, but there was

one which the newly-married couple still

sang as they rode that night down the

Ncckar valley:

And young Aloys and Marianna

To a happy end have brought it.

The bird that ’scaped the old folks‘ hands,

The young ones, they have caught it.

CIIARLB T. BROOKS.



I877-] 501DECA I’.

DECAY.

ITI-I beauty and health and hardiness it shares

Enduring sovereignty, malign and strange:

Innumerable are all its haunts and Iairs,

Immeasurable its vast and stealthy range.

For ever varying in its forms of ill,

For ever does it borrow of stores immense

Those opulent colors that await its will,

Sombrely rich or radiantly intense.

On pools of foul miasmatie stagnance brood

Its gentler tints of violet or of rose;

Through many a wood‘s majestic solitude

In ruin of rotting logs its crimson glows;

Its mellower browns in faded blooms are seen;

Its rancorous yellows in slow rust exist;

In noisome mildew lurks its pestilent green;

Its ghostly grays are in malarial mist;

In noxious mould are hidden its ashy blues,

Its ambers in old marble's crumbling slabs;

On desolate tombstones are its grimmer hues,

Blots of dense black or sullen-glimmering drabs.

But all its gaudier splendors full to air

In autumn's blighted foliage are outrolled,

And often amid sweet sunsets will it wear

Deep melancholy purple or vivid gold.

Yet ah, the agony that no words may speak

VVhen, positive though intangible, it lies

In the red hectic flower on some dear cheek,

Or shines with ominous fire from worshiped eyes!

Oh then what wonder if our difificult lives

Guess vaguely, from the shadow of their dim lot,

I-low some white incorruptibility thrives

In lutninous bournes of peace, where time is not!

EDGAR FAWCETT.
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F there is any fact that all the world

may be said to have admitted, it is

that this last past year of grace, I876,

was the centenary, the hundredth an

niversary, of the independence of the

United States. VVasn't it asserted plain

ly and loudly enough to impress every

body's senses by Centennial buildings,

banquets, processions, poems, speeches

and advertisements? and didn't all peo

ple, nations and languages make pilgrim

ages, or at any rate send exhibits, to

Philadelphia in celebration and recog

nition of the great fact so asserted? But,

for all that, one may with a good deal

of confidence surmise that if the sound

of the centenary rejoicings has penetra

ted to that quarter of the Elysian Fields

where the shades of the English states

men of a hundred years ago are billeted,

they have agreed down there that the

clocks of this upper world are too fast

by half a dozen years, and that the in

dependence of the North American col

onies (as they would call the States)

ought, whatever they and history may

now choose to say, to date only from

I782—83, when it was formally and final

ly declared and recognized by the moth

er-country under the auspices of \-Villiam,

earl of Shelburne.

The recently-completed biography of

this nobleman * (the first installment of

which was noticed in this magazine two

years ago) is full of interest for readers

on both sides of the Atlantic. Here, in

the bright light of contemporary letters

and memoranda, we see the aims and

motives and struggles of all the leading

actors on the English side in the war of

independence brought out into luminous

distinctness; and, what is more import

ant to the student of history, find, in the

pictures of society (in the widest sense

of the word) and manners which the

' qf W'il'lian|, Earlof Skelburnz, afterward

/[rd lllnrqursr Q/' Lanrdarunr, with E.rtracl:fram

his Paper: and Corrnfiondrnrr. By Lord litmoxn

FITZMAURICK. London and New York: Macmillan

& Co.

biographer has laid before us, an ample

explanation of the causes which led Eng

land to embark in, prolong, and finally

abandon that memorable struggle. If

the contrast between the United States

of to-day and the nucleus group which,

taking john Bull by the horns, declared

their independence a century ago, is, as

it may fairly be said to be, more extra

ordinary than any tale yet invented by

romancers, the change which in the same

period has silently, without any sudden

outward and visible revolution, passed

over England has been only second to

it in magnitude and importance. The

British constitution was then, in theory,

the same as now, but its practical work

ing was quite another story. Nominally,

the people had a voice in the manage

ment of the affairs of the country through

the House of Commons: really, a vast

number of the boroughs were entirely

under the control of a few noble lords,

who considered them as much their own

absolute property _as their estates, and

nominated members to them whose bu

siness it was to represent and vote not

for their constituents‘ but their patrons’

wishes. On the throne was an obstinate

and irascible personage, imbued with the

belief that he had been divinely called

to the personal direction of the govern

ment, and perversely confident of his

ability for the oflice; while, revolving

round him, jostled asmall group of great

families, who, banding together ever and

anon in bewildering coalitions and per

mutations, formed and upset ministries,

divided the spoils of ofiice, and gave

such attention to canying on the execu

tive business of the country as was com

patible with the paramount object of at

taining their own particular ambitions

and keeping out outsiders. In those

days john Bright would have had about

as much chance of being made a cabinet

minister as Wilkes. The king insisted

on having his own finger in every min

isterial pie, and made no secret of his
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personal likings and aversions. The

nation might be sick and tired of war,

but it wanted nothing less than the sur

render of Cornwallis to induce George

III. to part with his favorite instrument,

Lord North, and submit to the very dif

ferent counsels of Rockingham and Shel

burne.

Tracing the career of the latter in the

light thrown upon every step of it by the

pious industry of his biographer, it may

fairly be said that Shelburne's policy and

conduct throughout the troubled series

of events which began with the Stamp

Act, asserting the mother-country's right

to tax her colonies, and ended in their

complete and final separation from her

by the peace of I783, was marked by

greater consistency and sagacity than

any other contemporary statesman dis

played. He protested against the Stamp

Act; and when in I766 he became“south

ern " Secretary of State, with the Ameri

can colonies in his own department of

the administration, he struggled manful

ly, though in the end unsuccessfully, to

counteract the high-handed measures of

coercion which he clearly saw and pre

dicted w'ould lead to resistance and rup

ture. There can be little doubt that, at

that time, a policy of firmness in the

maintenance of the mother-country's ac

knowledged rights, combined with con

ciliation upon sore and doubtful points,

might have indefinitely averted any such

convulsion as the war of independence;

and Shelburne, intensely and rootedly

believing, as he always did. in the vital

importance to his country of preserving

unimpaired her relations with her colo

nies, lost no opportunity, while he was

in office, of recommending and carry

ing out that policy. A notable instance

of this appears in the eagerness with

which he accepted the State of New

York's ambiguous compliance with the

provisions of that extraordinary piece of

British legislation the Mutiny Act, which

required the colonists to furnish, at their

own expense, “fire, candles, vinegar,

salt. bedding, utensils for cooking, beer

or cider, and rum" to the British troops

quartered among them. He pats the

State Assembly on the back, and takes

them to his arms with effusion, assuring

the governor, in the characteristically

stilted and flowery language of his dip

lomatic correspondence, that he “enter

tains no doubt but that the same just

spirit of subordination and constitutional

obedience to that supreme legislature

which has on all occasions discovered

the clearest intentions of restraining its

own power within the limits of equity

and justice (1), will render New York

equally worthy with the rest of His Ma

jesty's provinces of His Majesty's favor

and protection, and of those singular

privileges which they enjoy under the

blessings of his reign and under the in

fluence of the British constitution."

But His Majesty had strange ideas of

"favor and protection." He was quite

willing to play the father of the colonies,

but on the terms that they should play his

docile, unresisting children, and either do

whatever he might choose to tell them to

do without demur, or have their naughti

ness exorcised by bread-and-water diet,

fines and flogging. And Chatham, Shel

burne's guide and master in American

policy, being unfortunately removed just

at this crisis by his mysterious malady

from active politics, the "king's friends"

(as a body of his thick-and-thin parti

sans at court and in Parliament were styl

ed) soon had everything their own way.

Shelburne was driven out of the cabinet;

Chatham resigned; and Grafton, after a

weak and futile effort to undo the harm

that Charles Townshend had done in

laying taxes on the colonies by repeal

ing them en bloc, exa-qt! one (the tea-tax)

—-which was retained “to keep up the

right"(!) —-gave up the reins into the

fatal hands of North.

P05! /10¢‘ a'iIum'um. Throughout the

weary, wasteful years that followed, Shel

burne, at times despairing of doing any

practical good by parliamentary opposi

tion, devoted his energies to the cultiva

tion of his mind by intercourse with the

intellects of Paris, and to the manage

ment of his English and Irish estates, and

at times, whenever opportunity seemed

to ofi'er, returned to the battle-field of

Parliament, and courageously, in the

face of an overpowering and compact
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majority of “king's friends," uplifted his

voice against the prosecution of the war.

For his long ill-success, though, he was

himself in part to blame. The protract

ed supremacy of the war party was really

due not so much to their own strength

as to the divided condition of the oppo

sition. The Rockingham Whigs were

in principle opposed to the war, and in

favor of recognizing the independence

of the colonies; but they disliked, and

would not act with, Shelburne. Shel

burne, in his turn, remained for years

estranged from nearly every leading

member of the Whig party. The differ

ent sections of the party spent their time

in mutual jealousies and recrirninations,

instead of pulling together in opposition to

Lord North ; and the result was the series

of disasters and humiliations that culmi

nated in the surrender of Cornwallis.

After this, even the king saw that he

must have a thorough change of men

and measures in his government; and

by the strange irony of events the man

to whom he resorted for help was Shel

burne, the man, above all the English

statesmen of the time, who had lain the

longest under the royal displeasure, and

had for years been spoken and written

of by the king in terms of the strongest

positive dislike. Only yesterday, so to

speak, Shelburne had been, in the king's

words. “that perfidious man," “ the jesuit

of Berkley Square," and so on; and now,

on Shelburne gracefully and wisely in

sisting on the titular headship of the

new administration being given to Rock

ingham (the acknowledged head of the

strongest section of the Whig party), the

king told the latter plainly that he would

"receive his recommendations and ad

vice with great attention, but pertain/y

Ilte more if it meals will: Lord Slid

6urne's ranrurrmcz, and wire wrsd."

Truly, there was need of the sovereign‘s

full and hearty support to one who in

the spring of I782 undertook to grapple

with such a task as Shelburne, taking

the conduct of home, Irish and colonial

affairs upon his shoulders, had to face.

The arrangement of terms with the

American States was only one of a crowd

of difficulties imperatively requiring set

tlement. Great Britain was at open war

with no less than three European coun

tries—France, Spain and Holland; the

Northern powers, banded together in the

so—called “armed neutrality," made no

secret of the hostile feelings with which

they regarded her; an Irish Parliament,

sitting in Dublin, was threatening to take

advantage of the distracted state of af

fairs to declare its legislative independ

ence of the Parliament of \Vestminster;

while at home dockyards, arsenals and

treasury were practically empty. No

one was more alive than Shelburne to

the multitude of domestic ills and griev

ances that were crying aloud for remedy

and reform ; but peace abroad he clear

ly saw to be the first thing needful. and

peace, above all, with America he felt to

be owing no less to justice than to ex

pediency. His own wish was for an

arrangement in the nature of a fed

eral union between the mother-country

and her revolted colonies, but he was

obliged to own to himself that the day

had gone by for that, and that nothing

short of complete independence would

be accepted by those with whom he had

to deal as the basis of negotiations; and,

realizing this, he set to work strenuously,

loy-ally, and without any arnirrr pl-n.r:'-e

whatever, to treat for peace on the basis

of independence; though how bitter a

pill this must have been to him is suf

ficiently evident from the fact, which he

always candidly acknowledged, that he

never throughout the war, or even at the

close of it, altered his original belief that

the separation of the American colonies

from Great Britain would be a fatal and

irretrievable misfortune. The conduct

of the peace negotiations was marked

throughout by a resolute, hard-hitting

straightforwardness and sincerity, by an

absence of diplomatic chicanery and

counterplotting. despite the temptations

afforded by the diverse interests of the nu

merous European powers afiected, which

do the greatest credit to the heads and

hearts of the negotiators on both sides.

Early in his public life Shelburne's un

lucky essays in the character of an in

termediary between scheming and selfish

politicians, supplemented by certain faults
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of manner—notably an exaggerated civil

ity in his written and spoken expressions

—-had fastened upon him imputations

of insincerity and duplicity which clung

to him to his dying day; but Franklin, -

jay and Adams, battling with him for

months over the provisions to be con

tained in the treaty, never found the

slightest reason to distrust the sincerity

of their antagonist. And the deliberate

opinion of Rayneval, the French nego

tiator, was to the same effect. “Unless

I am mistaken," he wrote to Vergennes,

his chief, " he (Lord Shelburne) is a min

ister of noble views and character, proud

and determined, yet with the most win

ning manners. . . . lmay add that his

friends and entourage do him honor.

There is not an intriguer or doubtful

character among them. A man such as

I have described is not ordinarily either

false or captions, and I venture to say

that Lord Shelburne is neither the one

nor the other, whatever persons may say

who imagine that they know him, but

imagine wrongly." Shelburne's chief

enemy was unfortunately the very man

who, to ensure success to the complicated

negotiations of 1782, ought to have co-op

erated most intimately with him. Charles

Fox, as Secretary of State for Foreign

Affairs, necessarily had an important

voice in the international adjustments

taking place at Paris. His personal an

tipathy to Shelburne was notorious; and

Shelburne, unfortunately, gave him a new

handle for his virulent animosity by, in

judiciously as it seems to us, omitting to

communicate to him a paper of notes

drawn up by Franklin suggesting the

cession to the United States of Canada

and Nova Scotia, which came into Shel

burne's hands in the course of the nego

tiations. The paper was, it is true, es

sentially an unofiicial document, but Shel

burne's friend, Lord Ashburton, was al

lowed to see it. and Fox, considering his

ofiice, might reasonably have expected

to be at least informed of its existence.

The consequence was that when, as was

sure sooner or later to happen, Fox heard

of the paper, he was furious at this fresh

proof, as he thought it, of his colleague's

duplicity; and when, shortly afterward,

VOL. XlX.—32

Rockingham died and Shelburne natu

rally succeeded to the premiership, he

hurried to resign his secretaryship, and

left no stone unturned to discredit and

pull down the reconstructed ministry.

Meanwhile, with enemies at home

watchful and intriguing on all sides,

Shelburne pressed straight on with the

work of pacification. The vexed ques

tion of the Maine boundary-line was set

tled with the American commission, and

that of the Newfoundland fisheries with

the French (who were induced to con

tent themselves with a simple undertak

ing on the part of the English govern

ment that the French fishermen should

not be molested there) ; and finally sepa

rate terms were arranged between Eng

land and each of the four powers, the

United States, France, Spain and Hol

land, with whom, thanks to North's

policy, she had drifted into war. There

seemed to be at hand a time in which,

at last, some attention might be paid to

many burning questions of domestic pol

icy upon which Shelburne had clear opin

ions, and the courage of them. What

his programme would have been had

he remained at the head of affairs his

own speeches, letters, and memoranda

in great measure indicate. Civil-service

reform in its widest sense, particularly

in the introduction of economy and a

proper system of account-keeping into

all the public offices, a reform of the

indefensible and anomalous distribution

of seats in, and method of election to,

the House of Commons, the abolition

of pluralities and sinecures, the better

regulation of the mint, the post and the

police, and the reduction of the national

debt, would, it may confidently be sur

mised, have been among his measures.

But it was not to be. Peace had neces

sarily been purchased by concessions,

and was of course unpopular in Eng

land. The country wanted a scapegoat,

and Shelburne, personally unpopular,

feebly supported by his party and attack

ed by an unprincipled coalition, fell an

easy victim. Still in the prime of life,

he disappeared from the field of active

politics, and though he lived on through

two-and-twenty stirring years, he never
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again did more than intervene, by fits

and starts, in the debates of Parliament.

The management of his estates and the

society of a band of congenial friends

Morcllet the political economist, Jeremy

Bentham, Price, Priestley, and many other

names wellknowntoliteratureandscience

—replaced the management of political

adherents and uncongenial intercourse

with a cabinet divided against itself.

His biographer publishes an inter

esting fragment from Shelburne's pri

vate papers which shows him to have

taken a keen and thoughtful interest in

the personal management of his prop

erty. "Put yourself in the power of no

man.‘ —“Be bound for no man."—" See

with your own eyes."—"Economy all

turns on half-yearly receipts and weekly

expenditures."—"l-lave all agreements

in writing.“ ' Such are the rules in which

he embodies the results of the experience

ofa man who had had many a hard knock

from untrustworthy bailiffs, litigious ten

ants and ungrateful borrowers. There

is a touch of ponderous methodicality in

this fragment which is very character

istic of its author. Whether from natu

ral temperament, or from the early age

at which it fell to his lot to take part in

important political business, Shelburne

appears to have been, in all relations of

life, persistently solemn and serious. One

may read from end to end of his speeches

and letters without discovering a single

buoyant or jocular expression. There is

enough and to spare of caustic epigram

and bitter sarcasm, but an utter absence

of banter and fun. His wife sets it down

in her diary as a noticeable circumstance

that once, on the occasion of a little

dance at \Vycombe, “Lord Shelburne

danced too, which I had never the pleas

ure of seeing him do before." When

alone with his wife and sister-in-law in

the country his idea of an evening's

amusement was to read metaphysics to

them. Bentham brought a copy of his

In/r0n’m'/inn I0 ./lion:/s and L('g1's/alion

down to Ilowood (Shelburne's country

seat in \\‘iltshire) and (as he tells us)

"All the cntrcaties I could use were in- ‘

sufficient to prevent him from treating the

ladies with it at the breakfast-table." It

was probably in some measure owing to

his fondness for metaphysical subtleties

that his speeches in the House of Lords

were too often marked by the see-saw

ing argumentation and word-splitting so

happily caricatured in the contemporary

Pall/ital 1-Irlnguzs .

The noble duke aflirms I like his plan :

1 never did, my lords! I never can!

Plain words, thank Heaven I are always understood:

I could approve, I said, but not I would.

The common belief that Shelburne (as

we prefer to continue to call him, not

withstanding his elevation to the mar

quisate of Lansdowne soon after his re

tirement in 1783) possessed the secret

of the authorship of the famous Le/fer:

nf _'7um'u: gave rise to an amusing inci

dent that cannot be better told than in

his biographer‘s own words. To an at

tempt of a guest to worm the secret out

of him, "Lord Lansdowne once replied

by saying that he knew the secret as

much as did the servant who stood be

hind his chair. This happened to be a

negro, known to the household by the

name of Jacko. Thenceforward he went

by the appellation of junius. Some years

afterward it began to be reported, to the

astonishment of the literary world, that

a handsome gravestone stood in Calne

churchyard bearing the inscription ‘ Here

lies ]unius.' The great secret, it was now

thought, was about at length to be re

vealed. The mighty unknown was the

person lying underneath the gravestone

in Calne churchyard. An inquiry was

set on foot: Lord Lansdowne was him

self appealed to, but the tombstone was

not to be found. It appeared that the

vicar had caused it to be removed, for

the person who slept beneath was only

the black servant, and the stone itself

had been surreptitiously introduced into

the churchyard by some person of wag

gish propensities."

One great and memorable work—the

general pacification of t7S2—83-—Shel

burne must be admitted by history to

have had the greatest share among his

countrymen in achieving. That he did

not do more appears to us to have been

mainly due to his having been a states

man in advance of his time. In days
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of protection, patronage and class-gov

ernment he was a solitary advocate of

free trade, parliamentary reform, scien

tific finance, the removal of religious

tests and disabilities, the repression of

drunkenness by the regulation of the

number of publicans' licenses, and the

extension of popular education. He in

sisted upon the right of colonies to tax

OUR

COLLEGE CLASSICS AND CLASSIC COL

LEGES.

" To the Editor 0_/L1'[)intalt'r lllagnzinr :

" S a father who has been, with the

best intentions, thinking of sending

his son to Harvard, I have been, as you

may suppose, startled by an article in

the January Allan/1': which may be con

sidered editorial, being under the title

‘Education.’ lts assertions are alarm

ing to us whose boys are to be educated

somewhere. If I recollect its drift, the

article was directed against the compul

sory study of Greek ; but what concerns

me is, that it seems to tell rather against

the methods employed at Harvard, and

perhaps at all our schools. A competent

authority made some criticisms the oth

er evening in private conversation upon

the article, which are no doubt damaging

to it as an argument, but do not weaken

the force of its assertions. For instance,

the writer says, in substance, that very

few graduates can construe a simple sen

tenee in Greek—meaning, of course, a

few years after graduation. My friend

(a professor) observed that a similar ob

livion overtakes all the other knowledge

acquired by an American student in his

college course, except such as may be

specially related to the profession which

he pursues in after life, the study of

Greek being only a part of the very su

perficial method of education practiced

over the whole country.

themselves: he sympathized with the

principles that initiated (though no one

more earnestly deplored the excesses

that accompanied) the French Revolu

tion. But he was misunderstood and un

appreciated by his own generation, and

he suffered the common lot of peace

makers, who in this wicked world are

seldom blessed. '\/V. D. R.

MONTHLY GOSSIP.

“You will notice a plan for a division

of the field of Greek philology amongst

six professors, but with the necessity

(which exists at present) of dividing each

class into sections for the purpose of reci

/atian, this arrangement of work, as my

expert pointed out, would be impossible.

The author, I think, contemplated a sys

tem of /ac/ur:'n_g, as in a real university,

where the whole body of students inter

ested in the subject is supposed to at

tend, cn masse, each lecture.

“A friend to whom lsent the article

writes: ‘One or two assertions are very

startling. The author distinctly says

that numbers of students are admitted

who would be unable to give the first

Greek declension ! Again, he says that

the amount of knowledge which the bar!

sludenls have when they leave Harvard

College would be a standard very much

below that applied in the Abiturimten

znramen. If these two statements are

true, the Greek work at Harvard is more

a sham than a serious plan at all.‘ "

\/Ve can scarcely believe that there is

as much ground for alarm on this sub

ject as our correspondent and others

suppose. We have never noticed that

graduates of Harvard believed them

selves to have brought away from it too

slender a knowledge of Greek, or were

dissatisfied with their own acquirements

in any of the higher branches of learn
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ing. It is, we admit, a curious fact that

candidates for admission should gene

rally agree in being ignorant of the firs!

declension; and it is also a strange co

incidence that graduates of a few years‘

standing should, with equal or greater

unanimity, be unable to read a 51711;}/e

Greek sentence. But these are only ex

treme illustrations of that natural law by

which the memory cannot be cultivated

without constant concessions to the facul

ty of obliviousness. The insignificant is

erased to make place for the important.

Thus, people who "rise in the world " are

proverbially liable to forget their early ac

quaintances, while assiduously cultivating

their intimacy with more eligible ones.

So, too, it is said that very profound

mathematicians will boggle over a sum

in long division, and we have heard that

on one occasion, not many years ago,

the senior class at Harvard, while an

swering boldly and fluently questions on

the archaisms of Lucretius, was brought

to sudden silence by an inquiry in re

gard to one of the tenses of sum. Per

haps, in this last case the plunge into

the sea of erudition had been so sudden

and deep as to exclude any hope or in

tention of ever returning to the surface.

At all events, it is a well-known maxim

that every gain is attended by an equiv

alent loss. “ Our birth is but a sleep and

a forgetting ;" we " put away childish

things" when we become men; and a

degree at Harvard may indicate that the

mind of the recipient, after being imbued

with successive tinctures suited to the

stages of youthful development, has now

been cleansed of all these. so far as was

possible, in order that it may be prepared

to take without resistance whatever per

manent dye circumstances may suggest

or require. The graduate is handed over

to the world with a certificate such as

l-lorace's slave-vendor offers with the

“boy” he is so anxious to dispose of:

Hie et

Cantlidus ct talos a vcrtice pulcher ad imos, . . .

Lr'It‘:ru/is Grrrri: imbutus, idonens arti

Cullibct‘. argilla quidvis imitaheris ntla.

lf our distressed correspondent is not

satisfied with this explanation, he may

find some consolation in the reflection

that Harvard is not alone in its practice

of the "method" he complains of. This

is, in fact, only the “peculiar treatment "

generally considered appropriate to the

peculiar Anglo-Saxon intellect. We trust

none of the institutions that are still

nearer and dearer to us will begin to

shake their venerable locks. \Ve have

no intention of impugning Meir Creek,

which (thank Heaven!) has never been

a subject of discussion with the outside

world, so prone to seek occasions for im

pertinent criticism. It is to the older and

more renowned seats of learning on which

ours were originally modelled that we

must turn our glance, if we wish to un

derstand the workings and appreciate

the beauty of a system well calculated

to excite surprise and admiration. There

has never been a time more favorable

for such observation, though it will, of

course, be possible here only to call at

tention to salient features. Oxford, in

particular, whose present repute in Chris

tendom is such as to weaken our faith in

Shakespeare's prophetic vision, is under

going an investigation, private and offi

cial, already fruitful of pertinent results.

i A comparison especially to the point is

presented in a recent paper by Mr. Gold

win Smith, who must be considered an

impartial as well as competent author

ity. “ In the American universities,"

he writes, “a respectable standard—

though one falling, I believe, considerably

short of the high-honor standard ofOxford

and Cambridge—is obtained by pass ex

aminations; . . . but they ‘drop’ with

a rigor which would hardly be palatable

here." In other words, the examination

for the ordinary degree at Oxford and

Cambridge is not as rigorous as at Amer

ican universities, and could not be made

so without creating dissatisfaction. \\‘hat

its current value as a test of scholarship

amounts to may be gathered from the

statement of Mr. Lowe, that "there is

no literary or scholastic avocation so

humble that a person would be admitted

to it simply because he had obtained the

degree of Bachelor of Arts at either of

our two ancient and famous universities."

“Their teaching," he writes, “is regu

lated by the examination for a degree,
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and that is so deplorably low that, when

we remember that these students, as they

are called, have spent several years at

school, it is perfectly wonderful that it

should have been found possible to waste

three years of the most active part of

life in learning the difference between

what knowledge they brought and what

they take away.“ He will not admit

that the changes during recent years,

when “ two royal commissions have swept

over the universities," have produced any

improvement; and though the Salurday

Rt-7/z'rw, which we may regard as an

"organ" of the universities, contradicts

him sharply on this point, it enters into

no details, and the exact state of the

case may probably be gathered from Mr.

Goldwin Smith’s remark, that "there has

been a marked improvement in the qual

ity of the instruction, at least for I/1e

/nlg/ur class of :tudmls." Now, this

higher class of students, the men who

go in for “honors," represents a feature

of the English system which is not found

in the American. Mr. Lowe does not

dispute the high attainments of “the

select body of young men of first-rate

ability" who stand out from the general

mass. But he denies that the universi

ties are entitled to any credit for the teach

ing they receive, since this is given not

through the machinery provided by the

universities, but by private tuition, and

such students are excused from attend

ance on lectures expressly on the ground

that they would be wasting time by avail

ing themselves of the regular modes of

instruction. Even were it otherwise, the

real business ofthe universities, Mr. Lowe

contends, "is not with the show goods

which they put forward, but with the

actual article in which they deal," and

their reputation "must ultimately stand

or fall by the manner in which they

shall appear to have taught and dealt

with the great mass of the students whom

they undertake to educate."

Besides making what allowance is

proper for the small class at Oxford and

Cambridge to which English scholarship

owes its reputation, we should also take

into account the higher average standard

which appears to be maintained at such

institutions as Owens College, Manches

ter, and the strictness ofthe examinations

conducted by the University of London,

which has the power of conferring de

grees, but no machinery for instruction.

These, however, are mere grafts on the

English system. They are the results

of efforts not to remedy its glaring de

fects, but to furnish a substitute avail

able by those who were excluded from

its advantages. They do not, therefore,

present its characteristic features or re

veal the ideas that underlie it. The

Scotch universities form exceptions of a

different kind. Their "lack of endow

ments," we are told, “makes it almost

necessary, if a professor is to live at all,

and not perish by starvation, that he

should have crowded lectures." The

student comes from any kind of school;

“even the Greek alphabet is not always

familiar to him;" the classes are large,

consisting sometimes of a hundred and

fifty men and boys, chiefly occupied with

practical jokes or other means of amuse

ment; the lectures, though pleasant and

often stimulating, make no attempt to

convey exact scholarship; and if the ex

amination for the degree is much harder

than in England, this difficulty is got over

by most of the students making no at

tempt to pass. The best of them go to

Germany to complete, or at least sup

plement, the education begun at home.

If we ask how it is that the English

system has maintained itself in the face

of much hostile criticism and of com

parisons with one which shall be pres

ently noticed, we are answered by Mr.

Lowe that "young men are sent to Ox

ford and Cambridge for many other rea

sons besides the acquisition of knowledge

of any kind. The good-will of these an

cient and venerable establishments, using

the word in its legal sense, is enormous.

Young men are sent to these universities

because they want a title to orders, be

cause their parents do not know what to

do with them, because it is a respectable

thing to do, because it is hoped that they

may make good acquaintance, because

people are overawed by venerable names

and traditions, and finally because they

have no idea how little is really taught."



5:0 [AnaOUR 1l[01VTHL Y GOSSIP.

And the Saturday Review, in comment

ing on this passage, enlightens us still

further. It does not take issue with Mr.

Lowe in regard to the facts, but it de

murs to the phrase "knowledge If any

kiwi," on the ground that there is "a

peculiar training" to be obtained only

at the great public schools and the uni

versities, independent of mere "book

knowledge," though "a certain amount

of that unwelcome commodity" is also

exacted. "The excellences .of Oxford

and Cambridge," it tells us, “are pecu

liar and incommunicable"—meaning,

of course, incommunicable not to the

students, but to other institutions. A

young man who has not passed through

Eton or Harrow, and subsequently

through Oxford or Cambridge, appears

like “a. young barbarian" to his com

panion who has enjoyed that advantage.

The exponent of this view does not fa

vor us with any definition of the “pe

culiar training," probably considering

that the “incommunicable " must be in

explicable, at least to outside barbarians.

But we fancy our readers generally will

have an inkling of what is meant, and

will not consider the qualities to which it

points as so exclusively English as the

islanders themselves believe them to be.

themselves on possessing a subtle virtue

which cannot be measured by vulgar

standards or imparted except by direct

contact. Our system of classical educa

tion has come to us from England, and

however it may fall short of or may

deviate from the original type, it was

based upon the same ideas; and these

are still the chief source of such vitality

as it possesses. Colleges may now be

founded and filled with students from a .

variety of motives; but the one motive

which acted upon our Colonial and Rev

olutionary ancestors gave to our col

legiate system the shape which it still

retains, furnished it until very recently

with the endowments that have enabled

it to flourish, and still operates conscious

ly or unconsciously, directly or indirectly,

on the great mass of those who seek for

their sons or for themselves a classical

education. This is nothing else than

the well-established English notion that

Latin and Greek are necessary parts of

"a gentleman's education," of the outfit

which is to enable him to perform those

functions and present that figure in the

world by which he is to be recognized as

belonging to a caste. “'hat is wanted

is a gentleman's acquaintance with the

classics, gained in the way in which a

gentleman is expected to get what he

wants—namely, with no particular ex

ertion on his own part. This notion is

modern, and it is English. The medi

xval gentleman prided himself on his

ignorance of letters. On the continent

of Europe people do not send their sons

to the universities because it is the fash

ion, or with an idea that the social advan

tages to be thus obtained will more than

compensate for any deficiency of those

which are professedly offered. There

such institutions have nothing to do with

social distinctions. But in England the

chief institutions of learning have been

almost monopolized by the higher classes:

ancient schools, endowed originally with

the object of smoothing the path of the

poor but eager scholar, have long been

appropriated by them and converted into

expensive and exclusive resorts; and

‘ though new-made wealth now jostles

For our own older institutions also pride ‘ and displaces rank, its object is only to

obtain a firm position beside its rival

and stand on a footing of equality with

it, not to widen the ground or turn it

into a common. In America we can

point, of course, to no exactly parallel

state of things. But if we deduct a

certain number, chiefly those who look

forward to teaching as a. profession, we

shall find that the mass of the students

at our colleges are there simply from

an1bition—not that thirst and hunger for

knowledge which caused so many thou

sands to flock to the medizeval seats of

learning, but the ambition, generally as

futile as it is misdirected, for social stand

ing and consideration. Vi/ere it other

wise, there would long since have ceased

to be any strong complaints in regard

to the instruction furnished by the col

leges. An irresistible pressure from be

low would have raised it to a proper

level. The spirit of emulation, a. zeal
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kindled by the certain hope of noble

results, would have led to reforms such

as no tinkering, prompted by a partial

clamor or occasional criticism, will ever

produce.

of “culture" from that which now pre

vails would have permeated the mass of

the nation, which, with all its aversion

to ignorance and its interest in the com

mon-school system, has naturally enough

regarded the higher education as a su

perfluity, as not a matter of general con

cern, but of more private interest, as be

traying “aristocratic" tendencies, and as

a positive disqualification for public life.

Let us turn to a country where a to

tally different system, founded on totally

different conceptions, exists and has long

existed. Germany does not aim to make

a certain class of its people accomplish- I

ed by way of maintaining or enhancing

its social importance. \\’hat it aims at,

what it considers indispensable to the

national interests and welfare, is that it

shall have a large body of highly-edu

catcd tnen, not merely to fill competent

ly the ranks of the learned professions,

not merely to maintain a continuous line

of qualified teachers, not merely to secure

knowledge and ability in important ad

ministrative offices, but to keep alive the

spirit of research, to extend the empire ;

of ideas, to widen the foundations and

further the advance of civilization. For

scholarship and science in every depart

ment a fitting career lies open, and the

means of reaching it are provided by an

organized system which leaves nothing

to chance and admits of no incoherence.

Vi/e do not need to speak of the number

and excellence of the schools and uni

versities: what we would call attention

to here is, first, their cheapness, which

renders them accessible to almost every

class; and secondly, their co-operation

and close interrelations, by which every

kind of ability is directed on its true path ‘

and supplied with appropriate aids, and

by which also, to a great extent, incapa

city and idleness are eliminated and re- ,

jected. The boy who has gone through

the lower gymnasium passes to the upper

gymnasium or to the Rm/sc/m/z .- the lat

ter will prepare him for a business life or

And a very difierelit estimate ,

for admission to a polytechnic or techno

logical institute; the former, if he goes

through the whole course, will fit him for

the university, where several departments,

embracing every branch of science and

professional learning and the literature

of every people, lie open to his selection.

At the first and at the last point where the

roads diverge—-when he leaves the lower

gymnasium and when he has entered the

university—the choice of routes rests with

his parents or himself; but as no factitious

inducements tempt him in a false direc

tion, as much will be lost and nothing

gained by his pursuing studies for which

he is naturally unfitted, or seeking a mere

semblance of knowledge instead of the

reality, he is not very likely to start, or

at all events to persevere, on a wrong

course. The step from the gymnasium to

the university can be taken only with cre

dentials furnished to him by the former,

showing that he has passed the A6:'turi

mlcn - eramen. A comparison between

this and the examination for the ordinary

degree at an English or American uni

versity cannot well be made. They may

be said to differ in kind. The English

or American graduate is several years

older than the passed gymnasiast. He

will have read much more (we are

speaking only of the classics) : if his

ability be great, he may be a better

scholar, and possibly the same remark

will apply even to the boy who has reach

ed the top of the school at Eton or Rug

by and who goes to the university at the

same age as his German compeer. But

these are exceptions in a large mass, and

neither the examination at admission nor

that for the degree in English and Amer

ican universities tests as does the A6171!

rienlen-examen the industry of the pupil

and the thoroughness within prescribed

limits of the instruction he has received,

or indicates in the same manner his fitness

to enter on a wider range of studies or to

take up subjects demanding deep inves

tigation. It is not his power of "cram,"

nor his cleverness in evading difficulties,

but his absorption, retention and control

of all that has been taught him, that are

called into play. With certain Greek and

Latin authors, with dialectic forms and
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regular or exceptional usages, with the

historical bearings and relations of what

he has read, he is completely familiar;

while by means ofan unintermitted gram

matical drill and the constant practice of

composition he has gained an intimate

knowledge of the slruclure of the two lan

guages, and if he wishes either to master

their literatures or to take up comparative

philology or any other study to which this

knowledge may be linked or usefully ap

plied,he hasonlytogo forward-notbacle

ward to pick up what has been missed or

to recover what has been lost. In a word,

he has been scientifically taught. Neither

at the gymnasium nor at the university is

the standard kept low in order that an ill

qualified mass may succeed in passing;

nor, on the other hand, do its exactions

have the effect ofdeterring any large num

ber from attempting to pass or of compel

ling their failure. Hard labor obtains the

due reward, and there are no “ peculiar“

rewards for idleness. The success of the

German system, as regards either the

quality of the instruction or the number

of those who fully profit by it, is never

called in question. We are far from as

serting that no instances occur of capa

cities remaining undiscovered or undevel

oped; or that mere plodding industry un

accompanied by natural gifts never leads

to a measure of success which is little if

at all better than failure; or, finally, that '

there is not a kind of genius, and even

of talent, which would be best developed

by an irregular or self-directed cultiva

tion. But the undeniable merit and suf

ficient eulogy of the German system of

education is that it actually does what,

in common with other systems, it at

tempts and professes to do. The goal

is an open one, the avenues are wide,

the progress is constant and orderly.

The lraim'ng which it gives has the great

prruliarily that it is a reality and not a

sham, that it is of the kind which befits

an educational establishment, and not

such as could quite as well and much

more appropriately be received at a club.

NOVELS.

THE story-tellers continue to shine in

the forefront of literature. They fill the

lion's share of the catalogues on the

shelves. The railroad train, in which

our people are coming to live as the

continental Europeans do in the theatre

and the restaurant, is wholly theirs, and

their ubiquitous and untiring acolyte, the

train-boy, widens and strengthens their

dominion every day. Other books may

be the pleasure and the solace of the

parlor and the study, and meet them

on something like equal terms in that

retirement, but only theirs go abroad

over the land and are read in motion.

They radiate, bright in yellow and viv

id in red and blue, from the bookstores,

and are "dealt" like cards, right and

left, into the laps of travelers. Could

an active Asmodeus at any given hour

whisk off the roofs of some thousands

of railway coaches, he would disclose a

hundred thousand travelers busied in

warding ofl' or placidly succumbing to

this literary deluge. The more rail

roads and the more passengers, the

heavier this downpour of paper-covered

novels, and the more overshadowing the

empire of romance. There is no escape

from it at home or abroad, in motion or

at rest. The popular taste is assailed on

every side and in every form. \Ne have

the novel in all shapes and sizes, bound

and unbound. cut up into installments

and doled out through a certain or un

certain number of weeks or months, or

administered in a single dose, compress

ed into the dime size or expanded into

three volumes. So with subjects. The

. range is infinite in theme and style. The

historic novel has itself many grades be

tween slightly-embellished history and

the borrowing of nothing actual but a

great name or an important event. An

other stately type is the religious novel,

assailing us from a Catholic, a Jewish, a

High-Church, an Evangelical, a Came

ronian or a Universalist standpoint, and

illustrating all known dogmas in all

known ways. Then comes the meta

physical novel, devoted to the minute

sifting and dissection of human charac

ter and action as represented in a care

fully made-up collection of lay figures.

For the novel of society, which outnum

bers all the rest, every nook and corner
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of Christendom is ransacked for studies,

and every conceivable idiosyncrasy and

situation depicted with great painstaking,

if not always with clearness and effect.

Camp-followers of the host of fiction

troop forward in tales of war, the chase

and the sea, wherein the sensational

rages unchecked and undisguised. All

tastes, all ages and both sexes are cater

ed for. We know grave clergymen and

old lawyers who are insatiate of novels.

Macaulay read all that came in his way,

good, bad or indifferent. Nine books

out of ten called for at the bookseller's

counter or the public library are novels.

Generally speaking, productions of

this class have a short life. They rare

ly survive the century, and we know lit

tle or nothing of the romances or the

romance~readers of a period so near as

two hundred years ago. The home-life

of the eighteenth century remains pic

tured for us in the still cherished pages

of Defoe, Fielding, Smollett, Richard

son and D‘Arblay, but the undergrowth

which swarmed around the trunks of

these trees is long since cleared away

into oblivion. Leaving out Scott, the

surviving novelists of the early part of

this century are females, and they are

not many. The flood came within the

last fifty years. That period has been

the harvest-time of the romance-writer.

As his fund of -material does not in

crease like that of the writer on science,

travel, history, etc., his productiveness

becomes marvelous. In the old days,

when stories were preserved only by

tradition or manuscript, a very few of

them went a great way. These were

varied and borrowed between one pe

riod and language and another. The

nations interchanged their stock of tales.

A good romaunt ran all over Europe,

and a good fable over Europe and Asia.

They were short and simple. Most of

those which have descended to us are

turned over to the nursery, grown peo

ple now-a-days demanding something

much more elaborate and complicated.

And the facility with which this demand

is met, and more than met—crammed

so that it grows incessantly-—is surpris

ing. \\"here the unfailing and enormous

crop of plot, incident and character comes

from is a marvel to all but novel-writers.

This fecundity does not extend to the

stage. The plots of the old dramas have

been revamped and patched till they are

threadbare; which makes it the stranger

that the novelists have not long ago writ

ten themselves out. \\"e should explain

it by the circumstance that they draw

from the life direct, and that life is ex

haustless in incident and aspect, but for

the fact that so few of their characters

live in popular memory. Perhaps a

score of the novelists of the half cen

tury have produced one or more per

sonages whom we all know, and shall

for a long time to come name as famil

iarly as we name our living friends. But

these are the exceptions. Speaking gen

erally, we never remember, and do not

expect to remember, anything about the

novels we read. They seem to have

the property of blunting one's memory.

Their glib descriptions of comprehen

sible and not wholly impossible people

and scenes flow on too smoothly. There

is no inequality, as in real life, for the

mind to take hold of. We accept it all

without thinking. We doubt as little as

we do in a dream, and recollect as little.

It is encouraging that, whatever else

may be said of this enormous mass of

fiction, it is pervaded by decorum. The

endless hosts of shadowy beings that

dance through its pages are at least de

cent and presentable. Dickens's rag

pickers are less offensive in their lan

guage than Boccaccio's gentlemen and

ladies. And in this respect the tenden

cy is still further to improve. Of the

tons of stereotype-plates which threaten

us with resurrection from the publishers‘

cellars, those are least apt to oxidize in

undisturbed damp which bear least of

the improper and the openly immoral.

In that feature we have gained on the

Arabian Nflg/its and the Rozmd Table.

E. C. B.

AMERICANISMS 1N ENGLAND.

IT was but the other day that the ver

bal purists of the mother-country were

prompt to detect and stop the encroach

ments of our free and easy fabricators of
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new English. When an Americanism

presented itself at the gates of their cas

tle, the portcullis was instantly dropped

in its face and admission made as hope

less as possible.

All this is changed. A taste for Amer

ican words seems to have taken the place

of the former disgust. That notable “re

sult of the war." .tkrdar/a’/¢', has firmly

established itself in English literature

already. Among light and humorous

writers it has made itself rather a pet.

It is often met with in B/arkwood. Greek

scholars gravely occupy themselves with

its etymology, and have settled on axe

6avu,uaz as its root. Having thus enter

ed in at the classic gate. it may be con

sidered as having made good its footing.

Annm‘, in the political or territorial

sense, was in the Texas times, thirty

years ago, an endless worry to British

writers. They use it now with perfect

freedom and comfort. India and Prussia

have made it extremely handy for the ex

pression of an increasingly common idea

and practice. For the one occasion we

found for its introduction the Old \Vorld

has found a score for its application.

A still more obnoxious verb was 10

prognmt. Its acclimation is perfect. The

islanders have forgotten how to advance:

they all progress. They are learning, too.

to gmxrs instead of " fancy " — a change

they are the more excusable for not push

ing more rapidly because it is by no means

complete on our side the water.

The voice of Yormflum was heard to express,

" Our President is going to war, I guess."

And Jonathan, according to the princi

ples of strict construction, is distinctive

ly a Down-Easter.

An Englishman may still be a great

man without being smarl. He must be

(107167, but need not at all be a clever

fellow. His friends and admirers will

speak of him as a remarkable man, with

out a thought of Mt'. Jefferson Brick or

the Honorable Mr. Pogram.

Amalgamation of dialect will continue

to proceed, and at an increased rate, now

that the submarine wire wafts the soft in

tercourse from pole to pole of the mag

netic battery and of the Anglo-Saxon

world. A parallel growth of ideas will

exact a parallel growth of words to em

body them. \Vhich side shall first dis

cover the right phrase for a new thing

will usually depend on which first in

vents the thing. Usually, but not al

ways. Invention is brisker in the \Vest,

and the passion for saving time, breath

and syllables quite as marked. Hence,

we are quicker in clapping the popular

and permanent name on an English con

ception than they on one of ours. E. B.

COCOANUT HANGING BASKETS.

OF all the devices for hanging baskets,

from wire-work lined with moss up to the

heavy rustic-work of gnarled roots and

heavy pottery with saucers attached, none

are so graceful in form, so quaint, so in

expensive, so appropriate, as those made

from the shell of the cocoanut. Four of

these may be suspended so as to form a

diamond or lozenge in a window, and the

effect is certainly as artistic and as charm

ing as the most expensive device for aer

ial vegetation. In the upper basket may

be set the .Sil.t'rfra_,§m sarmrnlosa, much

like the strawberry in habit, with leaves

beautifully veined with silver and the re

verse a rosy color. It sends out numer

ous naked runners, a full and vigorous

plant forming at the extremity of each.

These will partially fill the centre of the

diamond. The plant also sends up a

spike of small white blossoms from eight

to twelve inches high. For the baskets

at the right and left the plant commonly

known as Kenilworth ivy is very effective.

It will soon quite cover the cocoanut

shell, and trail below it two feet or so.

For variety a variegated species of this

plant may be placed in one of the side

baskets (Linaria rylllbalanh-vankgala).

For the lower basket there is nothing

more beautiful perhaps than the com

mon smilax, which will soon form long,

graceful pendants of foliage of the most

lovely green. This basket, when the

earth is new and the smilax newly plant

ed, will also support a small ivy geranium.

Some of these plants, with variegated

leaves, white, green and bright crimson,

are wonderfully beautiful. Three shoots

may be allowed to grow, one to run up

each cord of the basket and meet the
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pendent plants from the Sa.rz_'fraga, and

the picture is perfect.

These plants are selected with con

fidence, because long experience with

them has shown that they are hardy, of

the easiest culture, and that they think

it fun to grow in cocoanut-shells. Any

person, the most ignorant of flower-cul

ture, can make them grow luxuriantly

if he will not rob them of their natural

right to light, warmth and water. They

will live without much of the first, and

will not die of cold unless it reaches the

freezing-point. They will grow and thrive

even in a north-east window, where they

only get a little sun in the morning.

~ Any person with a little patience can

make these baskets. It requires but a

modicum of skill. If one does not care

to buy fresh cocoanuts, he can find plenty

of spoiled ones which fruibdealcrs gen

erally have on hand and will give away.

The first step is to saw off one end of

the nut. You may have a natural drain

through the germ-hole by sawing off the

end opposite the “monkey's face ;" but

you will have a more gracefully-shaped

basket and a larger one by sawing off

the germ-end and boring a hole with a

gimlet in the bottom for a drain, which

must never be neglected. it being abso

lutely indispensable to healthy plant

growth. The end sawed off—not too

generous a section—dig out the meat,

and with a stout pegging-awl or small

gimlet bore three holes near the edge,

and at equal distances from each other.

These are for the suspending cords.

Strong cords will last some time, but it

is better to use small brass wire, which

will not rot off. Eighteen yards are suf

ficient for the four baskets, and will cost

about as many cents. For those living

in cities it is better to get the earth from

the florist. It should be one-half com

mon garden mould and one-half perfect

ly well rotted stable manure; and the

shells should not be filled quite up to

the holes. N0 basket or pot for flowers

should ever be full of earth, as it utterly

prevents their being properly watered.

Hanging baskets, when the plants are

growing vigorously, should be watered

every day. The best way to water them

is to take them down, hold them over a

bath-tub or large pan, thoroughly drench

with a fine sprinkler, and hang them

again when they are done dripping.

Few objects of parlor decoration are

so much admired as hanging baskets,

but very frequently they become un

sightly objects; for example, when plants

requiring a dry soil, as the stonecrop, are

planted with ferns, mosses, or anything

requiring much moisture, or plants re

quiring full sunlight with those doing

well only in shady nooks. A hanging

basket overrunning simply with luxuriant

green grass is a far more artistic object

than one filled with the rarest treasures

of the florist in an unthrifty condition.

The great trouble with amateur florists

is, that they attempt too much: then,

failing to see that ignorance prevents

their success, they complain of their

“bad luck," and too frequently give up

in-door flower-culture entirely. Now,

for some reason plants seem to delight

in hanging baskets. The amateur should

commence with these, and if discouraged

with repeated failures, there is nothing

more certain to reassure him than the

simple cocoanut-shell experiment here

described.

Another very lovely object for parlor

decoration in winter, is the little glass

gypsy kettle suspended on three glass

rods. Filled with water and a slip of

common German ivy set in it, the latter

will grow vigorously, and soon fill the

whole kettle with a ramification of clean

white roots. It will never fail in any

living-room unless allowed to freeze.

The water need be changed only once

a week. M. H.

TITLES OF THE PERIOD.

THE following explanations of the

meaning of the cabalistic letters with

which the general reader bids fair to be

pestered in a few years may be found not

amiss. The new institutions of learning

are determined not to be outdone by the

old in giving authority to their graduates

to ticket themselves, so that the public

may know the value of the wares they

offer; and he who runs may read, or

he who reads may run, as he finds best.
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The compilation is authentic, being taken

from the report of the Commissioner of

Education: L. B. means Bachelor of Let

ters; Sc. B., Bachelor of Science; B.

Agr., Bachelor of Agriculture; B. M. E.,

Bachelor of Mining Engineering; M. E.,

Mining Engineer; D. E., Dynamic En

gineer; B. Arch., Bachelor of Architec

ture; Mus. B., Bachelor of Music; Ph.

Q., Graduate in Pharmacy; A. M., Mis

tress of Arts; B. L. A., Graduate in Lib

eral Arts; B. L., Graduate in Letters;

M. L. A., Mistress of Liberal Arts; M.

E. L., Mistress of English Literature;

LITERATURE

History of French Literature. By Henri Van

Laun. Vol. I.—From its Origin to the Re

naissance. New York: G. P. Putnam’s

Sons.

In giving us an English history of French

literature, Mr. Van Laun is the first upon the

ground, and by the plan of his work he evi

dently means to cover it. This first volume

brings the subject to the latter part of the six

teenth century. Remembering how writers

multiply as time goes on, and that thus far

the grand riécle has not been reached, it is

easy to compute that the volumes will be nu

merous before we come to our contemporaries.

A great deal of space—too much, perhaps

is devoted to preliminary remarks and gen

eral observations. The work is conceived in

the same philosophic spirit and on the same

comprehensive scale as Buckle’s and Lecky’s:

the influences of climate, natural scenery,

race, religion and events in forming the cha

racter and mind of a nation are duly taken

into account. Mr. Van Laun says truly that

all these go to form and color the national

literature, which, when it has taken shape

and received the vital principle, becomes in

its turn an active influence constantly at work

in moulding the temper and intellect of the

nation. But to impress us fully with the im

portance of these considerations, he detains

us too long with the relation of matters which

L. C., Laureate of Letters; M. P. L.,

Mistress of Polite Literature; Mis. Mus,

Mistress of Music; B. Sc., Graduate in

Science. There are institutions with

charters and faculties which have grant

ed, and are continuing to grant, all these

degrees. How much better would it

have been to continue their course of

innovation to the point of ignoring all

such titles, which at best are of so prob

lematical a value that the public was in
a fair way to loselall the respect it once

had for them‘. E. H.

OF THE DAY.

I be sent to learn elsewhere: few people would

seriously take up the history of French litera

ture, being ignorant of the history of France

I itself. Other faults, both of manner and mat

ter, detract not a little from the solid value

and agreeable qualities of the book—repeti

tions and omissions, needless explanations

and occasional platitudes, such elegancies of

diction as “accaparated" in contrast with

such vulgarisms as will for 5/1011 and lay for

lie, and blunders that betray in some cases

an inexcusable carelessness and in others an

inexplicable ignorance. In enumerating the

early Christian councils held in Gaul he in

cludes that of Nicaea, A. D. 325, evidently con

founding this place with the other Nicaea more

commonly known as Nice. After calling

France “ the cradle of the Renaissance,” he

follows up this amazing a.sser1ion by an im

mediate reference to the “ end of the sixteenth

and whole of the seventeenth centuries crowd

ed with writers of indescribable freshness,

vigor and brilliancy,” as if that was the epoch

of the revival of letters in Europe: his con

tradicting himself virtually on pp. 33 and 34,

and explicitly on p. 265, does not mend mat

ters. He has a way of enumerating and

classifying authors which makes them appear

as contemporaries, when they are really two

hundred years apart; as, for instance, includ

ing Villehardouin, Joinville, Froissart and

we should be supposed to know already or I Commines in the same period, and Rabelais,
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Montaigne, Corneille and .\Ioliere in another.

Indeed, he explicitly places Commines in the

fourteenth century (“ To Villehardouin and

Joinville in the thirteenth century succeeded

Froissart and Commines in the fourteenth ”) ;

and that this is not a mere slip, as the more

correct dates at the foot of the page might

lead a hasty reader to infer, is proved by

his inaccurate and utterly unappreciative

notice of that great writer, whose true place,

as regards both spirit and style, is not with

the representatives of feudal society, but

with those of the Renaissance, while his

theme is the transitional epoch at which the

one merged into the other. It may be doubt

ed, indeed, whether Mr. Van Laun has ever

given a sufficient study to the early French

historians, in spite of his just remarks on

"the special historic genius of the nation,”

and its precocious development as compared

with that of England, or, as he might have

added, with that of Italy, Spain and Ger

many. He makes no mention of the mass

of the chroniclers and memoir-writers of

the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries-the

moulders of French prose at a time when the

annalists of other countries, with rare excep

tions, wrote cither in Latin or in dialects now

become obscure or obsolete. Still less does

he notice the curious and suggestive fact that

all of them, from Froissart and his master and

precursor, Jean le.Bel, down to Chtltelain and

Commines, were Belgians, who gained their

alert conceptions and their knowledge of af

fairs, their freedom from ecclesiastical tram

mels, and their expertness in their native

tongue, from their intercourse with burghers

and knights in a region where commerce and

civic freedom, chivalric pomp and nascent art

flourished together within a narrow circle and

illuminated each other. Omissions of asim

ilar kind occur in other parts of the book.

In a chapter on the “ Influence of Christian

ity,” where he speaks at length of the Gallo

Roman prelates of the fourth and fifth cen

turies, he makes no mention of Saint Avitus,

bishop of Vienne, the most prominent pro

vincial churehman of his time in secular and

ecclesiastic politics, author of numerous theo

logical works and of a long poem, De lmfia

Jllumli, from which Milton took not only the

plan of 1’aradi.te Lori, but some of his finest

and sweetest passages word for word. He

calls Christine de Pisan “the first Frenchwo

man who, at all events in prose, gave evidence

of a finished literary perception.” Christine

dc Pisan, although brought up in France, was

born in Italy of Italian parents, and a fine lit

erary perception—which is,we suppose, what

Mr. Van Laun means—had already been

shown by some of her countrywomen, while

it can scarcely be said to have been shown by

any Frenchwoman before Madame de Sévigné.

Nostradamus is mentioned as an historian of the

troubadours, and we are told that “ the courts

of love, such as he knew them in I/uforrrteenlfi

rmhuy, can have borne but slight resemblance

to those which existed in the time of Andre

le Chapelain.” One might be tempted to

think that Mr. Van Laun has fourteenth cen

tury on the brain. A foot-note informs us

that Nostradamus died in 1590, but this is

only one of many indications that the notes

have been added by another hand, and not

even seen by the author. One, on p. I05,

is an extract from Gérusez, giving the ety

mology of at and oil as corruptions of /10:

and illud, used in expressing assent or af

firmation. \Ve turn the leaf and come upon

the droll statement that “the language of the

South was distinguished from its ;)roximz'ly

to Rome as the lrmg-ue d’ar (/mr)." \Vhat

notions Mr. Van Laun attaches to the Latin

pronouns it would be useless to inquire, but

we suspect him of having muddled his brain

at some remote period—perhaps in the four

teenth century—with accounts of C11-alpine

and Tr-ansalpine Gaul, and the transition of

Provincia nor-Ira into Provence, and of having

in progress of time connected these terms

with the division between Northern and

Southern France. This is bad enough, but

worse remains behind. A comparison be

tween joinville and Villehardouin (p. 2!!)

is prefaced with the statement that “ they had

much in common, not only in their writings,

but in the circumstances of their lives.- Both

I were favored servants and companions of

Saint Louis: both followed him as pilgrims

of the cross—the latter to Constantinople, the

former in the second and abortive crusade

which terminated by the king's death. Both

had fought by his side, and both came home

to write of his prowess and goodness." Hav

ing read these statements and rubbed our eyes,

we turn to the dates in the text and foot-notes

on pp. 201 and 208, and find that Villehar

douin died in 1213, and that Ioinville was

born in 1223. If both were companions of

1 Saint Louis, his own life must have been of

But this inference is cor: patriarchal length.

| rected by a foot-note on p. 174, which informs
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us that “ he reigned from 1226 until 1270,

and was only eleven years old when he came

to the throne.” He was born, therefore, in

1215, two years after Villehardouin’s death.

The blunders here are not in mere historical

dates and facts—not merely that Mr. Van

Laun makes Saint Louis live in the twelfth

century and take part in the capture of Con

stantinople by the crusaders, which occurred

It dozen years before his birth; nor even that

he represents Joinville as following the king

in his remnd and fatal crusade, though this

involves something more than forgetfulness

of one of the most notable things which

Joinville tells us of himself—namely, his own

absolute refusal to take part in that disastrous

expedition. Vl/hat these errors, with others

on the same pages, prove, is Mr. Van Laun‘s

complete ignorance of two works which he

has selected to compare and comment upon

as representative of the state of the French

language and literature at the period to which

they belong. He could not have read Ville

hardouin and supposed him to be relating

events in the life of Saint Louis: he could

not have read Joinville and supposed the

events which he narrates at length as an eye

witness to be those of the king's last crusade,

of which he gives only a brief account from

hearsay. Of the ditference between them in

regard to style Mr. Van Laun has nothing to

say, except that Joinville is “ less concise and

supple in expression" than Villehard0uin—

“ more redundant in ideas and language, and

more rich in vocabulary." Yet the extracts

given in the foot-notes (pp. 204, 209) are

alone sufficient to show that the language

had made a great stride in the century or

more which elapsed between the composition

of the earlier and that of the later work.

The difference is at least as great as between

the prose of Sir John Fortescue and that of

Holinshed.

A writer who knows so little of centuries and

Councils, of chroniclers and crusades, cannot

be a competent historian of the early French

literature, and no amount of revision would

suflice tohring this volume into conformity with

the principles by which the author professes

to have been guided in the composition of it.

But despite its shortcomings and inaccuracies,

it does something to till an acknowledged

void, and much of it is very pleasant reading.

There are interesting chapters on the trou

badours and trouveres, on the early epics, with

a good summary of the C/mmon dc 1\’0/am],

on the Church and the drama, with the rise

of miracle-plays and mysteries. This from

the nature of things is the liveliest and most

picturesque portion of the volume, but the

satirists and moralists of the following period

afford opportunity for many sensible and en

tertaining pages. Mr. Van Laun is judicious

ly liberal of quotation and anecdote: in re

gard to poetry he adopts the French practice

of giving literal, unversified translations. which

may be best for a work of this sort, although

the efl'ect is inferior to that of a good poet

ical version. He does not indulge in many

original remarks or reflections which are not

called for by the character of his labors, but

when he departs from this reticence his sen

tences often contain a striking thought: in

putting before us the state of the so-called

civilized world at the opening of the Renais

sance he says: “To begin with. let us realize

this truth, that heaven, earth and humanity

were discovered within the limits of a life

time." Those few words really sum up the

achievements and revelations of the whole

era.

Troubadours and Trouveres. New and Old.

By Harriet W. Preston. Boston: Roberts

Brothers.

This is the rather misleading title of a "cry

delightful little book. It is the reprint of a

number of articles, all of which, we believe,

have appeared in the Atlanh'c Mart!/tly, but

which do not constitute a series. There are

but two upon the ancient poetry of Provence,

and these are preceded, heetlltss of natural

order, by others on her modern poets, Mistral

and Aubanel, and the barber-poet of Gascony,

Jasmin. There are lavish selections from these

singers, old and new, chamting both in them

selves and in the translations. Miss Preston

speaks of the latter with great. modesty. as

being far front literal, and as falling sadly

short of the beauty of the originals; but no

body is so sensitive to the failings of a trans

lation as an intelligent, enthusiastic translator;

and a careful comparison of some of these with

the Provencal originals and standard French

versions has convinced us that she has not

only preserved the rhythm and melody of the

verses to an extraordinary degree, but also the

thought and sentiment. ller prose is Hut :1].

together up to her verse; still, there is not

much fault to lintl with it. and when she is

telling an old tale, or supplying the links be

tween the fragments of a story in verse, she
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suits her style to her task most happily, so

that the spirit of the narrative is never lost.

But what makes the peculiar charm of the

book is the influence of a bygone time, of a

distant clime, of a strain of thought and feel

ing unfamiliar though not alien—a reflex of

the romantic and ideal from the long-set sun

of chivalry which lingers on its pages. “it:

escape for a moment from the matter-of-fact

modes of the present, the sight of sordid or

stolid realities, the din and jingle of the work

day world, into a region where it is always

early summer, where the nights are always

moonlit, where the only sound which breaks

upon the warbling of birds antl minstrels is

the clash of swords or the ring of a war-song

raised in an heroic cause. That there never

was absolutely such a time or realm is of no

moment: Provencal poetry and the Crusades

testify how different the world once was from

what it is now, and give us foundation enough

for these castles in the air, color enough for

the glamour which surrounds the dreamland

of old romance. llow powerfully it works

upon Miss Preston may be guessed from a

beautiful sentence in which she speaks of

" the Corot-like atmosphere haunted by sim

ple bird-notes” with which she felt herself

invested during the dark winter days in which

she made her transcriptions from the Trouba

dours. It is to he regretted that she did not

make her work complete—that instead of

these studies she has not given us such a his

tory of the times that we might have lost our

selves blissfully without seeing, whichever way

we turned, the end of the path, the way out.

That she was capable of doing so may be

seen from her excellent disquisition, in the

first paper, on the Songs of the Troubadours,

on the history, manners and literature of the

period.

We are sorry to be unable to quote the

longer poems, for they are the most interest

ing and reveal most passion and thought, al

though the strength of Provencal poetry, me

diaaval or modern, does not lie in its intellect

ual tendency. The shorter ones, however,

give more of the sunshiny brightness and

springtide freshness, the love of Nature and

the lady, which chiefly characterize these

lays:

Behold, the meads are green again,

The orchard bloom is seen again,

Of sky and stream the mien again

ls mild, is brightt

Now should each heart that loves obtain

lts own delight.

But l will say no ill of love,

However slight my guerdon prove :

Repining doth not me behoove;

And yet to know

How lightly she l fain would move

Might bliss bestow!

There are who hold my folly great,

Because with little hope l wait:

But one old saw doth animate,

And me assure:

" Their hearts are high, their might is great,

\Vho well endure."

From the early poetry of Provence, Miss

Preston turns to that of our own days, which

is all rural, as that was all courtly or ehivalric.

With this reawakening of song after a silence

of six centuries Miss Preston identified her

self to American readers by her beautiful

translation of Frédéric‘ Mistral's “ Mireio.”

“ Calendau," his second long poem, must be

fully up to the firstin every respect, except

choice of subject, but for this reason, and still

more because it was not the first, which took

the public by surprise, it has caused no sen

sation. The poet has wisely refrained from

the temptation to renew the childlike, idyllic

vision of “ Mirelo." “ Calendau,” to judge

by the ahridgment and extracts, has as much

real simplicity (though the story is over-r0

mantle), and equal vigor, fervor and wealth

of description. The finest passage is the

hero's ascent of the frowning Mont Ventoux,

but it is too long to transcribe: we must give

instead one of the word-pictures in which the

poem abounds:

Afar over the sage-fields hummcd the bees,

Fluttered the birds about the sumac trees.

How lucid was the air of that sweet day!

How far upon the slopes the shadows lay '.

The ranged and pillared rocks seemed to upbear

Levels of green land, like an altar~stair.

The author of “ Mireio” long since con

quered fame, but it seems he is only the chief

of a band of brother minstrels, the félibrer

(“fellows of free faith," or merely “ book

makers,” as the term is variously translated)

of the south of France, which Miss Preston

amusingly describes as the headquarters of

the ideal Mutual Admiration Society. Next

to him she places his friend Théodore Auba

nel, whose poems have been published under

the title of 771: Haf/-n/terr Pormgrrnnnle. Mis

tral, in a most glowing and fanciful introduc

tion, tells without reserve Aubanel’s sad love

story, the Irina illw /ur/try/rm: of the volume,

which is divided into the Book of Love, the

Intergleam, and the Book of Death.

Jacques Jasmin, the Gascon, ought not to
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be a stranger to English and American read

ers, as he has been in friendly favor with the

public of his own country more than forty

years, and it is fully a quarter of a century

since “r. Longfellow made him known to us

in his translation of the B/iml Girl qf Castil

Cuillé. Yet we doubt whether he has ever

been so well introduced in a foreign language

as now. Even the pathos of the blind girl’s

story is not so moving as the poet's account

of his own early years:

Sweet ignorance! why is thy kind disguise

So early rent from happy little eyes?

I mind one l\1onday—'tw:\s my tcutlt birthday

The nther boys had throned me king in play,

\Vhen I was smitten by a sorry sight :

Two cartmen bore some aged, helpless wight

ln an old willow chair along the way.

1 watched them as they near and nearer drew,

And what saw I? Dear God! could it be true?

"l'was my own grandsire, and our household all

Following. lsaw but him. With sudden yearning

l sprang and kissed him. He, my kiss returning,

For the first time some piteous tears let fall.

" Where wilt thou go! and why wilt thou forsake

Us little ones, who love thee ?" was my cry.

Dear, they are taking me,” my grandsire spake,

" Unto the alnisltouse, to/are I/re 7u:mr'n.t div,"

Kissed me once more, closed his blue eyes, passed

on.

Far through the trees we followed them, be sure.

In five days more the word came he was gone.

For me sad wisdom woke that Monday dawn:

Then knew l first that we were very poor.

. F ' #» Q

All this was shame and sorrow exquisite.

I played no more at leap-frog in the street,

But sat and dreamed about the seasons gone;

And if chance things my sudden laughter won

Flag, soldier, hoop or kite—-it died away

Like the pale sunbeam of a weeping clay.

ll

It must not be supposed, however, that Jas

min and Aubanel are always in a melancholy

mood : some of their reminiscences and fan

cies are full of fun and spirit, although the

‘ remembered pinch of poverty in one case, and

the pressure of more tender griefs in the other,

keep their humor within those bounds where

smiles and tears are never far apart. There

is something homely, rustic, tmstudied, heart

felt, in the verses of both which strongly re

calls Burns—a Southern Burns, less robust

and racy, but more refined—and Barnes the

Dorsetshire poet, and another Scot, a miner

or collier, whose name we forget, bttt whose

sweet, plaintive echoes have haunted us for

over twelve years, since the first and only

time we ever fell in with his poems. Between

them and these Gauls there is the essential

difference which race and external influences

produce in the genius of men: here there is

an absence of harshness and coarseness, an

inbom gentleness and sprightliness like the

graceful, instinctive friskiness of the lower

animals, which belong to countries where the

sun shines, rather than to cold and cloudy

lands.

Miss Preston’s volume closes, not inaptly,

with a paper called the " Arthuriad,” suggest

ed by the latest edition of the lzlyls oftbe

1(r'ng. it is the least successful and interest

ing of the collection, being neither, what we

hoped for, a dissertation on the glorious un

written epic of the Round Table as it lives in

the imagination of modern generations, pieced

out by fragments of old verse, \Velsh, Early

English and Breton, nor a careful criticism

of the beautiful version (not always to our

mind, however) by Tennyson. But it is writ

ten with the zest which a congenial subject

imparts, and which communicates itself in

some measure to the reader.
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stages are certainly less well known than

its middle portion—1lm Rhine of poetry

and legend—but they are equally beau

tiful, and especially characterized by natu

ral scenery of the most picturesque kind.

Historical memories are not lacking ei

ther, even within fifty miles of its rise in

the glaciers of the Alps, while its early

beauty as a mountain-torrent, dashing

over the rocks of the Via Mala, has for

some a greater charm than even its broad

lake-like waters fringed with cathedrals,

abbeys, and stately guildhalls, or its wind

ings among "castled crags."

One branch of the river bursts from un

der a tumbled mass of ice and rock—one

of those marvelous "seas" of ice which

are the chief peculiarity of the Alps, and

which sometimes, as in the case of the

glacier of the Rheinwald, present among

other features that of an immense frozen

waterfall. Passing through the village of

Hinterrhein, whose inhabitants are the

descendants of a colony planted there

by Barbarossa to guard the old military

road over the Alps, and which boasts of

a Roman temple and other less well-de

fined remains of human dwellings of the

same period, the Rhine enters the grand

gorge of the Via Mala, between Andeer

and Rongella, on the road below the

Spliigen Pass and village. Every such

pass has its Devil's Bridge or its “ I-lell"

or its " Bottomless Pit," and tradition tells

of demons who pelted each other with

the riven masses of rock, or giants who

in malice split the rocks and dug the

chasms across which men dared no long

er pass. But it needs no such figures of

speech to make a mountain-gorge one

of the sublimest scenes in Nature, one

which thrills the beholder with simple

admiration and delight. The Via Mala

is one of the most splendid of these

scenes. A sheer descent of two thousand

feet of rock, with clinging shrubs, and

at the bottom the trunks of pines and

firs that have lost their hold and grown

into mossy columns stretched across the

stream and often broken by its force; a

winding, dizzy road leading over single

arched bridges and half viaducts built

into the black rock ; a foam-white stream

below; a succession of miniature water

falls, rapids and whirlpools; spray and

rainbow poised over the stream at inter

vals, and here and there the narrowing

rocks bending their ledges together and

wellnigh shutting out the sun; the " Lost

Hole," where tall firs, with their roots

seemingly in space, stand up like a forest

of lances, and the very formation of the

rocks reminds one of gigantic needles

closely-wedged together,-—-such are the

features of the gorge through which the

Rhine here forces its way. Then comes

Zillis, a regular Swiss village, at the en

trance of the valley of Thusis, which is

a broad green meadow dotted with cha

lets, a picturesque, domestic, rural land

scape, a bit of time set in the frame of

eternity, and holding in its village chron

icles memories to which distance lends

enchantment, but which, in view of the

scenes we have just described, seem won

derfully bare of dignity. Here is the

castle of Ortenstein, the warrior-abbey

of Katsis, the Roman Realta, the castle

of Rhiizilnz, the bridge of Juvalta, and

many castles on the heights overlook

ing the valley, which at the time of the

“Black League" of the nobles against

the "Gray Confederation" of the citizens

(which gave its name to this canton, the

Grisons) were so many rallying-points

and dens of murder. There is romance

in the legends of these castles, but one

seldom stops to think of the robbery and

lawlessness hidden by this romance. For

these knights of the strong band were

no “Arthur's knights," defenders of the

weak, champions of the widow and the

orphan, gentle, brave and generous, but

mostly oppressors, Bedouins of the Mid

dle Ages, ready to pounce on the mer

chandise of traveling and unarmed burgh

ers and defy the weak laws of an empire

which could not afford to do without their

support, and consequently winked at

their ofi'ences.

A legend of this part of the Rhine,

less well known than those of the Lore

ley, Drachenfels or Bishop I-Iatto's Tow

er, belongs to Rhéiziinz. After the feud

had lasted long years between the nobles

and the citizens, the young lord of this

castle was captured in battle by the Gray

Confederates, and the people's tribunal
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condemned him to death. The execu

tioner stood ready, when an old retainer

of the prisoner's family asked to be heard,

and reminded the people that although

the youth's hot blood had betrayed him

into many a fray, yet some of his fore

fathers had been mild and genial men,

JUVALTA.

not unwilling to drink a friendly glass

with their humbler neighbors. For old

associations‘ sake let this custom be re

newed at least once before the execution

of this last of the race of Rhiiziinz: it

was the first and last favor the youth, in

his dying moments, requested of them.

Stone drinking-vessels were brought: a

regular carousal followed, and good-hu

mor and good fellowship began to soften

the feelings of the aggrieved citizens.

Then the faithful old servant began to

speak again, and said it would be a pity

to kill the young man, a good swordsman

too, who, if they would

spare his life, would join

the Gray Confederacy and

fight for instead of against

the people—be their cham

pion, in a word, in all their

quarrels, instead of their

foe and their oppressor.

He prevailed, and the

youth, it is said, religiously

kept the promise made for

him.

Passing the Toma Lake,

a small mountain -tarn,

whence rises one of the

feeders of the Vorder

Rhein, and Dissentis,

whose churches are crown

ed with Greek-looking cu

polas set upon high square

towers, and whose history

goes back to the ravages of

Attila's barbarian hordes

and the establishment of

the Benedictine monastery

that grew and flourished

for upward of a thousand

years, and was at last de

stroyed by fire by the sol

diers of the first French

republic, we follow the

course of the increasing

river to where the smaller

and shorter Middle Rhine

falls into the main branch

at Reichenau. The Vor

der-Rhein has almost as

sublime a cradle as the oth

er branch. Colossal rocks

and a yet deeper silence

and solitude hem it in, for no road follows

or bridges it, and it comes rolling through

the wildest canton of Switzerland, where

eagles still nest undisturbed and bears

still abound, and where the eternal snows

and glaciers of Erispalt, Badus and Fur

ka are still unseen save by native hunt
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ers and herdsmen whose homes are far

away. Here is the great Alpine water

shed, dividing the basin of the North

Sea from that of the Mediterranean. But

at Reichenau the Rhine absorbs the in

dividuality of each of these mountain

torrents, and here we meet with mem

ories of the mediaeval and the modern

world curiously mingled in the history

of the castle, which has been an episco

pal fortress of the bishops of Chur, its

founders, a lay domain when the lords of

Planta owned it, and an academy or high I

CITY GATE AT ILANZ.

school when Monsieur Chabaud, the di

rector, gave fourteen hundred francs a

year salary to a young teacher of histo

ry, geography, mathematics and French

who was afterward the citizen-king, Lou

is Philippe. Here is Martinsloch, where

Suwarrow shamed his mutinous Cossacks

who refused to attempt the passage of the

Alps, by ordering a grave to be dug for

him, throwing off his clothes and calling

to his men to cast him in and cover him,

usince you are no longer my children

and I no longer your father."
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llanz is the first town

on the Rhine, and has

all the picturesqueness

one could desire in the

way of quaint architec

ture, bulbous cupolas,

steep roofs with win

dows like pigeon-holes,

covered gateways, and

a queer mixture of

wood and stone which

gives a wonderfully old

look to every house.

Chur—or Coire, as it

is more commonly

called out of Germany

' and Switzerland—is of

much the same charac

ter, an old episcopal

stronghold, for its bish

ops were temporal lords

of high renown and still

higher power. Then

the Rhine winds on to

another place, whose

present aspect, that of

a fashionable watering

place, hardly brings its

history as a rnediaeval

spa to the mind. The

healing springs at Ra

gatz were discovered

by a hunter of the thir

teenth century on the

land belonging to the

great and wealthy Ben

edictine abbey. For

centuries the spring,

whose waters come

from Pfaffers and Ta

mina, and are brought

half a mile to Ragatz

through iron pipes,

was surrounded by

mean little huts, the

only homes of the 10

cal health-seekers, ex

cept of such—and they

were the majority-—

as were the guests

ofthe abbey ; butwhen

crowds increased and

times changed, the

abbey built a la rge
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guest-house at the springs. Now the

place has passed into the hands of a

brotherhood no less well known the

world over, and who certainly, however

well they serve us, give no room for ro

mance in their dealings with us. The

promenade and hotels of the place rival

Baden and Homburg, but the old spring

of Tamina, in its wild beauty, still re

mains the same as when the mediaeval

sportsman stumbled upon it, no doubt

full of awe and trembling at the dark,

damp walls of rock around him, where

visitors now admire and sketch on the

guarded path. The only other interest

of Ragatz, except its scenery, is Schel

ling's grave and monument put up by

Maximilian II. of Bavaria, his scholar

and friend.

Everywhere, as the Rhine flows on,

the tourist notices its wonderful coloring,

a light, clear green, which characterizes

it at least as far as the Lake of Constance,

in whose neighborhood the vines first be

gin to bloom and become an important

item in the prosperity of the country.

Here too the river first becomes navi

gable, and the heavy square punt that

ferries you over at Riithi, and the pictures

of the old market-ships that preceded the

first American steamer of 1824, and car

ried the vine produce to other and dryer

places (for in Constance the land lay so

low that cellars could not be kept dry,

and the surplus of the vintage was at

once exchanged for corn and fruit, etc.),

are the first signs of that stirring com

mercial life which is henceforth insepa

rably connected with the great German

stream. '

 

 

ISLAND OF MAlNAU.

Five different governments crowd

around and claim each a portion of the

shores of the "great lake" of Germany.

Yet it is not much more than forty

miles long, with a breadth at its widest

part of nine. In old Roman times its

shores were far more beautiful and wor

thy of admiration than now. Then it was

fringed by forests of birch, fir and oak,

and its islands were covered with dense

groves. The chief beauty of lowland is

in its forests: when they are gone the

bareness of the landscape is complete.

Rocky mountains can afi'ord to be tree‘

less, but to an artist's eye there is little

beauty in treeless plains, and all the

boasting of German enthusiasts about

this lake cannot hide the fact that its

shores are singularly low and bare. But

if the landscape is tame, the historical

recollections of the Lake of Constance

are rich and interesting. The oldest

town on its shores is Bregenz, the Bri

ganlium mentioned by Pliny and Strabo,

and Christianized by Saint Gall and Saint

Columbanus, the Irish missionaries whose

wanderings over Europe produced so

many world-famous monasteries. The

great abbey of St. Gall was not far from

the lake, and Columbanus established

his last monastery at Bobbio in Italy.

Lindau (“the field of linden~trees"), al

most as old a city as Bregenz, built on

an island and connected with the main

land by a long bridge over which the

railway runs, was founded by the Ger

mans, and some of the earliest Christian

converts built its churches and convents.

while later on its commerce grew to be

one of the most important in Germany.
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League; but all this was

lost in the Thirty Years‘

War, when it was devasta

ted and partly burnt: now

it ranks as a third-rate Ba

varian town. But it is im

possible to string together

all the remembrances that

distinguish these lake

towns, many of them now

refuges for Englishmen in

n a r r 0 w circumstances,

their commerce dwindled,

their museums the thing

best worth seeing in them.

We pass Arbon; Fried

richshafen, the summer

palace of the kings of VViir

temberg, a sturdy, warring

city in the Carlovingian

times; Meersburg, now a

fishing-centre, once a

stronghold of its martial

bishops, and famous in

later times as the residence

of the baron of Lassberg,

a modern sat/an! and wir

Iuosa of whom Germany

is justly proud; and lastly

Constance, the city of the

Roman emperor Constan

tius, still beautiful and

stately in its buildings.

Charlemagne tarried here

on his way to Rome on

the occasion of his corona

tion, and many German

kings spent Christmas or

Easter within its walls.

Here, in the large but low

hall of the Kaufhaus, or

Merchants’ Exchange, the

council of 1414 met, and

never did the Greek coun

cils of the primitive

Church present more va

ried and turbulent scenes.

The walls are paneled and

frescoed by Philip Schw6r

en, an artist of Munich,

and Frederick Pecht, a na

tive ofConstance, with rep

and raised the status of the city to the ‘ resentations of these scenes, but it was

level of the members of the I-lanseatic rather a rough place in those days, and

CASTLEOF1-lOHEN'l‘WlF.l..
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tapestries and dais, weapons and costly

hangings, concealed the unfinished state

of walls, floor and roof. The old city has

other buildings as intimately connected

with the council as this hall—the convents

 

of the Dominican and Franciscan friars,

each successively the prison ofjohn l-luss,

the first containing a dungeon below the

water-level and foul in the extreme, the

second a better and airier cell for prison

HANS HOLBElN.

ers, as well as a great hall in which seve

ral sessions of the council took place, and

where I-luss was examined and condemn

ed ; the house where H uss first lodged with

a good and obscure widow; and three

miles from the town the castle of Gott

lieben, also a prison of the Reformer,

and for a short time of the deposed pope,

John XXIII. Little more than a century

later the Reformation had grown power

ful in Constance, and Charles V. besieged

and, notwithstanding the desperate re

sistance of the burghers, took the town,

but not before a most murderous defence

had been made on the Rhine bridge, the

picture of which, after the unsuccessful

fight, reminds one of the heroic defence

of the dyke at Antwerp against the Span

iards, and even of that other memorable

event in Spanish history, the Noche Triste

of Mexico.

As we leave the lake two islands come

in sight, Mainau and Reichenau, the lat

ter having a legend attached to it con

nected with the foundation of its abbey

which is the counterpart of that of Saint

Patrick and the snakes and vermin of

Ireland. The "water was darkened by

the multitude of serpents swimming to

the mainland, and for the space of three

days this exodus continued," whereupon

Saint Firmin founded the abbey, which

grew to such wealth and power, both as

a religious house, a school for the nobility

and a possessor of broad feudal domains,

that the abbots used to boast in the twelfth

and thirteenth centuries that they could

sleep on their own land all the way to

Rome. The Rhine issues from the lake

at Stein, a picturesque little town of

Merovingian times, which has seen as

many “ tempests in a tea-cup " as any of

its grander and more progressive rivals;

and not far off is the castle of Hohen

twiel, built into a towering rock, once

the home of the beautiful and learned

Hedwige, duchess of Swabia. We need

not dwell on Schaffhausen, one ofthe best

known points of the river, an ancient town

overgrown with modern excrescences in

the way of fashionable hotels and Paris

ian dwellings. One of the features of
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these river-towns, when they are not

“_improved," is the crowding of houses

and garden-walls sheer into the stream,

leaving in many places no pathway on

the banks, which are generally reached

by steep, mossy steps leading from old

streets or through private yards.

We are nearing the four " forest towns"

of the Habsburgs, at the first of which,

Waldshut—where stood in Roman times

a single fort to command the wilderness,

much as the pioneers‘ outposts used to

stand on the edge of the Western forests

peopled with hostile lndians—the Aar,

the Rhine's first tributary of any conse

quence, joins the great stream. Lauf

fenburg, Séickingen and Rheinfelden, the

three other forest towns, each deserve a

page of description, both for their scenery

and their history, their past architectural

beauties, and their present sleepy, mu

seum-like existence; but rather than do

them injustice we will pass on to B5.le—

or Basel, as it should be written, for the

French pronunciation robs the name of

its Greek and royal etymology from Ba

si./eia. Basel was never lagging in the

race of intellectual progress: her burgh

ers were proud and independent, not to

say violent; her university was eager

for novelties; her merchants spent their

wealth in helping and furthering art and

literature. The Rathhaus or guildhall is

a gauge of the extent of the burgher su

premacy: all over Germany and the Low

Countries these civic buildings rival the

churches in beauty and take the place

of the private palaces that are so special

ly the boast of Italian cities. Among

the great men of Basel are Holbein and

the scarcely less worthy, though less

well-known artist, Matthew Merian, the

engraver. Of the former's designs many

monuments remain, though injured by

the weather—a fountain with a fresco of

the dance of the peasants, and some

houses with mural decorations ascribed

to him. Basel has its own modern ex

citements—races and balls and banquets

—although the private life of its citizens

is characterized by great simplicity. The

profession of teaching is in such repute

there that many rich men devote them

selves to it, and among the millionaires

of the old city may be found not a few

schoolmasters. As in Geneva, learning

and a useful life are the only things on

which the old families pride themselves.

From Basel, whose every reminiscence

is German, and whose Swiss nationality

dates only from the epoch of the Refor

mation, the Rhine flows through the

"storied" Black Forest, peopled with

nixies and gnomes, the abode of the

spectre woodcutter, who had sold all

power of feeling human joys for the sake

of gold, and who spent every night cut

ting down with incredible swiftness and

ease the largest fir trees, that snapped

like reeds under his axe. Old Breisach,

with its cathedral of St. Stephen, and

its toppling, huddled houses clustering

around the church, is the most interest

ing town before we reach Freiburg. The

tendency of mecliaeval towns to crowd and

heighten their houses contrasts sharply

with the tendency of our modern ones

to spread and broaden theirs. Defence

and safety were the keynote of the old

architecture, while display is that of ours.

but with it has come monotony, a thing

unknown to the builders of the Middle

Ages. Houses of each century, or each

period of art, have, it is true, a family

likeness, but, like the forms of Venetian

glass, a pair or a set have minute differ

ences of ornamentation which redeem the

objects from any sameness. So it was

with all mediseval art, including that

of building the commonest dwelling

houses: there was congruity, but never

slavish uniformity.

The first sight of Freiburg—we include

it among Rhenish towns, though it is not

on the Rhine—presents a very German

picture. Old dormer windows pierce the

high-pitched roofs; balconies and gar

den trellises hang in mid-air where you

least expect them ; the traditionary storks,

the beloved of Hans Andersen, are real

ities even here on the tall city chimneys;

and no matter where you look, your eye

cannot help falling on the marvelously

high and attenuated spire of one of ‘the

finest cathedrals in the world. Artistic

ally speaking, this church has the unique

interest of being the only completed work

of ecclesiastical architecture that Ger
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man y possesses. The height of the spire

and its position immediately above the

great gateway produce here the same il

lusion and disappointment as to the size

of the church which is proverbial as re

gards St. Peter's at Rome.

sion soon disappears, and every step re

veals new beauties. Each cluster of sim

ple tall gray columns, supporting massive

fourteenth-century arches, is adorned with

one carved niche and its delicate little

spire sheltering the stone statue of an

apostle ‘or evangelist; the chancel is fill

ed with the canons‘ stalls, each a master

piece of wood-carving; and at the east

ern end, beneath the three higher win

dows and separated from the wall, stands

the mediaeval high altar with its three

carved spires surmounting the reredos,

and just below this a “ triptych " of enor

mous size, a pictured altar-piece with

folding-doors, the latter being painted

both inside and out with scriptural sub

jects as quaintly interpreted by the de

vout painters of the early German school.

But not only the nave, with its carved

pulpit and canopy, its old dark benches,

not renewed since the seventeenth cen

tury at least, and its crowds of worship

ers, is interesting to the sight-seer, but

each side chapel, rich with what in our

times would be thought ample decoration

for a large church, is enough to take up

one's day. In these and in the aisles lie

buried the patrons, founders, defenders

and endowers of the cathedral, while in

the chapel of the university are laid the

masters and doctors whose fame reached

over the learned and civilized world of the

Middle Ages, and whose labors Holbein

no doubt flatteringly hinted at when he

chose for the subject of his great altar

piece in this chapel the visit of the l/Vise

Men of the East to the infant Saviour.

In each of these chapels are wood-carv

ings of great beauty and variety, and

stained glass windows whose colors are

as vivid as they were fottr hundred years

ago; and in one is still preserved a heavy

Byzantine cross of chased silver. the gift

(or trophy) of a crusading knight, for

Freiburg too "took the cross" under the

enthusiastic direction of that great man,

Bernard of Clairvaux. It is not often

This impres- \

that such a building as this cathedral has

such a worthy neighbor and companion

as the beautiful exchange, or Kaufhaus,

that stands opposite on the " platz." '1'his,

though of later date and less pure archi

tecture, is one of the most beautiful build

ings of its kind in Germany. The lower

part reminds one of the doges' palace at

Venice—a succession offour round arches

on plain, strong, Saxon-looking pillars;

at each corner an oriel window with three

equal sides and a little steep-pointed roof

of its own shooting up to the height of

the main roof. The great hall on the

same level has a plain balcony the whole

length of the building, and five immense

windows of rather nondescript fortn and

mullioned like Elizabethan windows, be

tween each of which is a statue under a

carved canopy ; and these are what give

the characteristic touch to the house.

They represent the emperor Maximilian,

lovingly called "the last knight," Charles

V., "on whose dominions the sun never

set," Philip I. and King Ferdinand. The

color of the material of which this ex

change is built (red sandstone) increases

the effect of this beautiful relic of the

Middle Ages. But, though we should be

glad to linger here and admire it at our

leisure, there are other houses in the city

that claim our attention as showing, in

their less elaborate but perfectly tasteful

decoration, the artistic instincts of those

burghers of old. And the fountains too!

Not the bald, allegorical, monotonous

and rarely-found (and when found only

useless and ornamental) fountains of our

new cities, but the lavishly-carved, artis

tic creations of an art-imbued age—the

water free to all and flowing for use as

well as for show, and the statues of civic

patron-saints and occasionally men of

local renown ; as, for instance, the single

statue of a meditative monk, his left

hand supporting his chin, and a closed

book in his right hand, Berthold Schwarz,

the inventor of gunpowder.

From this inland side-trip we go back

to the now broadening river, the part of

the Rhine where the "watch "— has been

so often kept as well as sung—that part,

too, where Roman forts were thickly

strewn, and where the Merovingian and
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THE “ DRE! EXEN.”

Carlovingian emperors fought and dis- Upper Alsace [870 has effaced older

puted about the partition of their inher- ‘ memories, and modern ruins have been

itances. But everywhere in this land of I added to the older and more romantic
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ones. No foreigner can impartially de

cide on the great question of the day—

1'. 2., whether German or French senti

ment predominates—while the interested

parties themselves each loudly ignore the

no doubt real claims of the other. As a

simple matter of fact, Alsace is German

by blood and by language, but race-dif

ferences are so often merged in other

feelings, the product of kind treatment

and domestic ties, that the sympathies

of nations maybe materially changed in

less than a century. VVe certainly come

across a good deal that is very French in

the villages between New Breisach and

Colmar: the Mouse is the costume of the

men; the houses are painted in light col

ors, in contrast to their steep gray roofs ;

the women bring refreshments out to the

wagoners, and stop for a coquettish gos

sip in a light-hearted, pleasant, vivacious

way not seen in other places, whose ma

trons seem graver and more domestic.

But Colmar, in its streets, the names over

the shops, the old corner-windows, is as

German and antique, as good a “speci

men " city, as Ntiremberg or Augsburg.

Here is the artist's delight and the anti

quary’s mine. Colmar, contemptuously

styled “a hole" by the great Napoleon,

was living enough at the time of the em

peror Frederick II., and was one of the

prosperous, haughty, freedom - loving

burgher cities to which the sovereigns

so gratefully gave the name and priv

ileges of an "imperial" town. This city

of ancient Germany is now one of the

most stagnant among modern towns, just

uadvanced " enough to possess corner

"loafers," and, we hope, to be ashamed

of having publicly burnt the works of

Bayle in the market-place; but its archi

tectural beauties are such and so many

that if you are on your way to Strassburg

you had better deny yourself the pleas

ure of stopping here. Balconies and gal

leries strike the eye at every turn ; irreg

ular houses, their beams often visible;

doorways of wonderful beauty; and a

population nearly as antique, the women

carrying loads on their heads and wear

ing short dark stuff gowns, thick blue ‘

worsted stockings and wooden shoes. '

Of course the cathedral is the pride of 1

the town, and it has some rather rare

characteristics disti_nguishing it from the

rest of the churches of this neighborhood.

chiefly its simplicity of decoration. The

impression of a noble simplicity is spe

cially borne in upon us by the aspect of

the dark, broad chancel with its carved

stalls, and little else in the way of orna

ment: the sculptured door leading to the

sacristy unfortunately hides a remarkable

work of early German art, the Virgin Ly’

the Rose-/zzdge, by Martin Schiin. The

tower of the cathedral has above it only

a small building with a steep, irregular,

tapering roof, and here sits the watch

man whistling on his cobbler's stool in

a place that would be the envy of many

a scholar pestered in his lower dwelling

by inconsiderate visitors; as, for instance,

that perfect type of scholars, Isaac Ca

saubon, whose journal bears witness to

his yearning after more time and few

er admiring, consulting and tormenting

friends. Not far from Colmar is a castle

ruin with three towers, the " Drei Exen,"

illustrating an old Alsatian proverb, the

translation of which is, in substance,

Three castles on one hill ;

Three churchm in one churchyard ;

Three citis in one valley,—

Such is Alsace everywhere.

Other castles crown the heights above

the villages of Kaisersberg and Rappolts

weiler, but we are getting tired of castles,

and this region is abundant in old houses,

the shell of the old home-life which has

changed so little in the country. \Vhat

difference is there between this ruddy,

blue-eyed girl, with thick plaits of fair

hair and utter innocence of expression,

the mother of a future generation as

healthy and sturdy and innocent as her

self, and her own grandmother at the

same age three generations back? Nei

ther the village interests nor the village

manners have changed: placidly the life

flows on, like that of the Rhine water

itself, in these broad, level, fruitful plains

between the Black Forest and the V05

ges. And so we seem, in these various

houses with wide gables turned to the

street, cross-beams and galleries and un

expected windows, outside stairs of stone

or wood climbing up their sides, wide low
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doorways, tiny shrines set in the rough

wall, and dizzy roofs pierced like dove

cotes—houses that remind us of Chester,

the old English town that has suffered

least from innovation,—in these we seem

to see some part of the old tranquil home

life of this Alsatian people renewed and

re-acted before our eyes. Again the same

v ariety of beautiful

houses will meet us at

Strassburg. But the

woods are no less

lovely : old t re e s

round the ruins of

cupolas and nearly as high roofs of some

of the larger buildings, while we think

of its successful warfare with the bishops

of Strassburg, its firm adherence in the

thirteenth and fourteenth centuries to the

imperial cause, of its sieges and fires, and

also its famous "academy" and library:

not forgetting, however, its shame in the

St. Ulrich, and on the

way to the abbey of

Dusenbach, and

round the shores of

the "\Vhite " and the

"Black" Lake, bring

to the mind a yet old

er picture of German

life, that of the free

Teutons of Tacitus,

the giant men who

made it so important

to the Romans to

have the Rhine, the

great natural high

way, strongly fortified

from its sources to its

mouth.

I-loh-Kiinigsburg, a

splendid ruin, said to

be the loveliest in Al

sace, is now the prop

erty and the pride of

the commune of that

name, so that the

victory of the present

over the past is also

represented in these

living panoramas be

fore us, for there is

deep meaning in the

possession by the people, as an artistic

show, of the very stronghold which was

once their bane and their terror. Then

we run through Schlettstadt, with its sedgy

banks, among which herons and storks

are picking up their daily bread: deep

shadows of old trees hide the blank walls

on the river-side, and its cathedral tow

ST. THOMAS’S CHURCH, STRASSBURG.

sixteenth century, when the Jews were

more signally persecuted here than in

many other towns—at a time, too when

the fanaticism that had driven so many

to change their faith should have taught

both parties of Christians some home

lessons. Its neighbor, Strassburg, has

nearly as bad a record, but what with

ers high above the mingled steeples and | the beauty of the latter and its recent
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FERKELMARKT (PIG-MARKET) AT STRASSBURG.
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stormy history. its sins are the last things

a traveler thinks of. Its cathedral and

its clock have been fully described, but

other churches of the old city are well

worth a visit, that of St. Thomas being

a specimen of an architecture essential

ly Christian and anterior to the Gothic,

the same whose perfection is seen in

many churches in Umbria and Tuscany

and Romagna, before the miserable ma

nia of the Renaissance style grew up.

Vi/hat was pardonable in a palace was

monstrous in a church, but there was

an evil age just before the Reformation,

when, if certain learned and elegant and

pagan prelates had had their way, Chris

tianity would have been condemned as

ubarbarism." They were the Voltaires

of their day, the disciples of a cultured

infidelity which brought on the great rent

between Latin and Teutonic Christianity.

ln Strassburg we have the river lll and

its canal joining the Rhine, and Venice

like scenes, narrow quays, clumsy, heavy

punts, fanciful chimney-stacks, crazy,

overhanging balconies, projecting win

dows, a stirring human tide, voices and

noises breaking the silence, an air of un

consciousness of beauty and interest, an

old-world atmosphere; but there is a new

er side, less attractive, the Place Broglie,

crowded with Parisian cafés with all their

tawdry paraphernalia, and prim white

square houses, proud of their wretched

uniform, like a row of charity-school

children in England. Here is the fash

ionable centre, the lounging, gossiping

dandyism and pretension of the modern

world; but, thank Heaven! it is only

an excrescence. Burn down this part,

and the town would look as large and as

important, for at every turn of more than

two-thirds of the old area you are met

by the living pictures that make these

market-places, crooked streets and hid

den chapels so familiar to the heart. The

Ferkelmarkt, or "pig-market," though

not in the most famous quarter of the

town, is remarkable for its old gabled,

galleried houses, while the view of the

great spire of the cathedral is also good :

not far, again, is a thirteenth-century

house, with two stories in the gable and

threer below, besides the ground-floor,

Vm..XlX.-34

which is a shop; and even many of the

common houses, not specially pointed

out to the tourist, are beautified by some

artistic ironwork about the doors, some

carved gateway or window, some wall

niche with a saint's statue, or a broad

oak staircase as noble in proportions

and beautiful in detail as if it were in

a princely abode. The absence of all

meanness, of all vulgarity, of all shams,

is what strikes one most in examining

mediaeval domestic architecture. Would

we could go to school again in that re

gard! Just outside Strassburg we come

upon a path leading through beech-woods

upward toward rocky ledges and walls

and a convent; not a ruined one this

time, but a most frequented and friend

ly place, built on the top of a hill and

presided over by a hospitable sisterhood.

This is the scene of the life-history and

legends of Saint Ottilia, and the spring

for eye-diseases has been from time im

memorial connected with her. The lit

tle chapel over the spring has the charm

of small, unpretending, common places,

where no show is made and no conven

tional admiration expected. Just as a

speaker pauses here and there in his

speech, expecting applause for such and

such a popular phrase or striking sensa

tionalism, so is our admiration as travel

ers regulated and bespoken beforehand.

Here no man with any pretension to edu

cation dare pass in silence or let out a

criticism: some things are sacred, like

the tradition of the beauty of a faded

society-queen. “What has been must

always be." But what a relief to find

some places you are not expected to go

into ecstasies about! And they are gen

erally worthy of more attention than they

get, and if churches they are invariably

more likely to move you to devotion.

This has been my experience in Europe.

The great pageants, gorgeous processions,

etc. leave the soul cold, but an empty

church, a sparsely-attended service, a

lack of music, a quiet frame of mind,

unstrained by rushing after this or that

picture, this or that monument,—such

are the things one remembers with thank

fulness. LADY BLANCH]-I MURPHY.
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THIRD PAPER.

N unexpected

disappoint

ment—especially

to poor Quispe —

awaited the par

ty at Cusibamba.

Not a single one

of the trading In

dians whose pres

ence there had

been promised by

the curate of Co

poraque was to be

found in the vil

lage, and Marcoy,

much to his an

noyance,was com

pelled to call on

Quispe for contin

ued service as

guide. This de

cision, which had

not been antici

pated, produced a

marked ch a n ge

in t h e unfortu

nate Indian's

countenance.

The pleased smile

which his face had

worn while he was

nearing Cusibam

ba gave way to a

gloomy scowl, and

although Marcoy

promised to re

ward his services

amply when they

should cease to be

needed, the pecu

niary outlook did

not seem to com

pensate him at all

for this protracted

absence from his

wife and children

and the friends of

his youth. How

,i§|i,‘i‘,“'\ Iii I
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ever, as he was unable to furnish a sub- ‘

stitute, the party rode away from Cusi- '

bamba, as they had entered it, with

Quispe directing the route.

A league from Cusibamba the river :

of that name forms a junction with the ‘

Apurimac, and here they rejoined the

latter stream, and crossed it on a frail

sort of suspension bridge which hung

above the yellow, turbulent river dash- '

ing over the rocks seventy-five feet be

low. They led their mules by the bridles

over this unsteady crossing, moving cau- 3

tiously, and holding by a rope stretched

from shore to shore. The temperature

continued to grow milder as they prog

ressed, and large spaces were covered

with grass and herbage. By sundown

they had forded or crossed on bridges

seven tributaries of the Apurimac. Only

two farms had met their sight since their

departure from Cusibamba, and at one

of these, called lntimama, which they

reached at the close of day, they resolved

to stop for the night. It was enclosed

between grassy-sloped hills, and the

 

THE RANCHERXA OF HUATQUINA.

dwellings consisted of two huts shaded

by clumps of the tropical sapota tree and ,

the wide leaves of the banana. The only

inhabitants of this solitude seemed to be

an old woman, a younger female andtwo children. At the moment of their l

arrival the elderly female, seated on a

stool, was engaged in combing and ex- i

ploring the hair of the younger woman,

who was kneeling before her, while the

youngsters, in the costume of the Stone

Age, were squatted on either side, atten

tively watching the proceedings. The

party passed the night under the roof

tree of this primitive family, after par

taking of a supper of bananas baked in

the ashes, and before sunrise the next

morning they had mounted their mules

and resumed their journey.

A ride of two hours brought them into

the narrow valley of jarama, between two

ranges of abruptly-sloping hills, covered

halfway to their tops with shrubs and

bushes. Crossing the Rio Jarama, they

soon reached the rancheria of Huatquin_a,

a verdurous spot embowered in trees and

shrubbery. Back of its three houses was a

luxuriant mingling of flowers and foliage.
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Through an opening in this leafy mass

of vegetation were visible large green

tracts bathed in the sunlight. On the

left of the scene rose a group of sand

stone rocks of picturesque shape in which

myrtle trees had fastened their twining

roots. The travelers sought one of the

an unvarying succession of verdurous

levels and barren ridges. ln the whole

uninhabited reach of country there was

neither cultivation nor dwelling to give

token of the presence or the labor of

man. From the top of one of the low

hills which they crossed they saw to their

right, rising dimly in

the distance, the

Peak of Malaga, a

snOW - covered cone

which towers to the

height of tw e l v e

thousand feet above

houses, where dwelt in common two fam

ilies of wood-cutters, who prepared them

a meal consisting of smoked mutton and

jiraumont, a vegetable fruit of the size of l

a pumpkin.
Between Huatquina and the source of l

the Rio Mesacancha, which they reached \

in the afternoon. the scenery presented

the cordillera of

Huilcanota. The mi

nor peaks grouped

about the colossus.

and seeming to serve

i as its pedestal, re

sembled the billows

of a swelling sea

on which a sudden

freezing temperature

had seized, solidify

ing them as they rose

and fell. The shi

ning whiteness ofthis

arctic background

was intensified by

the long undulations

ofverdure formed by

the outlines of in

tervening mountains

and plateaux which

were defined clearly

against the distant

snowy perspective,

making the latter

still whiter by the

contrast. Before

reaching Chollac

chaca, a hamlet of

seven houses, where

they intended to

spend the night, they

caught sight of a beautiful cascade which

descended between two wooded peaks

At a distance the waterfall resembled a

ribbon of foam, and seemed to be not

more than a yard wide, but of a height

of at least three hundred feet. The cas

cade, Quispe said. was the source of the

Rio Mesacancha, one of the tributaries
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which the Urubamba receives in its course

through the valley of Santa Ana, north of

Cuzco.

The sight of the source of the Mesacan

cha recalled to Marcoy's mind how, some

years before, he had made two or three ex

cursions into the valley of Santa Ana from

Cuzco, and had visited several haciendas

on the Santa Ana River, the acquaintance

of whose owners he had formed in that

city. Among the planter-friends of those

days was a certain canon, Don Justo Apu

ramo de Sahuaraura—the last represen

tative of the ancient line of the incas—

, whose plantation, Siete Vueltas, was sit

i uated in a secluded spot five leagues dis
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mm from the source of the Mesacancha,

across the mountains and near the val

ley of Santa Ana. At Chollacchaca,

where they passed the night, they re

ceived directions as to the route, and the

mules having been saddled at daybreak,

their host accompanied them to the bank

of the Mesacancha River, a mile distant

from the hamlet, in order to see them

safely over that stream.

Their journey now became a. toilsome

one. For two hours their route lay across

crevasses and ditches, up steep ascents

and down rapid slopes—an ordeal which

compelled their mules so to exert their

skill and strength that the sweat poured

from their chests and flanks and drench

ed the leggings which their riders wore

according to the fashion of the country.

On their way they passed the sugar-house

of Mesacancha, which, concealed by the

dense dark foliage of a grove of orange

trees, was invisible from the road. The

sound of human voices, mingled with the

creaking of the roller, made them aware

that the grinding of the cane was in prog

ress, and that the guarapo, as the sweet

juice of the cane is called by the natives,

was flowing in streams into the wooden

troughs below. After the sugar-house was

left behind the roads became less rugged.

Vegetation, aided in its growth by a thick

layer of soil, began to replace the rocky

surface that had prevailed farther back,

the mountain-slopes were covered with

verdure, and cedars and other large trees

extended their grateful shade over the

road, which at length debouched into .1
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small circular dale, revealing the wel

come sight of a farm-house. The little

valley displayed a thick and luxuriant

vegetation, which was kept in a constant

state of green freshness by the waters of

several springs. The house was roofed

with thatch, and the jutting eaves, up

held by four pillars along their length,

formed a veranda, of the kind which in

these warm latitudes is used both as a

sitting-room and a dining-room. The

eaves and the pillars were festooned with

a twining growth of tumbos (Fuchsia gi

ganlea), with pink flowers nearly a foot

long and bearing a fruit as large as a

hen's egg.

While the travelers, who had checked

their mules to pause and admire this

charming retreat, were noting these fea

tures of the dwelling, an Indian near by

engaged in some domestic task discov

ered them and uttered an exclamation

of surprise. A moment after three per

sons appeared simultaneously under the

 

THE INCA-CANON AND HIS NIECES.

veranda. Marcoy at once recognized in

them his friend the inca-canon and his

two nieces, Manuela and Mercedes. They

gazed athim doubtfully, as if endeavor

ing to recall him to their memory; see

ing which, he dismounted, approached

them and saluted each in turn.

“ Val_gameD1'0s/" exclaimed Don justo

in amazement. “ It is our old friend, the

little Frenchman!" VVhereupon Marcoy

fell into the canon's outstretched arms,

while the nieces, one on either side of

him, affectionately grasped his hands.

In the five years that had elapsed since

he had parted from Don Justo a notable

change had come over the last of the

incas. His complexion, of a burnt-brick

' color in those past days, was now of a

sepia hue. His features seemed to have

grown harder and his lower lip protruded

beyond its fellow. His jet-black hair re

mained the same, however. In point of

costume he had not altered. W'hen Mar

coy had known him in Cuzco he usually

wore a kind of brown overcoat fastened

with a girdle, and a leather-visored cap of

otter skin, and here, in the elevated tem

perature in which he again met him, he

presented himself in the same attire. The

nieces were not less faithful to the tradi

tions of the past in the matter of their

habiliments, which, as at the period of

our traveler's first acquaintance with

them, consisted of a short calico dress
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with black flowers on a red ground, and

a shawl. Time had touched them, too,

with his blighting wing, for the three

horizontal lines extending across their

foreheads and the fatal crows’ feet at the

outer corners of their eyes showed plain

ly that they were approaching the half

century of their existence. But if less

fresh-looking than of yore, their hearts

and minds, as Marcoy soon discovered,

were as gay as ever. During supper their

liveliness of manner became still more ‘

pronounced, and while Don Justo, in an

swer to some question regarding the ruins

of Chalqui, was in the middle of an ar

chzeological discourse that threatened to

involve in its scope the entire reigns of

all the eleven emperors of the dynasty

of the Sun, they checked his dissertation

by an abrupt proposition to have a little

dancing and music.

The elder princess took down from the

wall an ancient guitar, and with a pre

liminary thrumming of the strings re

quested Marcoy to open the ball with

her sister. Not knowing how to escape

the infliction, Marcoy was compelled to

obey, and for twenty minutes his vigor

ous Atalanta of a partner literally "led

him a dance-" around and around the

room, until, exhausted and acknowledg

ing himself vanquished, he dropped into

a chair. Pierre Leroux's turn came next,

Marcoy's partner having taken the guitar

and her sister having seized the saturnine

planter of the valley of Tambo. If Mar

coy, with some knowledge of dancing,

had had cause to complain of the strength

of limb of his companion in the sport,

Leroux, who knew nothing at all about ‘

the accomplishment, and who was far 1

from being a frisky person under any cir

cumstances, was in even a worse plight.

The elder sister proved to be a very An

tzeus in petticoats. Awkward in bearing

and rigid in his movements, the wretch

ed Leroux surrendered himself to his fate, ‘

and succeeded in keeping on his feet, to

the great delight of the canon, who, im

agining—simple man !-—that his guest

was enjoying himself, encouraged him

with lively applause. During the inter

vals between the dances small glasses of

Pisco brandy were handed around, and ‘

it was not until a late hour of the night,

and when the travelers‘ legs were threat

ening to give way under them, that the

diversion was brought to an end, much

against the wishes of the canon's nieces.

however, who vainly endeavored to dis

suade their guests from their inglorious

abandonment of the field.

After breakfast next morning, Marcoy

and Leroux, resisting the entreaties of

their hospitable entertainers to remain

a week longer, prepared to resume their

journey. Quispé was paid and dismiss

ed, Don justo having placed a servant

at their disposal as a guide to Cascabel,

besides furnishing them with a letter of

introduction to the proprietor of a haci

enda, the only estate worthy ofthat name,

in the valley. Having ridden to some

distance, the two friends halted to wait

for the peon whom Don justo had de

puted to serve them as guide. This per

son, Juan Pedro by name, came up short

ly after on foot, bending beneath the

weight of a hamper of provisions which

the ladies had packed for their guests.

Then, in obedience to the canon's in

structions, Juan took a position about

ten paces in advance, and the journey

toward Cascabel began. The fatigues of

the mountain-ride that followed and the

influence of a vertical sun soon caused an

intolerable desire for water. The ham

per was examined, but it contained only

solids, among which, however, were sev

eral bananas and a number of oranges

and lemons, which to some extent an

swered the purpose of quenching their

thirst. Pedro was a gainer by the cir

cumstance, for with the lightening of the

hamper he straightened himself, and

with a much lighter heart in his bosom

walked with a much brisker step. They

finally reached a steep hill, which the

guide informed them was the last on the

route. lts sides were covered with a di

minutive species of mushroom called by

the people re/as, much sought after by

epicures. Between this hill and another,

called the “Stairs of Huarancalqui," be

cause of the resemblance of its side to a

series ofgigantic steps, is a gorge in which

flows a torrent, the source of the Human

calqui River. The travelers descended
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the first hill into the gorge, in order to

reach the other side of the stream. As

they went down the light of day seemed

to be withdrawn from them, until at last

only a thin strip of blue sky was visible

through the aperture above. Vi/hen they

reached the bottom of the gorge, through

which rushed the torrent with a deafen

ing din, they stood in a strange sort of

greenish light, which enveloped the place

like a mist and gave to it a supernatural

and solemn appearance.

the torrent on logs laid transversely,

ascended the “Steps of Huarancalqui," ‘

‘ of Siete Vueltas.descended the other side of that moun

tain, and found themselves at the en

trance to the valley.

For several hours they proceeded on

their way up the valley through a region

in which vegetation increased at every

step, but where all was solitude, and

where Nature reposed in her original

garb. Toward the decline of day their

gaze lighted on a building with white

walls and a thatched roof which stood

in relief against a background of orange

and sapodilla-plum trees. Juan Pedro

announced the arrival with a loud cry of

"Cascabel!" and, apparently intent on ‘

his own personal ends, shot ahead of the '

party, unmindful of the canon's direc

tions, and walked with hasty steps to

ward it, leaving Marcoy and Leroux to

follow at their leisure. The shout that

he had uttered, echoing in the silence,

had brought to the door a middle-aged

woman, attired in a simple costume con

sisting of a straw hat and a couple of in

dispensable cotton garments, who, sha

ding her eyes from the rays of the setting

sun, looked around to discover the cause

of the cry. The guide accosted her, and

after a short colloquy, during which the

unknown threw up her hands as if in as

tonishment, she advanced to meet the

travelers, whom she greeted with an

A//i/lamanta /zueracoc/ms (“Good-day, '

gentlemen l"), proclaimed herself the'

mistress of Cascabel, and invited them

with a gracious air of welcome to enter

the house.

The interior of the residence resem- :

bled that of most of the dwellings of the ‘

valleys of the sierra, and presented the .

They crossed ‘

appearance of a mingling of easy cir

cumstances and poverty, of show and

negligence. The walls were hung with

pictures representing sacred scenes, side

by side with housekeeping utensils and

, bunches of onions and grapes, while the

spaces between were filled with spiders‘

webs which swayed in the breeze. Seat

ed on stools which their hostess offer

ed them in lieu of chairs, our travelers

answered the hundred questions which

Dofia Monica Valdez—for so was the

mistress of Cascabel named -- asked

them regarding the health of her friends

VVhile they were conversing the door

- at the back of the house opened sudden

ly, and a charming young girl appeared

on the threshold. At sight of the strangers

she uttered a little cry like that of a scared

bird, and stopped short, but in the next

moment, recovering from her surprise,

and with a flushed face, she advanced to

where her mother sat. Her costume, like

that of her mother, was adapted to the

exigencies of the climate.

"This is my daughter Dolores, who has

just returned from the house of one of

our neighbors," remarked Dofla Monica

to her guests: then turning to Dolores,

she added, "These gentlemen are friends

of the Sahuaraura family, who warmly

recommend them to us."

After the greetings were over, and

when Marcoy and Leroux, who had risen

at the formal introduction, had resumed

their seats, Dofia Monica continued her

remarks to her daughter. “Does your

corpse look pretty in full dress, my dear?"

she asked.

“Indeed does she," was the reply of

, Dolores. "Only, my gown was too large

for her, and I was obliged to take in a

piece at the back."

Politeness kept Marcoy and Leroux

silent on hearing this curious query and

its rejoinder, but the dofia observed their

surprise in their faces, and hastened to

explain the mystery. A young girl, the

daughter of a neighbor, had died the

evening before, and her body had been

laid in state before being taken to its

place of burial at Soncospata. Accord

ing to the usage of the country, the corpse



1877-]
545

IN THE VALLEYS OF PERU.

had been arrayed in all the finery that

could be procured, and in this way was

it that Dolores had devoted one of her

dresses for its adornment. She ended

by her inviting her guests to go with her

to the house where the body was exposed,

assuring them that the family would be

gratified at their presence. They thank

ed her and accepted the invitation.

It was night when the mother and

daughter, each with a lantern in her

 

hand, accompanied by the guests, left

the farm-house and led the way to the

pueblo or chief settlement of the valley,

a few hundred yards distant. They en

tered one of a group of thatch-roofed

houses, the interior of which was lighted

up, as could be seen through the open

doors. Within were a number of visitors,

Indians of both sexes, who ranged them

selves along the wall at the entrance of

the newcomers, so as to give them access

D0flA MONICA AND HER DAUGHTER DOLORES.

to the corpse, which lay on a bed of

Spanish make, propped up in a half-sit

ting position with pillows. The body

was that of a girl of thirteen years. An

old silk dress, much too large for it, en

veloped it in loose folds, and a diadem

of tinsel surmounted with ostrich-feath

ers adorned the head. Altogether, the

contrast between the cheap finery and

the pallid face of the corpse was shock

ing to the sensibilities. Above the body

two small lamps, placed on the posts of

the bed, gave a vague light and emitted

a thick and offensive smoke.

A table stood at the foot of the bed

covered with a cloth, and on it were a

crucifix placed between two candlesticks,

i

i

i

i

a saucer of holy water, a glass, and two

bottles, which Marcoy, from his know

ledge of the customs at such ceremonies,

supposed to contain Iafia, or rum. At

either end of the table a little Indian,

wearing a head-band through which

struggled his disheveled hair, stood on

guard, and in order to give the two a re

semblance to angels watching over their

dead sister, each was provided with a

pair of pigeon wings tied beneath the

shoulder-blades with strings. The ma

jority of the mourners were women, and

during the whole time Marcoy and Le

roux were present the company content

ed themselves with gazing at them in a

vacant way.
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On their return to Cascabel, and after

supper, Marcoy asked Dofia Monica

whether she could engage for them two

willing men to serve as guides to the

limit of the valley, or farther if neces

sary, as the guide whom Don Justo had

furnished had never gone beyond Cas

cabel. She replied that all the men of the

pueblo were to assist in carrying the corpse

the next day to Soncospata, about nine

miles distant, but that she would question

them on the morrow on the subject. Con

tenting himself with this promise, Mar

coy begged permission to retire, with his

friend, to repose. The worthy matron

conducted them herself to the room re

served for them, and there, on soft couches

composed of the fleece of sheep covered

with white sheets, the travelers, fatigued

with their ride and climbings over the

mountains, soon fell asleep.

LONGINGS.

A SNAKE with wings, ah would that I might be!

A coil of curves that, never twice the same,

Still shifts its beauteous links in harmony

To myriad writhings of a lissom frame

A winged snake, whose vans, when eve is nigh,

May stay the sun by towering up the sky.

What earthly joys to press with yielding form

The hills and hollows of dear Mother Earth !—

To flow at noon across the grasses warm,

\Vith pulses answering to her sober mirth !—

To wind far down the lily-flaked lagoon,

And lick cool dews that start beneath the moon!

\Vhat joys of air to slide luxurious neck

O'er smoothest tops of close-enwoven trees !—

To touch, to taste, the sky-swung flowers that deck

Their loftiest twigs, known to the dizzy bees !—

To ride the waves of russet and of green,

And glide by paths where never man hath been!

So no base thing shall hide below my ken,

And no high bird shall soar above my sight:

Wild beasts shall make me welcome to their den,

And eagles, that in circles vast delight,

Shall wheel with pinions lightly fanning mine,

And watch men creep like ants on leaf of vine.

CHARLES DE KAY.
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THE ABBESS OF ISCHIA.

T the mouth of the most beautiful

bay in the world there is an island

which more than one traveler has de

scribed as the earthly paradise. In some

mighty convulsion of Nature many ages

ago this island arose from the depths of

the sea, an unsightly mass of black and

jagged lava. Since that day the wind

and rain and sunshine of countless sea

sons have rounded its sharp angles into

gentle undulations, and have covered

the rock with a fertile soil. Human in

dustry has not been wanting to turn this

fertility to account, and in the long lapse

of ages various races of men, speaking

difierent tongues, have here succeeded

each other.

The volcanic energies which gave birth

to this island, though slumbering, are not

yet exhausted. At long intervals of time

they give token of their existence by ter

rible earthquakes or by the bursting out

of fiery streams of lava. Vineyards and

villages have been known to be engulfed

in a sea of molten rock which in a few

hours hardened into an impenetrable

sepulchre. But the last of these disas

ters happened many centuries ago, and

the peasant of lschia passes to-day with

careless step over the scarred and bar

ren plains which still record the ruin

that overwhelmed his forefathers. In

him, happily unskilled to read Nature's

book, those desolate tracks inspire no ter

ror. He thinks of the hidden fires of his

island-home only as exerting a benign in

fluence, for they impart a genial warmth

to the soil which makes it capable of

bearing every product that is useful to

man, and they give rise to a hundred

hot springs whose healing virtues bring

every year many rich strangers to those

shores.

At that extremity of the island which

lies nearest the mainland a huge rock of

basalt rises abruptly out of the sea to a ‘

height of about six hundred feet. In

shape this rock is not unlike a doge's ‘

cap. The summit has been fortified

ever since that remote day when King

I-Iiero, the friend of Archimedes, gave

battle in the adjacent waters to the Etrus

can fleet in behalf of the Greeks of South

ern Italy. Before the invention of gun

powder this fortress was impregnable, for

the rock is joined to the island only by a

causeway which can be broken in a few

moments, and no foe could hope to scale

those perpendicular cliffs and reach the

garrison above. Still, through famine,

treachery and treaty the castle of lschia

has often changed hands; and it would

be tedious to tell how many different

banners have floated over this strong

hold, how many banished kings and

queens have found an asylum here, of

how many brave feats of arms it has

been the theatre, or how many of the

most striking vicissitudes of human for

tune it has witnessed.

Petrarch and Ariosto have stood with

in these walls, and it was here that San

Nazzaro wrote his beautiful poem “De

Partu Virginius." In this castle was

born a valiant warrior, the marquis of

Pescara, the vanquisher of that French

king who lost all but honor on the field

of Pavia. Here too dwelt for many

years the wife of that same marquis,

Vittoria Colonna, the most beautiful, the

most accomplished and the most unfor

tunate woman of her time. And here

did a king once do a deed of truly king

ly prowess. W'hen Ferdinand II. of

Naples, retiring before the advance of

Charles VIIl., landed with a small ret

inue on the beach of lschia, he learned

that the governor of the castle had raised

the standard of revolt. Ferdinand at

once demanded admission for himself

alone into the castle. The governor

granted the request, only too glad to

get the king within his power. The

portcullis was raised, the gates swung

back, the king strode in. The gov

_ ernor met him on the threshold. Fer

dinand quickly drew his sword and at

one blow cleft the traitor's skull in two,
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and by this daring act brought back the '

garrison to their allegiance.

Adjoining the castle some pious hand

in the Middle Ages erected a monas

tery. In the vicissitudes of those stormy

times this building generally followed

the fortunes of its neighbor. It was peo

pled now by monks, and now by nuns,

and the garb in which Heaven was there

worshiped changed almost as often as the

uniform of the soldiers who held the cas

tle. It was finally closed to religious

uses by Bonaparte, that arch-suppressor

of monasteries, and since then both it

and the castle have been used as a pris

on. A building like this monastery, with

its massive walls, labyrinthine passages

and out-of-the-way corners, from which

the inmates were often driven away, and

to which they always hoped to return, is

just the place where one might expect to

find hidden treasures.

ancient refectory noticed that in a certain

place it gave back a hollow sound. He

had one or two bricks removed, and

found there a cavity in which was snug

ly stowed away a costly church-service

of silver plate.

was nothing to that of a soldier who two

years ago stumbled on a still stranger

discovery. He was in bed and asleep

one stormy night, when suddenly a part

of the walls of his room fell in with a

crash. His first impulse was to run away,

but on striking a light he observed that

what had fallen was only a single row of

bricks, which had walled up an ancient

doorway leading into an adjoining suite

of cells. With candle in hand he start

ed to explore these neglected chambers.

Several were empty: in another were

many strange-looking ovens. A wood

en door here barred his passage.

difficulty he turned the key in the lock

A priest who was ‘

one day carelessly tapping the wall of the ‘

His surprise, however, v

I honor to the dark passages.

mies that had been flung there, one upon

the other, in a confused heap, and were

now mouldering away together. These

hideous objects were the mortal remains

of those nuns who had died in the con

vent during the last century. It was ev

idently the custom of the sisterhood to

embalm each sister as she died and give

her a place in the silent company which

stood around the walls. Room had to

be made for each newcomer by removing

some predecessor from her position of

The mum

mies who had now for eighty years held

undisturbed possession of the room of

state had escaped a similar degradation

, only by the suppression of the convent.

These mummies are now daily shown to

such persons as curiosity leads to seek

them out. Most visitors are satisfied

with a hasty glance around this cham

ber of horrors, and are then glad to with

draw, but others have the hardihood to

examine closely the dried-up sisters, to

, touch their parchment-like skin and

, pose her limbs in the best manner.

With J

and swung the door back on its creaking \

hinges. He found himself at the en- -

trance of a low vaulted room. Standing ‘

upright all around the walls was a ghast

ly row of grinning mummies. They were

decently draped, and both bodies and

linen were well preserved. A long pas

sage which led off from this room was

choked up with fragments of other mum

shake their withered hands.

One of the‘mummies stands slightly

apart from the others, and particular

pains seem to have been taken to com

She

was the last abbess who died in the con

vent. Her posture is natural, her hands

meekly crossed and her head bent for

ward as if in devotion. But, although

her full gaze is thus averted, she seems

to leer in a most unbecoming way at her

visitors. In fact, it is impossible for the

staring eye- sockets, the open nostrils and

the grinning mouth of a skull to wear

that look of piety and resignation which

one would wish to see on the face of an

abbess under such circumstances. As I

stood not long ago looking with interest

at this excellent specimen of the em

balmer's art, the guide told me that she

was still remembered in lschia, but he

could give no further information about

her. My inquiries on this point among

the islanders were for a long time fruit

‘ less, until one day, while wandering

about the mountains, I chanced to fall

in with an old man whom I had seen

before on the top of Epomeo, the high

est peak of the island, holding the horses
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of travelers who had ridden up there for

the view.

my abbess to him he brightened up at

once, and said he could tell me all about

her. We sat down on the grass togeth

island. Naples, Vesuvius, Capri and the

sea tinged with the purple light of even

ing formed the background of the beau

tiful picture that spread before us. The

old man pointed out to me each spot that

he had occasion to mention as he told me ,

the story of the abbess.

One hundred and fifty years ago the

richest peasant of Ischia lived in the

small village of Fontana, on the south

ern slope of Epomeo. His wife was

long since dead, but three children en

livened his home. Teresina, the eldest,

bore the name of her mother; Giulio,

that of his father; while Restituta, the

youngest, was named after the patroness

of the island, a saint whose body floated

all the way from Africa in its coffin—and

that, too, at a time when the art of navi

gation was still in its infancy—and was

stranded on the beach of Ischia, on the

very spot where her church now stands.

Teresina grew up very handsome, but in

a land where female beauty is not un

common it excites little remark, and the

islanders thought more of Teresina for

her gentleness and gracious manners

than for her good looks. Her family

enjoyed not only the consideration which

wealth always gives, but also that of be

longing to a peculiar and honored caste;

for hers was one of the few families that

had inherited the right of dancing the

famous indz'rz'zzata, the most curious of

all the ancient Greek dances which have

come down to modern times.

When Teresina was about seventeen

years old her father put his children in

the care of one of his sisters and went

away to Sardinia on business. He had a

nephew there named Enrico, with whom

he had many dealings. Rumor said that

Enrico had gambled away his fortune

and was now deeply in debt to his uncle.

Teresina knew little of her cousin. She

had seen him once for a few days when

he came to visit her father. He had fall

en in love with her, and would willingly .

have married her; but although he was

When I mentioned the mum- I manly and handsome, his nature was

uncongenial with hers, and she could

hardly feel even that affection for him

, which their near relationship demanded.

er at a point which overlooked the whole V The day fixed for her father's return

arrived, but he did not come. Several

weeks passed by, and his prolonged ab

sence filled his family with painful anx

iety. Vague rumors to the effect that

some dreadful misfortune had befallen

him reached them from time to time,

and were at last confirmed by the ar

rival of Enrico with the sad news that

his uncle was no more. He and Enrico

had been making a journey together one

night through a lonely wood. At a point

where the road was most difficult they

were attacked by brigands. The first

shot pierced the old man's breast, and

he died an hour afterward, and Enrico

escaped unharmed. In the confusion of

the attack the pocketbook of the old man,

containing little money, but very valuable

papers, disappeared, and was supposed

to have been carried off by the robbers.

Such was the story that Enrico told, and

it agreed in the main with the testimony

which his uncle had been able to give

before expiring. One circumstance, how

ever, Enrico neglected to mention, and

that was, that but for the disappearance

of his uncle's papers he himself would be

a beggar.

The sorrow of the orphaned children

was most bitter. They had never known

their mother: all their filial love had

gone out toward their kind and indul

gent father, and his loss was the first real

afiliction that had darkened their lives.

Teresina had been her father's favorite

child : she had returned his affection with

devotion, and with him all the brightness

of life seemed to have departed. For a

long while she shut herself up from her

young friends and mourned inconsolably.

Two years had passed since this event,

and Time, the healer of wounded hearts,

had mitigated the grief of the bereaved

family. A tinge of sadness still overcast

Teresina's face, and lingered even in her

smile, but it was so slight that it might

easily have been mistaken for the shad

ow of advancing womanhood. She had
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resumed all her old occupations and ‘

pleasures. She was again the foremost

among her light-hearted companions in

the merrymakings at the pressing of the

wine and the gathering of the olives:

she was again conspicuous in the mazes

of the ancient dance. Often was she

seen on the mountain plucking the cis- l

tas and the wind-flowers—often on thebeach, where with unfeigned glee she

would bare her feet and help the poor

fishermen and their wives pull in the

heavy nets. And when the boats of the

coral-fishers coming home from the Af

rican coast were descried on the horizon,

and the women flocked to the beach and

lighted bonfires and prepared with song ,

and dance to give a hearty welcome ‘

home to the Ischian youths, there was

none among them who took a larger

share in the rejoicings than Teresina. ,

Giulio early showed himself an active ‘

and enterprising boy, with a turn for i

commercial speculation. He had al

ready received his share of the patrimo

ny, and had entered the counting-house 1

of a merchant in Genoa.

One day, as Teresina was drawing

water at the well in front of her dwell- ‘

ing, she saw a young man come clam

bering down the hillside directly toward

her. He begged for a draught of water. i

He was hot and tired, he said, for he

was making the tour of the island, and i

had been on foot since daybreak. He I

sat down on the doorstep to rest, and ‘

Teresina answered with simple frank

ness his many questions. She told him

of the village festivals; of the famous

wine-caves of Fontana, cut out of the

rocky sides of a deep ravine; of the hot ‘

springs, and how the villagers, by making 1

a free use of these waters, often prolong

ed their lives to the age of ninety years.

The stranger was an artist, and as Tere- l

sina spoke of the many good points of

view in the neighborhood, he listened ‘

with great interest, and promised to re- i

turn in a few days with his canvas and

easel. VVith this promise on his lips he

bowed low to his fair entertainer and

went on his way. Teresina watched his

form lessen along the rugged path, and

with a flutter of pleasure she saw him

turn around and salute her once more

before he disappeared from view. His

departure was like sunset in the heart

of Teresina. She had chatted with the

young stranger but half an hour. He

was not a strikingly handsome man ; he

had paid her no compliments; he had

made no effort to please her. And yet

an influence had stolen from his eyes to

hers, from his heart to hers, which had

awakened in her feelings she had never

known before. He was gone, and she

missed him.

True to his word, Teresina‘s new ac

quaintance returned before a week had

gone by. Three donkeys were charged

with his luggage. He found a room to

let near her home, and established him

self there. Before long, Francesco—for

that was the young man's name-—be

came the inseparable companion of Ter

esina and her sister. They were con

stantly at his elbow as he painted, and

they admired on his canvas views on the

originals of which they had looked all

their lives with indiflerence. Together

they visited the castle, the barren lava

stream of Monte Rotondo and the site

of the gold-mines which the Venetians

used to work. In their boat they skirt

ed the beach of Citara, where the sea

boils with volcanic heat; they entered

the cave which once hid Marius from

the vindictive pursuit of Sulla; and they

would float carelessly for hours about the

bay where the Saracen corsairs used to

1 land in search of victims for the East

ern slave-markets. On these daily ex

cursions Francesco and his companions

drank in long draughts ofinnocent plea

sure, and soon that season came to Tere

sina which comes once, and only once,

to every woman-—when all her desires

and hopes have become centred in one

object, and when all the world is as no

thing to her compared with the man she

loves.

A winter passed quickly away. Spring

covered the mountain-slopes with gay

patches of a thousand different flowers:

the quails and other birds of passage

had already visited the island on their

way to the North. Francesco and Ter

esina were betrothed, and the day was
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fixed for their marriage. Since they had I a boy I was taught that it was my duty

first met nothing had occurred to break

the current of their happiness save that

a strange moodiness fell occasionally on ‘

Francesco. For days together he seem

ed to be under the spell of some evil

spirit, and his mind appeared engrossed

with disturbing thoughts. Teresina nev

er dared to ask him the cause of these

fits of gloom, but strove by assiduous

attentions to dispel them. Teresina had

never set foot off her native island, and

she had seen nothing of the great world

beyond the glimpse she could get of it

from the heights of the Ischian moun

tains. In her dreams of future happiness

no small place was given to the pleasing

thought that on her way to Francesco's

home in Sardinia she was to visit the

famous cities of the mainland, where he

had been lately wandering.

On the day before that which was set

for the wedding Francesco spent the

afternoon with Teresina at her home.

His stay was prolonged far into the

evening, for a dreadful storm had come

up. The /zhcrio, the rain-bringing wind,

blew fiercely, the surf roared and beat

madly against the rocky coast, the light

ning flashed from every quarter of the

heavens, and peal after peal of thunder

shook the house from top to bottom and

made the ill-fitting windows rattle. But

Francesco found no fault with the war

ring elements, which only kept him the

longer by the side of his love. With all

his happiness, however, he seemed to

have something unpleasant on his mind,

and at last he unburdened himself.

"Dear love," said he to Teresina, “I

am all that you believe me to be, a true

and honest man.

united for ever I owe you a confession.

A crime lies at my door, but do not be

frightened: it is one I am sure you will

readily forgive. You must have heard

of the custom of the vendetta that exists

in Sardinia, and how feuds between fam

ilies are kept alive for centuries by alter

nate acts of revenge. My family is one

of those that have kept up this custom

most tenaciously, and that have suffered

most by it. My father fell by the hand

But before we are 1

to avenge his death. I knew the assassin

of my father well by sight. Imet him

often, and many a time I might have

struck him down, but I wished to wait

until life had become truly sweet to him

before I took it from him. That time

came. He had led to the altar a young

and lovely bride._ To conduct her to his

home he had to pass by night through

a lonely and untraveled road. I lay in

wait for him. I heard the carriage slow

ly approaching. I took my stand on the

side of the road. In the dark I thought

I recognized my enemy. I fired: I heard

a groan, and knew that the shot had taken

effect. Iwaited a moment to see that

my victim was really dead. The com

panions of the wounded man were ter

rified. They made no search for me,

but stretched him on the ground. Mer

ciful God! I had mistaken my prey! I

saw lying there, weltering in his blood,

an old, gray-haired man."

At this point of the recital Teresina's

face grew deadly pale and her eyes

glared like those of a tigress. With in

tense vehemence she asked again the

place, the day, the hour. He told them

to her. "Murderer!" she shrieked, “that

old man was my father! Go: leave me!

leave me for ever! I can love you no

more. Go!"

Francesco was struck dumb with sur

prise and anguish. \Vithout making one

remonstrance or uttering one word of

farewell, he rushed out of the house

into the driving rain. Not knowing nor

caring whither he went, he took the path

that led to the top of the mountain. The

incessant flashes oflightning guided him

along the narrow track, which even by

‘ daylight afforded but a treacherous foot

hold. He stumbled and fell on the wet

and slippery rock, but he sprang up again

and hastened on, as if some necessity}

compelled his steps to keep pace with

the whirl of his agitated mind. He felt

a vague impulse to reach the top of the

mountain and hurl himself into the abyss

below. But when he arrived there and

stood by the hermit's cell on the brink

of the precipice, he felt that it was not

of the heir of a hostile family, and from i death he wanted. He paused to reflect.
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This man—who had been brought up

to consider assassination a duty; who,

when he had shed innocent blood, had

with coolness planned and effected his

escape from justice ; who during his wan

derings since had borne the murderer‘s

burden with a light heart, disturbed only '

at rare intervals by unpleasant reflections

—now felt for the first time the pangs of

remorse. His deed rose up like a black

cloud between him and the only object

of his affections, the only hope of his

life. His spirit writhed with pain when

ever the image of Teresina‘s blighted

happiness came before him. His death,

he said to himself, might put an end to

his sufferings, but it would not lighten

hers. No, he would not die. He must

live to make atonement for his crime

atonement that would satisfy her and

satisfy his own conscience. This reso

lution comforted him and restored him

to his senses. With calm determination

he descended the mountain, made his

way to the castle and gave himself up to

the governor as guilty of homicide.

The storm passed away with the night

and the morning broke bright and clear.

Great preparations had been made in

Fontana for the wedding, and at an early

hour the villagers were all astir. The

church was decked out with garlands, a

band of pipers had come over from Na

ples, and the women appeared adorned

with jewelry which it was the custom to

wear only on festive occasions. The

most remarkable of these ornaments

were enormous earrings of solid gold, in

shape not unlike the Spanish galleons in

which Columbus made his first voyage

to America.

Teresina‘s aunt and sister were already

asleep when Francesco departed. Tere

sina threw herself upon her bed. She

could not sleep, she could not pray, she

could not even think. Her spirit was

frozen, and the one terrible thought that

had congealed there was that she had

loved, that she had wellnigh become the

wife of, her father's murderer. When her

aunt awoke she told her what had occur

red, and word was sent to the priest that

the wedding would not take place. Great

was the wonder and great the consterna

tion in Fontana when this announcement

was made. The news spread like wild

fire through the island. Only in the vil

lage nearest the castle did it make little

impression, for there it was already known

that Francesco was in prison.

Early in the morning a ship arrived

before the castle from Sardinia. Enrico

was on board. He took horse at once

for Fontana, and before he had ridden

halfway he had heard all the news. He

found Teresina a prey to the same hor

rors that had haunted her during the

night.

“ It is a real miracle," he said to her,

"that you have escaped this infamy. I

have been on the track of this bad man

for a long while, and I heard but lately

that he was living here. I came to-day

to arrest him, but I should have arrived

too late to save you."

Teresina listened in silence.

" Thank God," continued Enrico, "your

dear father will soon be avenged ! The

governor was his friend, and will spare

no pains to bring his murderer to justice.

The villain is to be sent to-morrow in

chains to Sardinia, and in a week he will

be hanged."

Teresina awoke from her lethargy.

: "What!" she cried—" what do you say?

To be sent in chains! to be hanged!

Oh, Blessed Virgin! where is he now P"

"In prison at the castle: he gave him

self up last night."

"Merciful Madonna!" moaned Tere

sina. "In prison! Francesco in prison!

j And this is my doing. To be hanged!

This cannot be! it must not be! He is

innocent. Do you hear, Enrico? He

is innocent: it was a mistake. He must

be saved, Enrico. Save him, dear cou

sin, save him !"

"Infamous !" cried Enrico.

love him ?"

"No," answered Teresina resolutely

after a moment's thought, “I love him

no longer. But I have loved him, and

he is not so guilty as you think." She

laid her hand gently on Enrico's: "Dear

cousin, can he not be rescued?"

A strange light gleamed in Em-ico‘s

, eyes: "I could rescue him," he said

' slowly, "but—"

" You still
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" But what?"

"Only on one condition."

"And that is P"

“Cousin," said Enrico earnestly, and

caressing the hand that lay in his, "I

feel for you : indeed I do. I respect your

infatuation for this man. But I love you

with a purer love than he was ever capa

ble of. Be my wife and your Francesco

shall go free to-night."

Teresina sprang up as if stung by a

viper. "Never!" she cried—" never!

It is wicked, it is base of you, Enrico, to

take advantage of me in my distress."

"As you choose,“ returned Enrico

coldly, and rising in turn. "I will leave

you now, and see you again in a day or

two."

"Stop!" cried Teresina when Enrico

had reached the door—"stop! To-mor

row? To-morrow, did you say? 0 my

God, what have I done? Give me time

to think, Enrico. Are you sure you could

rescue him ?"

"I am certain of it: I have friends at

the castle. Only promise to be my wife

within amonth from to-day, and I swear

that I will manage I-‘rancesco's escape

to-night, and no harm shall ever come

to him."

“ But such a promise !" groaned Tere

sina in tones of despair. “Oh, this is

too terrible! I am bewildered. I can

not think, Enrico. This evening you

shall have my answer."

W'hen Enrico was gone Teresina sent

for the village priest. He came with

alacrity. He was a slender, thin-faced

man, who under a sanctimonious exte

rior hid much worldly cunning, and in

entering the order of Jesus he had cer

tainly not mistaken his calling. Tere

sina bared her whole heart to him and

asked his counsel.

"Daughter," he said to her after brief

reflection, "it is a good work to save a

friend's life, and we must make use of

those means that Providence throws in

our way. Give to Enrico the promise

he demands. Give it frankly, without

any mental reservation, and with full

determination to keep it. But when the

month is out, if you find that keeping

this promise would do more violence to

Vn|.. XIX.-35

your feelings than breaking it, the doors

of our convent shall be open to you:

take refuge there. No vow will be ex

acted of you, and as long as you take

none you will be free to return when you

please to your home. It is one of the

noblest uses of these institutions of our

Mother Church to offer protection to her

daughters when in trouble. In the quiet

and peace of a convent, surrounded by

women of holy lives, you may decide at

your leisure what it is your duty to do."

The priest‘s eyes twinkled with delight

when Teresina assured him that she

would follow his advice, for never had

he known a fairer chance for Mother

Church to get the property of a wealthy

heiress into her clutches.

Enrico returned in the evening, and

Teresina gave him the required promise.

"One month from to-day," she said.

Enrico was in an ecstasy ofjoy, and even

Teresina's wretchedness was lightened

by the thought that in a few hours Fran

cesco would be free. Only one doubt

still lingered in her mind: “He gave

himself up: perhaps he will refuse to

leave the prison."

“Have no fear ofthat," replied Enrico:

‘only let him know that you pardon him,

and his scruples will instantly vanish.

Life will have all its old value to him."

Teresina was satisfied: she wrote on

a slip of paper these words; “Teresina

forgives you and implores you to escape."

Bearing this message, Enrico made all

haste to the castle. A purse of gold put

into the hands of the captain of the

guard had such an effect that when the

sentinels were changed at nine o'clock

that quarter of the castle where Fran

cesco was lodged was left for five min

utes unguarded. A tall figure, muffied

from head to foot, stole into Francesco's

cell and silently handed him a scrap of

paper. \Vhen the prisoner had read the

few words written there he became much

agitated, but obeyed without hesitation

the sign which his mysterious visitor

made, and followed him out. The two

reached the rampart unmolested. A

few whispered directions were given.

By means of a long rope Francesco de

scended in safety to the base of the rock,
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where a boat with eight rowers was wait

ing for him. In the dark he thought the

voices of these men sounded familiar,

but not a word passed between them and

him. A little after midnight they land

ed him close by the Blue Grotto of Capri,

whence a precipitous path led to the pla

teau of Anacapri, a thousand feet above.

A boy who had come in the boat guided

Francesco up this perilous way, and con

ducted him to the ruins of an old tower

which stood quite isolated and remote

from all other buildings. It was one of

the many massive square towers built

in this neighborhood during the Middle

Ages as protection against the Saracen

corsairs. An old peasant and his wife

lived in the lower part of this dilapidated

tower, and ‘this was to be Francesco's

hiding-place.

Enrico's ‘satisfaction, in view of his

approaching union with Teresina, was

visible to all the world. He visited his

cousin every day, was always in the best

spirits, and seemed not to notice that

Teresina‘s face, far from showing any

signs of returning cheerfulness, assumed

day by day an expression of deeper des

pair. His surprise and rage were un

bounded when, on making his accustom

ed visit to her home one morning toward

the close of the month, he found that

she had in the night taken refuge in the

convent. Enrico suspected that the vil

lage priest knew something of the mat

ter, and to him he went at once.

The wily Jesuit was a man whom no

words could make angry, and while En

rico kept heaping invectives on him and

on convents, he was coolly calculating

how he could best turn this affair to the

advantage of Mother Church. When

at last Enrico‘s anger was so far spent

that he could listen to any other voice

than his own, the priest replied to him:

"Our Church cannot refuse to give pro

tection to her daughters when in trouble.

This is one of her noblest offices. Your

cousin is, as you say, infatuated with this

bad man, but it is a passion that cannot

last long. For although you have char

itably rescued the culprit from immediate

punishment, he has committed a fearful

crime, and sooner or later justice will be

meted out to him. Teresina‘s brother is

a youth of spirit. He will some day learn

where his father's murderer lies conceal

ed, and perhaps Heaven will make the

boy's wrath serve the ends of justice.

When Francesco is dead your cousin's

passion for him will cease. Her nature

is not suited for a convent life. She will

then be glad enough to return to her

home and fulfill her promise to you."

Enrico was not slow to take in the

good father's meaning, and before long

a messenger was on the road to Genoa,

with instructions to find out Giulio and

incite him to avenge his father's death.

Giulio arrived in Capri. He had no

difficulty in finding the old square tower

that had been described to him, and none

in recognizing the fugitive. As Frances

co was one day standing in the garden,

Giulio fell upon him with a dagger.

Francesco was also armed, and a des

perate struggle ensued; for although

Giulio was the younger and the weaker

man, he had taken his enemy complete

ly by surprise. Both of the combatants

were grievously wounded, but at last

Francesco's superior strength prevailed.

He brought his assailant to the ground

and his ann was raised for the fatal blow.

Giulio, faint with the loss of blood, had

just strength enough left to gasp out,

“You murdered my father, now murder

me i" and swooned away.

The knife fell from Francesco‘s hand.

He staggered back, then knelt and look

ed intensely at the boy's marble features.

That face in its deathlike pallor was the

exact counterpart of Teresina's. “Great

God !" exclaimed Francesco in anguish,

“am I doomed to be for ever the evil

genius of this unhappy family?"

He lifted up the inanimate fom1 ten

derly—it was /11?‘ brother's—and bore it

to his own room in the tower. He

staunched the boy's wounds without

caring for his own. He sat by his bed

side day after day ; he bathed his wounds

with water; he soothed him when scared

by fever’s delirious dreams ; he talked to

him much of Ischia and of her whom

they both loved. As Giulio recovered,

Francesco told him the whole story of

his life and misfortunes. He convinced
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the boy of his integrity, and won his

heart.

Enrico was intensely dissatisfied with

the turn which atfairs had taken in Capri.

But he was not thus to be bafiled. A

boy had failed, and a noble heart had

been converted from enmity to friend

ship, but a stronger arm and a meaner

spirit might yet accomplish his designs.

He had recourse again to the priest, and

found that worthy man still of the same

mind, that justice sooner or later must

overtake the guilty. And in fact before

another month had passed away Fran

cesc0's body was found mangled and

lifeless in a clump of bushes near the

door of the old tower. He had been

slain by an unknown hand. When the

news was brought to Teresina it broke

her heart. She took the veil, assumed

the garb and the vows of the nuns and

endowed the convent with her fortune.

The priest of Fontana comforted Enrico

under this last and bitterest disappoint

ment with the most soothing words in

his vocabulary, and assured him that the

ways of Providence are inscrutable. The

wealth that Teresina brought with her

gave her such consideration among the

sisters that in the course of time she be

came their abbess. Shortly after she

had been advanced to this dignity a

fisherman of Capri died. and in his last

moments confessed that he had assassi

nated Francesco, and that Enrico had in

stigated him to the deed. Teresina took

pains to lay this information before the

courts in Sardinia. Enrico, in danger

of arrest, abandoned his home and join

ed a band of brigands which infested the

mountains in that neighborhood. He

was declared an outlaw: his property

was confiscated, and a portion of it was

handed over to the convent of lschia as

a reward for the information which the

abbess had given.

Teresina did not bring to the service

of the Church a spirit over which sorrow

had swept only to purify it from gross

desires and divert its unimpaired ener

gies into channels of benevolence and

religion. She brought to that service a

blasted and withered spirit. She count

ed that she had lived only twenty years.

All the rest was to her a blank and

barren waste, the shadow of that death

which she awaited with impatience.

Often, when her eyes were fixed on her

prayer-book and her fingers were me

chanically telling her beads, she passed

in thought beyond the convent-walls and

beyond the barrier of dreary years, and

became again the free and happy girl

who had first welcomed Francesco to

Fontana. She thrilled again at the touch

of her lover's tender embrace ; she heard

the accents of his voice; she saw his

eyes full of unutterable affection beam

ing upon her; she wandered again by

his side through the vineyards and over

the mountain. This frequent recalling

of her past happiness was the fountain

which kept fresh and green the only

oasis in the desert of her heart. And it

was perhaps this alone that prevented her

from becoming one of the 1nost hateful

of human beings, those in whom misfor

tune has dried up the springs of sympa

thy, and who behold with secret pleasure

the wreck of another's happiness.

\Vhile Teresina was still abbess a

young girl, the daughter of a Sicilian

nobleman, was torn from her lover and

forced to enter the convent of Ischia, that

her heritage might go to swell the fortune

of her only brother. \Vhen Teresina

heard the poor girl's story she was. great

ly moved. By an odd coincidence, the

lover's name was Francesco. Teresina

had him sought out, apprised him of the

whereabouts of his friend, and connircd

at the girl's escape from the convent to

his arms.

The priest of Fontana died full of

years. His conscience, grown tough by

constant stretching, was troubled by no

remorse. Indeed, he complacently con

sidered that the riches which through

his counsels had fallen to the convent

of lschia would be counted as treasures

laid up for him in heaven. Teresina also

reached an advanced age. As the fruits

of her blighted existence she had few

good works to offer at the bar of eternal

justice, and could only humbly hope for

mercy. And when she lay upon her

deathbed there was no act of her life

which she remembered with more sat
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isfaction, and none which she believed

Heaven would regard with more favor,

than that one by which she had restored

a young girl from the tomb of the con

PARISIAN

ARISIAN club-life, though far more

limited in extent than that of New

York or London, presents some charac

teristic features worth describing. VVith

us everybody is a member of a club: in

France--which of course means Paris

club-membership is mainly composed of

men without occupation, young fashion

ables, great landed proprietors who pass

their winters in town, opulent bankers

and ‘distinguished foreigners.

The first of the Paris clubs is the Jock

ey Club, founded under Louis Philippe

by the gallant generation of sportsmen

of that day; by the steeple-chasers of

the Croix de Berny; by that Parisian

Englishman, Lord Henry Seymour; by

Charles Lafitte, better known as Major

Fridolin -, by Auguste Lupin, whose horses

so frequently won the Grand Prize of

Paris and the Derby of Chantilly; and

by the count of Cambis, equerry of the

duke of Orleans. The Jockey Club is

magnificently installed at the corner of

the Boulevard and the Rue Scribe. The

club pays sixty thousand dollars rent,

and is situated at that particular spot

where Americans most love to congre

gate, and where the new arrivals from

New York and the Hub find almost as

many acquaintances as on Fifth Avenue

or Beacon street. Although it is some

what less difficult to become a member

of the Jockey Club than of White's or

Boodle's, yet it is useless for any one

to attempt it who has not an income of

say at least six thousand dollars, an un

sullied reputation and several powerful

friends to recommend him. But few of

the members being acquainted with the

candidate, the vote cast is rather for or

vent to life and love, and had saved a

woman's heart from the weight of such

hopeless wretchedness as had crushed

her own. ROBERT A. MCLEOD.

CLUB-LIFE.

against his proposers, just in the same

way as the bearer of a letter of intro

duction is received warrnly or coldly ac

cording to the estimation in which the

writer of the letter is held by the person

to whom it is addressed. Some mem

bers of the jockey Club are specially

sought after as proposers, on account of

their enjoying the friendship of both the

Bonapartists and the Legitimists compos

ing the club, which has scarcely more than

one Republican member-—namely, Mar

shal MacI\/Iahon! Quite a scandal was

created in 1871 by the Bonapartist sec

tion of the club causing the rejection of

the illustrious General de Charrette, which

led to the Legitimists for many months

afterward impartially blackballing every

Bonapartist candidate. At last a com

promise was agreed to, and M. Alfred

Magne, son of the ex-finance minister,

was admitted despite his party politics.

He paid rather heavy admission-fees,

seeing that he lost seventy thousand dol

lars at écarté before he had been a week

in the club. Famous among the mem

bers of the Jockey Club during its earlier

years of existence were Major Fraser,

who for over thirty years in succession

won here by playing whist every night

not less than ten thousand dollars per

annum, and the comte d'Alton-Shée,

who, although a peer of France, earned

notoriety by the socialistic and ultra

radical views expressed in his speeches

and his votes at the Luxembourg. Lord

Henry Seymour had already obtained the

same kind of popularity without mixing

in politics, and the people nicknamed

him Mi/ord/Irsmz:'1/2. The young duke

of Hamilton, in recently attempting to
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imitate Lord Henry Seymour, has, as

was to be expected, completely failed.

The vicomte de Gontaut-Biron has been

for years president of this club. Many

of the members of the Jockey Club were

killed during the Franco-German war,

and at its close the expulsion of all the

German members was loudly called for.

After a long discussion this proposal

was withdrawn out of regard for the

well-known sportsman M. Schickler, a

German by birth and a member of the

club from its foundation: M. Schickler,

nevertheless, for some time afterward

withdrew his colors from the turf, not

withstanding the general esteem in which

he is held. The Jockey Club pays its

servants on a most liberal scale. Thus,

Henry, the well-known maitre d'h6tel

at Bignon's restaurant, has just been en

gaged as head-cook at the Jockey Club at

a yearly salary of five thousand dollars.

Isabelle, who bears the title of "bou

quetiere du jockey Club,“ may be found

every evening in the vestibule of the club,

ensconced in the interior of a velvet cask

the orifice of which is studded with sprigs

of lilac and bunches of Neapolitan violets

and roses. \Vhen Isabelle fastens the

flower in your buttonhole, you either give

her nothing or you give her a napoleon.

You have your choice, but in the long

run the latter is the less expensive sys

tem of the two. Those who give nothing

are of course bound at the end of the

racing season to settle in a lump by the

offer of some sparkling jewel for the nu

merous gardenias received from Isabelle.

She thus possesses a magnificent collec

tion of brooches, of diamond horseshoes

and of horses in rubies leaping over bars

of emerald. \Vhen the Jockey Club prize

is being run for at Chantilly, her appear

ance on the race-course, brilliantly at

tired in the colors of the last winner and

covered with jewels, is as that of a prin

cess—that is to say, of one of OFfenbach's

opéra-bouffe princesses.

After the Jockey Club precedence be

longs to the Cercle de l'Union, on the

Boulevard de la Madeleine, one of the

most exclusive associations, where for

eign diplomatists and a sprinkling of

the leading denizens of the Faubourg

St. Germain are to be found. Next in

order is the Cercle Agricole, commonly

called the "Potato Club," composed

largely of owners of landed property:

the club is rich and eminently respect

able, the dinners exquisite, the play mod

erately high, and the whole tone rather

too quiet for the young men about town.

This club—the only one on the left bank

of the Seine—forms one of those mag

nificent monuments which encircle the

Place de la Concorde. Besides its mag

nificent library, its elegant dining-rooms

and numerous dressing-rooms, the Pota

to Club provides sleeping accommodation

for those of its members who, residing

in the country, pass only a few days at a

time in the capital. As this club has for

the last three or four years had its entire

complement of five hundred members, it

is extremely difficult to gain admittance

there, more especially as, whenever a new

candidate is proposed, members are apt

to discuss the matter in the salons of

their lady friends. The Faubourg St.

Germain thus periodically constitutes

itself a committee of inquiry into the

antecedents of the candidates. Some

ladies canvass in favor of certain candi

dates: others throw all the weight of their

influence against them. It is not long

since a gallant and honorable nobleman

was blackballed, owing to the pressure

exercised by a certain matchmaking

duchess whose counsels in the choice

of a wife he had declined to follow. The

president of the Potato Club is the mar

quis de i\Iortemart. On the other side

of the Place is the Champs Elysées

Club (formerly the Imperial), with its

hot-houses, its splendid garden and its

elegant terraces; while at the corner of

the Rue Royale is the club of that name,

familiarly designated as the " Moutard,"

or "Babies' Club." This superb estab

lishment, where comfort and luxury pre

dominate, is famed for its dinners, its

wines and its cook, who was formerly in

the service of Baron Rothschild. At the

Moutard the play is fast and furious. It

was there that Khalil Bey, now Khalil

Pasha, lost several millions at Chinese

bezique, and that Mustapha Fazil, broth

er of the viceroy of Egypt, lost at bacca
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rat his immense estates in the valley of

the Nile; there the Polish count Mieski

"dropped" eighty thousand dollars in

one night; and there dozens of farms and

forests and country-seats have been ruth

lessly sacrificed. These terrible nights

at the Rue Royale have often tragic

sequels. A young officer with a brilhant

future before him has blown his brains out

on quitting the club; one of the most ami

able and hospitable of princes has been

forced to leave the country; an equerry

of the emperor of Russia has disappeared

as a result of the night's work. But the

absent are speedily forgotten : the ranks

are closed, new members are admitted

and the game continues. Quite lately,

the recently-married marquis de Castel

lane, deputy for a department of Au

vergne, lost such enormous sums at play

at the Jockey and Moutard clubs that

his family were compelled to obtain the

necessary legal authority empowering

them to intervene in his affairs. The

question has naturally arisen among his

electors as to whether a man who has

been proved incapable of looking after

his own business is a fit representative

of the interests of some three hun

dred thousand Auvergnats. The Babies‘

Club has taken the lead in the French

steeple-chases, and under its auspices

the battle of the international steeple

chase is fought out every year in the

Bois de Boulogne, the French and the

English being alternately the victors.

Let us now ascend the Boulevard. At

the corner of the Place de l'Ope'ra we

find the Sporting Club, with the duke

of Fitz-James as president. This club

is the ante-room of the Jockey Club: its

members belong to a younger generation,

and it occupies the same position in ref

erence to the older club as do the junior

Carlton, junior Athenaaum and Junior

United Service clubs in London relative

ly to the senior associations. Racing and

hunting are the all-absorbing topics at the

Sporting Club, and during certain months

of the year some heavy play goes on. In

due season the members take their flight 1

toward Trouville, Luchon, the woods of

Anjou, the moors of Berry and the hills

of Burgundy.

Every winter the vicomte de Pernetti,

Son-in-law of Baron Haussmann, and

one of the cleverest members of the

Sporting Club, prepares one of those

pieces in which the events of the season

are reviewed. The chief personages are

represented by Lemercier dc Neuville's

famous wooden puppets, and the ges

tures, the tones and the mannerisms of

some of the best-known members of the

club are imitated with a fidelity worthy

of the genius of Aristophanes. Of course

the merriment created by these represen

tations is apparently shared in by the

victims, who, however, not infrequently

gnash their teeth in secret at the success

of the mimic's art.

On the other side of the Place de

l'Opéra, just opposite the Grand Hotel

which might with truth be called the

American Hotel—is the small Sharp

shooters' Club, thus named because it

was founded in 1871 by the corps of the

Er-laircur Franqucfli, all the members

of which are good riders, sportsmen,

and especially fencers. Under the pres

idency of Baron Rogniat the club has

become the head-quarters of all lovers

of fencing, and its sa/lz d‘arme.r has al

ready a greater reputation than that of

the neighboring Mirliton. Its manager,

M. Ferry d'Esclands, is considered the

first amateur fencer in France. After

him come M. G. de Borda—nicknamed

the Swordthrust—M. Ernest Legouvé of

the French Academy, M. d'F.spelete and

others whose names we have not space

to enumerate.

The Yacht Club, at the corner of the

Boulevard and the Rue Louis 1c Grand,

presided over by Admiral la Ronciere,

is in the very nature of things unlikely

ever to rival the London Yachting Club.

The young llaron Seilliere, who visited

Philadelphia last year in his yacht, is

one of the few members owning one of

these floating cottages; and even in his

case the entire crew is English. At the

Yacht Club baccarat is the chief attrac

tion, while regattas and yachting general

ly are matters of only secondary interest.

On the Boulevard des ltaliens is the

highly-respectable Club des Chemins-de

Fer. Bankers, landowners, wealthy en
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gineers, generals on half-pay, senators

and ex-ministers make up its member

ship. Fast young men would as readily

join it as they would part their hair on

the side, go to a meeting of the Academy,

visit the National Library or promenade

in the Quartier Latin at an hour when a

man has to be seen on the Bois de Bou

logne or witnessing the new ballet.

On the Place Vend6me let us look in

at the Cercle de l‘Union Artistique, sur

named the “ Mirliton," on account of the

musical tendencies of its members. The

Union Artistique forms a sort of neutral

ground for men of the world, men of let

ters and artists. On its list of members

will be found the names of men known

for the last half century, side by side

with the names of those who have only

quite recently attained a certain position '

in the world of art. Meissonier, Gé

r6me, Cabanel, Carolus Duran, Vibert,

Détaille are members, and the roll em

braces the most eminent musicians, poets

and sculptors. Count Nieuwekerke, di

rector-general of the fine arts under Na

poleon lIl., was for a long time its presi

dent. Count d'Osmond, celebrated for his

sumptuous but eccentric style of living,

greatly contributed to the prosperity of

the club. Charming actresses there play

in pieces which have not yet been acted

at the theatre, and some of the young

club-men taking the male parts have

acquired quite a reputation. You may

see one of Meilhac- and Halévy's trifles

acted there: you may hear Massenet's,

Guiraud's or Serpette's symphonies or

new operettas. Every year, in the month

of May, the “Mirliton" opens its doors

with a tine exhibition of water-colors, oil

paintings and sculpture, all the work of

its members. The public is admitted by

cards, and ladies muster at the "Mirli

ton" in great force. It is there that thou

sands of Parisians behold for the first

and last time r/zqfr-1t"zrur/re which are

destined to adorn the galleries of Eng

lish and American art-patrons. Meis

sonier's "1807," Cabanel's Venus and a

long array of world-renowned works of

art by Parisian painters of the present

day, have been on exhibition at the Mir

liton. Gambling takes place at the Mir

liton, but the stakes are not so high as

at the other clubs, and some masterpiece

may restore to the artist's pocket the

amount of his losses, which is scarcely

the case with the members of the jockey

or Sporting Club.

On the Boulevard Montmartre, oppo

site the Thézitre des Variétés, is the

Grand Cercle, which its own members

have nicknamed the "Ganaches Club.“

This is the club of the doctors, great

merchants and men of business. Bac

carat there has to give way to whist,

boston, and bfllli//01/¢‘, or “five-handed

loo." A stone's throw from the Gana

ches, on the Rue Vivienne, is the Cercle

de France, founded in 1872 by some of

the Legitimist deputies in order to bring

together the young men of the Faubourg

St. Germain, with the Legitimists among

the Parisian middle class, and to prove

that the comte de Chambord's elevation

to the throne would exclude nobody from

political or social life. The duke of La

rochefoucault-Bisaccia, afterward minis

ter to England, was its first president.

There were to be met the bearers of some

of the greatest names in France—Rohan,

Luynes, Richelieu, the sons of the mem

bers ofthe Convention of l7g3—and there

too were the representatives of the middle

class, including the comte de Chambord's

tailor. This last feature of the Cercle de

France was the most remarkable. The

French nobleman is by nature scarcely

less exclusive than the English peer, and

yet at this club might be seen any even

ing at dinner, seated between the duc

de Chaulnes and the Prince de Léon, M.

Susse, whose bronzes and clocks formed

so conspicuous a feature in the Main

Building at Philadelphia last year. The

failure of the attempt to restore the an

cient monarchy was naturally a heavy

blow to the club, but it survived it. Balls

were given there at which the presence

of the Orleans princes confirmed the

fact of the fusion having taken place.

One of the largest landowners of France,

the marquis of Verteillac, is at present

president of the club.

From the above rapid sketch it will at

once be perceived that the so-called re

actionary element is that which prevails
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in the Paris clubs. Were the four or five

thousand members composing these clubs

called upon to decide the fate of France,

it is probable that the Republic would be

almost unanimously overthrown. That

accomplished, the choice of an occupant

for the throne would be less easy, and

Henry V. and Napoleon IV. would prob

ably have an equal share of the votes.

Perhaps, on the whole, it is better to leave

things as they are, when all club-men are

agreed in conferring due power and au

thority on the four kings of the pack of

cards.

There is one essential difference be

tween the French and the American

club-member. In this country the cases

are rare in which a man, however rich

he may he, does not go to his otfice or

his bank in the daytime. An idle man

can never be popular in a land where an

intensity of active life is the prevailing

characteristic, and hence our clubs are

chiefly pleasant places to meet in at

meal-times and to pass the evenings.

In Paris, on the contrary, the club is

everything for the busy idlers who so

often compose it. They would not dream

of risking the loss of their reputation for

elegance by work of any kind, and they

accordingly make the club their real

home. You may find them stretched on

the club sofas dozing and smoking at any

hour of the night or early morn. Suppers

at 7 A. M. are rather well thought of, and

the French club-member may often be

seen retiring to his bedroom at an hour

at which the American club-man is leav

ing home to commence the day's work.

The more sensible among fashionable

Parisians leave their club in time to

rise about ten o'clock in the morning,

get into the saddle and canter before

lunch along the avenue of the Bois de

Boulogne and the alley reserved for ri

ders. Getting home about eleven, they

dress, lunch, pay a few visits, and then

return at 3 P. M. in winter, at 5 in sum

mer, to the Bois de Boulogne. In the

afternoon, however, every one is dri

ving, and the constant string of carriages

keeps moving round the lake, and jeal

ous glances are cast at the ladies and their

toilettes, their companions, the horses, the

harness and the equipages. The foreign

ers who witness this spectacle from the

conveyance they have hired can scarce

ly realize how much the young club-men

find to observe and to talk about in their

daily round at the Bois. Leaving this

scene, the fashionable club-member has

tens home. dons his evening suit and hur

ries off to the club, where sometimes, but

not often, he looks at the papers. As a

rule, these gentlemen hate the newspa

pers, and all they read is the Sjflorl or the

theatrical notices in the Fflgara and the

Gaulnis. The club-member thus finds

out when a new piece is to be acted at

any of the ten or twelve theatres where

men of his class can be seen without los

ing caste. Managers of theatres general

ly send a number of orchestra stalls for

the first nights of new pieces to the best

clubs, so as to give a certain prestige to

their theatre by getting into it on such

evenings an aristocratic element and

dress-coats with a rose or gardenia in

the buttonhole. But if the manager

knows his business, the exquisite of the

club knows what is due to his dignity,

and after tranquilly smoking his post

prandial Havana he makes his way to

the theatre and takes his seat about the

middle of the second act, of course at

tracting every one's attention. By mid

night he is back again at the club, with

the information that the piece is execra

ble, or, to put it in his own language, in

_/cde. It is rare indeed for a blasé club

member to be pleased with a piece unless

it happen to be some operetta in which

Judie, Schneider, Théo or Granier—all

club favorites—displays her charms. As

for the Théiitre Francais, it was long

considered unfashionable among club

men to go there. \Vithin the last two

or three years, however, the prince of

Sagan set the fashion of going there on

Tuesdays. The object is not to listen

to the comedies of Moliere or Alexandre

Dumas, but simply to have a chat with

the friends you meet there, just as you

met them formerly at the Theatre Ita

lien. The Tuesday pieces might almost

as well be acted in dumb show, for all the

heed that is given to the dialogue by the

occupants of the boxes. It is only when
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such bright-shining stars as Croizette or

Sarah Bernhardt are on the stage that

the conversation is hushed into a re

spectful whisper.

Never expect to find the club-member

either in a museum or a public library.

These things have no attraction what

ever for him. His promenades on the

Boulevard never extend beyond the cor

ner of the Rue de Richelieu. When he

does go to the exhibition of pictures—

the Sn/0n—it is only on the opening day,

and rather to be seen than to see.

On \Vednesday afternoons, about three

o'clock, you are pretty safe to find these

gentlemen of the clubs in the Rue de

Ponthieu, at Chéri's, where packs of

hounds and race-horses are disposed of

as regularly as at Tattersall's in London.

Besides Chéri's, the habitués of the clubs

are frequently to be found in the estab

lishments of the various horse-dealers in

the Champs Illysées. \Vhether they want

to buy a horse or not, they are always

glad to go in and smoke a cigar, lean

ing against the horse-boxes. Singular

as it may appear, it is quite the fashion

among these busy idlers to get their

clothes impregnated with the smell of

the stable. Their passion for horses is

carried to excess. Thus, for instance,

the vicomte de T had a perfect ma

nia for putting on his servants' liveries,

going into his stables and rubbing down

his horses. He generally slept in the

stables, which he had fitted up with ev

ery comfort and luxury. One day, hav

ing a horse to sell, he put an advertise

ment in the Sport, and speedily had

quite a number of amateurs attracted

by it. Among others was Mr. \V ,

a rich American, well known in Paris

for the splendor and style of his turn

outs. He examined the horse, and find

mg a man in livery at his side, request

ed him to trot out the animal and show

its paces. His order was obeyed, and

on leaving the stables Mr. “7 toss

ed a napoleon to the man he had taken

for a groom, but who was in reality the

vicomte himself. The nobleman was so

delighted at having been taken for a

lackey that he had the napoleon made

into a breastpin, and wears it to this

day, proudly remarking, "It's the only

money I ever made in my life."

The club-member is a great lover of

fencing, and for this amusement visits

the establishments of Merignac, Pons

neveu and Robert. When not a first

class fencer himself, he goes to judge

of the thrusts and parries of the players,

make bets and enter into long discus

sions as to the value of a certain attack

and the defence corresponding thereto.

If there were only ice enough in Paris,

the club- member would be a good skater.

The Skating Club at Madrid in the Bois

de Boulogne is magnificently fitted up

and replete with every convenience, but

the climate seems dead against this sport,

and when by accident there is a frost in

Paris sufficiently prolonged to allow of

skating on the club-grounds, it often hap

pens that the most prominent skaters

are Americans and Russians. There are,

however, a few Parisians-—notably, Mes

sieurs Blount and Cartier—who are known

for their dexterity on the ice, and who

have thus acquired a reputation. The

Skating Club itself is proverbial for its

bad luck. Vi/'henever it issues invita

tions for a nocturnal féte on the lake,

with supper, Venetian lanterns, music

and all the delightful accompaniments,

a thaw is pretty sure to set in and ren

der necessary an indefinite postpone

ment of the féte. This is now so thor

oughly understood by the Parisians that

whenever the thermometer sinks uncom

fortably low in Paris the managing com

mittee of the club are sure to receive a _

score or two of letters imploring them to

organize a féte on the ice, the writers view

ing this as the most efficacious method for

securing the benefits of a milder tempe

rature. The Skating Club has done all

in its power to deserve a better fate. All

around the lake are turrets in which are

steam-engines, the intersecting jets of

vapor from which, constantly playing on

the surface of the ice, keep it together, so

far as human ingenuity can accomplish

this object.

The club-member is passionately fond

of pigeon - shooting. The club of that

name, but a stone's throw from the head

quarters of the Skating Club, is one of
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the most flourishing, elegant and exclu

sive in all Paris. The ear of the saun

terer in the Bois de Boulogne frequently

catches the ping of the rifles (carbines)

mingling with the constant roll of the

carriages and the distant murmurs of the

plashing cascades. These commingling

sounds go to make up the harmony of

the Bois, preferred by the club-member

to the plaintive melody of the ocean

or the music of Mozart and Meyerbeer.

The champion shots at the Pigeon-shook

ing Club are the count de Chateaubriand,

Prince Poniatowsl-ti, M. de St. Clair, M.

Brinquant and the duc de Rivoli. Mar

shal McMahon is known to be an excel

lent shot. .

Both hunting and racing enter into the

category of the amusements of the club

member. But there is a vast difference

between his method of pursuing these

sports and that of the club-member of

the last generation. The old steeple

chasing ti1nes, the days when gentlemen

rode their own horses in races-—we need

but recall the names of Talon, Du Bourg,

Gramont Caderousse—seem gone for

ever. “''e have still Messieurs Roy, Hen

nessy, De Nexon and a few others who

ride occasionally in flat races, but the av

erage club-gentlemen have completely

left the turfto the professionaljockeys, and

we know of no successors to the count

de St. Germain, who was killed in a

steeple-chase at Spa, or to the marquis

of Macltlahon, the marshal's eldest

brother, who was killed at the Autun

steeple-chase.

As a rule, the Parisian club-member

has a decided antipathy to the fine arts,

politics, literature, and every branch of

science except that of dressing well.

This difficult science requires severe

study, considerable experience, and,

above all, excellent taste on the part of

the student, ere it can be brought to any

degree of perfection. Edmond About

expressed the idea admirably when he

said, “ The clothes of a fashionable man

must have the appearance of having

sprung up as naturally over his body

as do the leaves that cover a tree." In

other words, the agonies of the tailor,

and the sleepless nights he has passed

in seeking to please his customer, must

result in a costume so thoroughly fault

less and correct that it shall appear har

mony itself to the outside world. To

this science, therefore, the Parisian club

member devotes himself with all the ar

dor of his nature. Unlike his American

contemporary, he abstains from dia

monds in his shirt or cravat. He looks

upon diamonds as the prerogative of the

fair sex, destined only to glitter in the

brilliant light of a ball-room and to set

off the soft color of a belle or grande

dame. Few thoughtful men will be in

clined to deny that in this respect the

Parisian man-about-town is in the right.

Having, however, said thus much of

the vain and futile existence led by the

Parisian club-member, we feel bound to

add that he and his species are too often

wrongfully made the scapegoats of the

various scandals cropping up every now

and then in the French capital. \Vith

its reputation for gayety and hospitality,

Paris attracts within its walls reckless

pleasure-seekers and millionaires from

all parts of the globe, and it not seldom

happens that the scandals creating the

strongest sensation are really due to for

eigners. \Ve have already spoken of the

high play taking place at the Babies‘ Club.

The players on such occasions have been

mostly foreigners~—Poles, Turks or Rus

sians. These and many others have

helped to build up—shall we not rather

say, to demolish ?—the reputation of the

French capital. May it not be truly ob

served that the Parisian is like the dog

in La Fontaine's fable? The dog, it will

be recollected, carried in a basket his

master‘s dinner, when he was attacked

by other dogs. At first he defended

himself and his basket, but finding that

he was the weaker, and that the dinner

would be eaten whether he consented or

not, he wisely determined on having his

share with the rest. Everybody goes to

Paris to be amused, and Paris simply

takes her share of the amusements with

the rest. Moreover—looking at the mat

ter from a Frenchman's point of view_

even the idle and the vicious are in their

way doing good. They are once more

circulating the piles of notes and gold
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which their fathers and grandfathers

accumulated, and when they ruin them

selves they practically acknowledge their

incapacity for properly taking care of

their fortune and employing it for the

greatest happiness of the greatest num

ber. They therefore relieve themselves

of the responsibility by placing it in oth

er hands. They make the money flow

among the laboring, trading and indus

trial classes, and are probably more use

ful in their way to the business interests

of Paris than is the presence of Queen

Victoria in London during "the season"

to the West End tradesmen of the Brit

ish capital.

But we have said enough of the follies

and weaknesses of what, in reality, forms

an extremely small proportion of the Pa

risian community. The class of idlers

we have been speaking of exists, and in

the foregoing pages we have attempted

to draw as faithful a picture as possible

of its life. But it would be a gross injus

tice to suppose that the club-member as

here described represents any other type

than that of his own species. The mass

of Parisians and of Frenchmen generally

are men who work hard with hand or

brains, and the great thinkers, the artists,

the men of science of the day, live next

door to the unproductive beings we have

spoken of, without so much as bestowing

a thought on their existence. Excepting

this small class, the upper classes in

France are thoroughly educated, and de

serve to maintain the legitimate influence

and authority they possess over the igno

rant masses. C. H. HARDING.

THE CHOICE.

ART'S worthy worshiper is strong

To hold his mistress by the hand,

And, (leaf to every siren-song,

To heed her least command.

Another, gifted by the gods,

And thrilling to Art's touch as he,

Is swept within the rushingr floods

That bear such melody.

Ah, two absorbing mistresses

N0 mortal heart may duly serve:

The jealous goddess fails to bless

A love that dares to swerve.

And yet, and yet, Art's hand is cold

To this so warm l clasp in mine:

Come, let her count one less in fold,

And count thou me, beloved, thine!

MARY B. Donoa.
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A SUPERFLUITY OF NAUGHTINESS.

T was an evening in early June. I al

ways like to be particular about the

season of the year in describing how

people felt and what they did, for a

state of mind that would be normal in

May would be morbid in November. It

was twilight, when the concentrated es

sence of the early summer day burdens

the air with sweetness, and the conscious

ness of its capacity to quaff but a small

part of the intoxication proffered it is

such a vague sweet pain to the heart,

causing at once a sense of hunger and

engorgement. _

Sam Randall, as he threaded in and

out through the groups sauntering along

the avenue leading to the suburbs, hoped

the men he passed were as happy as he.

Of course he knew they were not, for it

was something new for him. He felt

vaguely moved toward some scheme for

making everybody happy, but gave it up

because he could not imagine how any

one could be happy save in just his cir

cumstances. At length, having got well

away from the skirts of the city, he turn

ed out of the highway into a narrow

path bordered with shrubbery. His eye

roved expectantly around, and when,

walking slower, he had passed a few steps

beyond a large syringa-bush whose snowy

flowerets brushed his arm, he paused and

looked eagerly about. A moment after

he sprang with a joyful exclamation to

the ,side of a tall, sweet-faced girl who

from the shadow of the bush had been

watching his perplexity with that rapt,

tender look that comes into faces bent

on clear forms unconscious of their gaze.

The beauty and charm of women often

' seem to chord with the influences of Na

ture. As she stood there she looked like

an incarnation of june.

A man, unless of a rare self-conceit,

when he holds a beautiful girl in his

arms and reads nothing but love and

self-surrender in her eyes, feels as if there

must be a mistake somehow. All this

divine blessing cannot be for him. Sam

felt that if anybody should rise up and

boldly charge him with appropriating

something belonging tohis betters, he

should not have a word to say. He felt ,_

guilty of profaning a holy thing in IQl.l(IJ1:;

inv her—of a sort of sacrilege in kissing

her 0 which her ac uiescence could not

wholly acquit hi . His 1ps urne on

hers half in awe, half in passion. Are

women ever conscious of inspiring this

feeling, or are they holier than they

know? The reader must not suppose

that here is some second Helen. By no

means. It is just a pretty dark-eyed girl,

and this is June, and the strong mascu

line passion of idolatry glows in his veins.

Wandering on, wound in each other's

arms, they came in sight of the house.

It was a pretty villa, well sequestered

from the road, and realized the architect

ural ideal which for a lifetime had haunt

ed the mind of its master and builder,

Sam's father. As the young people came

under the shadow of the building they

parted, the girl gaining the house by a

side-entrance, while Sam went in at the

front. He found his father and mother

waiting his arrival to sit down to the tea

table. Pretty soon the young lady of the

syringa-bush entered. lt is certainly she,

though the fact is not easy to reconcile

with the indifferent manner in which she

greets Sam, and his equally uninterested

response. It is clear enough that they

are playing a part.

The deliberate procrastination and tem

porary renunciation of pleasure, with a

consciousness that it is thereby accumu

lating on interest, is in itself a peculiarly

subtle happiness; and these two doubt

less, in putting on before others an air

of outward coldness toward each other,

in resisting the inclination to press one

another‘s hands or to look too long in

one another‘s eyes, often experienced in

the sense of love and happiness in re

serve a pleasure the more intense for

being voluntarily postponed. Human

nature is essentially thrifty, and in hap
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piness as in bank accounts people like to

feel that they are livmg on the interest

without touching the principal. It is a

luxury, thinking of this unused capital.

Her name was Clara. The reader

doesn't see why it might not have been

Belle or Kate or Mary just as well. Ital

ways does have a sort of arbitrary sound

when a story-teller announces the name

of a character. But in life, as well as

in stories, names of persons always make

at first hearing a formal, artificial impres

sion on the mind. They appear to be

the pure conventionalities they are. Yet

most of us probably remember some one

name that after first striking us in this

way has come at last to seem the only

possible, the intrinsically-befitting and

eternally-foreordained name. lnste:Td

of an arbitrary sign, it becomes the com

pact essence of its wearer—a delicate and

precious syllable to be rolled as a sweet

morsel under the tongue, or uttered be

fore others with a forced calm while the

heart secretly exulted. Her name could

not have been anything but Clara if Sam

was to have any part in the story.

She was one of those wards, those

feminine supernumeraries in families,

who play so much mischief in novels,

and sometimes truly enough in life too.

Years had made her to all intents and

purposes one of the family. Mr. and

Mrs. Randall regarded her as a daugh

ter. No one but Sam realized that she

was not. The stages of the process by

which the indefinite article changed to

the definite, by which from being a wo

man she became to him the woman, are

fortunately a common experience, and

scarcely need be hinted at. " Fortunate

ly," I say, for if the experience were not

common it would be incredible.

One day it was strongly borne in upon

him as he glanced across the table that

she had beautiful brown eyes. He found

himself musing over the marvel of eyes

as if he had never studied optics. He

began to regard her with a vague com

placency far enough removed from pas

sion, or even anything personal. When

ever she left the room he felt a lack, and

in her absence a disposition to praise her

whenever he could lead the conversation

to the subject. Later he was surprised to

note his increased cheeriness and good

temper in business and at home. \Vork

was taken up with alacrity, slight things

no longer vexed him. Like the yet un

risen sun, love a long time before its

dawning irradiates life with its light.

But Sam at last saw how it was. And

then a great question struck him. It had

become a supreme necessity that she

should love him, but it was only a chance

in a thousand that she did. It was con

siderably more than that, but he did not

see it so, and accordingly when he could

no longer question that her eyes were

given to lingering on his, and that their

moods and actions finely corresponded,

he felt in his heart that a miracle had been

wrought in his behalf. Perhaps he was

not far wrong, either, only it is a com

mon miracle. Since then their innocent

intrigue had gone on. To their love the

zest of secrecy was added, and their fur

tive kisses and stolen interviews possess

ed a double charm. They anticipated,

of course, that their relations would be

come public some time or other, but they

were already perfectly happy, and not in

clined to risk the subtle fragrance of their

sweet romance by bringing it from the

shadow where it had sprung up into the

garish sunlight.

As the family rose from the table, Mrs.

Randall said to her husband, "If I put

on my things, will you go over to the

Tuttles' with me? They have called on

us twice since we were in there, and we

ought to go."

Like most husbands, Mr. Randall left

the management of the family social

debit-and-credit account to his wife, and

made calls and gave dinners at her dic

tation in the same unquestioning spirit in

which he signed the cheques for house

hold expenses which she brought him.

So he assented on this occasion—not,

indeed, eagerly, but as to a point not to

be appealed from.

As they went out together shortly after,

Mrs. Randall gave a parting glance into

the library. Clara was sitting by one

side of the table demurely engaged with

some feminine task. Sam by the farther

side was sunk in the depths of an easy
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chair, and still further busied in the pe

rusal of the money market. "You must

entertain him while we're gone," said

Mrs. Randall.

" I'll try to," was Clara's serious reply.

The front door banged to, the news

paper fluttered to the floor and two pairs

of eyes met as by preconcerted signal.

" You don't mind my taking a comfort

able stare, do you ?" said Sam. “ It is so

long since l have had an uninterrupted

opportunity." _

Love is the end ofvanity, and the com

placency of a girl in her lover's glances

is not their testimony to her beauty, but

his love. We may smile at a fancy-free

maiden prinking before her mirror, but

there is something deeply touching in

the same solicitude for personal appear

ance when it is to please another. The

selfishness has gone out of the thought.

The pleasure she feels at the admiration

of the stranger and the lover are not dif

ferent in degree, but in kind.

“Speaking of the Tuttles," Sam went

on, seating himself on an ottoman at

Clara's feet, which she knew meant that

she was to ruffle his hair with her fingers

—"speaking of the Tuttles, don't you

think there must be some kind of a sup

plementary heaven somewhere to reward

the good deeds people do unwittingly?

Think how we are indebted to that es

timable family to-night! It is two weeks

since we had an evening together."

" Except the other night, when we went

to evening meeting," said she.

"And that just illustrates what I was

talking about," Sam went on. "You

know there weren't more than half a

dozen people there, and the minister

looked rather discouraged. If he had

known what a blessing the service was

to us, now! And the people that stayed

away too—what a quiet, undisturbed

time there in the dark corner we owed

to them!"

The last words bubbled through a gag

of white fingers. It is surprising how

pious maidens will receive with but a

mild admonition sacrilegious remarks

from certain young men which they

would find shocking from other lips. It

is so easy for themselves to join repre

hension of the sin with love for the sin

ner that they take it for granted the re

cording angel will feel the same way;

which is an unsafe inference.

Then they fell to talking of all manner

of common things. They were much

too much in love to talk about that.

Their love was manifest rather by the

power it had to invest with the deepest

interest for each the most trifling say

ings and doings of the other. She told

about her little daily interests, and Sam

would gravely ask her opinion about busi

ness matters of which she knew no more

than the man in the moon. He knew

she didn't, and so did she, but he would

have liked to hear her opinion on any

thing in creation, and she would have

liked to give it, not because the opinion

was hers, but because the question was

his. At length the conversation flagged,

and they fell to looking long and intent

ly at each other with faces paling and

flushing.

Sam rose to his feet as if to shake off

the fascination before it grew stronger,

and the voices of passing serenaders at

tracted them both to the window. The

harmonicon is an instrument that sounds

maudlin by daytime, but nothing chords

so well with summer nights. Engrossed

with the tumult in their own hearts and

the music without, they did not hear the

front door as it opened and closed. Mr.

and Mrs. Randall, notfindingtheir friends

at home, had returned thus early. Mrs.

Randall, without laying off her hat, enter

ed the library to tell her story. Looking

around for some trace of its late occu

pants, she saw figures partially conceal

ed by the lace curtains of the window

and heard the low murmur of voices.

Hastily stepping thither, she raised the

curtains.

They were not doing anything in par

ticular that need have convicted them of

being lovers. It was rather the guiltiness

of their look than any obvious ground for

it, the suddenness with which they start

ed away from each other than anything

compromisingr in their previous attitude,

that to Mrs. Randall's feminine percep

tion told the whole story in a flash. The

most remarkable amount of blindness to
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a state of facts is not inconsistent with a

very sudden insight into the whole case

when once the key is given. If the two

had not really been lovers, their situation

would have signified nothing. It was the

consciousness of their true relation which

so spoke through their mien as to impress

the truth upon Mrs. Randall, though by

just what evidence she would have been

puzzled to describe. Mr. Randall, com

ing into the room, joined the group,

though to his dull masculine compre

hension it was not quite clear what was

going on.

lt is rather an interesting question what

there is in being in love which makes

people shamefaced, but there is no doubt

about the fact. And it is another odd

thing that when people suddenly burst

upon you while engaged in some perhaps

quite justifiable occupation, assuming

that they have caught you at something

nefarious, you are momentarily thrown

on the defensive and made to feel like a

culprit. So it was not surprising that

Sam for a moment lost his self-posses

sion on being so suddenly roused from

this dream of passion to such an embar

rassing scene in real life. Poor Clara!

her embarrassment was cruel. She could

only cover her burning face with her

hands, while hot tears found their way

through her fingers and fell upon the

carpet. It was but for a moment. Quick

ly recovering himself, Sam cut short the

tableau by dryly stating that they had

engaged themselves to be married.

What would have followed must re

main matter of conjecture, for at this

moment, not a little to the relief of two

of the party, the door-bell rang, and the

group had barely time to indue their

company faces when callers were an

nounced. In the diversion which this

caused Clara disappeared. \Vith the

best of intentions, Mr. and Mrs. Ran

dall could not avoid appearing preoc

cupied, and the callers soon took their

leave.

"This has been an evening of sur

prises," said Sam with an atfectation of

vivacity. "What do you think of my

matrimonial project?"

It is doubtful if anybody ever receives

the first intimation of a near friend‘s pro

posed marriage, unless it happen to be

something they have been working for,

without a feeling of unpleasant surprise.

It is a sudden shock and a threat to the

permanence of old relations. It is even

felt as a slight by the person's friends

that an outsider should have so taken

precedence of them all. Especially must

parents feel a peculiar shock when an

only son, as Sam was, informs them that

he is going to take a step that, however

its effects may be mitigated by special

expedients, is still the beginning of a

separation of his life from theirs and its

turning toward a new centre. Of a sud

den they see endangered family relations

and a status which they had as much

reckoned on as the continuance of their

own individual lives. -_

doned if for a moment marriage seem

to them a sort of death and cruel as the

grave, breaking off family ties, separating

closest companionships, sacrificing the

old life, with which their lives are inex

tricably bound up, for the sake of a new

life on which the wedded pair alone

enter.

Sam's parents were not more unrea

sonable than other parents, but the dis

closure of his relations with Clara had

taken them as much by surprise as a

thunderbolt out of a clear sky. Their

feeling was rather a vague sense of in

superable objections than any particular

objection. Mr. Randall sat for the most

part silent during the ensuing conversa

tion, lookingr very grave. After the first

surprise was over he would have been

far too practical-minded a man to think

of thwarting his son in such a matter.

Men know each other much better than

women know them, and, although com

monly accounted more combative, they

are too wise to oppose themselves to

men's settled tastes and actions as moth

ers and wives are constantly doing. They

recognize that they must bear with ob

jectionable things in other men, but only

exceptionally sensible women ever think

twice before undertaking to set right or

make over their husbands and sons.

Mrs. Randall was naturally very im

pulsive, and now, without reflecting that

They may be par- H 
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her own second thought would condemn

such a course, she gave free expression

to her alarm and grief. She did not

bring forward any particular objection,

and evidently had none. It was clear

that her feeling was two-thirds merely

the result of the shock of the news to

her nerves, and would wear away after

a little while. But Sam, as he sat there

feebly responding to a torrent of re

proaches, expostulations and tears, was

not in a mood to take a philosophical

view of the matter. He felt deeply em

barrassed and awkward and miserable.

He was exasperated, and yet could not

have the satisfaction of being angry with

anybody, for he was not so selfish as not

to feel for his mother. He was sorry for

her, sorry for himself, solicitous for Clara's,

position, and withal of course determin

ed to have his own way. Altogether, he

found the situation unendurable. The

prospect of weeks and months of that

sort of thing—and he didn’t see how it

was to be avoided-would be intolerable,

especially the prospect that Clara would

be exposed to any pressure on the sub

ject. Of course, any such thing as actual

parental compulsion in such a matter was

not to be apprehended in these days, but

moral pressure might be as unpleasant

if not as effectual, especially in view of

Clara's position in the family. A shock

ing bore seemed inevitable—a family

estrangement not unlikely. Things were

in an uncommonly bad tangle. Some

stroke ofgenius was plainly needed which

should restore family harmony on the

new basis. Sam grew abstracted: he

pondered, he cogitated. At length a

smile hovered doubtfully over his face,

as if uncertain of its warrant, to become

established a. moment after as the vague

look in his eye changed to the glint of

resolve.

" \Vhat are you smiling at, Sam ?" said

his mother querulously.

"\\’as I?" he asked innocently. Then

rising, he continued, "There is no use

talking any longer this evening, I sup

pose, but I should like to speak with you

in this room to-morrow morning about

half an hour before breakfast. The

matter may assume a difi'erent aspect by

daylight. Good-night: I am going out

for a stroll." \Vith this Sam left the

room, took his hat and went out.

A couple of hours later he returned to

the house. There was still a light in the

library, but he went up stairs as if to his

chamber. Clara's room was on the sec

ond floor, and he tapped gently on the

door. He heard the rustle of a dress,

and she softly opened it. \Vith a gesture

of silence he drew her into the hall.

"Oh, Sam, what will they think of

me P" she whispered, trying to choke the

sobs which shook her form.

People will think of odd things at odd

times, and as Sam pressed his lips to her

wet cheeks and tremulous lips, he thought

how well tears and kisses mingled. V\"hat

he said was, "You foolish little cry-baby,

is it despairing you are? I'm going to

teach you another tune. The thing went

off like a ten-cent romance—obdurate

parents and all that sort of thing. Now,

l've no notion for the role of disappoint

ed lover, and propose, if there is going

to be any of this utterly superfluous ro

mance about it, that we contribute our

share. There is only one way of escaping

an awful bore. Let's get married to

night."

"Married! to-night!“ she exclaimed

in bewilderment.

“\/Vell, why not to-night P" said he.

“You know it's better late than never."

“ But it's so sudden!" she said.

“People always quote that as an ob

jection," protested Sam, "though I don’t

see what there is objectionable in a thing

being sudden. I believe in never putting

off till to-morrow what you can do to- day,

and we can get married to-day. l've ar

ranged everything. In a few hours, when

all is quiet, we will take a little excursion,

be married, and in the morning be mas

ters of the situation. They won't be hard

to reconcile. People don't quarrel with

facts. It's as easily done as falling off a

log. The most audacious thing is always

the easiest."

Perhaps she ought to have said no,

but she was very much in love and ut

terly miserable, and so at last, by way

of answer, she whispered, hiding her

head on his shoulder, "I am yours any
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way, and I suppose you can take me

when you please. I have no right to

keep you out of your own."

Sam stood silent for a moment, struck

with that accusing sense of unworthiness

which true men always feel when receiv

' -the proof of a woman's devotion, and

finally answered with a kiss that was at

_ once an act of homage and the seal of

appropriation. They compared watches,

and Sam gained his room on the third

floor just as he heard his father’s step

ascending to his chamber.

There were yet three hours to wait.

He took off his watch and laid it before

him on the table. Never time passed so

slowly. He felt that the slightest acci

dent might turn this masterly piece of

strategy into a ludicrous fiasco. Ofcourse

that would not matter so much on his

own account—the risk would add a very

relishable zest so far as he was concern

ed—-but the zest of danger turns into

a very uncomfortable feeling when the

danger involves a friend. Clara had

entrusted herself to him, and a blunder

would leave her in a cruel position. In

spite of the numerous cigars with which

he sought to calm his nerves, he was al

most trembling with anxiety when at last

one o'clock chiming from the distant city

bells warned him it was time. But ner

vous constitutions like Sam's have one

compensation. Whatever agonies of ap

prehension may have been suffered, ner

vousness becomes nerve the moment the

critical enterprise is undertaken. just as

he was about to leave the room an idea

struck him. Stepping to the towel-rack,

he took a couple of towels and quickly

muffled his shoes with them. Then tak

ing two more under his arm, he stepped

into the dark hall.

Sam was one of those people who have

a knack for finding their way around in

the dark, having been apparently origin

ally cut out for blind folks and received

eyes by an oversight. He had often felt

that he had a large undeveloped knack

for burglarious performances going to

waste through worldly circumstances un

favorable to its exercise. As he felt his

way down stairs he smiled to think how

like a thief he felt. Burglary would be

VOL. XlX.—36

excellent sport if it were only a joke, and

as it is burglars must have some good

times. There is something so fascina

ting in the sense of security given by the

closely-enveloping darkness: there is a

feeling of power and opportunities in the

thought that yours is the only waking

mind in the vicinity which is a real men

tal stimulus. Cats know what's fun.

Sam felt in high spirits by the time

he had tiptoed down to the next floor.

Clara's door was ajar, and as he ap

proached she breathed his name.

“All right—lots of fun," he whispered

in her ear. But her hand trembled, and

she evidently was not taking the matter

as a joke. But kisses from the right per

son are the panacea for feminine ills, and

she revived somewhat. What was Sam

thinking of? He had taken her foot on

his knee and seemed to be putting on

skates.

“\Vhat in the world are you doing?"

she whispered.

" Mufiling your shoes," he replied.

The gas was burning dimly in the low

er hall, and they came down without

mishap. A disposition to look at each

other is of course the well-known gen

eral sign that people are lovers, but a

particular sign is the invariable way in

which their eyes seek each other, as if

for reassurance, after having been tem

porarily in darkness. Clara's face had

a rather tragical expression, but caught

a watery little smile from Sam's merry

look. As for him, he had no idea girls

took elopements so seriously. But when

she sat on the hall sofa to have the tow

els taken off, the comic features of the

occasion overcame them both with a fit

of silent laughter.

"What larks !" whispered Sam.

He devoted about a minute and a half

to the lock of the front door, which had

a trick of grating, and then they stepped

out upon the walk. He fastened the

doorjust ajar with a handkerchief, so as

not to be delayed in reopening it. For

that night he would take the risk of burg

lars. Any other night he would by no

means have done so reckless a thing;

but it seemed to him impossible that two

such extraordinary events in the family
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history as an elopement and a burglary 1.

should coincide. Of course it was a pure

superstition, but everybody has the same \

sort of feeling.

The moon was an hour high, having

risen at midnight, so that the moon-day

was like an afternoon without a morning.

As they walked down the grassy path,

the dewy glistening grass, the sweet sum

mer air fragrant with, fruit-blossoms, and

the glamour of the night landscape, gave

Clara a dreamland feeling, and with it

some of the boldness ofa dreamer. Her

spirits rose to the occasion.

They paused involuntarily at the sy

ringa-bush, their trysting-place and the

memorial of the sweet lovers‘ life they

were leaving behind. There was in both

their hearts a feeling almost of regret.

Sam felt as if he ought to say something

poetical, but couldn't get the feeling quite

defined.

“ It seems as if it were an age in an

other life that we were here last," said

Clara, plucking a flower and putting it

in her hair.

"Poor little bride, without wedding

gown, jewels or orange-flowers!" said

Sam tenderly.

\Vhere the path entered the highway

stood a carriage awaiting them. Sam

gave the coachman a direction: they

entered and rolled away.

"Are you sure we're doing itothing

wrong?" whispered Clara, losingr heart

again.

“Well, yes, I am very sure," Sam an

swered. "If we haven't a right to get

married in the manner we prefer, it

would be hard to say in what particular

we have any right to suit ourselves.

\Ve're just taking the liberty of helping

ourselves to each other, instead of wait

ing to be married by our friends. Per

haps it isn't good manners, but that is

the worst that can be said." And then

he explained that the marriage to-night

was to be only a civil marriage before a

magistrate—"merely to clench our en

gagement and put that beyond risk, you

see. Afterward we will have a regula

tion wedding with three ministers, if you

say so." This seemed to relieve her mind

very much.

The carriage meanwhile had entered

the city, and finally stopped before the

sombre walls of a huge stone building,

whose numerous apartments were let out

as ofiices and lodgings. ‘Sam proceeded

to ring up the janitor. A man of many

wrinkles was the janitor, as janitors are

wont to be to untimely visitors. But he

had evidently been tipped for the occa

sion, and on recognizing Sam was very

polite. "Up two flights to the right," he

said, and showed them the foot of the

staircase. As they were climbing the

stairs Sam explained: “I am bringing

you here because an old friend, who

happens to be a magistrate, rooms here. V

Our secret, if we care to keep it one, is

perfectly safe with him."

‘'1 needn't take off my veil, need I?"

said she.

"No," he replied: "it would disturb

his bachelor serenity to no purpose."

The room they entered in response to

a loud "'Come in E" was luxuriously but

very miscellaneously furnished. A piano

was on one side of the room, and a gui

tar stood in a corner. A pair of foils

and boxing-gloves hung over the chim

ney-piece, from the middle of which a

skull grinned. Spoils from European

antiquary-shops, relics of every age,

including an arsenal of mediarval arms,

hung around the room. Pictures of the

most diverse styles and subjects covered

every possible spot upon the walls. Some

of them, indeed, had been turned toward

the wall from an apprehension on the

part‘ of their owner that they might not

accord with the severe canons of femi

nine taste. There had plainly been an

attempt to reduce the confused lumber

of books, papers, magazines, pipes, boots,

hats, etc. to some sort of order, but the

effort had only got far enough to show that

order struggling with chaos presents more

confusion than chaos undisturbed. The

master of the room was a fine-looking

man of thirty, who, having studied the

rudiments of various professions, arts

and sciences, had been able to settle

himself to the pursuit of none. Gifted

with rather versatile talents, he was trou

bled with a very serious eménrras de

1'l'¢‘/105:1’: in deciding what profession or
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art would give him the best start in life

and afford the best play for his powers.

In making up his mind on this point he

bade fair to linger upon the threshold

of the busy world, looking for the best

chance to jump into the throng, until his

jumping days were over. In the law he

had attained the degree of attorney, and

even had obtained a commission as jus

tice of the peace, which had not yet ex

pired. It was the latter fact which had

procured him the present visit.

Having effected the necessary intro

ductions, Sam said, "You'll excuse us, old

fellow, if we limit our present call strictly

to matters of business. It is already after

three, and we should be glad to have you

do what you can for us right off."

Mr. Bridges—that was the versatile

gentleman's name—thereupon'stood up

—he had put on a dress-coat for the occa-'

sion—-and spoke the fateful words—words

which, whether spoken in an attorney's

office or a church, are generally very

feebly appreciated at the time by those

most nearly concerned, on account of

various distracting thoughts and circum

stances. The words probably made more

impression upon Clara under the circum

stances than they would have done at a

more conventional wedding, for she felt

that she depended solely upon their vir

tue for the marrying efiicacy of the cere

mony.

Mr. Bridges had regarded the whole

transaction as a sort of lark, and having

been forewarned several hours before by

Sam, had, in the kindness of his jovial

heart, foraged around among the grocery

shops in the interval for the materials of

a little collation, to which, disposed upon

a side-table, he now invited the wedded

pair. "This is rather an early wedding

breakfast," said he, "but after making

such a night of it you will need some

thing."

Sam insisted on Clara's eating a little,

after which they bade Mr. Bridges good

bye. Sam squeezed his hand with a vio

lence eloquent of thanks, and they left

him to muse in his favorite aimless fash

ion upon how jolly it must be to be fol

lowed around by a pair of such eyes as

he had just married Sam to.

It was half-past four, and the sun was

just brightening the eastern horizon,

when the carriage left them at the path

way again. Regard for truth compels

me to state that they did not feel nearly

so romantic as when starting out a few

hours before. They were both fagged

out and very sleepy, nor in any case is

the early morning a season favorable to

romance. Sam hoped Clara was too

sleepy to observe how sleepy he was,

and she trusted likewise in him; and

the faith of both was justified.

Arrived at the front door, they found

the handkerchief undisturbed, and en

tering softly parted at Clara's door. Sam

made as if he would have entered with

her, and laughed at her startled expres

sion : "I just wanted to remind you that

you are my wife--that's all this time. I

know you don't call it marrying till we've

had the minister, and until then we will

only consider it as a sort of doubly-guar

anteed engagement; only mind, I'm not

going to wait long." lt was full five min

utes before he loosed her from his em

brace. so delightful did he find the novel

sensation of proprietorship in her.

On reaching his room, Sam threw him

self on the sofa for a few hours‘ rest, and

woke barely in time to keep the appoint

ment he had made the night before for

a morning interview with his father and

mother. lt was not a long one.

"I come," said Sam with a beaming

expression, in spite of some inward trep

idation, "to crave the parental blessing

upon myself and wife. Clara and I took

the liberty of getting married last night

after you went to bed." And with that

he handed over the marriage certificate.

As they were mechanically looking over

the paper with an air of considerable be

wilderment, Sam said, "You know a man

must really suit himself and act for him

self when it comes to marrying, and in

doing as l have done my idea was only

to avoid the family misunderstanding

that might result from leaving such a

question open."

“\Vell, Sam," replied his father, with

rather a queer expression of face, ‘'1 sup

pose you think you have done something

rather_smart; but the fact is, you and
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Clara lost your night's sleep for noth

ing, and I shall have to find some other

use for that five-thousand-dollar cheque

I had intended for a wedding-present.

Your mother and I had no serious notion

of opposing your marriage. we couldn't

hinder it if we wanted to, and on the

whole perhaps you couldn‘t have done

better. Clara is a good girl, though I

should have thought she would have

had more sense than to consent to such

a piece of nonsense. We were a little

taken by surprise last night — that's

all." ,

Sam, who had been braced for a scene,

felt rather cheap at this turn of affairs.

It may be doubted if he would not have

preferred the scene. Mrs. Randall, who

had come down stairs prepared for the

role of indulgent parent, and quite dis

posed to make the young folks happy,

positively cried with vexation at the dis

appointment: "And I was going to let

Clara have my wedding-dress to be mar

ried in, you foolish boy!"

Sam saw a chance, and said, “Well, it

is not too late for that—-or the cheque,

either,“ he added with a grin toward his

father. "This marriage last night was

only (I: den: esse—a makeshift of a jus

tice's marriage merely for the emergency

—and Clara and I have agreed not to

call it anything till we've been regularly

married by the minister. So we'll just

ignore the night's job and start fresh."

Mrs. Randall was immensely relieved

at this view of the matter, and admitted

that there was no harm done, after all.

In response to Sam's anxious request,

she went up stairs to relieve Clara's sus

pense, and found that young woman in

her dew-bedraggled dress sound asleep

on the sofa in her room, and somewhat

slow to be persuaded when she woke up

that the whole thing was not a dream.

The only penalty imposed upon the run

away couple was being made the butt of

Mr. Randall‘sjests at the breakfast-table.

The wedding took place a month after

ward. It would have been postponed

longer if the ladies could have had their

way, but Sam flourished the certificate of

marriage and threatened to take posses

sion of his wife by his legal title if he were

put off any longer. Mr. Bridges was a

guest, but Clara, who chose to altogether

ignore those midnight nuptials, insisted

on being freshly introduced to him, though

he caught a twinkle in her eye when she

said she was "charmed to make his ac

quaintance." So well had the secret been

kept that, of all the guests who admired

the modest self - possession of the bride,

Mr. Bridges alone ascribed it to any pre

vious experience in the same r6le.

EDWARD BELLAMY.

SOME NOTES ANI-INT SCHLIEMANN.

A GOOD old lady of my acquaintance,

after getting rather confused over

owl-faced Athenas and terra-cotta hedge

hogs, and then reading about the cow

headed Juno from Mycenze, informed

me that she hoped, whatever Schliemann

did, he wouldn't fetch up the old beast

with seven heads and ten horns that the

Scarlet Vi/'oman rode, but she believed

he would before he got through. This

old lady is the only naturalist, if I may

so call her, whom I have heard express

a professional interest in the excavations.

Yet Schliemann's work in the Troad gives

to naturalists at least one fact of much

interest. He uncovered, in the ruins of

Troy, and in those of the city under Troy,

several toads, that hopped into the day

light somewhat surprised, no doubt. but

evidently possessing all the health and

happiness of ordinary toads. I have al

ways taken with great allowance-—the

books of reference tell us to do so—the

tough stories about toads jumping out of

igneous rocks and the hearts of growing

trees; but if a toad can live more than

three thousand years, buried nearly fifty

feet with the ruins of five cities on his
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back, he is tougher than the stories are,

and we may as well believe them all.

It would seem that these must have fed

exclusively on the vapors of a dungeon.

The‘ fancy that these mysterious crea

tures have been guarding Priam's crown

jewels for three thousand years like ugly

little gnomes, to say nothing of the jew

els in their own heads, is somewhat dis

turbed by Schliemann's English editor,

who thinks that they wriggled down from

the surface, through cracks in the débris

and earth, when they were "tadpoles."

VVaiving the question whether it is quile

the thing to call any batrachian a tadpole

unless he be a frog, the explanation is

inadequate. They could not have found

their way to a depth of nearly fifty feet

through the ruins of five cities. Prob

ably, when Troy and the older city fell,

some of their toads burrowed suFficient

ly under the walls and foundations to

escape death from the great heat of

the conflagrations, and continued to find

there food and air enough to enable

them to live and propagate while Egypt

passed away, Greece rose and fell, Rome

grew and faded, Charlemagne became

almost a myth, and a new world came

to light whose California sent Schlie

mann to keep his appointment with the

uncontaminated descendants of those

blue-blooded or cold-blooded Darda

nians, and come to the rescue after

Troy itself had been relegated to the

clouds. \Ve may call that patience

on a tnonument. \Vhat an aristocracy

these liberated fellows could found !

Their ancestors were indeed the com

panions of heroes and gods, and no

upstart toad could deny it.

The admirers of Tennyson's Gjnone

cannot read it now without thanking Dr.

Schliemann. It was published in 1832,

when the future discoverer of Troy was

ten years old. That was the year'in

which the boy, while the Schliemanns

were living at Kalkhorst, showed how

the ruling dream of his life already pos

sessed him by handing his father, as a

Christmas gift, a crude essay on the Tro

jan war. The theory of Chevalier had

been for forty years before the world,

but it would seem that the poet had not

lost faith in the old tradition which placed

Troy where Schliemann found it:

Behind the valley, topmost Gargarus

Stands up and takes the morning; but in front

The gorges, opening wide apart, reveal

Troas and llion's columned citadel,

The crown of Troas.

The exquisite study he makes of Ida

in his verse one of the choicest bits of

landscape ever painted with words—in

dicates that he must have considered

the site of llion with equal nicety. But

is it Hissarlik or Bunarbashi? He is

delightfully vague enough to satisfy the

believers in either. Bunarbashi cannot

be seen from Gargarus, but he eludes

this by declining to compel the gazcr to

stand on Gargarus. Let us give him the

credit ofknowing all about it in 1832, and

meaning Hissarlik. Had a certain ap

prentice in a Fiirstenberg grocery, a cer

tain cabin-boy on a Hamburg merchant

man, told the coming laureate that he

would one day make prophecy of these

lines, and truly reveal to the gazer from

Gargarus, could his eye but be sharp

enough to distinguish them, not indeed

a columned citadel which never existed,

but the ruins of such structures as did

exist in sacred llion, the poet would prob

ably have deigned no other answer than

the further quotation :

Rise and go

Down into Troy, and ere the stars come forth

'l‘:\|k with the wild Cassandra.

Mr. Felton, who probably gave the

subject a more thorough and enlighten

ed study than any other American, ac

cepted Bunarbashi decidedly and com

pletely. lt seems almost a pity that so

much acute learning and logic as have

been expended to establish Troy at Bu

narbashi should be overturned by a

“blind tradition" and a spade. In read

ing all that can be quoted on the side

of Chevalier, one who never took either

side is inclined to think that Homer was

in the same fix as Tennyson, and could

not satisfy us because he was not satisfied

himself. Probably there were Chevaliers

and schoolmasters in his day who talked

to him about it till they made him see

the absurdity of following a “blind tra

dition," and got him to put Troy where

it ought to be, whether it was there or
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not. we flatter ourselves that in several

particulars we now know more about the

city than Homer did, and why not agree

that the site of it is one of them? He

is dead and gone. We can safely trans

fer our ignorance to his shoulders; and

by holding that he had Bunarbashi in

his mind's eye, while the town of which

he sung was buried in the plain, all par

ties can vindicate themselves and save

the reputation of the learned. With all

reverence for real wisdom, one can but

be reminded, in the long history of this

controversy, of the story told by certain

graceless students of their good old pro

fessor, who studied for twenty years over

a strange Greek accent, and then found

out it was a fly-speck.

Dr. Schliemann and General di Ces

nola, by revealing the inadequacy of

such English nouns as “relics," and the

desirability of one so comprehensive that

it will apply to all the things unearthed

and indicate that they have been ex

humed, cause us to feel the want of a

new word. Our need is not likely to

abate, judging from the way in- which

the doctor is going on. His mother

tongue furnishes the obvious one. The

newspapers will find Au.rgrabun_gm-

things dug up—a useful substitute for

some of the phrases they now employ,

and for the rather hard-worked “relics."

Let them adopt it before they manufac

ture a worse one.

It is not too early to say that the world

has accepted Schliemann's leading opin

ion, and believes that he found the city

whose fate inspired the Iliad. The world

is composed of scholars and other peo

ple. The other people often meddle with

what belongs to the scholars. The latter

have illuminated the question of Troy

until those who do not give their lives

to letters will follow Schliemann's evi

dence for themselves. His later success

at Mycena: is giving him his own way

as to the main question in the former

case. And a commentary on the way

of the world it is to see the fame and I

consideration that are now awarded him ‘

for this corn;)nralz'wely trifling sequel, and

then to look back a few years and see i

the heroism, the toil, the generosity on i

his part, and the doubts, the coolness,

the indifference, the hostility, the paucity

of visible reward, which preceded this.

Magnificent as his present work is, the

perverse world is making him most fa

mous for one of his least achievements.

\Vhat would the world and the Greek

tragedians have cared about Agamem

non or his tomb if he had not command

ed the Greek armies before Troy? Schlie

mann did more for the name of Agamem

non at Hissarlik than he can do at My

cenee. It is easy for him to work with

enthusiasm now, under the glad eyes of

all the world. But that journey from the

streets of Amsterdam to Priam‘s palace!

The day.when he pretended to be sick,

that he might be taken to a public hos

pital to get something to eat, and the day

when not only an enlightened king takes

him by the hand, but the king of the

land whose glories have so filled his life!

After all, the rarest treasure he has given

us is his own example. judged by mod

ern standards, how the heroic figures he

has rehabilitated dwindle beside his own 1

Instead of becoming another apple of

discord, Schliemann will be the greatest

of peacemakers, if he did have to fight

for the ofifice. Passing by the ink-stain

ed warriors who believed there was at

Troy and those who believed there was

none, those who believed it was about

the foot of Ida and those who believed

it was at New llium, the sensible obser

vers who have been satisfied that the

Iliad was neither a sun-myth nor a his

tory, but that it was both—that the com

poser took what mythology served his

purpose. Asiatic, Egyptian or Greek, and

recrystallized it around a comparatively

fresh nucleus of fact-—can now draw their

lines between the fable and the reality

with encouraging certainty. Schliemann

is the literary Winkelried who gathered

some sharp pens to his breast and open

ed the way to countless reconciliations.

\Vhat with his pick and spade, the scien

tific growth of comparative mythology and

philology, and the unveiling of Egyptian

records, there is at hand such a revision

of authorities, such a revival of classical

interest, such an enlightened adjustment

between warm faith and cold fact, as the
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latter half of this century needs above

all things.

Why would not the city under Troy,

the one that rested on the virgin soil

at Hissarlik, make a good Dardania ? It

has been supposed that Dardania was on

the lower slopes of Ida. But it was also

supposed that Troy was at Bunarbashi.

Inquirers groped among the myths and

mysteries surrounding it till it was found

in the plain below. The myth and mys

tery deepen as we try to pass beyond.

One cannot be dogmatic here. When

we see the primeval city laid bare, the

feeling instantly rises that it ought to

be the city of Dardanos. This feel

ing, this faith, even if it could not be

learnedly defended, is not to be ridiculed

after the successes of Schliemann. VVe

can assume with reason and authority

that somewhere here Dardania rose, and

that the Dardan name lingered on among

the people round about, existing during

the day of Priam and prevailing after

Troy had passed away. Until another

explanation of the fifth settlement from

the surface of Hissarlik can be given,

why not assume that Schliemann found

not only the city of Priam, but that of

the first recorded sovereign of this region

—Dardanos himself?

When we consider- what might have

been expected from the brother of the

princess of Wales -the countenance

King George has given to the work at

Mycenze, and then remember how the

patient Schliemann was badgered in

the Troad by the grand vizier, and how

Cesnola was forbidden to uncover the

treasures of Paphos in Cyprus after the

ground had in equity become his own,

one can but wish that the present Turk

ish complications might end, for this rea

son if for no other, in the realization of

the great "Panhellenic dream"—the

consolidation of an empire for all the

Greeks, with Constantinople as the cap

ital. The tumuli of the Turkish territory

are in a great degree the heritage of the

\Vestern peoples; and while it might be

just that the treasures under Turkish soil .

should remain in the country, it is too late

to tolerate anything that impedes their

ing, let the archaeologists take a hand

through the diplomats, and try to secure

a point that will make their work more

pleasant and successful. The Turkish

law did not—and, I suppose, does not-—

permit a foreigner to hold land if he be not

a Mussulman. Mr. Calvert, so long and

profitably known as the English consul at

Dardanelles, who for a quarter ofa centu

ry has owned a farm of several thousand

acres in the plain of Troy, had to acquire

and hold it in the name of his wife.

The treasures from Mycenze, judging

from the newspaper reports, remind one

of certain things, or certain descriptions

of things, which caused Mr. Gladstone

some trouble—so much, indeed, that he

had to dispose of them in a manner

hardly worthy of his general logic. Ho

mer mentions several articles so much

finer, as works of art, than any found

at Hissarlik, that they seemed a serious

impediment to the late premier's argu

ment, which was to show that the singer

lived near in time to Priam. These Aus

grabungm were the helmet, shield and

shield-belt of Agamemnon; the belt of

Heracles; the clasp of the nineteenth

Odyssey; the shield of Achilles; and

the cup of Nestor with doves about the

handles. While Homer might exagge

rate and glorify in a general way, the nat

ural inference was that he could not de

scribe as he did such things as these un

less he had seen them or something like

them. And the further inference was,

that if he had seen anything like them,

he must have done so long after the day

of Troy, whose art, according to the Aus

grabun__qm, was so much ruder. Mr.

Gladstone tries to make it appear that

Homer's imagination was sufficient for

his descriptions, although he had seen

no finer works than those found at His

sarlik. If these at Mycenaz can be ac

cepted as belonging to the Trojan pe

riod, and are all that the reports lead one

to suppose, they strengthen a weak point

in his main argument, and enable him

to hold his general position in a more

reasonable way than he adopted. He

can dismiss his speculations about the

sufficiency of the bard's imagination,

resurrection. If a new deal he impend- ] and assume that the latter did see, albeit
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he were a. blind bard, things similar to

those he mentioned.

\Vhile the hasty reports from Mycenae

that precede Schliemann‘s deliberate

summing-up in an illustrated book can

not be implicitly trusted, they foreshadow

the principal point of the coming discus

sion. Are these Aurgrabungen and the

second settlement at Hissarlik synchro

nous? All that we can hope for is a

maintenance of the proposition that they

are. Not, Did these trinkets and tombs

belong to Agamemnon and his compan

ions? but, Is it possible that they could

have belonged to them? is the form the

question must take. About the most dif

ficult thing in the world would be to pre

dict the arguments or acts of Dr. Schlie

mann in any case; but it would seem that

even he must forego as idle any strenu

ous attempt to show that he has found

the grave of the veritable king of men.

At least, I should advise Mark Twain

never to weep over it, as he did over the

tomb of Adam. Judges will say there

is no evidence. Schliemann will say,

"There are Homer and Hissarlik: here

are the old tradition and the old necrop

olis. I followed an old tradition in the

Troad and found Troy: l follow it here

and find this: the result satisfies me."

Critics will set aside his conclusions and

consider the possibilities. It is reason

able to suppose that the Trojans were

the more refined of the two peoples. It

is reasonable to suppose that the use of

bronze came after the use of pure copper.

Throughout 7327] and its Remains, and

in his summing-up. Schliemann speaks

only of copper below the Greek Ilium.

But at Mycenze he finds bronze in pro

Yet at the very end of Troy and

fl: Rm:az'n: he submits two or three spe

cimens from the kingly treasure to a more

careful analysis, and they are found, after

all, to contain tin. It has been held from

this that the Trojan articles he calls cop

per are in reality bronze. If he is right

throughout his Trojan book, the coex

istence of bronze in one place and pure

copper in the other is a stumbling-block.

If he was wrong in his characterization

of the Trojan metal, and the meagre

glimpse of tin we get at the end of his

book does mean that the other Trojan

“copper-" was really bronze, we have a

happy coincidence instead of a trouble

some discrepancy to begin with. The

Greeks would carry off from Troy the

finest works they could find, but the

chest saved under the Trojan wall would

be likely to contain the finest plate and

jewels Troy possessed. Making all due

allowance for the splendid adjectives that

color these early reports from Mycenx,

it is difficult to believe from them that

the lately-found treasure belongs to the

Trojan period without believing that the

Greeks of that period were vastly more

civilized than the Trojans. Still, we

must remember that the jewels of both

peoples may have come from the South

and East, and would therefore be an un

certain index of the character of either

people. lf Schliemann should find the

ashes of some evidently-distinguished

warrior, and therewith some relic or

trophy which his explorations at His

sarlik prove to be Trojan, that would

indicate that he had found the remains

of a Greek hero who came back from

Troy. But then a trophy of precious

metal actually brought from Troy by the

buried hero would most likely be one

which reached Troy from Sidon or some

where else, and thus could not be identi

fied or made to prove anything. Again,

in judging the date and condition of

either people, nothing would be so un

trustworthy as the jewels made by them.

As the Edinburg/I Re‘:/1'1-w said three

years ago, "There is nothing more re

markable, in the case of all half-civilized

nations, whether in ancient or modern

times, than the skill they display in work

ing in gold and silver as compared with

their attainments in other respects." The

cyclope-an architecture of Tiryns and My

cenae is much superior to the architecture

of the second settlement at Hissarlik,

but this affords no evidence that the for

mer is later, for the geology of each place

would determine the character of its struc

tures, and each style agrees with the ge

ology where it is found. So the ques

tion of possible synchronism is set round

with difiiculties. Amber ornaments ap

pear in the tombs, and did not at Troy.
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But it is said that Helen, proud of her

beautiful bosom, dedicated as a votive

offering, in one of the temples of Rhodes,

21 goblet of amber exactly the size and

shape of one of her breasts. Perhaps

Schliemann can find this! We have

good authority for believing that the

Pelasgi, before the Trojan war, worked

the gold- and silver-mines on the south

ern shores of the Black Sea. Pressing

toward Greece by way of the Bosphorus,

they opened the gold-mines on the shores

of Thrace, which Philip, when he con

quered the country, found had been used

and abandoned in a remote age by some

unknown people. The gold-mines in the

island ofThasos, worked and exhausted in

the pre-historic ages—by the Phoenicians,

it was supposed—may have supplied My

cena: with the gold in ‘these tombs. The

mines of Egypt were in the great eastern

desert on the shores of the Red Sea.

\Vith what facility one might reason

himself into a fog, by the light of distin

guished names, in regard to inscriptions!

For instance, St. John says, "There can

be no doubt that the use of written

characters was known in Greece before .

its inhabitants had ceased to be called

Pelasgi," and when Landor was writing

Pericles and Aspasia he pronounced the

work of St. John “the most learned, the

most comprehensive and the most judi

cious ever written about the manners

and institutions of that country." Mr.

Gladstone says that the Achaian name

had emerged from local application at

the time of the war, and was then the

proper national name—the equivalent

of the Greek. Therefore the Greeks

could write when Agamemnon reigned

-—-if we believe all both these authors

say.

An English writer, discussing the ex

cavations at Hissarlik, thus expressed

a too general feeling: "We very much

regret that Dr. Schliemann should have

mixed up the record of his valuable la

bors with such random suggestions and

untenable theories. The vast majority l

of the world will refuse to accept his

hasty assumptions concerning the treas

ures of Priam or the owl-headed Athena;

and the prominence he has given to these i

speculative ideas cannot but tend to throw

a shade of doubt and skepticism over the

more important facts that he has really

brought to light." The random specula

tions and hasty theories of most men

may not be very interesting, but those

of a studious genius are. We should

be glad that he does not suppress them.

This age will take care of his facts. One

likes to see something original and live

ly on such subjects as the Trojan war

and Agamemnon‘s corpse. The man

is not yet understood. He never will

be by many of his critics. He must

be considered in the light of his bewil- '

dering biography. He is a discoverer.

judged by his unauthorized conclusions

and his mistakes—and with all his suc

cess there was never a more disappoint

ed man --it is easy for cold-blooded schol

ars, for Richelieu's "safe and formal

men," to make fun of him. But his is

the way genius often works. The great

trouble with genius is that it is always

drawing unauthorized conclusions, and

also acting on them with unjustifiable

success. He is "unsafe," but will give

us what a safe man never would. The

imagination that leads him into what

some people think ridiculous positions is

his glory and strength. May he never

learn to be ashamed of such vagaries

and errors! He is likely to be as full

of contradictions as a porcupine of quills.

As profound pathos in rare natures abides

with irrepressible humor, so may wisdom

akin to prophecy abide with the credulity

of a child. Considering the difference

in nationality and epoch—whic_h is quite

a difference, to be sure—he is ver_v like

Christopher Columbus, who thought some

queer things on the subject of geography.

And rarely since the daring Genocse fol

lowed his unauthorized and fervid imag

ination into the VVest has the world seen

a man so perfectly endowed as Heinrich

Schliemann for the career that has chosen

him.

Dr. Schliemann, after superintending

the publication of his book this spring in

London, will again visit America, having

promised an old friend in New York to

be with him during the coming summer.

Crmuxcev HICKOX.
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SPRING. (AFTER A PICTURE BY A. COT.)

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF FRANCOIS COPPEE.

" OME! 'tis daybreak, and 'tis spring,"

Doth he sing.

"Thick and bright the dewfall lies,

Balmy is the vale to-day."

"Come! 'tis May,

And 'tis morning," she replies.

\\’here the wood casts shadows cool

Is a pool:

There the wild deer come to drink.

Where the foliage screens and covers,

The glad lovers

Swing their hammock by the brink.

Near this tiniest of lakes

Thyrsis takes

Both the cords in palms that tingle:

Then they sway upon the wind,

lntertwined,

Amd their sweet breaths intermingle.

Daphne trembles with vague fears

As she hears

How the branches creak above:

Then her merry laugh outrings

As she flings

\Vhite hands round her tawny love.

The proud shepherd dreams rich guerdon

That slight burden,

And with rapture notes her charms;

And he hastens the swift spring

Of the swing,

That hath placed her in his arms.

Then she leans her head at rest

On his breast,

Whence his streaming scarf is blown.

By the frolic breeze of morn

Outward borne,

Fluttering with her airy gown.

Lo! their tresses on the wind

Are entwined,

And they brush the flowers below

Near their rosy feet that lie,

While on high

Full of birds are branch and bough.
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“Just one kiss on curls that wave

I must have!

I desire that thou desire!"

"Shepherd, no: the elfin train

Watch us twain

Climbing ever high and higher."

"just one kiss, less fleeting now,

On thy brow,

On thy lips that lure me near!"

“Shepherd, no; for yonder, hark.I

In the dark

How the mocking satyrs sneer!"

Thus the artless child replied,

Turned aside

Her meek head with glances shy;

But the ardent traitor bold

Slipped his hold

From the swing, and let it fly.

Startled, she the wretch must clasp

\Vith firm grasp,

And he profits by her fright,

Vifhile the nymph of heavenly eyes

Vainly cries,

Urging him to gentler flight.

But the rocking and the swaying,

Now delaying,

Slowly wane, less swift, less strong,

And the weary children rest

In their nest,

But their kiss they still prolong.

\Vhither leads such playful funning?

Very cunning

Eros is, who forges chains;

And, in silent woods asleep,

Very deep

Lies the soft grass fed by rains.

On the whispering sedges fine,

In one line,

Oft is writ an idyl small:

‘Neath the myrtles echoes sweet

Still repeat

Many an old Greek pastoral.

EMMA LAZARUS.
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A QUEEN OF BURLESQUE.

A QUEER lot! \Vell, yes, I should

say so. Queer all the way from

Madame, with her shining alpaca gown,

her ever-fading wig, and her rather too

well-developed moustache, who sat at

the head of the table, carved the joints,

served the thin soup, and gave to no one

any too much of it, thin as it was, down

to the very small servant who handed

it about to the hungry crowd. Between

those two were the boarders— guests,

Madame called us—medical and law

students, junior editors, embryo brokers

and merchants, all the world their oyster.

Madame was generally in debt to butch

er, baker and landlord—always, in fact,

to one or the other of them.‘ In that

way she accommodated herself to cir

cumstances, for her guests were always

in debt to her. She was a large woman,

puffy in form and feature, and rough in

speech: she bullied the servants and

acted the tyrant to every boarder not in

arrears. Possibly, the frequent remind

ers of her own indebtedness made her

forbearing toward her impecunious

guests; but, be that as it may, she never

had a harsh word for one that owed her

money. On Sunday she came into the

parlor, where she read her Bible all day

long, while around the table sat the pret

ty English blonde and her pals playing

cards, also all day long. A good wo

man, then? God only knows—I do not.

But I do know that when I was literally

penniless, sick and nigh unto death, with

no bed but hers to die upon, and no food

but hers to live upon, the bed was soft

ened for me a hundred times a day, the

food was the daintiest that a sick man's

whims could crave, the touch of her hand

was soft and cooling upon my face and

breast, her voice was low and sweet, and

in her eyes there was a light of tender

ness which would have made beautiful

a homelier face than hers.

I am afraid that my too intimate ac

quaintance with all sorts of people has

blunted my moral sense, so that I am

incapable of distinguishing as I should

do the good people from the bad; or

may it be that no one is wholly good or

wholly bad ?—that everybody is like the

clock which never goes, yet is certain to

be right twice a day? I have found that

people are rather human, no matter what

their condition, and that underneath the

surface of all kinds of social pariahs there

are feelings and sympathies nearly akin

to the feelings and sympathies of those

who earnestly pray and work for their

redemption. I have known virtue soma

lignantly virtuous in the female breast

as to cause me to pray with the poet

to Dolores, the Mother of Pain, to come

down and relieve us from virtue. I have

seen in the unvirtuous such elevated

Faith and Hope and Charity as to con

vince me that the term goodness is as

unreliable a standard of value as our

national currency, and that the only gold

standard is the Spiritof Humanity, which

is not of this world, and which the temp

tations and sins of this world may tar

nish, but cannot destroy.

I began by saying we were a queer lot.

I was induced to say that, I fancy, by

looking back and considering us through

the blur and haze of the conventionality

and respectability which have come to us

in these later years. \Ve were only natu

ral, frank, honest, saying what we thought,

doing what it pleased us to do, and, you

add, being no better than we should have

been. No, not a bit; but, my friend, chip

ping in there, are you better than you

should be ? Instead of being better than

we should have been, we were ever so

much worse. But at least we were guilt

less of lying—an honest lot of queer folk,

though poor.

I have known the day, nay the week,

when there were not in the combined

pockets of all us ten dollars. I dropped

in only a fortnight ago upon Brown, who

in those earlier days was sub-editor of

the Daffy Con.m'ence, with a salary of

five dollars a week, half of which was
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sometimes paid him on the nominal

pay-day, but oftencr he got none of it.

He and Black ran the paper between

them: when the original publishers sus

pended, they took hold of it, _z)r0l/u'scd

to pay for their white paper, had their

printing done round the corner, wheel

ed on a barrow the forms to the press,

and persistently kept papcrmaker and

printer waiting for their pay. "We are

doing pretty well," said Brown one day

to the little English blonde. "\Ve are

not losing any money—only increasing

our liabilities." They worked hard,

starved and wore shabby clothes for

five years: then came the war, and with

it their golden harvest. Black died just

as it began to ripen, but Brown went on

garnering it, keeping Mrs. Black in the

concern in full partnership. She and

her boy, who never sowed in that field,

are reaping the harvest of it still. Brown

and she own the building in which the

1)a1'/y C'0n.m'mcc is printed; they own

also two or three of Hoe's last fast

presses; they own, in fact, one of the

finest and best- appointed newspaper

properties outside of New York. Well,

as I said, I was in there a fortnight ago

--on the very day, indeed, that the new

office was taken possession of—and as

we stood alongside of the new press it

began to move, stretching out its long

delicate fingers of steel to seize the sheet

of white paper, which was caught up and

laid, as if by human hands, upon the

great type-cylinder. Then the clatter

and bang began; but under it all I heard

Brown say, with tears in his voice, “If

Jim had only lived to see this !" Jim was

the old partner, who helped to wheel the

forms round to the hired press in the

back street, and—Jim was dead.

Jim, in fact, was his own worst enemy,

as I have heard a good many people de

clare. He was a blue-eyed, rosy-cheek

ed, yellow-haired fellow, whose laughter

was sweeter than music, and the touch

of whose hand had healing in it for any

other fellow in distress. Of course he

drank, and similarly of course the drink

was too much for him, and he went under .

in the unequal fight. But no man ever

ever loved friends better than he; and

it was sombre weather in our boarding

house when Jim went out of it feet fore

most. Flowers were not so tnuch the

fashion at funerals then as now, and our

pretty English pal had been out of an

engagement for a long time, her money

was gone long ago, the cranks who used

to send her presents had forgotten her,

and presents came to her no more; but

just before the lid was put on the coffin,

the night before it was to be screwed down

for ever, she stole quietly into the dimly

lighted room where it lay and filled it

half full of the rarest and most fragrant

rosebuds.

I followed her out: she was standing

by the parlor window. The gas was not

yet lighted within, but from without the

street-lamp threw its gleams full upon

her face, and I saw the tears falling softly

down it. “What is it, Kitty?" I asked.

"Jim was very kind to me. When

my voice was going, and luck and man

agers began to get down on me, and

audiences to grow tired of me, and the

cranks wouldn't fling the bouquets any

longer, Jim saw how it was, and many

a night he cheered me up and sent me

home happy by the round of applause he

got for me or the flowers he flung to me.

I thought to-night maybe he would be

glad to know that I did not forget."

"But where did you get the money,

Kitty ?"

"Not at the box-office, you may be

sure: at my uncle's. I am giving my

trunk a holiday, though it has not been

overburdened lately. This is my last

summer's dress, the last of them all."

Not a hard line in the whole face, not

a hard tone in the voice; and it was

bitter winter weather, and there was no

fire in her room, only chilling draughts.

She sat there all day long sewing slop

shop shirts or copying musty law-papers

in her bold, free hand for a beggarly pit

tance, and waiting for the turn of the

tide. A daintier, prettier woman never

drew breath : a cheerfuller, braver, more

patient one I never knew. She had been

steeped in success and adulation to the

very lips: she had been suddenly brought

had more loving friends than he-—no one l face to face with defeat, neglect, poverty;
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and she did not flinch or make sign of

her hurt. Her laugh was as gay, her

smile as bright and warm, her sympathy

as ready, her talk as free and slangy, as

it had ever been. Poverty and suffering

had softened, not embittered her. She was

not at war with the world now, whatever

she might have been; and l have heard

that no more cruel or merciless devil than

she ever trod the stage; and many are

they who will remember as long as they

live how Kitty Trainor, the pretty Eng

lish burlesque actress, filched their mon

ey right and left, and turned her back

upon them when there was no 1nore

to be had. She wronged others because

she wanted to compel them to pay for

the wrong they intended her, and which

wrong they never did her. She was wiser

than the generation of men who pursued

her: she was smiling and gracious to all

of them. She accepted their rich or poor

presents with wondrous grace, and when

they grew tired of a losing game she

whistled them down the wind as re

morselessly as Fate itself.

"\Vho gave you this watch, Kitty ?" I

asked her in those days when she still

had half a dozen of them.

She looked at it curiously for a mo

ment in order to associate it with the

particular crank who gave it her, and

then she said, with an ugly gleam in the

beautiful blue eyes, "Oh, /10's dead."

There is a picture by Auguste Moreau,

prints of which may be seen in a few

studios, called the lr'1'dd/0 (ff!/re 5p/[£111.

A man beautiful in youth and form and

face stands by a precipice, at the bottom

of which there are heaps of the whitened

bones ofthose who went before him in try

ing to solve the secrets oflife hid in that

stony face. He holds the Sphinx by both

shoulders, his eyes fixed upon hers, his

very soul shining through them, demand

ing in their weird intensity of glare her

answer. I showed the print to Kitty one

day. "How like her face is to mine!"

she said. "She will never tell: he too

will have to go over the rocks." I look

ed at the living and the dead face, and

the same cruel vacancy characterized

both of them. Neither would ever tell

the secret that Youth sought in them.

The question that bothers me some

times is how the queer people get to

gether—how they find each other out

and coalesce, forming a sort of common

wealth in a queer street, in a queer house,

just as we did. At the time it never oc

curred to me that we were queer folk,

different or set apart from others of our

kind. Maybe we were not—maybe it is

only that I, having got away from it all,

am grown queer in these later years. In

those days, when money was scarce and

hard to get, we shared it together: the

purse was a common one—common as

the water in the wayside spring. He that

had it gave freely to those that had not,

and took no thought of usury, not even

of return of principal. \Ve never share

it now. On the day that I dropped in

upon Brown and witnessed the starting

of his new press in his magnificent news

paper ofiice, I called for the purpose of

borrowing a thousand dollars for a day

or two, for that sum is less to me now

than ten dollars were long ago. Brown

lent it to me as a matter of course, but

equally as a matter of course he made

me sign a written obligation to return it

at a day and hour stated, and for the ac

commodation be compelled me to pay

him interest at a high rate. Had Brown

in those old times done that in lending

one of us a dollar or two, we should have

thought him no better than a heathen or

a thief. But I know that this is the busi

ness way, and not at all irregular, un

common or queer. ‘

Another puzzling thing to me is to

watch people go up and down in this

world—to see the rich grow poor, and

the poor rich. I think we were all pret

ty earnest fellows, doing that which we

had to do as best we could; and looking

round among us now—-on a Saturday

night at the club, for instance, where you

will generally find us out in fttll force

I see that death has thinned our ranks

a good deal, but the living are all well

to-do, mostly wealthy, while scores upon

scores of those who were rich in the.days

of our boarding-house are poor to-day. I

have lived to help along to an easier exit

some who once spent more upon a week's

amusement or a single dinner-party than



1811-] 583A QUEEIV OF BURLESQUE.

I spent in a whole year for living. \Vill

the boys growing into business in queer

boarding-houses now have the same to

say of us after a while, I wonder. No

matter. I greet them at the beginning

of their careers with heartsome wishes

for their success. whether or not they

take notice of our coming or going.

Of course we were all in love with

Kitty: it was impossible for man not to

be in love with her. It was not only her

rare beauty, but Art lent Nature a charm

and grace that were irresistible. She

came to us in what appeared to be the

very zenith of her success : why, nobody

exactly knew, for she had been living in

the costliest of parlors in the costliest of

hotels. Possibly because we were too

small game to be considered cranks, she

at once fraternized with us, and before

long joined her purse to the common one.

It did not last long, however. Maybe

she k-new beforehand that it would not—

had warning possibly, which we had not,

of the failing voice, of coming neglect,

poverty, sickness, suffering. One pecu

liarity of hers was never to buy anything,r

she wanted, from a shoe to a sealskin

sacque. One night on her way to the

theatre she came into the parlor with

the curt and, to us, unintelligible remark

that she had no gloves.

"\Vhy don't you buy them?" asked

Madame.

" Buy my own gloves ?" she said with

the most astonished look I ever saw on

human countenance. "No"—with a

ravishing smile—"l have not come to

//mI—yet."

Always after that we bought Kitty her

gloves, and she wanted a good many of

them too, and always the best.

I referred to the undeniable fact that

we were all in love with this woman; and

so we were. We talked about it_to each

other, but no one except Brown was brave

enough to talk about it to her. \Ve were

all afraid of being set down in her mind

as cranks. Brown, however, found his

feelings getting too much for him, and

one day he tried to take her all to him

self by proposing to marry her off-hand.

the harvest began to ripen in the office of

I going on for Aladdin.

At that peculiar time—for it was before

the Daily Conscimcz--his income would

not have supported him and a canary bird,

to say nothing of such a costly luxury as

the “Queen of Burlesque," as Kitty was

called on the bills of the theatre.

\Vhat she did upon receiving Brown's

startling proposal was to put her arm

about his neck, lead him into our smok

ing-room and tell the whole story to us

all. “ This preposterous gawk," she said,

hugging Brown close, "wants to marry

me, because, he says, he loves me. I

have told him never to love anything but

a fortune, for I never shall ; and please,

Brown and all the rest of you fellows,

let that be the end of it." Then she

added with earnestness, "Boys, I don't

want any nonsense like this again. Let

me be at home with you all—let me be

just as one of you. I‘m an awfully lone

ly, wretched, friendless girl. You have

been kind to me; you haven't sneered

at me when I missed my tip at the theatre,

as the women there have done ; you

have pretended not to know that my

voice is cracking all to pieces; you have

applauded me in the right places night

after night, and fooled the manager into

thinking that I'm popular still, and so

I'm on the books for a salary yet, though

it is a small one, and not always paid.

Let me be your pal, boys——do! I never

before asked a soul to be friends with

me, but—but I ask you."

Brown was no fool, but he was awfully

spoony on Kitty, and he kissed her fore

head just then as reverently as a devotee

might kiss the painted forehead of a saint,

and I swear to you that under the thick

lying powder I saw the crimson blush of

a pure woman before she nestled her

tawny-haired head down into Brown's

breast just as a little child might have

done into its mother's. She looked up

presently, and we all gathered round her,

shaking the white, blue-veined hand in

token of her being our pal always.

But the tears were still in her eyes and

the sobs in her voice when she said,

apropos to nothing, “The stage-manager

says that I must have new tights before

He says my old

ones are dirty and kneed. They cost

twenty dollars, the real silk ones do, and
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I won't wear the cheap ones with the cot

ton tops and the rest of ‘em half silk.

Will you please get them for me to-mor

row, boys?"

Of course we promised to do so, but

more than one of us visited our Uncle

of the Three Balls in order to obtain the

sum assessed upon each of us for the

purchase of those tights. \Ve gave her

the twenty dollars after dinner as she sat

smoking her cigarette with us, and Brown

left his last waistcoat with his uncle in

exchange for the price of abouquet which

he flung to her that night as she stepped

upon the stage.

night, the snow lying deep on the ground,

a north-west wind blowing that seemed

to whistle right through our ribs as we

faced it. “Cold? Not a bit of it, my

dear fellow: never warmer in my life,"

was Brown's answer to my question as

we made our way to the theatre. He

had doubled a copy of the Daily Can

:z'z'rm‘¢' over his breast, where the waist

coat should have been, buttoned his thin

coat up to his chin, and carried in his

ungloved hand the bouquet. \Ve stood

for a moment at the door of the theatre

reading the fat, black lines on the three

sheet posters on which Kitty's name was t

- words, and Brown turned toward me andisplayed something after this fashion:

THE QUEEN OF BURLESQUE,

KITTY TRAINOR.

HER Fmsr APPEARANCE IN Amnuca IN

HER GREAT CHARACTER or

ALADDIN.

Kitty had supplied us with managerial

passes to the best seats in the house, just

back of the orchestra. Claqueurs were

in demand to give the new piece a good

send-ofi", and we could be relied upon

for an unlimited amount of judicious ap- ‘

plause. I had asked her at dinner if she

had ever played the part of Aladdin be

fore. "Why, of course, I have. I have

played it wherever the English language

is spoken and the drama of legs is in

favor—from London to Melbourne, and

from San Francisco to Quebec. And,

dear boy," she added—"for I have been

trying it—my voice is as clear as a dew

drop and sweet as a blackbird's call to

It was a savagely cold :

its mate. I'm going to make a great hit

to-night."

The orchestra played out what seemed

to us an interminable overture, the cur

tain was rung up, the ballet came on and

went ofi'. The stage was clear at last for

the entrée of the Queen of Burlesque,

and we straightened ourselves up to get

a better look at her and to start the clap- ’

ping. But there was no need of that.

The crowded house did the work laid

out for us: no human thing more beauti

ful than she ever darted upon that stage,

and over it there suddenly swept a hurri

cane of applause, prolonged and deafen

ing. The easy assurance of a great and

culminating triumph shone in her eyes.

Her tawny hair fell down in masses

about her fair, full shoulders, her bare

arms gleamed white and shapely, and

her richly-colored dress revealed rather

than concealed the rare perfection of her

rounded figure. Her every movement

was full of grace, and every pose was a

picture. There she stood, not our Kitty

any longer, but the Queen of Burlesque,

bowing to a multitude of admirers until

silence permitted her to speak the dozen

lines preceding her first song. The voice

sounded strange to me as it took up the

inquiring look. The orchestra began the

accompaniment, and got it all wrong from

the first bar. Kitty laughingly shook her

finger at them, walked down to the lamps,

leaned forward to the leader and softly

hummed the air in order that he might

catch it. Another start was made, and

this time it was all right. Kitty stood

waiting for the proper movement, a sort

of tiptoe elevation in her eyes and in the

curiously sentient figure: the moment

and the note had come, but instead of

the expected burst of melody there shot

across the house only a shrill, feeble cry.

The girl's hands went suddenly up and

clutched spasmodically at her throat; she

staggered forward, swayed from side to

side; her eyes closed. " Drunk!" shout

ed a ruffian from the gallery, whose ring

ing voice was heard by every one. She

stood there for an instant dumbly facing

the laughing, jeering house, who accept

ed the gallery's interpretation of the mat
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ter: then she darted from the stage, ut

tering a pitiful, inarticulate wail.

The days of the sweet voice, of the

glare and glitter of the footlights, of the

tumults of applause, of the deluge of

flowers, of luring devil and merciless

enchantress, were over then: the reign

of the Queen of Burlesque was finished.

I-Ier beautiful voice had broken all to

pieces in the attempt to utter the first

note ‘of Aladdin's jubilant song: it was

gone as utterly as if it had never been.

Jim, who had left Brown at the theatre

to bring her home, hurried with me up

to the smoking-room to tell the boys

about it. "She will never be able to

earn another dollar on the stage." he

said, "but—we won't forget that Kitty

is our pal, will we, boys?"

"No," we swore we would not; and

we did not.

It was not the same woman who came

timidly down among us the next night,

for none of us except Brown had seen

anything of her until then. There was no

sign of powder on the face now; it had

lost its hard, trade-mark lines; there was

a softened, more human, look in the eyes;

the self-reliant, self-asserting woman of

yesterday, proud of her beauty, her con

quests, her power to charm the multi

tude. and to lure the cranks to their

well-wrought-for ruin, was suppliant,

humble, hungry for a loving, friendly

word from the poor fellows who had

sworn to be her pals. I don't know,

but I have sometimes thought that that

girl, as she restlessly paced her room

that night like a hurt animal, tasting the

bitterness of utter defeat, may have seen

herself as she really was for the first time

in all her sorely-abused and wretched

life. A painted lie, a cheat and cozener

she was on the surface, but underneath

—God had made her as He had made

other women, with a heart to love and

a soul to be saved. She had forced me

one night after the play was over, her

part in it being long and exacting, to

take her down to the vilest slums in the

city, she trailing through the filthy dens

a silk gown of marvelous cost and ele

gance. Among the poor wretched wo

men there she divided every dollar that
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she had in the world, and eked out her

last act of bounty with money borrowed

from me, which she never repaid.

"What induces you to go to such a

place?" I inquired as we rolled easily

along toward it in the hired carriage.

"I want to see how and where women

like me end their lives. Have you a

cigarette about you?" was her answer.

Later, seeing her give dollar after dol

lar to a miserable hag whose breath poi

soned the air, I asked, “Why did you give

so freely to that old wretch? Don't you

know she will spend it for gin ?"

“I-lush!" she said. "I may come to

be like that some day, and may want the

gin—to help me forget."

But I doubt if it was curiosity of the

sort she expressed which took her to that

place: rather, it was conscience that drove

her there. For days afterward she boast

ed of her charity, recalled with tears in

her eyes how the besotted crew had cried

out to her “God bless you! God bless

you!" and hugged their maudlin bless

ings to her heart as closely as if angels

had spoken them. The truth is, that she

gave recklessly and aimlessly in the poor

hope that the Recording Angel would

note her bounty and place it opposite to

the terribly long and ugly account writ

upon the other side. But she was not

singular in trying to bribe Heaven in

that way. As a lawyer I have drawn a

good many last wills and codicils—espe

cially the latter—leaving great legacies

to charities. in which the same purpose

was but thinly disguised.

A week after Kitty's defeat she came

to us to ask our advice. "I have a little

money left," she said, “and I have three

or four gold watches, a few diamonds

like me, a good deal off color, and not

worth much—jewelry of all kinds, dresses

that I shall never wear again, two or three

sealskin sacques, an India shawl, and wo

men's gimcrackery in abundance. VVhat

shall I do ?—sell them for the tenth part

of their cost and put the money in the

savings bank, or keep them and go to

work at anything I can get to do? I

will work very cheaply for bread. I

should like to go to work."

\Ve were unanimous and decided
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against the sale. I suggested to Brown

that he should get her to do the clippings

from exchanges for the Daily Consrimre.

"1 should have to owe her her salary then,

for I could not pay it. You get her some

law-copying to do," he said. And I

was forced to reply that I could not get

it even for myself if it had to be paid

for. The conference ended by our advis

ing Kitty to wait, and before her mon- .

ey was all gone we thought we could

get her employed in a store, or, if the

worst came to the worst, we would, as

she at first suggested, get her a chance

to learn bookfolding or shoebinding.

"Do you think I mean to let her do

that sort of work?" Brown indignantly

asked; and I replied that I supposed she

must do some sort of work if she want

ed to live; whereupon he asked, " Why,

aren't we her pals?"

But if her pals fancied she meant to

let them support her, they were mistaken.

We began by making her little presents.

“No, boys," she said: “all that sort of

thing went out along with my voice."

She would not accept our trifies, and she

refused them in such a way as to compel

us to understand that offers of money

would not do at all. One day she came

down to the smoking-room, a bundle in

her hand. " May I work here, boys?

I'm lonely, it is cold, and I—think up

there."

She sat down by the table, and spread

out upon it rolls of linen and muslin.

“Shirts," she explained—"twelve cents

apiece for making them. I'm in luck at

last."

' Brown groaned and pulled his mous

tache viciously. He said to me after

ward, " If it were not for that beast of a

fellow, Black, spending so much for drink,

and being determined to go right off and

get married to ll-Iadame's sanctimonious

little niece, we might give Kitty that work

you spoke of in the office, for the paper is

going to pay after a while: it would pay

now if Black did not bleed it so freely."

But Black stuck to his drink, married

Madame's niece, and kept on bleeding

the cash account of the Daily Consrimre.

Kitty kept on with her shirts: Madame

said she must be doing very well with

them too, for she carried out a good many

bundles (“ More than I see her bring in,"

Mrs. Black said sharply), paid her board

bill regularly, and was always giving

, money to some poor creature or other

—to the bad sort of women generally.

"And what right has she to bring such

creatures here?" asked Mrs. Black in

dignantly. Y

Mrs. Black did not like Kitty: there

‘ was a certain freedom in Kitty's manner

toward her pals that was not pleasant to

the young wife. Poor Black ! he seldom

got up to the smoking-room now, into

which Kitty brought the sunshine and

laughter along -with her sewing. He

was no longer one of us, and in the

presence of Mrs. Black he was rather

cold and constrained with Kitty.

She did not grow bitter or sour through

defeat : if there was any perceptible

change, she was happier and cheerier

than before her loss. She was ever full

of joke and quip, and when the common

purse ran low and her pals were in the

glums,' she never failed to hearten us

up a bit. She was still slangy, and still

she filled up the pauses in our talk with

snatches of the old songs she used to

sing, and with all manner of foolish gags

and tags from the burlesques in which

she once acted. The wit was not very

fine, but we laughed at it, and it warmed

and brightened the days of our poverty.

If it had been finer could it have done

more ?

So the time passed. The winter went,

and the summer: winter came again,

finding Kitty stitching away at the shirs,

carrying her bundles to and fro, growing

perceptibly thinner and paler.

"This won't do, boys: the shirts are too

much for our little girl," I said one night

after Kitty had gone up to her room to

nurse a splitting headache.

“ But what can we do?" asked Brown.

“She won't let us help her."

"Do? why this. I will get her law

papers to copy—bogus oncs—and we

will pretend the work is paid for by my

preceptor," I rejoined.

" But who is to pay for it P" was asked.

" Why we, of course," said Brown, dis

gusted by the stupidity of the question.
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The next day I brought home with me

from the ofiice a bundle of useless briefs,

cases stated and a lot of similar rubbish.

I carried them up to her room and threw

them into her lap: "No more stitching,

Kitty: here's better work for you-—ea

sier." Then I told her the story we

had cooked up down stairs, and she swal

lowed it hungrily, finished the shirts, took

them to the store, and went for no more

of them for ever. She did not, however,

get stronger with change of work, but

weaker, thinner and paler.

Black's little boy was not two months

old when Mrs. Black's trouble came to

her. It was a rough night, bitterly cold:

she thought Black was at the office edit

ing the news, which was getting exciting

then, for the coming war filled the land

with angry clamor. She sat up for him,

and after hours of watching fell asleep

in her chair beside her baby's crib. It

was near daylight when Brown, coming

home, found him stretched out upon the

doorstep, where he had lain in the snow

no one knew how long. No, not dead,

but nearly so. He rallied a little during

the next night, begged Mary—tl1e loving

little woman that had married him half

out of loving pity and half out of heroic

resolve to reform him when he was once

her own—to forgive him. It was just at

sunrise that he left us, the golden gates

wide open in the eastern sky, holding

Mary's and Brown's hands in his. Brown

never made a promise that he did not

keep. He made one then, without speak

ing. to his old partner to deal tenderly

with his wife and little child; and he is

keeping that promise to-day.

\Vhen we went over there to the grave

with our old comrade, Kitty went with

us. When we returned I told the boys

of her empty trunk, and her last sum

mer's dress worn in the biting, wintry

weather. The bundles that Mrs. Black

had seen her carry out so often were

not shirts, but her own womanish be

longings. They had gone to the pawn

broker‘s, for she had little skill with her

needle, and there had been no limit to

her giving to the poor wretches who

preyed upon her. But she had toiled

desperately over those shirts—worn her

self out over them. She never complain

ed, though. "It is clean work," she said.

\Vhile we were speaking of this she

came into the room, her cheeks flushed,

her eyes preternaturally bright, her hands

trembling. She put into mine the bundle

of papers I had fetched from the ofiice

for her that morning. "I can't copy

them," she said, “I'm so tired. I'm go

ing to take a long, long rest: I'm go

ing to bed." Brown came close up to

her and put his arms out toward her as

if to take her into them. But she turned

her face away from him, placed her thin,

white hands on my shoulders, and speak

ing over them to all of us, she said, in a

tone curiously harmonizing with the soft

ened twilight, "You won't let them take

me to the hospital, will you? And if—

ifl die, you will not let them take me to

the Potter's Field? We have been pals

together for so long! Oh, remember it,

won't you ?"

\Ve promised to remember it, and

leaning on Brown's arm she went up to

her own room to begin her holiday of

fever and delirium. I remember very

well when it ended. Our old smoking

den was thoroughly aired, and we gar

nished it up in all possible ways to make

it bright for her. As it was Brown's arm

she had leaned upon when she last went

out of it, it was Brown's arm that sup

ported her when she again came back to

it. I never saw a lovelier face, one more

softened and refined, than hers was as she

took her old seat among us. She had

been through fire, and had come out of

it leaving the dross behind with the ashes,

I think. She used to fling her kisses

among us as freely as spendthrifts fling

away halfpence, but no one thought of

kissing her that night. To each she gave

her hand, simply and frankly as a man

would do to a faithful comrade. That

was all. No word of thanks, no sign of

them. But we knew. She sat there, dis

inclined to talk much, her pretty head

resting on her hand, her eyes fixed on

the fire. Once she looked up, and her

look embraced us all in an expression

of tenderness. "Did you miss me, old

friends, true friends?" she asked.

A while later we stood at the parlor
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lenterprise.

window together, watching a regiment

marching by on their way to their like

ly graves, for the war had begun. The

Daily Conscience was publishing hourly

despatches from the field, and beginning

to make its little stir in the world by its

Brown was no longer in

creasing his liabilities: he was decreas

ing them rapidly, though he lived fru

gally as ever.

"I have good news for you," she said.

"My voice is coming back to me—not

much of it. Do not fear for me: I shall

never be the Queen of Burlesque again,

but I hope to be able to earn a decent,

honest living by singing and dancing at

one of the variety theatres. “fill you see

a manager for me, and ask the boys to

get me the two or three dresses I shall

need P"

“No," I answered: "I will not do that.

I would not even let Brown know you

thought of it. Try to forget that you

have thought of it."

"VVell ! and how am I to live ?"

"Leave that to us," I said.

She laughed at that, put her hands in

mine: " My dear boy, Kitty is going to

work. \Vill you help her, or must she

go alone to the manager?" There was

that in her manner of saying this that

would admit of no denial or evasion:

there were certain tones in her voice the

meaning of which no one ever misunder

stood who heard them.

''I will do what you wish," I rejoined.

"That was said like a good fellow.

V\’ill you tell Brown, or must I?"

I promised her I would tell him, make

the boys consent, see the manager, get

the dresses, and, in short, undertake the

whole business.

Brown's face blanched when I told him.

" Don't you go any further with this busi

ness until I see her," he said; and he

dashed up the stairs and knocked at her

door. I saw it open, saw him go into the

room, but what either said I never heard.

Presently he came down, his face a little

paler than before, his voice shaky. “You

can go ahead now," he said.

The next day I saw the manager——got

the promise of a trial appearance for the

following Saturday night. If she made

a hit her salary would be fixed according

to the measure of her success: if she

failed, that would be the end of it. All

I stipulated for was that her name should

not appear upon the bills unless she were

regularly engaged. \Ve raised the money,

Brown supplying the larger part of it,

and got the necessary dresses, and on

Saturday night, before the rising of the

curtain, took our places in the front row

of the pit, which was filled by as unwash

ed and vulgar a crowd of ruffians as I

ever saw. There was not a woman in

front of the footlights, except a number

of “pretty waiter-girls" carrying about

liquor and cigars, for smoking and drink

ing were part of the entertainment.

Kitty was down on the bills for a song

and dance, and was to follow a certain

burnt-cork performer, who had come on

and gone off. The stage waited for Kit

t_v. She came on in a long, close-fitting

dress, such as was not popular at that

theatre. I saw that the moment her eyes

ran over the house she was shaking—

that stage fright had seized her. She

missed the faces of the women, who had

always kept her in countenance, and she

remembered, for the first time in her

stage-life perhaps, that she was a woman

—maybe she also remembered that there

was one pure-hearted man there in the

pit who loved and honored her. \Vhat

ever it was that she thought or felt at that

moment, it struck her like a savage blow

in the face, and deprived her of all pow

er or wish to please; but the band was

playing the music of her piece, and me

chanically she began her work. The

voice had not come back, or at least

but little of it: her dress, reaching to

her feet, made her dancing insipid to

that vulgar crowd. It was all a wretched,

humiliating failure, and undoubtedly Kit

ty was making a miserable guy of her

self. At the wings stood a dozen of the

female performers, each one wondering

if it were /rer place and her salary Kitty

was to get the next week. I turned from

her failure to watch their jeering faces,

and I saw one of them lean forward, and

heard her hiss out to Kitty, so as to be

heard over half the pit, "Come off! come

off ! I/1e /)r0;5le are /oohng atyou."
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It was the most brutal thing I ever saw

done—a thing that no man could possibly

do; and as Kitty fled from the stage, I

heard men as coarse and vulgar in their

looks as men could be, cry “Shame!

shame!" to the woman who did it.

Brown started up. "Go home," he

said: "I am going to her: I am going

to end this business."

We saw nothing of either of them any

more that night, but the next night he

said, as we sat drinking our weak tea,

"I want you all to give me an hour or so

this evening: I want to see you all in the

parlor at nine."

\Ve were all there—Madame, Mrs.

Black, her baby and the servants large

and small. Punctually at nine Brown

walked into the parlor, Kitty leaning on

his arm, and with them was a gentleman

whom we all knew to be a clergyman.

Brown stopped in the middle of the

room, his two hands resting firmly on

the table, his voice very distinct. "I

wanted Kitty," he said slowly, "to be

married in church, at the foot of the

altar. It was a fancy of mine that I

should like to take her from there. But

she had another fancy, which was that

she should like me to take her from here,

and that with her old pals about her, with

one of them to give her away, she should

become my wife. Her fancy was the

best one; and now, sir," turning to the

clergyman, "we are ready."

I gave her away, and when it was all

over I said to her, “ So, Kitty, you have

turned traitor, deserted your old pals, as

sumed an alias, and turned your back

upon the smoky den up stairs?"

"I could not help it. He was lonelier

than I, he said. He was patient with me

so long—faithful so long. I told him last

night it was not love, but pity he felt:

I told him, too, that soft-hearted people

fall behind in this world's race, and that

I was not worth the sacrifice his pity was

about to make. But, old friend, I knew

he loved me, I knew I loved him, and,

please God, if this can make him happy

he shall be happy."

They went off upon their wedding

journey that same night, and never came

rented a little house in a quiet street, fur

nished it plainly, lived happily, worked

hard, made money, saved it and grew

wealthy in time. They deserve all the

happiness and success they have, but if

Kitty had died that night she could not

have been more completely lost to us‘

than she was.

That was only fifteen years ago, but

Mrs. Brown is now a woman of fashion,

a rigorous church-member, a chairwoman

in half a dozen charity boards—a busy

woman wherever the poor are to be help

ed, wherever temptation, sin, sickness

and misery lurk. Her carriage is whirl

ing about all day long— not gently over

the rough pavements, but hurriedly, like

the carriage of one who has much work

to do and but little time in which to do it

--like the carriage of one who seeks to

overtake a good many lost opportunities.

I walked past our boarding-house the

other day: it is an undertaker's shop

now. I wonder if Mrs. Brown ever

drives by it, and if she does, I wonder

if she ever looks up at that second-story

room where she and her pals sat together

night after night. Oh, the secrets that old

houses and women know and never tell!

I went to a swell dinner at Brown's

house the other day, given in honor of

a Senator. Brown begged me to come

round early: he had something to say

to me before the crowd arrived. I went

early, as requested, but Ilrown had not

come home, and it was Mrs. Brown who

sat there in her exquisitely-appointed re

ception-room and entertained me. Time

had dealt gently with her: she was beau

tiful still, and her beauty was of a nobler

sort than of old. It is curious even now

to remember how we talked about every

thing except that which was uppermost

in our thoughts. \Ve never once refer

red, even in the most distant way, to

those old, sweet days of our poverty.

Vi/e did not once mention our uncle,

though, I have no doubt, the three balls

are still out, and that he stands ready,

as of yore, to lend us a dollar or two on

any trifle we might wish to put up. We

did not speak at all of the fact that the

Soldene, the last English Queen of Bur

back to our boarding-house again. They lesque, was playing Aladdin at one of
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the theatres, though we dwelt long upon

Booth's Hamlet, which we had both seen

the night before.

What wretched humbugs we all are,

to be sure! At heart that fine lady is as

thorough-blooded a vagabond as I my

self am, and if she could go off some

where, outside the world of fashion and

charity boards, and if the Sphinx would

never whisper the secret, she would ra

ther win a single round of applause from

a crowded theatre than sit at the top of a

hundred swell dinners. What a bright,

jolly hour we might have had, for in

stance, talking together freely and friend

ly about those old times, if we had only

dared to do it! I came near making a

mess of it at one moment, but her tact

saved me. I, in some way, used the ex

pression " the days of our youth."

"Ah, there's Mr. Brown," she said,

starting up. It was not Mr. Brown nor

any one else, but it pulled me out of an

ugly predicament, and we went on smi

ling and driveling over the fashionable

and charitable gossip of the day, precise

ly as if we had never lived in our board

ing-house, and as if our lives had always

been as placidly stupid and respectable

as they now are.

BURIALS AND BURIAL-PLACES.

ERHAPS there is no one way in

which more money is spent to less

purpose than upon funerals. So long as

it was believed that a future hope was

involved in the preservation of the out

ward form, it was natural that to the

precious spices and the embalmer's art

should be added the protection of massy

structures, that the tomb should be gra

ven in the abiding rock, and that the

dust should not be suffered to mingle

with 1neaner elements. Science and

Christianity alike have tried to teach a

better lesson, and yet the power of the

old superstition is not quelled.

It would seem incredible, were we not

so used to it, that a large and profitable

trade consists in taking costly woods, in

drying and polishing them with care,

decorating them with silk and silver,

and then putting them where they will

be forgotten and perish as speedily as

possible. We do not like to look at

these things in the undertaker's shop,

and we like them so little that whatever

reminds us of undertakers' work is dis

tasteful.

Undertakers’ work, however, is simply

wasted; but there is another evil-doer

whose abuse of money, material and la

bor is kept conspicuously above ground.

It is the monument-maker. In the grave

may be no device, but over it are devices

many. Lord Macaulay somewhere says

ofcertain stories, “They have been aban

doned by statesmen to aldermen, by al

dermen to clergymen, by clergymen to

old women, and by old women to Sir

Harcourt Lees." In like manner it may

be said of certain designs and ideas, they

have been abandoned by the poets to ar

chitects, by architects to the female work

ers of samplers, and by the female sam

pler- workers to the mortuary manufac

turers. A broken column may once have

been a pretty conceit, but we can assign

no present pretext for it upon a sepul

chre except that which D. C. gave for it,

that it stands for mput morluum—to wit,

a body without any capital.

\\"hat possible lesson to the living,

comfort to the mourner or respect to the

dead can be conveyed by a stone tea

urn with a marble napkin hung over it?

A flower dangling from a broken stem has

given the sculptor no little trouble to cut,

especially if it represent a rose and the

little thorns are duly put in at proper in

tervals; but what fact of death is alluded

to, unless the only one which is utterly

of this world—untimeliness?

Is there anything beautiful about an
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obelisk? Oéeliscus, if one asks a deri

vation, means a "spit"—certainly any

thing but a decent suggestion in connec

tion with the departed. The Egyptians

were indeed fond of obelisks, but they

had a meaning in them, and a place for

them in the regularly-graduated avenues

to their temples. leading the eye up to

the grand propylaeum, and they covered

them with hieroglyphics, that he who ran

might read.

Again, is there any comeliness in a

temple seven feet by nine with little Tus

can pilasters in front? It may look like a

baby-house or a section of a Noah's Ark,

but it gives to the home of the dead an

air of snugness which is unendurable.

A sarcophagus has no doubt classical

authority, but when placed 01/yr the re

mains it is theoretically supposed to con

lain, its symbolism is certainly Hiber

nian.

Other monuments there are at the

thought of which all well-ordered minds

recoil—monuments constructed as near

ly as possible after the pattern of ice

cream moulds, and beautiful with the

exceeding loveliness ofa cast~iron stove.

A modern cemetery is set full of these,

little obelisks and big, red granite and

gray, white marble and brown sandstone,

one design jostling another, the whole

effect being that of the stone-cuttc-r's

yard minus the marble chips and plus

green turf and neat iron railings. These

last emphasize their allegories by whole

sale repetition of the same symbol. When

it comes to urns and inverted torches by

the dozen, no nightmare can be worse.

lt cannot be pretended that these give

any one any pleasure or do any one any

good. In the first place, we do not usual

ly go to cemeteries to look at our neigh

bors’ monuments, but to visit the grave

plot belonging to ourselves. People who

go in bereavement care little except for

the general effect. They like the place

to be still and shady, or open and sunny,

according to their moods, but always to

have a sense of rest and peace pervading

it. People who go merely for pleasure,

for a drive or a walk, do so because they

find a spot of park-like beauty, with fair

prospects along the vistas of the tall trees.

These care little for the monuments, ex

cept to read the names, and in fact would

. be as well pleased to dispense with them,

most happy people preferring not to be

reminded of death at all. lt is only when

they have a personal pride to gratify that

they enjoy monuments. \Vhen Croesus

can pause in front of his own family-plot

and think complacently of how much

more he paid for his marble mausoleum

on Myrtle Avenue than did Crassus for

his granite sarcophagus on Woodbine

Walk, he takes a certain delight in the

tomb. Whether it is of the sort which

it is the purpose of the tomb to afibrd is

another matter.

There is no objection here meant, be

it said once and for all, to the beauty

and embellishment of cemeteries, nor is

it alleged that it is a waste of money to

spend it on the memory of the dead. On

the contrary, the whole purpose of this

paper is to require a rational seeking of

those ends. No one who has ever seen

them can forget the desolate horror of

the burial-places of Southern ltaly, espe

cially of that awful one at Naples, where

in a blank hare yard three hundred and

sixty-five pits, each with its stone slab

over its mouth, gape daily in turn for

the dead, who are flung in without rite

or ceremony, and quicklime thrown over

them. There is nothing very attractive

in the more recent graveyards of New

England. (Perhaps for convenience of

nomenclature one might say "burying

ground " for the ancient, "graveyard" for

the later, and "cemetery" for the mod

ern style.) They are much akin to the

neglected family resting-places as they

appear in our half-deserted rural regions

—little enclosures overgrown with bram

bles and mullein. sunken mounds heaped

with loose stones, with a tottering wall,

and a broken gate hanging by the hinge.

The "burial-ground," as here classified,

belongs only to the oldest places of in

terment in our oldest settlements. About

these there is a certain pathetic beauty,

not seen at first, but caught slowly as

one lingers upon the spot. Go up upon

one of those wind~swept hills in the au

tumnal season, brush back the dry gfasses

from the sunken slabs of slate and the
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mossy tablets of gray granite, trace out

the quaint lettering beneath the rude out

line, quainter still, of cherub or angel,

and there will come upon you no sense

of unfitness or rusticity. Small care had

the departed for the beautiful and poet

ical. They won by stern toil from their

bleak acres the means of household cheer,

and when they were gone kindred and

friends laid them down—not burying their

dead in haste out of sight, but where

from the fields in which their children

followed their lessons of patience and

thrift, from the farm-house door they

should darken never again, from the

village green and the traveled highway,

the eye could look upon their last homes,

and the memory recall how dear and how

honored they were.

Here, at least, you will find no monu

mental pomp to move your spleen. The

stateliest will be but a simple slab up

borne by five-square pillars, an uncon

scious reminiscence of the altar-tombs

in the ehurchyards of the mother-land,

where the first-settlers had left behind

their own departed, and for which, doubt

less, in dying hours more than one yearn

ed with that irnperishable longing of the

human heart that when its fiery beats

are stilled it may be to moulder amid

ancestral dust. They are not beautiful,

these burial-grounds, though in autumn

days the sumac lights its crimson flame

along the rough stone wall, and the gold

en maple intercharged with scarlet drops

its leaves upon the winding way that leads

up to their portals: they are not beauti

ful, but over them seems to brood a stern

monotony of faith, as once over the lives

of those they hold, and the lesson which

they teach to us amid the fever of our

restless days is one which we cannot

despise and well may heed. Such, too,

there are along the New England coasts

-—placed mostly in full sight of the sea,

sometimes so near that the driving spray

of shore-beating storms may leave its

salt dews upon the headstones; so near

that it would seem as if there had been

a feeling that the fortunate few who died

in quiet beds ought not to be too wide

ly se'vered from the hapless many who

rest in that grander "God's acre" whose

mounds are the changeful waves; so near

that the widow who had kept therefrom

so long her tearful watch for the unre

turning sail, and the child who never

knew a father's kiss, might not feel too

wide division, and that the dead, who all

their days had known at mom and even

tide the fresh breeze of the sea, and slum

bered at night to the lulling sound of the

breakers on the outer bar, should not

miss, upon their resurrection-morn, the

glad sparkle and the unforgotten music

of the waves.

Always serious, often tenderly touch

ing, are the monumental records of such

grounds. Jesting is the child of idleness,

and those who carved these brief records

had little time to spare. Nor is there

lacking the deeper pathos of those name

less hillocks, whose story long lingers in

the traditions of the spot where were rev

erently placed the unknown victims of

shipwreck found tossing in the under

tow at mom or cut loose from splintered

spars flung up upon the beach.

The cemetery is the necessity as it is

the creation of the great cities, and it is to

be feared that the crowding of its spaces

with many graves is not to be avoided.

It becomes, then, a serious question how

this shall be met. Already the beautiful

environs of‘ our great metropolitical cen

tres are changing slowly but surely into

vast necropolises. Philadelphia is belted

on the north and south and west by an

almost unbroken chain of burial-places.

About New York and Boston cemeteries

are set like the fortresses around a Euro

pean capital. These spaces have been

allotted with something of the unforesee

ing prodigality of a new people, and al

ready the living feel the pressure of want

of room. It is then a problem how to

avoid the twofold peril of unsightly and

overcrowded burial-places and the for

cing away of the cemetery into too great

a distance from the home of the living.

While it may not be well to bar all

private ownerships in any plots of cem

etcry ground, and thus to extinguish all

motive to care for the general proprieties

of the burying-place, something should

be done to limit individual pride and

extravagance, which make needful the
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sacrifice of so large a space to the re

pose of the dead. The cemetery is for

the dead rather than for the living. This

is the first thought to be borne in mind.

And for the living three things are need

ful. First, security for the remains of

their friends; secondly, to be able to

identify the graves of their kindred ;

thirdly, such Christian teaching as all

have a right to associate with the depart

ed. These are the proper offices of monu

ments in graveyards. They can fitly have

no other object. All beyond is ostenta

tious waste. A burial-vault, plain but

secure, if such is preferred (though the

truer thought would seem to be that the

dust ought to return to the dust by the

swiftest naluml transmutation), a simple

slab covering the mound, or a cross plant

ed at its head, should be all sufficient. In

these would be room for abundant variety

of bbauty without weariness, without vul

garity, without temptation to, or room for,

mere display. For record a name and

dates, and, if desired, a single text of

Holy Scripture, and epitaph and memo

rial are complete. Let all else that now

goes to funeral outlay be expended to

keep clear and trim the pathways, to

plant and care for the shade tree and the

turf. Flowers and fair shrubs may be

added, if not too lavishly. lt is not a

show-place or a Sunday garden that is

wanted: let the people have elsewhere

their holiday parks, and let the beauty

of the spot be that of rest, and its abiding

thought that outside its bounds are left

life's cares and ambitions. It is these

that make the distinctions between man

and man: the dead are sleeping to wait

for a very different tribunal from those of

the world: they are all equal now, or di

vided by a decision not to be pronounced

by the fallible judgments of mankind.

Yet it is asked, Is there to be, then, no

commemoration of the dead, no mention.

no record of what their lives have been?

Most certainly there should be. One

chiefest lack of this time and country is

the want of reverent and tender mem

ory of the past. In its rash bursting out

into the untried world before it this peo

ple has been but too disdainful of the

elder time. It would fain take the por

tion of goods that falleth to it—-such por

tion, at least, as could be packed up and

carried away and spent readily. It may

come to long, and that not lightly, for

the settled nurture even of the hired

servant in the home it has confidently

left behind, finding that the husks to

which it has come down are but poor

fare and to be shared with unwelcome

rivals. If there is one thing more than

another that we cannot do without, it is

the memory of all good deeds and words

and examples in those who have left us.

We need monuments and memorials,

but of the sort that shall not be expen

sive and useless offerings to pride. When

a merchant ends a long and honorable

life in which he has borne constant wit

ness to the worth of an unflinching truth

fulness; when he has illustrated to the

best of his power that a good man's right

eousness and a liberal man's beneficence

are a fount of blessing; when the laws of

trade and the relations of man to man,

the social problem and the Christianity

of the hour, have all been the better be

cause of his life,—what an utter travesty

—ludicrous if it were not so pitiable—to

take of his wealth and pile up, afar from

all eyes that once brightened at his com

ing or looked upon him with reverence,

a costly heap of stones, to rear which no

mortal has been the better or the hap

pier! \Vhen a great man who has la

bored for his country's weal far more

than for his own fortunes has gone down

in the richness or the ripeness of his

powers, it is but a strange sign of grati

tude to set up the tablet and carve the

effigy where only the forest bird will visit

them, and where the damps of the grave

and the creeping mosses will vie in blot

ting the record of his fame in swift emu

lation of the decay which beneath is wast

ing his mortal part. We miss him from

the sphere of living activities. Better,

far better, then, to spare the cost of fu

neral pomp and the wasted toil of the

stone-cutter's shop, that we may place

upon the same walls which have thrilled

to his burning words, or above the coun

cil-board at which his wise lips let fall as

it were the oracles of God, the most liv

ing likeness which art and liberality can



594
[MunBUR]/(LS AND BUR]/ll,-PLACES.

procure, that the men to come after may

remember his worth and catch from the

steadfast eye and lofty features some por

tion of the spirit and the truth which were

his.

Best of all, perhaps, since the true

abiding is not in the things that are seen,

but the things which are not seen are

eternal—best of all, that we give most

time and labor and thought and cost to

such memorials as may continue the liv

ing witness, so that he being dead may

yet speak to far generations. The state

l_v halls and chapels of Oxford are the

true shrines which hold the names of

VVykeham and Waynflete, of De Merton

and Wolsey. The cost of a single block

of granite, such as is wasted upon the

loneliness of the cemetery, would fill

with precious volumes an alcove of the

college library, where twenty generations

of scholars may come with grateful re

membrance of the founder's name. Nor

is it only the granite and the marble we

are now wasting. In that which we build

for the living the complaint of all true

art-lovers is of our parsimony, our miserly

shams, our ephemeral and feeble work.

It is in our building for the dead that we

are lavish and bid spare no massiveness

of material, no pains of finish, no labor

of careful and deep cutting. Of that

which we give to death we are liberal

and sincere givers, as if in the presence

of the grave we dared not venture upon

falsehood—as if we feared the semblance

of a sham would betray the hollowness

of our regard.

It is that which most of all I grudge

to the service of the cemetery. If we

could but give carle 6/an:/re to our archi

tects as we do to our mortuary builders,

if we shrank from petty economies in the

church as we do in the churchyard, we

might hope to have noble and truthful

work where eyes could see and hearts

be cheered by its influence. If we cared

for statues in our public squares or in our

halls ofjustice and legislation, we should

no longer tolerate the hideous travesties

which now are set up, we suppose, to

furnish likenesses of Boguey to the in

fant offenders and nurse-maid moralists

of our cities. He who modeled 7712

Picket Guard and One $110! [More has

shown what might be done, and nearly

every civic statue will show with equal

force what should have been left un

done.

When we have shaken ofi' the grave

yard tradition and the classic incubus,

when we desire a true memorial of the

past, and not an artistic fancy, we shall

get a living statue—not the orator with

hand resting on an allegory and shoul

ders wrapped in a toga carefully copied

from a blanket upon a lay-figure, but the

man as he was when his eye lightened

and his features wrought with the burn

ing flame of his noblest inspiration. \Ve

shall have the general not in theatric

pomp upon a rearing rocking-horse,

with hand stretched out in a manner

equally impressive and impossible, but in

the worn uniform, loose and something

tumbled, standing with calm poise as he

stood when he watched the long lines

slowly winning their way against the

plunging fire of the batteries above until

the supreme moment of the fight had

come, when he could say, hardly above

his breath, “ We shall do it now: let

your reserves go in." Vi/e should not

get the demonstrative gesture and the

histrionic attitude which none saw that

day upon the field, but the living truth

of history in the tightening of the lines

around the firm-set mouth and in the

nervous clasp of the hand upon the field

glass, in the lifting of the shadow from

the full brow, in the chest heaving with

the long sigh of relieved suspense. \Ve

should have each little trick of the man

as he was, the gnawing of the twisted

moustache or the impatient fumbling at

a button with the unconscious fingers—

most improper, no doubt, for the de

corums of art and the posture of a dig

nified sitter, but just the things which

the soldier sees and remembers. and

embalms in his camp-fire story.

I speak of these things, though they

may seem aside from the subject of ceme

teries, because I desire to make clear that

the memorial of the dead is no indiffer

ent matter. VVe need to remember them,

and that in ways at once distinctive and

historic. Go into the cemetery, and one



1877-]
595

BURIALS AND BURIAL-PLACES.

tall obelisk will tell you, if you will take

the pains to spell out its close lettering,

that here lies the great admiral who swept

through the deadly cross-fire of the forts

by the light of the blazing rafts of the ‘

enemy, and another a little taller com

memorates the virtues of the eminent

Common Council man who accumulated

millions in his steadfast watch of the

public treasury. Yonder broken column

marks his grave who watered the sward

of Gettysburg with his blood, and that

beside it proclaims that here lies the hero

who watered the stock of the Mariposa

and Alleghany Railroad with such profit

to himself and his heirs. It may well be

so, since a bereaved country and a quick

ly-consoled widow have employed the

same eminent purveyor of monumental

stones, and if patriotism was parsimoni

ous, the bereaved legatee was not.

\Ve need to remember the dead ac

cording to their deservings while in life.

Other ground ofjudgment we have none.

‘We may not, except in charitable sur

mise, declare what they were—for that,

perhaps, we, looking not into the barred

chambers of the heart, never knew—but

what they did, what they suffered, what

they sought, are matters which do con

cern us still. We need that the dead

should be remembered along the paths

they trod in life. The hospital, the school,

the college hall, the memorial church,

the blazoned hues of the commemorative

window, the font of baptism, the pulpit

itself, voiceful to the silent sanctuary, all

keep most fittingly the memory of talents

and virtues passed behind the veil.

It may be said that these are works

which should be done in life, and that

the testamentary bequest is but the giv

ing of that which is no longer ours to

give. It is argued that memorial condi

tions clog benefactions which should be

free to vary with the changing time. All

this has its side of truth, and yet there is

another no less true. The temper of the

time bids us to do what we like with our

own—t0 pull down the wall which our

fathers built and to run the cinder-spot

ted track of the railway across their

pleasant gardens. It is because dead

hands hold more firmly that it is well,

even at the risk of unwise conditions,

for the good works of the past to be con

secrated and guarded by the spell of a

founder‘s name and “the written letter that

remaineth " above the testamentary seal.

Let the rich who can, and the Wise who

know, make it their business to forbid the

cemetery's pomp, and to prepare memo

rials for themselves in ways which shall

not tarnish the fair fame of precious lives

or crown the folly of thoughtless lives

with a useless cenotaph.

In the above lines I may seem to have

been speaking of the few and the excep

tionally great. It is not their memory

alone which is precious. Indeed, there

is something in the very virtues of public

life which puts the man upon a lone Sty

lites pillar of lofty endurance, at which

men look up in wonder and worship, but

to which few come with the sweet gifts

of friendship and charity. And the me

morial places of the greatest must needs

be also where thick throngs go to and

fro, too bent upon the business of the

hour to lift up their eyes to the form of

him who once reigned where they now

traffic. They lean against the base of

his statue in the exchange and chafi'er

of stocks: they snarl out their little quips

of thin retort in the chamber where once

all ears were silent to catch the lightest

accents ofthe "golden-mouthed." Vi/here

men are busiest, events move quickest

and change is most imminent. But there

are homely and simple virtues which can

only fade out from a neighborhood as the

memory of their possessors is worn away

from the thoughts of men. Such we need

to guard—such it is indeed well to keep

alive in the little community where men

may emulate, as tradition fondly pre

serves, the unforgotten worth, There

can be no great central pantheon pos

sible for a country which fails to cherish

local merit.

It is not in Rome that we seek the rest

ing-places and the memorials ofthe great

est names of Christian Italy, but where

the fading frescoes still line the walls of

Pisa's "Holy Field"—where Genoa the

Proud and Venice the \Vonderful retain

the pictured likenesses or marble forms

of their great senators and doges and
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warriors and artists. \Ve go for great

memories to the sculptured shields which

reflect the moonbeams where the ceno

taph of La Scala looks down upon the

Streets of Verona, or to the shrine where

tapers ever burn about the resting-place

of Borromeo, and our spirits are hushed

to the reverential awe too deep for words

nowhere so truly as when we tread above

the worn pavement of Florence's Santa

Croce. That which has made Westmin

ster so dear to the heart of Britain, and a

place within its walls more coveted than

ducal coronets or parliamentary cheers, is

a feeling fostered in every hamlet of the

land. It is that in the ancient chancel

of the village church, amid the market

bustle of the county town, under the oak

en rafters of the craftsman's guild-hall,

in the provincial borough, as well as in

lofty aisles of cathedral and abbey, have

been set where men's eyes could see and

men's hearts be stirred the memorial

tablet and the lifelike efiigy. Surely it

has had no petty share in Britain's great

ness that thus the fame of its children

has been most deeply graven upon the

spots that knew them best. Men who

toil for the good and who prize the es

teem of their own neighborhoods are in

general the ones who toil most truly,

and the rulership over many things is

won most surely by the faithfulness over

few. Not in the struggle of the city, but

in the quiet of the hills, have the best

works been wrought. Not those who

strove for applause in critical intrigue at

the self- elected tribunals of fame, but

those who noted the mountain-daisy's

fall beneath the gleaming ploughshare,

or who sought in the crevices of Smail

holme Tower the wall-flowers blossoming;

not the youth worn and the manhood

sullied beneath the smokes of London,

but "days bound each to each by natural

piety" amid the lilies of the Ouse and the

daffodils of Ambleside, have won the last

ing laurel and the grateful memory. For

a season the fier_v passion and the cynic

sneer, the worldliness and the sensual

glow that dazzle as they pass, enchain

all eyes: the king of the coterie, the ora

cle of the club, the pet of the ball-room

reigns supreme. Presently is heard the

cry, Le mi rs! mart! '1/iz/e [e mi.’ and

another is on the vacant throne. But

all the while there are stealing forth the

tremulous organ-notes of the matins and

vespers of Hartley, and the leering rev

.eler is shamed by the lofty heroism of

numbers that from the shores of VVight

are hymning the days of Arthur, "true

knight and stainless gentleman."

I have striven, in words perhaps des

ultory, but still earnest, to reach some

of the deeper aspects of men's burial

places. It is to raise a protest, however

feebly, against that linking together of

wealth and parade which so signally

defeats itself when it seeks in the ways

of a fashionable cemetery to evade the

oblivion of the grave. I have sought

to show its necessary, its utter futility,

its wastefulness of that which is surely

wanted elsewhere, its harmfulness to that

which we should especially and reverent

ly cherish.

The evil that men do lives after them: .

The good is oft interred with their bones.

Is it not because this sad couplet is so

fostered by the false democracy of our

vaunted burying-fields that men are dai

ly growing more and more reckless of the

verdict of posterity? Make the great end

of life possession of wealth and power and

pursuit of pleasure, and thereafter blot

out all memory in the indistinguishable

meaninglessness of the crowded ceme

tery ; let men but once come to feel that

as they pass beyond the scenes of their

busy life the ruthless tread of new men

shall blot the memorial of them from off

the earth, when they say in bitterness,

as of old, “Let us eat and drink, for to

morrow we die,"—let this once be, and

the peril of national corruption is mul

tiplied indeed. The loftier motive and

the heavenward hope indeed remain, but

few and faint will be the preacher's words,

and slight and seldom the heeding, when

we have crushed under purchased mar

ble and consigned to the oblivion of venal

and undiscriminating epitaphs the sacred

passion of man's heart for the honorable

remembrance of his kind.

WALTER IVIITCHELL.
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BY GEORGE MACDONALD, AUTHOR OF “MAIJCOLM."

CHAPTER XI.ll.

s'|'. RONAN'S WELL.

HE next day the reading was re

sumed, and for several days was

regularly continued. Each day, as their

interest grew, longer time was devoted

to it. They were all simple enough to

accept what the author gave them, nor,

had a critic of the time been present to

instruct them that in this last he had

fallen off, would they have heeded him

much: for Malcolm, it was the first story

by the Great Unknown he had seen. A

question however occurring, not of art

but of morals, he was at once on the

alert. It arose when they reached that

portion of the tale in which the true heir

to an earldom and its wealth offers to

leave all in the possession of the usurper,

on the one condition of his ceasing to

annoy a certain lady, whom, by villainy

of the worst, he had gained the power

of rendering unspeakably miserable.

Naturally enough, at this point Mal

colm's personal interest was suddenly

excited: here were elements strangely

correspondent with the circumstances

of his present position. Tyrrel's offer of

acquiescence in things as they were, and

abandonment of his rights, which in the

story is so amazing to the man of the

world to whom it is first propounded,

drew an exclamation of delight from both

ladies—fr0m Clementina because of its

unsclfishncss, from Florimel because of

its devotion : neither of them was at any

time ready to raise a moral question, and

least of all where the heart approved.

But Malcolm was interested after a dif

ferent fashion from theirs. Often during

the reading he had made remarks and

given explanations——not so much to the

annoyance of Lady Clementina as she

had feared, for since his rescue of the

swift she had been more favorably dis

posed toward him, and had judged him

a little more justly; not that she under

stood him, but that the gulf between

them had contracted. He paused a mo

ment, then said, "Do you think it was

right, my ladies? Ought Mr. Tyrrel to

have made such an offer?"

''It was most generous of him," said

Clementina, not without indignation, and

with the tone of one whose answer should

decide the question.

"Splendidly generous," replied Mal

colm; "but I so well remember when

Mr. Graham first made me see that the

question of duty does not always lie be

tween a good thing and a bad thing:

there would be no room for casuistry

then, he said. A man has very often

to decide between one good thing and

another. But indeed I can hardly tell,

without more time to think, whether that

comes in here. If a man wants to be

generous, it must at least be at his own

expense.“

"But surely," said Florimel, not in the

least aware that she was changing sides,

"a man ought to hold by the rights that

birth and inheritance give him."

“That is by no means so clear, my

lady," returned Malcolm, "as you seem

to think. A man may be bound to hold

by things that are his rights, but certain

ly not because they are rights. One of

the grandest things in having rights is

that, being your rights, you may give

them up; except, of course, they involve

duties with the performance of which the

abnegation would interfere."

"I have been trying to think," said

Lady Clementina, "what can be the two

good things here to choose between."

"That is the right question, and logic

ally put, my lady," rejoined Malcolm,

who from his early training could not

help sometimes putting on the school

master. " The two good things are—let

me see—yes—on the one hand the pro

tection of the lady to whom he owed all

possible devotion of man to woman, and

on the other what he owed to his tenants,

and perhaps to society in general—yes
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—-as the holder of wealth and position.

There is generosity on the one side and

dry duty on the other."

"But this was no case of mere love

to the lady, I think," said Clementina.

“ Did Mr. Tyrrel not owe Miss Mowbray

what reparation lay in his power? Was

it not his tempting of her to a secret mar

riage, while yet she was nothing more

than a girl, that brought the mischief

upon her ?"'

"That is the point," said Malcolm,

“that makes the one difficulty. Still, I

do not see how there can be much of a

question. He could have no right to do

fresh wrong for the mitigation of the con

sequences of preceding wr0ng—to sacri

fice others to atone for injuries done by

himself."

“Where would be the wrong to oth

ers ?" said Florimel, now back to her

former position. “\Vhat could it matter

to tenants or society which of the brothers

happened to be earl ?"

“Only this, that in the one case the

landlord of his tenants, the earl in so

ciety, would be an honorable man; in the

other a vilIain—-a difference which might

have consequences."

“But," said Lady Clementina, "is not

generosity something more than duty

something higher, something beyond it?"

“Yes," answered Malcolm, “so long

as it does not go against duty, but keeps

in the same direction—is in harmony

with it. I doubt much, though, whether,

as we grow in what is good, we shall not

come soon to see that generosity is but

our duty, and nothing very grand and

beyond it. But the man who chooses

to be generous at the expense of justice,

even if he give up at the same time

everything of his own, is but a poor

creature beside him who for the sake of

the right will not only consent to appear

selfish in the eyes of men, but will go

against his own heart and the comfort

of those dearest to him. The man who

accepts a crown may be more noble than

he who lays one down and retires to the

desert. Of the worthies who do things

by faith, some are sawn asunder and

some subdue kingdoms. The look of

the thing is nothing."

Florimel made a neat little yawn over

her work. Clementina's hands rested

a moment in her lap, and she looked

thoughtful. But she resumed her work

and said no more. Malcolm began to

read again. Presently Clementina in

terrupted him. She had not been lis

tening. "Why should a man want to

be better than his neighbors, any more

than to be richer?" she said, as if utter

ing her thoughts aloud.

"Why, indeed," responded Malcolm,

“except he wants to become a hypo

crite ?"

"Then, why do you talk for duty

against generosity?"

"Oh!" said Malcolm, for a moment

perplexed. He did not at once catch

the relation of her ideas. “Does a man

ever do his duty," he rejoined at length,

"in order to be better than his neigh

bors? If he does, he won't do it long.

A man does his duty because he must:

he has no choice but do it."

"If a man has no choice, how is it

that so many men choose to do wrong F"

asked tlementina.

“ In virtue of being slaves and stealing

the choice," replied Malcolm.

“You are playing with words," said

Clementina.

"If I am, at least I am not playing

with things,“ returned Malcolm. “If

you like it better, my lady, I will say

that in declaring he has no choice the

man with all his soul chooses the good,

recognizing it as the very necessity of

his nature."

'‘If I know in myself that I have a

choice, all you say goes for nothing,"

persisted Clementina. '‘I am not at all

sure I would not do wrong for the sake

of another. The more one preferred

what was right, the greater would be

the sacrifice."

"If it was for the grandeur of it, my

lady, that would be for the man's own

sake, not his friend's."

“Leave that out, then," said Clemen

tina.

"The more a man loved another, then

—say a woman, as here in the story-it

seems to me the more willing would he

be that she should continue to suffer
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rather than cease by wrong. Think,

my lady: the essence of wrong is in

justice: to help another by wrong is to

do injustice to somebody you do not

know well enough to love, for the sake

of one you do know well enough to love.

What honest man could think of that

twice? The woman capable of accept

ing such a sacrifice would be contempt

ible.“

"She need not know of it."

“He would know that she needed but

to know of it to despise him."

"Then might it not be noble in him

to consent for her sake to be contempt

ible in her eyes?"

“If no others were concerned. And

then there would be no injustice, there

fore nothing wrong, and nothing con

temptible."

"Might not what he did be wrong in

the abstract, without having reference to

any person ?"

"There is no wrong man can do but

is a thwarting of the living Right. Sure

ly you believe, my lady, that there is a

living Power of right, whose justice is

the soul of our justice, who will have

right done, and causes even our own

souls to take up arms against us when

we do wrong?"

"In plain language, I suppose you

mean, Do I believe in a God?"

"That is what I mean, if by a God

you mean a being who cares about us

and loves justice—that is, fair play--one

whom therefore we wrong to the very

heart when we do a. thing that is not

just."

“I would gladly believe in such a be

ing if things were so that I could. As

they are, I confess it seems to me the

best thing to doubt it. I do doubt it very

much. How can I help doubting it when

I see so much suffering, oppression and

cruelty in the world? If there were such

a being as you say, would He permit

the horrible things we hear of on every

hand ?"

"I used to find that a difficulty. In

deed, it troubled me sorely until I came

to understand things better. Iremem_

ber Mr. Graham saying once something

like this—I did not understand it for

months after: ‘Every kind-hearted per

son who thinks a great deal of being

comfortable, and takes prosperity to con

sist in being well off, must be tempted to

doubt the existence of a God.--And per

haps it is well they should be so tempt

ed,’ he added."

“Why did he add that ?"

"I think, because such are in danger

of believing in an evil God. And if men

believed in an evil God, and had not the

courage to defy Him, they must sink to

the very depths of savagery. At least

that is what I ventured to suppose he

meant."

Clementina opened her eyes wide, but

said nothing. Religious people, she found, '

could think as boldly as she.

"I remember all about it so well I"

Malcolm added thoughtfully. "\Ve had

been talking about the Prometheus of

/Eschylus—-how he would not give in to

Jupiter."

"I am trying to understand," said

Clementina, and ceased; and a silence

fell which for a few moments Malcolm

could not break. For suddenly he felt

as if he had fallen under the power of a

spell. Something seemed to radiate from

her silence which invaded his conscious

ness. It was as if the wind which dwells

in the tree of life had waked in the twi

light of heaven and blew upon his spirit.

It was not that now first he saw that she

was beautiful: the moment his eyes fell

upon her that morning in the park he

saw her beautiful as he had never seen

woman before. Neither was it that now

first he saw her good: even in that first

interview her heart had revealed itself

to him as very lovely. But the foolish

ness which flowed from her lips, noble

and unselfish as it was, had barred the

way betwixt his feelings and her indi

viduality as effectually as if she had been

the loveliest of Venuses lying uncarved

in the lunar marble of Carrara. There

are men to whom silliness is an absolute

freezing-mixture—to whose hearts a plain

sensible woman at once appeals as a

woman, while no amount of beauty can

serve as sweet oblivious antidote to coun

teract the nausea produced by folly. Mal

colm had found Clementina irritating,
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and the more irritating that she was so

beautiful. But at the first sound from

her lips that indicated genuine and truth

ful thought the atmosphere had begun to

change; and at the first troubled gleam

in her eyes, revealing that she pursued

some dim-seen thing of the world of re

ality, a nameless potency throbbed into

the spiritual space betwixt her and him,

and embraced them in an ether of'en

trancing relation. All that had been

needed to awake love to her was, that

her soul, her self, should look out of its

windows; and now atlength he had caught

a glimpse of it. Not all her beauty, not

all her heart, not all her courage, could

draw him while she would ride only a

hobby-horse, however tight its skin might

be stuffed with emotions. But now who

could tell how soon she might be charg

ing in the front line of the Amazons of

the Lord—on as real a horse as any in

the heavenly army? For was she not

thinking, the rarest human operation in

the world?

"I will try to speak a little more clear

ly, my lady," said Malcolm. “If ease

and comfort and the pleasures of animal

and intellectual being were the best things

to be had, as they are the only things

most people desire, then that Maker who

did not care that His creatures should

possess or were deprived of such could

not be a good God. But if the need with

the lack of such things should be the

means, the only means, of their gaining

something in its very nature so much -

better that—H

“ But," interrupted Clementina, " ifthey

don't care about anything better—-if they

are content as they are?"

"Should He, then, who called them into

existence be limited in His further intents

for the perfecting of their creation by their

notions concerning themselves who can

not add to their life one cubit, such no

tions being often consciously dishonest?

If He knows them worthless without

something that He can give, shall He

withhold His hand because they do not

care that He should stretch it forth ?

Should a child not be taught to ride be

cause he is content to run on foot?"

"But the means, according to your own

theory, are so frightful!" said Clemen

tina.

"But suppose He knows that the barest

beginnings of the good He intends them

would not merely reconcile them to those

means, but cause them to choose His will

at any expense of suffering? I tell you,

Lady Clementina," continued Malcolm,

rising, and approaching her a step or

two, "if I had not the hope of one day

being good like God himself, ifl thought

there was no escape out of the wrong

and badness I feel within me, and know

I am not able to rid myself of without

supreme help, not all the wealth and

honors of the world could reconcile me

to life."

“ You do not know what you are talk

ing of," said Clementina coldly and soft

ly, without lifting her head.

"I do,“ said Malcolm.

“You mean you would kill yourself

but for your belief in God?"

"By life I meant being, my lady. If

there were no God, I dared not kill my

self, lest worse should be waiting me in

the awful voids beyond. If there be a

God, living or dying is-all one-—so it be

what He pleases."

“I have read of saints," said Clem

entina with cool dissatisfaction in her

tone, “uttering such sentiments“ (“Sen

Iin1¢'nf.r /" said Malcolm to himself),

“and I do not doubt such were felt or

at least imagined by them; but I fail to

understand how, even supposing these

things true, a young man like yourself

should, in the midst of a busy world,

and with an occupation which, to say

the least—~"

Here she paused. After a moment

Malcolm ventured to help her: "Is so

far from an ideal one, would you say,

my lady ?"

"Something like that," answered Clem

entina, and concluded, “I wonder how

you can have arrived at such ideas?"

"There is nothing wonderful in it, my

lady," returned Malcolm. “\Vhy should

not a youth, a boy, a child—for as a child

I thought about what the kingdom of

heaven could mean—desire with all his

‘might that his heart and mind should be

clean, his will strong, his thoughts just,
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his head clear, his soul dwelling in the

place of life? \Vhy should l not desire

that my life should be a complete thing,

and an outgoing of life to my neighbor?

Some people are content not to do mean

actions: I want to become incapable of a

mean thought or feeling; and so I shall

be before all is done."

“Still, how did you come to begin so

much earlier than others?"

“All I know as to that, my lady, is

that I had the best man in the world to

teach me."

“And why did not I have such a man

to teach me? I could have learned of

such a man too."

“If you are able now, my lady, it does

not follow that it would have been the

best thing for you sooner. Some chil

dren learn far better for not being be

gun early, and will get before others who

have been at it for years. As you grow

ready for it, somewhere or other you will

find what is needful for you in a book

or a friend, or, best of all, in your own

thoughts —the eternal thought speaking

in your thought."

It flashed through her mind, “Can it

be that l have found it now~—on the lips

ofa groom?" Was it her own spirit or

another that laughed strangely within

her. "\Vell, as you seem to know so

much better than other people,“ she

said, ‘‘I want you to explain to me how

the God in whom you profess to believe

can make use of such cruelties. They

seem to me more like the reveling of a

demon."

“ My lady," remonstrated Malcolm,

“I never pretended to explain. All I say

is, that if I had reasons for hoping there

was a God, and ifl found, from my own

experience and the testimony of others,

that suffering led to valued good, I should

think, hope, expect to find, that He caused

suffering for reasons of the highest, purest

and kindest import, such as when under

stood must be absolutely satisfactory to

the sufferers themselves. If a man can

not believe that, and if he thinks pain

the worst evil of all, then of course he

cannot believe there is a good God.

Still, even then, if he would lay claim

to being a lover of truth, he ought to

Vol.. XlX.—38

give the idea—the mere z'dea—of God

fair play, lest there should be a good

God after all, and he all his life doing

Him the injustice of refusing Him his

trust and obedience."

"And how are we to give the mere

idea of Him fair play?" asked Clemen

tina, rather contemptuously. But I think

she was fighting emotion, confused and

troublesome.

"By looking to the heart of what

ever claims to be a revelation of

Him.“

"It would take a lifetime to read the

half of such."

“ I will correct myself, and say,‘ What

ever of the sort has best claims on your

regard, whatever any person you look

upon as good believes and would have

you believe;' at thelsame time doing

diligently what you know to be right;

for, if there be a God, that must be His

will, and if there be not, it remains our

duty." I

All this time Florimel was working

away at her embroidery, a little smile of

satisfaction flickering on her face. She

was pleased to hear her clever friend

talking so with her strange vassal. As

to what they were saying, she had no

doubt it was all right, but to her it was

not interesting. She was mildly debat

ing with herself whether she should tell

her friend about Lenorme.

Clementina's work now lay on her lap

and her hands on her work, while her

eyes at one time gazed on the grass at

her feet, at another searching Malcolm's

face with a troubled look. The light of

Malcolm's candle was beginning to pen

etrate into her dusky room, the power of

his faith to tell upon the weakness of her

unbelief. There is no strength in unbe

lief. Even the unbelief of what is false is

no source of might. It is the truth shin

ing from behind that gives the strength

to disbelieve. But into the house where

the refusal of the bad is followed by no

embracing of the good—the house emp

ty and swept and garnished—-the bad

will return, bringing with it seven evils

that are worse.

If something of that sacred mystery,

holy in the heart of the Father, which
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draws together the souls of man and

woman, was at work between them, let

those scoff at the mingling of love and

religion who know nothing of either;

but man or woman who, loving woman

or man, has never in that love lifted the

heart to the divine Father, and every one

whose love has not yet cast at least an ,

arm around the human love, must take

heed what they think of themselves, for

they are yet but paddlers in the tide of

the eternal ocean. Love is a lifting no

less than a swelling of the heart. What

changes, what metamorphoses, trans

formations, purifications, glorifications,

must this or that love undergo ere it take

its eternal place in the kingdom of heav

en, through all its changes yet remain

ing, in its one essential root, the same,

let the coming redemption reveal. The

hope of all honest lovers will lead them

to the vision. Only let them remember

that love must dwell in the will as well

as in the heart.

But whatever the nature of Malcolm’s

influence upon Lady Clementina, she rc

sented it, thinking toward and speaking

to him repellently. Something in her

did not like him. She knew he did not

approve of her, and she did not like be

ing disapproved of. Neither did she ap

prove of him. He was pedantic, and far

too good for an honest and brave youth:

not that she could say she had seen dis

honesty or cowardice in him, or that she

could have told which vice she would

prefer to season his goodness withal and

bring him to the level of her idea]. And

then, for all her theories of equality, he

was a groom-—therefore to a lady ought

to be repulsive, at least when she found

him intruding into the chambers of her

thoughts—personally intruding, yes—and

met there by some traitorous feelings

whose behavior she could not under

stand. She resented it all, and felt to

ward Malcolm as if he were guilty of

forcing himself into the sacred presence

of her bosom's queen; whereas it was

his angel that did so, his Idea, over

which he had no control. Clementina

would have turned that Idea out; and

when she found she could not, her soul

started up wrathful, in maidenly disgust

with her heart, and cast resentment upon

everything in him whereon it would hang.

She had not yet, however, come to ask

herself any questions: she had only be

gun to fear that a woman to whom a per

son from the stables could be interesting,

even in the form of an unexplained rid

dle, must be herself a person of low

tastes, and that, _for all her pride in -

coming of honest people, there must

be a drop of bad blood in her some

where.

For a time her eyes had been fixed on

her work, and there had been silence in

the little group.

“My lady!" said Malcolm, and drew

a step nearer to Clementina.

She looked up. How lovely she was

with the trouble in her eyes! Thought

Malcolm, “ If only she were what she

might be! If the form were but filled

with the spirit! the body with life!"

“My lady!“ he repeated,just a little

embarrassed, ‘'1 should like to tell you

one thing that came to me only lately

—came to me when thinking over the

hard words you spoke to me that day

in the park. But it is something so aw

ful that I dare not speak of it except

you will make your heart solemn to

hear it."

He stopped, with his eyes questioning

hers. Clemcntina's first thought once

more was madness, but as she steadily

returned his look, her face grew pale

and she gently bowed her head in con

sent.

“I will try, then," said Malcolm.

"Everybody knows what few think

about, that once there lived a man who,

in the broad face of prejudiced respecta

bility, truth-hating hypocrisy, common

place religion and dull book-learning,

afiirmed -that He knew the secret of life

and understood the heart and history of

men—who wept over their sorrows, yet

worshiped the God of the whole earth,

saying that He had known Him from

eternal days. The same said that He

came to do what the Father did, and

that He did nothing but what He had

learned ofthe Father. They killed Him,

you know, my lady, in a terrible way

that one is afraid even to think of. But
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He insisted that He laid down His life—

that He allowed them to take it. Now,

I ask whether that grandest thing crown

ing His life, the yielding of it to the hand

of violence, He had not learned also from

His Father. \Vas His death the only thing

He had not so learned? If I am right—

and I do not say in doubt—then the

suffering of those three terrible hours

was a type of the suffering of the Father

himself in bringing sons and daughters

through the cleansing and glorifying

fires, without which the created cannot

be made the very children of God, par

takers of the divine nature and peace.

Then from the lowest, weakest tone of

suffering up to the loftiest pitch, the di

vinest acme of pain, there is not one

pang to which the sensorium of the uni

verse does not respond; never an un

tuneful vibration of nerve or spirit but

thrills beyond the brain or the heart of

the sufferer to the brain, the heart of the

universe; and God, in the simplest, most

literal, fullest sense, and not by sympa

thy alone, suffers wi//I His creatures."

“ Well, but He is able to bear it: they

are not. I cannot bring myself to see the

right of it."

“Nor will you, my lady, so long as you

cannot bring yourself to see the good

they get by it. My lady, when I was

trying my best with poor Kelpie, you

would not listen to me."

“You are ungenerous," said Clemen

tina, flushing.

“My lady," persisted Malcolm, "you

would not understand me. You denied me

a heart because of what seemed in your

eyes cruelty. I knew that I was saving

her from death at the least, probably from

a life of torture. God may be good,

though to you His government may seem

to deny it. There is but one way God

cares to govern-—the way of the Father

King—and that way is at hand. Butl

have yet given you only the one half of

my theory: If God feels pain, then He

puts forth His will to bear and subject

that pain: if the pain comes to Him

from His creature, living in Him, will

the endurance of God be confined to

himself, and not, in its turn, pass be

yond the bounds of His individuality and

react upon the sufferer to his sustaining?

I do not mean thatsustaining which a man

feels from knowing his will one with God's

and God will: him, but such sustaining

as those His creatures also may have

who do not or cannot know whence the

sustaining comes. I believe that the en

durance of God goes forth to uphold, that

His patience is strength to His creatures,

and that while the whole creation may

well groan, its sutTering is more bearable

therefore than it seems to the repugnance

of our regard."

“That is a dangerous doctrine," said

Clementina.

“Will it then make the cruel man more

cruel to be told that God is caring for the

tortured creature from the citadel ofwhose

life he would force an answer to save his

own from the sphinx that must at last de

vour him, let him answer never so wise

ly? Or will it make the tender less piti

ful to be consoled a little in the agony

of beholding what they cannot alleviate?

Many hearts are from sympathy as sore

ly in need of comfort as those with whom

they suffer. And to such I have one word

more—to your heart, my lady, if it will

consent to be consoled: The animals, I

believe, suffer less than we, because they

scarcely think of the past, and not at all

of the future. It is the same with chil

dren, Mr. Graham says: they suffer less

than grown people, and for the same rea

son. To get back something of this priv

ilege of theirs we have to be obedient and

take no thought for the morrow."

Clementina took up her work. Mal

colm walked away.

“ Malcolm," cried his mistress, "are

you not going on with the book P"

“I hope your ladyship will excuse me,"

said Malcolm. “ I would rather not read

more just at present."

It may seem incredible that one so

young as Malcolm should have been

able to talk thus; and indeed my report

may have given words more formal and

systematic than his really were. For the

mailer of them, it must be remembered

that he was not young in the effort to do

and understand, and that the advantage

to such a pupil of such a teacher as Mr.

Graham is illimitable.
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CHAPTER XLllI.

A PERPLEXITY.

AFTER Malcolm's departure Clemen

tina attempted to find what Florimel

thought of the things her strange groom

had been saying: she found only that

she neither thought at all about them,

nor had a single true notion concerning

the matter of their conversation. Seek

ing to interest her in it, and failing, she

found, however, that she had greatly

deepened its impression upon herself.

Florimel had not yet quite made up

her mind whether or not she should

open her heart to Clementina, but she

approached the door of it in requesting

her opinion upon the matter of marriage

between persons of social conditions

widely parted—“frightfully sundered,"

she said. Now, Clementina was a rad

ical of her day, a reformer, a leveler—

one who complained bitterly that some

should be so rich and some so poor. In

this she was perfectly honest. Her own

wealth, from a vague sense of unright

eousness in the possession of it, was such

a burden to her that she threw it away

where often it made other people stum

ble if not fall. She professed to regard

all men as equal, and believed that she

did 50. She was powerful in her con

tempt of the~ distinctions made between

certain of the classes, but had signally

failed in some bold endeavors to act as

if they had no existence except in the

whims of society. As yet, no man had

sought her nearer regard for whom she

would deign to cherish even friendship.

As to marriage, she professed, right hon

estly, an entire disinclination, even aver

sion, to it, saying to herself that if ever

she should marry it must be, for the sake

of protest and example, one notably be

neath her in social condition. He must

be a gentleman, but his claims to that

rare distinction should lie only in him

self, not his position—in what he was,

not what he had. But it is one thing to

have opinions, and another to be called

upon to show them beliefs; it is one thing

to declare all men equal, and another to

tell the girl who looks up to you for ad

vice that she ought to feel herself at per

fect liberty to marry—say, a groom ; and

when Florimel proposed the general ques

tion, Clementina might well have hesita

ted. And indeed she did hesitate, but in

vain she tried to persuade herself that it

was solely for the sake of her young and

inexperienced friend that she did so. As

little could she honestly say that it was

from doubt of the principles she had so

long advocated. Had Florimel been

open with her, and told her what sort

of inferior was in her thoughts, instead

of -representing the gulf between them

as big enough to swallow the city of

Rome-had she told her that he was a

gentleman, a man of genius and gifts,

noble and large-hearted, and indeed bet

ter bred than any other man she knew—

the fact of his profession would only have

clenched Lady Clementina's decision in

his favor; and if Florimel had been hon

est enough to confess the encouragement

she had given him—-nay, the absolute

love-passages there had been—Clemen

tina would at once have insisted that her

friend should write an apology for her

behavior to him, should dare the dastard

world and offer to marry him when he

would. But, Florimel putting the ques

tion as she did, how should Clementina

imagine anything other than that it re

ferred to Malcolm? and a strange con

fusion of feeling was the consequence.

Her thoughts heaved in her like the half

shaped monsters of a spiritual chaos, and

amongst them was one she could not at

all identify. A direct answer she found

impossible. She found also that in pres

ence of Florimel, so much younger than

herself, and looking up to her for advice,

she dared not even let the questions now

pressing for entrance appear before her

consciousness. She therefore declined

giving an answer of any sort—was not

prepared with one, she said: much was

to be considered; no two cases were just

alike.

They were summoned to tea, after

which she retired to her room, shut the

door and began to think--an operation

which, seldom easy if worth anything,

was in the present case peculiarly dif

ficult, both because Clementina was not

used to it, and the subject-object of it was

I herself. I suspect that self-examination
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is seldom the most profitable, certainly

it is sometimes the most unpleasant, and

always the most difficult, of moral actions

—-that is, to perform after a genuine fash

ion. I know that very little of what

passes for it has the remotest claim to

reality, and I will not say it has never

to be done; but I am certain that a good

deal of the energy spent by some devout

and upright people on trying to under

stand themselves and their own motives

would be expended to better purpose,

and with far fuller attainment even in

regard to that object itself, in the en

deavor to understand God, and what He

would have us do.

Lady Clementina's attempt was as hon

est as she dared make it. It went some

thing after this fashion : "How is it pos

sible I should counsel a young creature

like that, with all her gifts and privileges,

to marry a groom—-to bring the stable

into her chamber? If I did, if she did,

has she the strength to hold her face to

it? Yes, I know how difi'erent he is from

any other groom that ever rode behind

a lady. But does she understand him?

Is she capable of such a regard for him

as could outlast a week of closer inti

macy? At her age it is impossible she

should know what she was doing in

daring such a thing. It would be ab

solute ruin to her. And how could I

advise her to do what I could not do

myself? But then if she is in love with

him ?"

She rose and paced the room; not

hurriedly—she never did anything hur

riedly—but yet with unleisurely steps,

until, catching sight of herself in the

glass, she turned away as from an in

truding and unwelcome presence, and

threw herself on her couch, burying her

face in the pillow. Presently, however,

she rose again, her face glowing, and

again walked up and down the room—

almost swiftly now. I can but indicate

the course of her thoughts: “ If what he

says be true !--It opens another and high

er life.—What a man he is! and so young!

—Has he not convicted me of feebleness

and folly, and made me ashamed of my

self ?—\Vhat better thing could man or

woman do for another than lower her . Ibound to give her advice?

in her own haughty eyes, and give her a

chance of becoming such as she had but

dreamed of the shadow of ?—He is a gen

tleman—every inch! Hear him talk !—

Scotch, no doubt—-and—-well—a [ill/e

long-winded— a bad fault at his age!

But see him ride! see him swim—-and to

save a bird!—But then he is hard-—se

vere at best! All religious people are so

severe ! They think they are safe them

selves, and so can afford to be hard on

others ! He would serve his wife the

same as his mare, if he thought she re

quired it !—And I have known women

for whom it might be the best thing. I

am a fool ! a soft-hearted idiot! He told

me I would give a baby a lighted candle

if it cried for it.—Or didn't he ? I believe

he never uttered a word of the sort: he

only thought it." As she said this there

came a strange light in her eyes, and the

light seemed to shine from all around

them as well as from the orbs them

selves.

Suddenly she stood still as a statue in

the middle of the room, and her face

grew white as the marble of one. For a

minute she stood thus, without a definite

thought in her brain. The first that came

was something like this: "Then Florimel

does love him ! and wants help to decide

whether she shall-marry him or not ! Poor

weak little wretch !—Then if I were in

love with him I would marry him.—\Vould

I?—It is well, perhaps, that I'm not I-

But she ! he is ten times too good for her !

He would be utterly thrown away on her!

But I am lzer counsel, not his; and what

better could come to her than have such

a man for a husband, and instead of that

contemptible Liftore, with his grand earl

dom ways and proud nose? He has lit

tle to be proud of that must take to his

rank for it! Fancy a right man conde

scending to be proud of his own rank!

Pooh! But this groom is a man! all a

man! grand from the centre out, as the

great God made him !—Yes, it must be

a great God that made such a man as

that !—that is, if he is the same he looks

-the same all through !—-Perhaps there

are more Gods than one, and one of them

is the devil, and made Liftore !—But am

Surely not.
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I may refuse. And rightly too! A wo

man that marries from advice, instead

of from a mighty love, is wrong. I need

not speak. I shall just tell her to consult

her own heart and conscience, and fol

low thcm.—But gracious me! am I then

going to fall in love with the fellow ?—

this stableman who pretends to know his

Maker! Certainly not. There is 1101/1

ing of the kind in my thoughts. Besides,

how should I know what falling in love

means? I never was in love in my life,

and don't mean to be. If I were so fool

ish as imagine myself in any danger,

would I be such a fool as be caught in

it? I should think not, indeed! \Vhat

if I do think of this man in a wayl nev

er thought of any one before, is there

anything odd in that? How should I

help it when he is unlike any one I ever

saw before? One must think of people

as one finds them. Does it follow that

I have power over myself no longer, and

must go where any chance feeling may

choose to lead me ?"

Here came a pause. Then she start

ed, and once more began walking up

and down the room, now hurriedly in

deed. “I will not have it!" she cried

aloud, and checked herself, dashed at

the sound of her own voice. But her

soul went on loud enough for the thought

universc to hear : “ There can'l be a God,

or He would never subject His women to

what they don‘tchoose. Ifa God had 1nade

them, He would have them queens over

themselves at least; and I will be queen,

and then perhaps a God did make me.

A slave to things inside myself!—thoughts

and feelings I refuse, and which I oug/ll

to have control over! I don't want this

in me, yet I can't drive it out! I will

drive it out. It is not me. A slave

on my own ground !——worst slavery of

all! It will not go.-—That must be be

cause I do not will it strong enough.

And if I don't will it—my God !—what

does that mean ?—That I am a slave

already P"

Again she threw herself on her couch,

but only to rise and yet again pace the

room: “Nonsense! it is not love. It is

merely that nobody could help thinking

about one who had been so much before

her mind for so long—one, too, who had

made her think. Ah! there, I do be

lieve, lies the real secret of it all !-—There's

the main cause of my trouble—and noth

ing worse! I must not be foolhardy,

though, and remain in danger, especial

ly as, for anything I can tell, he may be

in love with that foolish child. People,

they say, like people that are not at all

like themselves. Then I am sure he

might like me !—She $60718 to be in love

with him! I know she cannot be half a

quarter in real love with him: it's not in

her."

She did not rejoin Florimel that even

ing: it was part of the understanding

between the ladies that each should be

at absolute liberty. She slept little dur

ing the night, starting awake as often as

she began to slumber, and before the

morning came was a good deal hum

bled. All sorts of means are kept at

work to make the children obedient and

simple and noble. _]oy and sorrow are

servants in God's nursery; pain and de

light, ecstasy and despair, minister in it;

but amongst them there is none more

marvelous in its potency than that min

gling of all pains and pleasures to which

we specially give the name of Love.

When she appeared at breakfast her

countenance bore traces of her suffering,

but a headache, real enough, though lit

tle heeded in the commotion upon whose

surface it floated, gave answer to the not

very sympathetic solicitude of Florimel.

Happily, the day of their return was near

at hand. Some talk there had been of

protracting their stay, but to that Clem

entina avoided any further allusion. She

must put an end to an intercourse which

she was compelled to admit was, at least,

in danger of becoming dangerous. This

much she had with certainty discovered

concerning her own feelings, that her

head grew hot and her heart cold at

the thought of the young man belonging

more to the mistress who could not un

derstand him than to herself who imag

ined she could; and it wanted no expe

rience in love to see that it was there

fore time to be on her guard against

herself, for to herself she was growing

perilous.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

THE MINI) OF THE AUTHOR.

THE next was the last day of the read

7 ing. They must finish the tale that morn

ing, and on the following set out to return

home, traveling as they had come. Clem

entina had not the strength of mind to

deny herself that last indulgence—a long

four days’ ride in the company of this

strangest of attendants. After that, if

not the deluge, yet a few miles of Sahara.

“' It is the opinion of many that he has

entered into a Moravian mission, for the

use of which he had previously drawn

considerable sums,‘ " read Malcolm, and

paused with book half closed.

" Is that all ?" asked Florimel.

"Not quite, my lady," he answered.

"There isn't much more, but I was just

thinking whether we hadn't come upon

something worth a little refiection—

whether we haven't here a window into

the mind of the author of I/Vm/er/ey,

whoever he may be, Mr. Scott or an

other."

“You mean?" said Clementina inter

rogatively, and looked up from her work,

but not at the speaker.

“I mean, my lady, that perhaps we

here got a glimpse of the author's own

opinions, or feelings rather, perhaps."

"I do not see what of the sort you can

find there," returned Clementina.

"Neither should I, my lady, if Mr.

Graham had not taught me how to find

Shakespeare in his plays. A man's own

nature, he used to say, must lie at the

heart of what he does, even though not

another man should be sharp enough to

find him there. Not a hypocrite, the

most consummate, he would say, but

has his hypocrisy written in every line

of his countenance and motion of his

fingers. The heavenly Lavaters can

read it, though the earthly may not be

able."

"And you think you can find him

out ?" said Clementina dryly.

" Not the hypocrite, my lady, but Mr.

Scott here. He is only round a single

corner. And one thing is—he believes

in a God."

"How do you make that out?"

"He means this Mr. Tyrrel for a fine

fellow, and on the whole approves of

him—does he not, my lady ?"

“ Certainly."

"Of course all that dueling is wrong.

But then Mr. Scott only half disapproves

of it.—And it is almost a pity it is wrong,"

remarked Malcolm with a laugh, "it is

such an easy way of settling some diffi

cult things. Yet I hate it. It's so cow

ardly. I may be a better shot than the

other, and know it all the time. He may

know it too, and have twice my courage.

And I may think him in the wrong, when

he know: himself in the right.—There

is one man I have felt as if I should like

to kill. When I was a boy I killed the

cats that ate my pigeons."

A look of horror almost distorted Lady

Clementina's countenance.

"I don't know what to say next, my

lady," he went on with a smile, “because

I have no way of telling whether you

look shocked for the cats I killed or the

pigeons they killed, or the man I would

rather see killed than have him devour

more of my—white doves," he conclud

ed sadly, with a little shake of the head.

"But, please God," he resumed,“ I shall

manage to keep them from him, and let

him live to be as old as Mcthuselah if

he can, even if he should grow in cun

ning and wickedness all the time. I

wonder how he will feel when he comes

to see what a sneaking cat he is ?—But

this is not what we set out for. It was

that Mr. Tyrrel, the author's hero, joins

the Moravians at last."

"What are they P" questioned Clem

entina.

"Simple, good, practical Christians, I

believe," answered Malcolm.

“But he only does it when disappoint

ed in love."

"No, my lady, he is not disappointed.

The lady is only dead."

Clementina stared a moment—then

dropped her head as if she understood.

Presently she raised it again and said,

“But, according to what you said the

other day, in doing so he was forsaking

altogether the duties of the station in

which God had called him."

"That is true. It would have been a

far grander thing to do his duty where
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he was, than to find another place and

another duty. An earldom allotted is

better than a mission preferred."

"And at least you must -confess," in

terrupted Clementina, "that he only took

to religion because he was unhappy."

"Certainly, my lady, it is the nobler

thing to seek God in the days of glad

ness, to look up to Him in trustful bliss

when the sun is shining. But if a man

be miserable, if the storm 1': coming

down on him, what is he to do? There

is nothing mean in seeking God then,

though it would have been nobler to

seek Him before. But to return to the

matter in hand : the author of IVM/erley

makes his noble-hearted hero, whom as

suredly he had no intention of disgra

cing, turn Moravian; and my conclusion

from it is, that in his judgment nobleness

leads in the direction of religion-—that

he considers it natural for a noble mind

to seek comfort there for its deepest sor

rows."

"\Vell, it may be so; but what is re

ligion without consistency in action?“

said Clementina.

“Nothing," answered Malcolm.

"Then how can you, professing to be

lieve as you do, cherish such feelings to

ward any man as you have just been

confessing?"

"I don't cherish them, my lady. But

l succeed in avoiding hate better than

in suppressing contempt, which perhaps

is the worse of the two. There may be

some respect in hate."

Here he paused, for here was a chance

that was not likely to recur. He might

say before two ladies what he could not

say before one. If he could but rouse

Florimel's indignation! Then at any

suitable time only a word more would

be r-eedful to direct it upon the villain.

Clementina's eyes continued fixed upon

him. At length he spoke: “I will try to

make two pictures in your mind, my lady,

if you will help me to paint them. In my

mind they are not }§1lt'Ili¢'d pictures.—A

long sea-coast, my lady, and a stormy

night; the sea-horses rushing in from

the north-east, and the snowflakes be

ginning to fall. On the margin of the

sea a long dune or sandbank, and on

the top of it, her head bare and her thin

cotton dress nearly torn from her by the

wind, a young woman, worn and white,

with an old faded tartan shawl tight

about her shoulders, and the shape of a

baby inside it upon her arm."

"Oh, she doesn't mind the cold," said

Florimel. "VVhen Iwas there I didn't

mind it a bit."

"She does not mind the cold," answer

ed Malcolm: “she is far too miserable

for that."

"But she has no business to take the

baby out on such a night," continued

Florimel, carelessly critical. "You ought

to have painted her by the fireside. They

have all of them firesides to sit at. l have

seen them through the windows many a

time."

“Shame or cruelty had driven her from

it," said Malcolm, "and there she Was."

"Do you mean you saw her yourself

wandering about?" asked Clementina.

"Twenty times, my lady."

Clementina was silent.

"Well, what comes next?" said Flor

imel. '

"Next comes a young gentleman —

but this is a picture in another frame, al

though of the same night-—a young gen

tleman in evening-dress, sipping his ma

deira, warm and comfortable, in the bland

temper that should follow the best of din

ners, his face beaming with satisfaction

after some boast concerning himself, or

with silent success in the concoction of

one or two compliments to have at hand

when he joins the ladies in the drawing

room."

"Nobody can help such differences,"

said Florimel. "If there were nobody

rich, who would there be to do anything

for the poor? lt's not the young gentle

man's fault that he is better born and

has more money than the poor girl."

“No," said Malcolm; “but what if

the poor girl has the young gentleman's

child to carry about from morning to

night?"

"Oh, well, I suppose she's paid for it,"

said Florimel, whose innocence must

surely have been supplemented by some

stupidity born of her flippancy.

"Do be quiet, Florimel," said Clem
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entina: "you don‘t know what you are

talking about."

Her face was in a glow, and one glance

at it set Florimel's in a flame. She rose

without a word, but with a look of min

gled confusion and offence, and walked

away. Clementina gathered her work

together. But ere she followed her she

turned to Malcolm, looked him calmly in

the face, and said, "No one can blame

you for hating such a man."

“Indeed, my lady, but some one would

--the only One for whose praise or blame

we ought to care more than a straw or

two. He tells us we are neither to judge

nor to hate. But—"

“I cannot stay and talk with you,"

said Clementina. “You must pardon

me ifl follow your mistress."

Another moment and he would have

told her all, in the hope of her warning

Florimel. But she was gone.

CHAPTER XLV.

THE RIDE HOME.

FLORIMEL was ofl'ended with Mal

colm : he had put her confidence in him

to shame, speaking of things to which

he ought not once to have even alluded.

But Clementina was not only older than

Florimel, but in her loving endeavors

for her kind had heard many a pitiful

story, and was now saddened by the tale,

not shocked at the teller. Indeed, Mal

colm‘s mode of acquainting her with the

grounds of the feeling she had challenged

pleased both her heart and her sense of

what was becoming; while as a partisan

of women, finding a man also of their

part, she was ready to otfer him the grati

tude of all womankind in her one typical

self. "What a rough diamond is here !"

she thought. “ Rough !" echoed her

heart: "how is he rough? What fault

could the most fastidious find with his

manners? True, he speaks as a servant;

and where would be his manners if he

did not? But neither in tone, expression

nor way of thinking is he in the smallest

degree servile. He is like a great pearl,

clean out of the sea—bred, it is true, in

the midst of strange surroundings, but

pure as the moonlight; and if a man, so

environed, yet has grown so grand, what

might he not become with such privileges

as—"

Good Clementina! what did she mean?

Did she imagine that such mere gifts as

she might give him could do for him

more than the great sea, with the tor

ment and conquest of its winds and

tempests? more than his own ministra

tions of love and victories over passion

and pride? What the final touches of

the shark-skin are to the marble that

stands lord of the flaming bow, that only

can wealth and position be to the man

who has yielded neither to the judgments

of the world nor the drawing of his own

inclinations, and so has submitted him

self to the chisel and mallet of his Maker.

Society is the barber who trims a man's

hair, often very badly too, and pretends

he made it grow. If her owner should

take her, body and soul, and make of

her being a gift to his—ah, then indeed!

But Clementina was not yet capable of

perceiving that, while what she had in

her thought to offer mzlg/it hurt him, it

could do him little good. Her feeling

concerning him, however, was all the

time far indeed from folly. Not for a

moment did she imagine him in love

with her. Possibly she admired him too

much to attribute to him such an intol

erable and insolent presumption as that

would have appeared to her own inferior

self. Still, she was far indeed from cer

tain, were she, as befits the woman so

immeasurably beyond even the aspira

tion of the man, to make him offer im

plicit of hand and havings, that he would

reach out his hand to take them. And

certainly that she was not going to do;

in which determination, whether she knew

it or not, there was as much modesty and

gracious doubt of her own worth as there

was pride and maidenly recoil. In one

resolve she was confident, that her be

havior toward him should be such as to

keep him just where he was, affording

him no smallest excuse for taking one

step nearer, and they would soon be in

London, where she would see nothing—

or next to nothing—-more of him. But

should she ever cease to thank God
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that was, if ever she came to find Him-

that in this roo1n He had shown her what

He could do in the way of making a man ?

I-leartily she wished she knew a noble

man or two like him. In the mean time

she meant to enjoy with carefulness the

ride to London, after which things should

be as before they left.

The morning,r arrived; they finished

breakfast; the horses came round and

stood at the door, all but Kelpie. The

ladies mounted. Ah, what a morning to

leave the country and go back to London!

The sun shone clear on the dark pine

woods; the birds were radiant in song;

all under the trees the ferns were unroll

ing each its mystery of ever-generating

life; the soul of the summer was there,

whose mere idea sends the heart into the

eyes, while itself fiits mocking from the

cage of words. A gracious mystery it was

—in the air, in the sun, in the earth, in

their own hearts. The lights of heaven

mingled and played with the shadows

of the earth, which looked like the souls

of the trees, that had been out wander

ing all night, and had been overtaken

by the sun ere they could re - enter

their dark cells. Every motion of the

horses under them was like a throb of

the heart of the earth, every bound like

a sigh of her bliss. Florimel shouted al

most like a boy with ecstasy, and Clem

entina's moonlight went very near chang

ing into sunlight as she gazed and breath

ed and knew that she was alive.

They started without Malcolm, for he

must always put his mistress up and then

go back to the stable for Kelpie. In a

moment they were in the wood, crossing

its shadows. It was like swimrning their

horses through a sea of shadows. Then

came a little stream, and the horses

splashed it about like children from very

gamesomeness. Half a mile more, and

there was a saw-mill with a mossy wheel,

a pond behind dappled with sun and

shade, a dark rush of water along a

brown trough, and the air full of the

sweet smell of sawn wood. Clementina

had not once looked behind, and did not

know whether Malcolm had yet joined

them or not. All at once the wild vital

ity of Kelpie filled the space beside her,

and the voice of Malcolm was in her

ears. She turned her head. He was

looking very solemn. "\Vill you let me

tell you, my lady, what this always makes

me think of?" he said.

"What in particular do you mean?"

returned Clementina coldly.

"This smell of new-sawn wood that

fills the air, my lady."

She bowed her head.

"lt makes me think of Jesus in His

father's workshop," said Malcolm—“ how

He must have smelled the same sweet

scent of the trees of the world, broken

for the uses of men, that is now so sweet

to me. Oh, my lady, it makes the earth

very holy and very lovely to think that

as we are in the world, so was He in the

world. Oh, my lady, think! If God

should be so nearly one with us that it

was nothing strange to Him thus to visit

His people! that we are not the oflspring

of the soulless tyranny of law that knows

not even its own self, but the children of

an unfathomable wonder, of which sci

ence gathers only the foam-bells on the

shore—~children in the house of a living

Father—so entirely our Father that He

cares even to death that we should un

derstand and love Him!"

He reined Kelpie back, and as she

passed on his eyes caught a glimmer

of emotion in Clementina's. He fell

behind, and all that day did not come

near her again.

Florimel asked her what he had been

saying, and she compelled herself to re

peat a part of it.

“ He is always saying such odd, out

of-the-way things," remarked Florimel.

"I used sometimes, like you, to fancy

him a little astray, but I soon found I

was wrong. 1 wish you could have

heard him tell a story he once told my

father and me. lt was one of the wildest

you ever heard. l can't tell to this day

whether he believed it himself or not.

He told it quite as if he did."

"Could you not make him tell it again

as we ride along? It would shorten the

way."

"Do you want the way shortened? I

don't. But indeed it would not do to tell

it so. It ought to be heard just where I
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heard it—at the foot of the ruined castle

where the dreadful things in it took place.

You must come and see me at Lossie

House in the autumn, and then he shall

tell it you. Besides, it ought to be told

in Scotch, and there you will soon learn

enough to follow it: half the charm de

pends on that."

Although Malcolm did not again ap

proach Clementina that day, he watch

ed almost her every motion as she rode.

Her lithe graceful back and shoulders—

for she was a rebel against the fashion

of the day in dress as well as in morals,

and believing in the natural stay of the

muscles, had found them responsive to

her trust—the noble poise of her head,

and the motions of her arms, easy yet de

cided, were ever present to him, though

sometimes he could hardly have told

whether to his sight or his mind—now

in the radiance of the sun, now in the

shadow of the wood, now against the

green of the meadow, now against the

blue of the sky, and now in the faint

moonlight, through which he followed,

as a ghost in the realms of Hades might

follow the ever-flitting phantom of his

love. Day glided after day. Adventure

came not near them. Soft and lovely as

a dream the morning dawned, the noon

flowed past, the evening came; and the

death that followed was yet sweeter than

the life that had gone before. Through

it all, day-dream and nightly trance, ra

diant air and moony mist, before him

glode the shape of Clementina, its every

motion a charm. After that shape he

could have been content—oh, how con

tent !—to ride on and on through the

ever-unfolding vistas of an eternal suc

cession. Occasionally his mistress would

call him to her, and then he would have

one glance at the dayside of the won

drous world he had been following.

Somewhere within it must be the word 1

of the living One. Little he thought

that all the time she was thinking 1nore

of him who had spoken that word in her

hearing. That he was the object of her

thoughts not a suspicion crossed the mind

of the simple youth. How could he im- ,

agine 'a lady like her taking a fancy to |

what, for all his rnarquisate, he still was i

in his own eyes, a raw young fisherman,

onlyjust learning how to behave himself

decently? No doubt, ever since she be

gan to listen to reason, the idea of her

had been spreading like a sweet odor in

his heart, but not because she had lis

tened to /rim. The very fullness of his

admiration had made him wrathful with

the intellectual dish0nesty—--for in her it

could not be stupidity—that quenched

his worship, and the first dawning sign

of a rmsanable soul drew him to her feet,

where, like Pygmalion before his statue,

he could have poured out his heart in

thanks that she consented to be 21 W0

man. But even the intellectual phan

tom, nay even the very phrase, of being

in love with her, had never risen upon

the dimmest verge of his consciousness ;

and that although her being had now be

come to him of all but absorbing interest.

l say all but, because Malcolm knew

something of One whose idea she was,

who had uttered her from the immortal

depths of His imagination. The man

to whom no window into the treasures

of the Godhead has yet been opened

may well scoff at the notion of such a

love, for he has this advantage, that,

while one like Malcolm can never cease

to love, he, gifted being, can love to-day

and forget to-m0rrow—-or next year

where is the difference? Malcolm's

main thought was, What a grand thing

it would be to rouse a woman like Clem

entina to lift her head into the

regions mild of calm and serene air,

Above the smoke and stir of this dim spot

Which men call Earth I

If any one think that love has no right

to talk religion, I answer for Malcolm

at least, asking, Whereof shall a man

speak if not out of the abundance of his

heart? That man knows little either of

love or of religion who imagines they

ought to be kept apart. Of what sort, I

ask, is either if unfit to approach the

other? Has God decreed, created a love

that must separate from himself? Is

Love then divided? Or shall not love

to the heart created lift up the heart to

the Heart creating? Alas for the love

that is not treasured in heaven! for the
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moth and the rust will devour it. Ah,

these pitiful old moth-eaten loves!

All the journey, then, Malcolm was

thinking how to urge‘ the beautiful lady

into finding for herself whether she had

a Father in heaven or no. A pupil of

Mr. Graham, he placed little value in

argument that ran in any groove but

that of persuasion, or any value in per

suasion that had any end but action.

On the second day of the journey he

rode up to his mistress, and told her,

taking care that Lady Clementina should

hear, that Mr. Graham was now preach

ing in London, adding that for his part

he had never before heard anything fit

to call preaching. Florimel did not show

much interest, but asked where, and Mal

colm fancied he could see Lady Clemen

tina make a mental note of the place.

“ If only," he thought, "she would let

the power of that man's faith have a

chance of influencing her, all would be

well."

The ladies talked a good deal, but

Florimel was not in earnest about any

thing, and for Clementina to have turn

ed the conversation upon those possibil

ities, dim-dawning through the chaos of

her world, which had begun to interest

her, would have been absurd, especially

since such was her confusion and uncer

tainty that she could not tell whether

they were clouds orinountains, shadows

or continents. Besides, why give a child

sovereigns to play with when counters or

dominos would do as well P Clementina's

thoughts could not have passed into Flo

rimel and become her thoughts. Their

hearts, their natures, must come nearer

first. Advise Florimel to disregard rank,

and marry the man she loved! As well

counsel the child to give away the cake

he would cry for with intensified selfish

ness the moment he had parted with it!

Still, there was that in her feeling for

Malcolm which rendered her doubtful

in Fl0rimel's presence.

Between the grooms little passed. Grif

fith's contempt for Malcolm found its least

offensive expression in silence, its most

offensive in the shape of his countenance.

He could not make him the simplest rc

ply without a sneer. Malcolm was driven

to keep mostly behind. Ifby any chance

he got in front of his fellow-groom, Grif

fith would instantly cross his direction

and ride between him and the ladies.

His look seemed to say he had to pro

tect them.

CHAPTER XLVI.

PORTLAND PLACE.

THE latter part of the journey was not

so pleasant: it rained. It was not cold,

however, and the ladies did not mind it

much. It accorded with Clementina's

mood; and as to Florimel, but for the

thought of meeting Caley, her fine spirits

would have laughed the weather to scorn.

Malcolm was merry. His spirits always

rose at the appearance of bad weather,

as indeed with every show of misfortune:

a response antagonistic invariably awoke

in him. On the present occasion he had

even to repress the constantly-recurring

impulse to break out in song. His bos

om's lord sat lightly in his throne. Grif

fith was the only miserable one of the

party. He was tired, and did not relish

the thought of the work to be done be

fore getting home. They entered Lon

don in a wet fog, streaked with rain and

dyed with smoke. Florimel went with

Clementina for the night, and Malcolm

carried a note from her to‘ Lady Bellair,

after which, having made Kelpie com

fortable, he went to his lodgings.

When he entered the curiosity-shop

the woman received him with evident

surprise, and when he would have pass

ed through to the stair, stopped him with

the unwelcome information that, finding

he did not return, and knowing nothing

about himself or his occupation, she had,

as soon as the week for which he had

paid in advance was out, let the room to

an old lady from the country.

“It is no great matter to me," said

Malcolm, thoughtful over the woman's

want of confidence in him, for he had

rather liked her, “only I am sorry you

could not trust me a little."

"It's all you know, young man," she

returned. “People as lives in London

must take care of theirselves, not wait
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for other people to do it. They'd soon

find theirselves nowheres in partic'lar.

l've took care on your things, an’ laid

'e1n all together, an' the sooner you find

another place for 'em the better, for they

do take up a deal 0' room."

H is personal property was not so bulky,

however, but that in ten minutes he had

it all in his carpet-bag and a paper par

cel, carrying which he re-entered the

shop. "Would you oblige me by al

lowing these to lie here till I come for

them?" he said.

The woman was silent for a moment.

“I'd rather see the last. on 'em," she

answered. "To tell the truth, I don't

like the look on 'em. You acts a part,

young man. I'm on the square my

self. But you'll find plenty to take you

in. No, I can't do it. Take 'em with

you."

Malcolm turned from her, and with

his bag in one hand and the parcel un

der the other arm stepped from the shop

into the dreary night. There he stood

in the drizzle. It was a by-street, into

which gas had not yet penetrated, and

the oil lamps shone red and dull through

the fog. He concluded to leave the things

with Merton while he went to find a lodg

ing.

Merton was a decent sort of fellow-—

no! in his master's confidence—-and Mal

colm found him quite as sympathetic as

the small occasion demanded. " It ain't

no sort 0' night," he said, “to go lookin‘

for a bed. Let's go an’ speak to my old

woman: she's a oner at contrivin'."

He lived over the stable, and they had

but to go up the stair. Mrs. Merton sat

by the fire. A cradle with a baby was

in front of it. On the other side sat

Caley in suppressed exultation, for here

came what she had been waiting for—

the first fruits of certain arrangements

between her and Mrs. Catanach. She

greeted Malcolm distantly, but neither

disdainfully nor spitefully.

"I trust you've brought me back my

lady, MacPhail," she said: then added,

thawing into something like jocularity,

"I shouldn't have looked to you to go

running away with her."

"I left my lady at Lady Clementina

Thornicroft's an hour ago," answered

Malcolm.

“Oh, of course!

thing now."

" I believe my lady's not coming home

till to-morrow," said Malcolm.

"All the better for us," returned Caley.

"Her room ain't ready for her. But I

didn't know you lodged with Mrs. Mer

ton, MacPhail," she said, with a look at

the luggage he had placed on the floor.

"Lawks, miss!" cried the good wo

man, "where ever should we put him up

as has but the next room ?"

"You'll have to find that out, mother,"

said Merton. "Sure you've got enough

to shake down for him. With a truss of

straw to help, you'll manage it somehow

—eh, old lady ?—I'll be bound!" And

with that he told Malcolm's condition.

“Well, I suppose we must manage it

somehow," answered his wife, "but I'm

afraid we can't ‘make him over-comfort

able."

“I don't see but we could take him in

at the house," said Caley, reflectively.

"There is a small room empty in the

garret, I know. It ain't much more than

a closet, to be sure, but if he could put

up with it for a night or two, just till he

found a better, I would run across and

see what they say."

Malcolm wondered at the change in

her, but could not hesitate. The least

chance of getting settled in the house

was a thing not to be thrown away. He

thanked her heartily. She rose and went,

and they sat and talked till her return.

She had been delayed, she said, by the

housekeeper: "the cross old patch" had

objected to taking in any one from the

stables.

"I'm sure," she went on, "there ain't

the ghost of a reason why you shouldn't

have the room, except that it ain't good

enough. Nobody else wants it, or is like

ly to. But it's all right now, and if you'll

come across in about an hour, you'll find

it ready for you. One of the girls in the

kitchen—I forget her name—offered to

make it tidy for you. Only take care—

I give you warning: she's a great ad

mirer of Mr. J\I21CPh3.iI."

Therewith she took her departure, and

Lady Clem's every
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at the appointed time Malcolm followed

her. The door was opened to him by one

of the maids whom he knew by sight, and

in her guidance he soon found himself in

that part of a house he liked best, im

mediately under the roof. The room

was indeed little more than a closet in

the slope of the roof, with only a sky

light. But just outside the door was a

storm-window, from which, over the top

of a lower range of houses, he had a

glimpse of the mews-yard. The place

smelt rather badly of mice, while, as the

skylight was immediately above his bed,

and he had no fancy for drenching that

with an infusion of soot, he could not

open it. These, however, were the sole

faults he had to find with the place.

Everything looked nice and clean, and

his education had not tended to fastid

iousness. He took a book from his bag

and read a good while: then went to bed

and fell fast asleep.

In the morning he woke early, as was

his habit, sprung at once on the floor,

dressed, and went quietly down. The

household was yet motionless. He had

begun to descend the last stair when all

at once he turned deadly sick, and had

to sit down, grasping the balusters. In

a few minutes he recovered, and made

the best speed he could to the stable,

where Kelpie was now beginning to de

mand her breakfast.

But Malcolm had never in his life be

fore felt sick, and it seemed awful to him.

Something that had appeared his own, a

portion—hardly a portion, rather an es

sential element of himself—had sudden

ly deserted him, left him a prey to the

inroad of something that was not of him

self, bringing with it faintness of heart,

fear and dismay. He found himself for

the first time in his life trembling; and

it was to him a thing as appalling as

strange. \\='hile he sat on the stair he

could not think, but as he walked to the

mews he said to himself, “Am I then the

slave of something that is not myself—

something to which my fancied freedom

and strength are a mockery? Vi/'as my

courage, my peace, all the time depend

ent on something not me, which could be

separated from me, and but a moment 3

ago was separated from me and left me

as helplessly dismayed as the veriest cow

ard in creation P I wonder what Alexan

der would have thought if, as he swung

himself on Bucephalus, he had been

taken as I was on the stair?"

Afterward, talking the thing over with

Mr. Graham, he said, “I saw that I had

no hand in my own courage. If I had

any courage, it was simply that I was

born with it. If it left me, I could not

help it: I could neither prevent nor re

call it—I could only wait until it retum

ed. Why, then, I asked myself, should

I feel ashamed that for five minutes, as

I sat on the stair, Kelpie was a terror to

me, and I felt as if I dared not go near

her? I had almost reached the stable

before I saw into it a little. Then I did

see that if I had had nothing to do with

my own courage, it was quite time I had

something to do with it. If a man had

no hand in his own nature, character,

being, what could he be better than a

divine puppet—a happy creature, possi

bly—a heavenly animal, like the grand

horses and lions of the book of the Reve

Iation—but not one of the gods that the

sons of God, the partakers of the divine

nature, are? For this end came the

breach in my natural courage, that I

might repair it from the will and power

God had given me, that I might have a

hand in the making of my own courage,

in the creating of myself. Therefore I

must see to it."

I\'or had he to wait for his next lesson

—namely, the opportunity of doing what

he had been taught in the first. For just

as he reached the stable, where he heard

Kelpie clamoring with hoofs and teeth

after her usual manner when she judged

herself neglected, the sickness returned,

and with it such a fear of the animal he

heard thundering and clashing on the

other side of the door as amounted to

nothing less than horror. She was a

man-eating horse ! —— a creature with

bloody teeth, brain-spattered hoofs and

eyes of hate! A flesh-loving devil had

possessed her, and was now crying out

for her groom that he might devour him.

He gathered, with agonized effort. every

power within him to an awful council,
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and thus he said to himself: "Better a

thousand times my brains plastered the

stable-wall than I should hold them in

the head of a dastard. How can God

look at me with any content if I quail in

the face of His four-footed creature? Does

He not demand of me action according

to what 1 know, not what I may chance

at any moment to feel? God is my

strength, and I will lay hold of that

strength and use it, or I have none, and

Kelpie may take me and welcome."

Therewith the sickness abated so far

that he was able to open the stable-door;

and, having brought them once into the

presence of their terror, his will arose

and lorded it over his shrinking, quiver

ing nerves, and like slaves they obeyed

him. Surely the Father of his spirit was

most in that will when most that will was

Malcolm's own! lt is when a man is

most a man, that the cause of the man,

the God of his life, the very Life himself,

the original life-creating Life, is closest

to him, is most within him. The indi

vidual, that his individuality may blos

som, and not soon be “massed into the

common clay,“ must have the vital in

dwelling of the primary Individuality

which is its origin. The fire that is the

hidden life of the bush will not consume

H.

Malcolm tottered to the corn-bin, stag

gered up to Kelpie, fell up against her

hind quarters as they dropped from a

great kick, but got into the stall beside

her. She turned eagerly, darted at her

food, swallowed it greedily, and was quiet

as a lamb while he dressed her.

CHAPTER XLVH.

PORTLOSSIE AND SCAURNOSE.

MEANTIME, things were going rather

badly at Portlossie and Scaurnose. and

the factor was the devil of them. Those

who had known him longest said he must

befr)/—that is, I/om/1011-50 strangely al

tered was his behavior. Others said he

took more counsel with his bottle than

had been his wont, and got no good from

it. Almost all the fishers found him sur

ly, and upon some he broke out in vio- 1 making but slow progress.

lent rage, while to certain whom he re

garded as Malcolm's special friends he

carried himself with cruel oppression.

The notice to leave at midsummer cloud

ed the destiny of Joseph Mair and his

family, and every householder in the two

villages believed that to take them in

would be to call down the like fate upon

himself. But Meg Partan at least was

not to be intimidated. Her outbursts of

temper were but the hurricanes of a trop

ical heart—not much the less true and

‘good and steadfast that it was fierce. Let

the factor rage as he would, Meg was ab

solute in her determination that if the

cruel sentence were carried out—which

she hardly expected~her house should

be the shelter of those who had received

her daughter when her severity had driv

en her from her home. That would leave

her own family and theirs three months

to look out for another abode. Certain

of Blue Peter's friends ventured a visit

of intercession to the factor, and were re

ceived with composure and treated with

consideration until their object appeared,

when his wrath burst forth so wildly that

they were glad to escape without having

to defend their persons: only the day

before had he learned with certainty from

Miss Horn that Malcolm was still in the

service of the marchioness, and in con

stant attendance upon her when she rode.

It almost maddened him. He had for

some time taken to drinking more toddy

after his dinner, and it was fast ruining

his temper. His wife, who had from the

first excited his indignation against Mal

colm, was now reaping her reward. To

complete the troubles of the fisher-folk,

the harbor at Portlossie had, by a severe

equinoctial storm, been so filled with sand

as to be now inaccessible at lower than

half tide, nobody as yet having made it

his business to see it attended to.

But in the midst of his anxieties about

Florimel and his interest in Clementina,

Malcolm had not been forgetting them.

As soon as he was a little settled in Lon

don he had written to Mr. Soutar, and he

to architects and contractors, on the sub

ject of a harbor at Scaurnose. But there

were difiiculties, and the matter had been

Malcolm,
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however, had insisted, and in conse

quence of his determination to have the

possibilities of the thing thoroughly un

derstood, three men appeared one morn

ing on the rocks at the bottom of the

cliff on the west side of the Nose. The

children of the village discovered them,

and carried the news; whereupon, the

men being all out in the bay, the women

left their work and went to see what the

strangers were about. The moment they

were satisfied that they could make noth

ing of their proceedings, they naturally

became suspicious. To whom the fancy

first occurred nobody ever knew, but

such was the unhealthiness of the mor

al atmosphere of the place, caused by

the injustice and severity of Mr. Crathie,

that, once suggested, it was universally

received that they were sent by the fac

tor, and that for a purpose-only too con

sistent with the treatment Scaurnose, they

said, had invariably received ever since

first it was the dwelling of fishers. Had

not their fathers told them how unwel

come they were to the lords of the land?

And what rents had they not to pay!

and how poor was the shelter for which

they paid so much !-—without a foot of

land to grow a potato in! To crown all,

the factor was at length about to drive

them in a body from the place—Blue

Peter first, one of the best as well as

most considerable men amongst them!

His notice to quit was but the beginning

of a clearance. It was easy to see what

those villains were about—on that pre

cious rock, their only friend, the one that

did its best to give them the sole shadow

of harborage they had, cutting off the

wind from the north-east a little, and

breaking the eddy round the point of

the Nose! What mu/11 they be about

but marking the spots where to bore the

holes for the blasting-powder that should

scatter it to the winds, and let death and ‘

destruction and the wild sea howling in

upon Scaurnose, that the cormorant and

the bittcrn might possess it, the owl and

the raven dwell in it? But it would be

seen what their husbands and fathers

would say to it when they came home!

In the mean time, they must themselves

do what they could. \/Vhat were they

men's wives for, if not to act for their

husbands when they happened to be

away ?

The result was a shower of stones upon

the unsuspecting surveyors, who forth

with fied, and carried the report of their

reception to Mr. Soutar at Duff Harbor.

He wrote to Mr. Crathie, who till then

had heard nothing of the business; and

the news increased both his discontent

with his superiors and his wrath with

those whom he had come to regard as

his rebellious subjects. The stifl‘-necked

people of the Bible was to him always

now, as often as he heard the words, the

people of Scaurnose and the Seaton of

Portlossie. And having at length com

mitted this overt outrage, would he not

be justified by all in taking more active

measures against them?

When the fishennen came home and

heard how their women had conducted

themselves, they accepted their conject

ures and approved of their defence of the

settlement. It was well for the land

loupers, they said, that they had only

the women to deal with.

Blue Peter did not so soon hear of the

affair as the rest, for his Annie had not

been one of the assailants. But when

the hurried retreat of the surveyors was

described to him in somewhat graphic

language by one of those concerned in

causing it, he struck his clenched fist in

the palm of his other hand, and cried,

"\Veel saired ! There! that's what comes

0' yer new--"

He had all but broken his promise, as

he had already broken his faith, to Mal

colm, when his wife laid her hand on his

mouth and stopped the issuing word.

He started with sudden conviction, and

stood for a moment in absolute terror at

sight of the precipice down which he had

been on the point of falling, then straight

way excusing himself to his conscience

on the ground of non-intent, was instant

ly angrier with Malcolm than before.

He could not reflect that the disregard

ed cause of the threatened sin was the

greater sin of the two. The breach of

that charity which thinketh no evil may

be a graver fault than a hasty breach of

promise.



1817-] 617TIIE IIIARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

Peter had not been improving since

his return from London. He found less

satisfaction in his re/{gz'0us e.v¢'ru'.tes,'

was not unfrequently clouded in temper,

occasionally even to sullenness; referred

things oftener than formerly to the vile

ness of the human nature, but was far

less willing than before to allow that he

might himself be wrong; while somehow

the Bible had no more the same pleni

tude of relation to the wants of his being,

and he rose from the reading of it unre

freshed. Men asked each other what

had come to Blue Peter, but no one

could answer the question. For him

self, he attributed the change which he

could not but recognize, although he did

not understand it, to the withdrawing of

the Spirit of God, in displeasure that he

had not merely allowed himself to he in

veigled into a playhouse, but, far worse,

had enjoyed the wickedness he saw there.

\/Vhen his wife reasoned that God knew

he had gone in ignorance, trusting his

friend, "What 's that to Him," he cried,

“wha judges richteous judgment? What

‘s a‘ oor puir meeserable excuzes i' the

een ‘at can see throu' the wa's 0' the

hert? Ignorance is no innocence.“

Thus he lied for God, pleading his

cause on the principles of hell. But the

eye of his wife was single, and her body

full of light: therefore to her it was plain

that neither the theatre nor his conscience

concerning itwas the cause ofthe change:

it had to do with his feelings toward Mal

colm. He wronged his friend in his heart

—half knew it, but would not own it.

Fearing to search himself, he took refuge

in resentment, and to support his hard

judgment put false and cruel interpreta

tions on whatever befell. So that, with

love and anger and wrong unacknow

ledged, his heart was full of bitterness.

“ It 's a‘ the drumblet (muddicd, [rou

bled) luve 0' ‘im!" said Annie to her

self. "Puir fallow! gien only Ma'colm

wad come hame an‘ lat him ken he's

no the villain he taks him for! I'll no

believe 1nysel' ‘at the laad I kissed like

my ain mither's son afore he gaed awa'

wad turn like that upo' ‘s maist the

meenute he was oot 0' sicht, an‘ a' for

a feow words aboot a fulish playactin'.

VOL. XIX.—39

Lord bliss us a‘ I markises is men !—

We'll see, Peter, my man," she said,

when the neighbor took her leave, "whe

ther the wife, though she hasna been to

the ill place—an' that's surely Lon'on

—canna tell the true frae the fause full

better nor her man ‘at kens sae muckle

mair nor she wants to ken! Lat sit an‘

lat see."

Blue Peter made no reply; but per

haps the deepest depth in his fall was

that he feared his wife might be right,

and he have one day to stand ashamed

before both her and his friend. But there

are marvelous differences in the qua/1'/y

of the sins of different men, and a noble

nature like Peter's would have to sink far

indeed to be beyond a ready redemption.

Still, there was one element mingling with

his wrongness whose very triviality in

creased the difficulty of long-delaying

repentance : he had been not a little

proud at finding himself the friend of a

marquis. From the first they had been

friends, when the one was a youth and

the other a child, and had been out to

gether in many a stormy and dangerous

sea. More than once or twice, driven

from the churlish ocean to the scarce less

inhospitable shore, they had lain all night

in each other's arms to keep the life awake

within their frozeg garments. And now

this marquis spoke English to him! It

rankled.

All the time Blue Peter was careful to

say nothing to injure Malcolm in the

eyes of his former comrades. His man

ner when his name was mentioned, how

ever, he could not honestly school to the

conveyance of the impression that things

were as they had been betwixt them. Folk

marked the difference, and it went to

swell the general feeling that Malcolm

had done ill to forsake a seafaring life for

one upon which all fishermen must look

down with contempt. Some in the Sea

ton went so far in their enmity as even

to hint an explanation of his conduct in

the truth of the discarded scandal which

had laid Lizzy's child at his door.

But amongst them was one who, hav

ing wronged him thus, and been con

vinced of her error, was now so fiercely

his partisan as to be ready to wrong the
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whole town in his defence : that was Meg

Partan, properly Mistress Findlay, Lizzy's

mother. Although the daughter had nev

er confessed, the mother had yet arrived

at the right conclusion concerning the

father of her child—how, she could hard

ly herself have told, for the conviction

had grown by accretion : a sign here and

a sign there, impalpable save to maternal

sense, had led her to the truth; and now,

if any one had a word to say against

Malcolm, he had better not say it in the

hearing of the Partaness.

One day Blue Peter was walking home

from the upper town of Portlossie, not

with the lazy gait of the fisherman off

work, poised backward with hands in

trouser pockets, but stooping care-laden

with listless-swinging arms. Thus Meg

Partan met him, and of course attributed

his dejection to the factor: “ I)eil hae

'im for an upsettin' rascal ‘at hasna pride

eneuch to haud him ohn lickit the gentry's

shune! The man maun be fey! I houp

he may, an‘ I wuss I saw the beerial 0'

'im makin' for the kirkyaird. It's nae

ill to wuss weel to a‘ body ‘at wad be

left! His nose is turnt twise the color

i' the last twa month. He'll be drinkin'

byous. Gien only Ma'colm MacPhail

had been at hame to haud him in order!"

Peter said nothing, and his silence, to

one who spoke out whatever came, seem

ed fuller of restraints and meanings than

it was. She challenged itat once: “ Noo,

what mean ye by sayin' naething, Peter?

Guid kens it's the warst thing man or

woman can say 0' onybody to haud their

tongue. It's a thing I never was blamed

wi' mysel', an‘ 1 wadna du't."

“That's verra true," said Peter.

“The mair weicht‘s intill't whan I layt

't to the door 0' anither," persisted Meg.

"Peter, gien ye hae onything again’ my

freen', Ma'colm MacPhail, oot wi' 't like

a man, an' no playac' the gunpoother

plot ower again. Ill wull's the warst

poother ye can lay i' the boddom 0' ony

man's boat. But say ‘at ye like, I s' up

haud i\Ia'colm again’ the haill poustie 0'

ye. Gien he was but here! I say't again,

honest laad !"

But she could not rouse Peter to utter

ance, and, losing what little temper she

had, she rated him soundly, and sent

him home saying with the prophet Jo

nah, “Do I not well to be angry?" for

that also he placed to Malcolm's account.

Nor was his home any more a harbor for

his riven boat, seeing his wife only long

ed for the return of him with whom his

spirit chode: she regarded him as an

exiled king, one day to reappear and

justify himself in the eyes of all, friends

and enemies.

CHAPTER XLVII].

TORTURE.

THOUGH unable to eat any breakfast,

Malcolm persuaded himself that he felt

nearly as well as usual when he went to

receive his mistress's orders. Florimel

had had enough of horseback, indeed,

for several days to come, and would not

ride. So he saddled Kelpie, and rode to

Chelsea to look after his boat. To get

rid of the mare, he rang the stable-bell

at Mr. Lenorme's. and the gardener let

him in. As he was putting her up the

man told him that the housekeeper had

heard from his master. Malcolm went

to the house to learn what he might, and

found, to his surprise, that if he had gone

on the Continent he was there no longer,

for the letter, which contained only di

rections concerning some of his pictures,

was dated from Newcastle, and bore the

Durham postmark of a week ago. Mal

colm remembered that he had heard Le

norme speak of Durham Cathedral, and

in the hope that he might be spending

some time there, begged the housekeep

er to allow him to go to the study to write

to her master. When he entered, how

ever, he saw something that made him

change his plan, and, having written,

instead of sending the letter, as he had

intended, enclosed to the postmaster at

Durham, he left it upon an easel. It

contained merely an earnest eutreaty to

be made and kept acquainted with his

movements, that he might at once let

him know if anything should occur that

he ought to be informed concerning.

He found all on board the yacht in

ship-shape, only Davy was absent. Trav
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ers explained that he sent him on shore

for a few hours every day. He was a

sharp boy, he said, and the more he saw

the more useful he would be, and as he

never gave him any money, there was

no risk of his mistaking his hours.

“When do you expect him?" asked

Malcolm.

"At four o'clock," answered Travers.

“It is four now," said Malcolm.

A shrill whistle came from the Chel

sea shore.

"And there's Davy," said Travers.

Malcolm got into the dinghy and row

ed ashore.

"Davy," he said, " I don't want you to

be all day on board, but I can't have you

be longer away than an hour at a time."

"Ay, ay, sir," said Davy.

" Now attend to me."

" Ay, ay, sir."

" Do you know Lady Lossie's house ?"

"No, sir, but I ken hersel'."

" How is that?"

"l hae seen her mair nor twa or three

times ridin' wi' yersel' to yon hoose yon

er."

“Would you know her again ?"

"Ay wad I-—fine that. What for no,

sir ?"

" It's a good way to see a lady across

the Thames and know her again."

"Ow! but I tuik the spy-glass till her,"

answered Davy, reddening.

"You are sure of her, then ?"

"I am that, sir."

“Then come with me, and I will show

you where she lives. I will not ride fast

er than you can run. But mind you don't

look as if you belonged to me."

“ Na, na, sir. There's fowk takin'

nottice."

"\Vhat do you mean by that?"

“ There's a wee laddie been efter my

sel' twise or thrice."

" Did you do anything ?"

“He wasna big eneuch to lick, sae I

jist got him the last time an‘ pu'd his

niz, an‘ I dinna think he'll come efter

me again."

To see what the boy could do, Mal

colm let Kelpie go at a good trot, but

Davy kept up without effort, now shoot

ing ahead, now falling behind, now stop

ping to look in at a window, and now to

cast a glance at a game of pitch-and-toss.

No mere passer-by could have suspected

that the sailor-boy belonged to the horse

man. He dropped him not far from

Portland Place, telling him to go and

look at the number, but not stare at

the house.

All the time he had had no return of the

sickness, but, although thus actively oc

cupied, had felt greatly depressed. One

main cause of this was, however, that he

had not found his religion stand him in

such stead as he might have hoped. It

was not yet what it must be to prove its

reality. And now his eyes were afresh

opened to see that in his nature and

thoughts lay large spaces wherein God

ruled not supreme—desert places where

who could tell what might appear? For in

such regions wild beasts range, evil herbs

flourish and demons go about. If in very

deed he lived and moved and had his

being in God, then assuredly there ought

not to be one cranny in his nature, one

realm of his consciousness, one well

spring of thought, where the will of God

was a stranger. If all were as it should

be, then surely there would be no mo

ment, looking back on which he could

not at least say,

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody

So sweet, we know not we are listening to it

Thou, the mean while, was blending with my thought,

Yea, with my life and life's own secretjoy I

“In that agony 0' sickness, as I sat

upo' the stair," he said to himsclf—for

still in his own thoughts he spoke his

native t0ngue—“whaur was my God in

a' my thouchts? I did cry till 'lm, I

min’ weel, but it was my reelin' brain

an‘ no my trustin' hert 'at cried. Aih

me! I doobt glen the Lord war to come

to me noo, He wadna fin‘ muckle faith

i' my pairt 0' the yerth. Aih I I wad like

to lat Him see something like lippenin'!

I wad fain trust Him till His hert's con

tent. But I doobt it's only speeritual

ambeetion, or better wad hae come 0' 't

by this time. Glen that sickness come

again, I maun see, noo 'at I'm forewarn

ed 0' my ain wakeness, what I can dtl.

It maun be something better nor last

time, or I'll tine hert a'thegither. \Veel,
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maybe I need to be heumblet. The Lord

help me I"

In the evening he went to the school

master, and gave him a pretty full ac

count of where he had been and what

had taken place since last he saw him,

dwelling chiefly on his endeavors with

Lady Clementina.

From Mr. Graham's lodging to the

north-eastern gate of the Regent's Park

the nearest way led through a certain

passage, which, although a thoroughfare

to persons on foot, was little known. Mal

colm had early discovered it, and always

used it. Part of this short cut was the

yard and back premises of a small pub

lic-house. It was between eleven and

twelve as he entered it for the second

time that night. Sunk in thought and

suspecting no evil, he was struck down

from behind and lost his consciousness.

\Vhen he came to himself he was lying

in the public-house, with his head bound

up and a doctor standing over him, who

asked him if he had been robbed. He

searched his pockets and found that his

old watch was gone, but his money left.

One of the men standing about said he

would see him home. He half thought

he had seen him before, and did not like

the look of him, but accepted the ofier,

hoping to get on the track of something

thereby. As soon as they entered the

comparative solitude of the park he beg

ged his companion, who had scarcely

spoken all the way, to give him his arm,

and leaned upon it as if still suffering,

but watched him closely. About the

middle of the park, where not a creature

was in sight, he felt him begin to fumble

in his coat pocket and draw something

from it. But when, unresisted, he snatch

ed away his other arm, Malcolm's fist fol

lowed it, and the man fell, nor made any

resistance while he took from him a short

stick loaded with lead, and his own watch,

which he found in his waistcoat pocket.

Then the fellow rose with apparent dif

ficulty, but the moment he was on his

legs ran like a hare, and Malcolm let

him run, for he felt unable to follow

him.

As soon as he reached home he went

to bed, for his head ached severely; but

he slept pretty well, and in the morning

flattered himself he felt much as usual.

But it was as if all the night that horrible

sickness had been lying in wait on the

stair to spring upon him; for the mo

ment he reached the same spot on his

way down, he almost fainted. It was

worse than before: his very soul seemed

to turn sick. But although his heart died

within him, somehow, in the confusion

of thought and feeling occasioned by in

tense suffering, it seemed while he clung to

the balusters as if with both hands he were

clinging to the skirts of God's garment,

and through the black smoke of his faint

ing his soul seemed to be struggling up

toward the light of his being. Presently

the horrible sense subsided as before, and

again he sought to descend the stair and

go to Kelpie. But immediately the sick

ness returned, and all he could do after

a long and vain struggle was to crawl on

hands and knees up the stairs and back

to his room. There he crept upon his

bed, and was feebly committing Kelpie

to the care of her Maker, when con

sciousness forsook him.

It returned, heralded by frightful pains

all over his body, which by and by sub

siding, he sunk again to the bottom of the

black Lethe.

Meantime, Kelpie had got so wildly

uproarious that Merton tossed her half

a truss of hay, which she attacked like

an enemy, and ran to the house to get

somebody to call Malcolm. After what

seemed endless delay the door was open

ed by his admirer, the scullery-maid, who,

as soon as she heard what was the matter,

hastened to his room.

CHAPTER XLIX.

THE PHILTRE.

BEFORE he came again to himself Mal

colm had a dream, which, although very

confused, was in parts more vivid than

any he had ever had. His surroundings

in it were those in which he actually lay,

and he was ill, but he thought it the one

illness he had before. His head ached,

and he could rest in no position he tried.

Suddenly he heard a step he knew better
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than any other approaching the door of

his chamber: it opened, and his grand

father in great agitation entered, not fol

lowing his hands, however, in the fashion

usual to blindness, but carrying himself

like any sight-gifted man. He went

straight to the washstand, took up the

water~bottle, and with a look of mingled

wrath and horror dashed it on the floor.

The same instant a cold shiver ran

through the dreamer, and his dream

vanished. But instead of waking in his

bed, he found himself standing in the

middle of the floor, his feet wet, the bot

tle in shivers about them, and, strangest

of all, the neck of the bottle in his hand.

He lay down again, grew delirious, and

tossed about in the remorseless persecu

tion of centuries. But at length his tor

mentors left him, and when he came to

himself he knew he was in his right

mind.

It was evening, and some one was sit

ting near his bed. By the light of the

long-snuffed tallow candle he saw the

glitter of two great black eyes watching

him, and recognized the young woman

who had admitted him to the house the

nightofhis return, and whom he had since

met once or twice as he came and went.

The moment she perceived that he was

aware of her presence she threw herself

on her knees at his bedside, hid her face

and began to weep. The sympathy of

his nature rendered yet more sensitive

by weakness and suffering, Malcolm laid

his hand on her head and sought to com

fort her. " Don't be alarmed about me,"

he said: " I shall soon be all right again."

"I can't bear it." she sobbed. "I can't

bear to see you like that, and all my

fault."

" Your fault !

said Malcolm.

“ But I did go for the doctor, for all it

may be the hanging of me," she sobbed.

“ Miss Caley said I wasn't to, but I would

and I did. They can't say I meant it—

can they?"

“I don't understand,“ said Malcolm

fcebly.

“The doctor says somebody's been

an‘ p'isoned you," said the girl with a

cry that sounded like a mingled sob and

\Vhat can you mean?"

howl ; "an' he's been a-pokin' of all sorts

of things down your poor throat." And

again she cried aloud in her agony.

"Well, never mind: I'm not dead,

you see, and I'll take better care of my

self after this. Thank you for being so

good to me: you've saved my life."

"Ah! you won't be so kind to me

when you know all, Mr. MacPhail,"

sobbed the girl. "It was myself gave

you the horrid stuff, but God knows I

didn't mean to do you no harm no more

than your own mother."

“ VVhat made you do it, then ?" asked

Malcolm.

"The witch-woman told me to. She

said that—that—ifI gave it you—you

would—you would—" She buried her

face in the bed, and so stifled a fresh

howl of pain and shame. "And it was

all lies—lies!" she resumed, lifting her

face again, which now flashed with rage,

"for I know you'll hate me worse than

ever now."

“My poor girl, I never hated you,"

said Malcolm.

“No, but you did as bad: you never

looked at me. And now you'll hate me

out and out. And the doctor says if you

die he'll have it all searched into, and

Miss Caley she look at me as if she sus

pect me of a hand in it; and they won't

let alone till they've got me hanged for

it; and it's all along of love of you ; and

I tell you the truth, Mr. MacPhail, and

you can do anything with me you like

—I don't care—only you won't let them

hang me, will you? Oh, please don't!"

She said all this with clasped hands and

the tears streaming down her face.

Malcolm's impulse was of course to

draw her to him and comfort her, but

something warned him. "\Vell, you see

I'm not going to die just yet," he said as

merrily as he could; "and if I find my

self going I shall take care the blame

falls on the right person. \Vhat was the

witch-woman like? Sit down on the

chair there and tell me all about her."

She obeyed with a sigh, and gave him

such a description as he could not mis

take. He asked where she lived, but

the girl had never met her anywhere

but in the street, she said.
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Questioning her very carefully as to

Caley's behavior to her, Malcolm was

convinced that she had a hand in the af

fair. Indeed, she had happily more to do

with it than even Mrs. Catanaeh knew,

for she had traversed her treatment to

the advantage of Malcolm. The mid

wife had meant the potion to work slow

ly, but the lady's-maid had added to the

pretended philtre a certain ingredient in

whose efficacy she had reason to trust;

and the combination, while it wrought

more rapidly, had yet apparently set up

a counteraction favorable to the efforts

of the struggling vitality which it stung

to an agonized resistance.

But Malcolm's strength was now ex

hausted. He turned faint, and the girl

had the sense to run to the kitchen and

get him some soup. As he took it her

demeanor and regards made him anx

ious, uncomfortable, embarrassed. It is

to any true man a hateful thing to repel a

woman: it is such a reflection upon her.

"I’ve told you everything, Mr. Mac

Phail, and it's gospel truth I've told you,"

said the girl after a long pause. It was

a relief when first she spoke, but the

comfort vanished as she went on, and

with slow perhaps unconscious move

ments approached him. "I would have

(lied for you, and here that devil of a wo

man has been making me kill you! Oh,

how I hate her! Now you will never love

me a bit— not one tiny little bit for ever

and ever !"

There was a tone of despairful entreaty

in her words that touched Malcolm deep

1y. “I am more indebted to you than

I can speak or you imagine," he said.

"You have saved me from my worst en

emy. Do not tell any other what you

have told me, or let any one know that

we have talked together. The day will

come when I shall be able to show you

my gratitude."

Something in his tone struck her, even

through the folds of her passion. She

looked at him a little amazed, and for a

moment the tide ebbed. Then came a

rush that overmastered her. She flung

her hands above her head, and cried,

“That means you will do anything but

love me !"

"I cannot love you as you mean," said

Malcolm. “ I promise to be your friend,

but more is out of my power."

A fierce light came in the girl's eyes.

But that instant a terrible cry, such as

Malcolm had never heard, but which

he knew must be Kelpie's, rang through

the air, followed by the shouts of men,

the tones of fierce execration and the

clash and clang of hoofs. "Good God !"

he exclaimed, and forgetting everything

else, sprung from the bed and ran to the

window outside his door. The light of

their lanterns dimly showed a confused

crowd in the yard of the mews, and amid

the hellish uproar of their coarse voices

he could hear Kelpie plunging and

kicking. Again she uttered the same

ringing scream. He threw the window

open and cried to her that he was com

ing, but the noise was far too great for

his enfeebled voice. I-Iurriedly he add

ed a garment or two to his half-dress,

rushed to the stair, passing his new

friend, who watched anxiously at the

head of it, without seeing her, and shot

from the house.

CHAPTER L.

THE DEMONESS AT BAY.

VVHEN he reached the yard of the

mews the uproar had nothing abated.

But when he cried out to Kelpie, through

it all came a whinny of appeal, instantly

followed by a scream. When he got up

to the lanterns he found a group of wrath

ful men with stable-forks surrounding the

poor animal, from whom the blood was

streaming before and behind. Fierce as

she was, she dared not move, but stood

trembling, with the sweat of terror pour

ing from her. Yet her eye showed that

not even terror had cowed her. She was

but biding her time. Her master's first

impulse was to scatter the men right and

left, but on second thoughts, of which

he was even then capable, he saw that

they might have been driven in appar

ent brutality in defence of their lives,

and besides, he could not tell what Kel

pie might do if suddenly released. 30

he caught her by the broken halter and
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told them to fall back. They did so,

carefully—-it seemed unwilhngly. But

the mare had eyes and ears only for her

master. What she had never done be

fore, she nosed him over face and shoul

ders, trembling all the time. Suddenly

one of her tormentors darted forward

and gave her a terrible prod in the ofl

hind quarter. But he paid dearly for it.

Ere he could draw back she lashed out

and shot him half across the yard with

his knee-joint broken. The whole set

of them rushed at her.

"Leave her alone," shouted Malcolm,

"or T will take her part. Between us

we'll do for a dozen of you."

"The devil's in her," said one of

them.

“ You'll find more of him in that rascal

groaning yonder. You had better see to

him. He'll never do such a thing again,

I fancy. \Vherc is Merton?"

They drew off, and went to help their

comrade, who lay senseless.

\Nhen Malcolm would have led Kelpie

in she stopped suddenly at the stable

door, and started back shuddering, as if

the memory of what she had endured

there overcame her. Every fibre of her

trembled. He saw that she must have

been pitifully used before she broke loose

and got out. But she yielded to his coax

ing, and he led her to her stall without

difficulty. He wished Lady Clementina

herself could have been his witness how

she knew her friend and trusted him.

Had she seen how the poor bleeding

thing rejoiced over him, she could not

have doubted that his treatment had been

in part at least a success.

Kelpie had many enemies amongst the

men of the mews. Merton had gone out

for the evening, and they had taken the

opportunity of getting into her stable and

tormenting her. At length she broke her

fastenings: they fled, and she rushed out

after them.

They carried the maimed man to the

hospital, where his leg was immediately

amputated.

Malcolm washed and dried his poor

animal, handling her as gently as pos

sible, for she was in a sad plight. It was

plain he must not have her here any

longer: worse to her at least was sure to

follow. He went up, trembling himself

now, to Mrs. Merton. She told him she

was just running to fetch him when he

arrived: she had no idea how ill he was.

But he felt all the better for the excite

ment, and after he had taken a cup of

strong tea wrote to Mr. Soutar to provide

men on whom he could depend—if pos

sible the same who had taken her there

before—to await Kelpie's arrival at Ab

erdeen. There he must also find suit

able housing and attention for her at any

expense until further directions, or until,

more probably, he should claim her him

self. He added many instructions to be

given as to her treatment.

Until Merton returned he kept watch,

then went back to the chamber of his

torture, which, like Kelpie, he shudder

ed to enter. The cook let him in and

gave him his candle, but hardly had he

closed his door when a tap came to it,

and there stood Rose, his preserver. He

could not help feeling embarrassed when

he saw her.

"I see you don't trust me," she said.

"I do trust you," he answered. " \Vill

you bring me some water? I dare not

drink anything that has been standing."

She looked at him with inquiring eyes,

nodded her head and went. \Vhen she

returned he drank the water.

"There! you see I trust you," he said

with a laugh. “ But there are people

about who for certain reasons want to

get rid of me: will you be on my side?"

“That I will," she answered eagerly.

"I have not got my plans laid yet; but

- will you meet me somewhere near this

to-morrow night? I shall not be at home,

perhaps, all day."

She stared at him with great eyes, but

agreed at once, and they appointed time

and place. He then bade her good

night, and the moment she left him lay

down on the bed to think. But he did

not trouble himself yet to unravel the

plot against him, or determine whether

the violence he had suffered had the

same origin with the poisoning. Nor

was the question merely how to continue

to serve his sister without danger to his

life ; for he had just learned what render



624 [Mav,THE IIIARQUIS OF LOSSIE.

ed it absolutely imperative that she should

be removed from her present position.

Mrs. Merton had told him that Lady

Lossie was about to accompany Lady

Bellair and Lord Liftore to the Conti

nent. That must not be, whatever means

might be necessary to prevent it. Be

fore he went to sleep things had cleared

themselves up considerably.

He woke much better, and rose at his

usual hour. Kelpie rejoiced him by af

fording little other sign of the cruelty she

had suffered than the angry twitching of

her skin when hand or brush approached

a wound. The worst fear was that some

few white hairs might by and by in con

sequence fleck her spotless black. Hav

ing urgently committed her to Merton's

care, he mounted Honor and rode to the

Aberdeen wharf. There, to his relief,

time growing precious, he learned that

the same smack in which Kelpie had

come was to sail the next morning for

Aberdeen. He arranged at once for her

passage, and saw, before he left, to every

contrivance he could think of for her

safety and comfort. He warned the crew

concerning her temper, but at the same

time prejudiced them in her favor by the

argument of a few sovereigns. He then

rode to the Chelsea Reach, where the

Psyche had now grown to be a feature

of the river in the eyes of the dwellers

upon its banks.

At his whistle Davy tumbled into the

dinghy like a round ball over the gun

wale, and was rowing for the shore ere

his whistle had ceased ringing in Mal

colm's own ears. He left him with his

horse, went on board and gave various

directions to Travers; then took Davy

with him, and bought many things at

difi'erent shops, which he ordered to be '

delivered to Davy when he should call

for them. Having next instructed him

to get everything on board as soon as

possible, and appointed to meet him at

the same place and hour he had arranged

with Rose, he went home.

A little anxious lest Florimel might

have wanted him, for it was now past

the hour at which he usually waited her

orders, he learned to his relief that she

was gone shopping with Lady Bellair,

upon which he set out for the hospital

whither they had carried the man Kel

pie had so terribly mauled. He went,

not merely led by sympathy, but urged

by a suspicion also which he desired to

verify or remove. On the plea of iden

tification he was permitted to look at him

for a moment, but not to speak to him.

It was enough: he recognized him at

i once as the same whose second attack

he had foiled in the Regent's Park. He

remembered having seen him about the

stable, but had never spoken to him.

Giving the nurse a sovereign and. Mr.

Soutar's address, he requested her to let

that gentleman know as soon as it was

possible to conjecture the time of his

leaving. Returning, he gave Merton a

hint to keep his eye on the man, and

some money to spend for him as he

judged best. He then took Kelpie for

an airing. To his surprise, she fatigued

him so much that when he had put her

up again he was glad to go and lie down.

When it came near the time for meet

ing Rose and Davy he got his things to

gether in the old carpet-bag, which held

all he cared for, and carried it with him.

As he drew near the spot, he saw Davy

already there, keeping a sharp lookout

on all sides. Presently Rose appeared,

but drew back when she saw Davy. Mal

colm went to her. "Rose," he said, "I

am going to ask you to do me a great

favor. But you cannot except you are

able to trust me."

"I do trust you," she answered.

"All I can tell you now is that you

must go with that boy to-morrow. Be

fore night you shall know more. \\'ill

you do it P"

“I will," answered Rose. ‘'1 dearly

love a secret."

"I promise to let you understand it if

you dojust as I tell you."

"1 will."

"Be at this very spot, then, to-mor

row morning at six o'clock.—Come here,

Davy.-This boy will take you where I

shall tell him."

She looked from the one to the other.

"I'll risk it," she said.

"Put on a clean frock, and take a

i change of linen with you and your dress
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ing things. No harm shall come to

you."

"I'm not afraid," she answered, but

looked as if she would cry.

" Of course you will not tell any one."

"I will not, Mr. MacPhail."

"You are trusting me a great deal,

Rose, but I am trusting you too—more

than you think.—Be off with that bag,

Davy, and be here at six to-morrow

morning to carry this young woman’s

for her." Davy vanished.

"Now, Rose," continued Malcolm,

"you had better go and make your

preparations."

“ Is that all, sir?" she said.

“Yes. l shall see you to-morrow. Be

brave."

Something in Malcolm's tone and man

ner seemed to work strangely on the girl.

‘ She gazed up at him half frightened, but

submissive, and went at once, looking,

however, sadly disappointed.

Malcolm had intended to go and tell

Mr. Graham of his plans that same night,

but he found himself too much exhaust

ed to walk to Camden Town. And think

ing over it, he saw that it might be as well

if he took the bold measure he contem

plated without revealing it to his friend,

to whom the knowledge might be the

cause of inconvenience. He therefore

went home and to bed, that he might be

strong for the next day.

[TO u con-rmunn.]

DAMNED PLAYS.

ORD BYRON awoke one morning

and found himself famous. The

accident which then happened to one

successful poet now happens to every

successful dramatist. A stage-success is

instantaneous: there is little hesitation,

little anxious waiting, no prolonged un

certainty. The play is presented to the

public, and the public brings in its ver

dict with lightning-like rapidity. A book,

in these days of many books, takes a

long while to get itself generally men

tioned in the newspapers. And when

notice at last is taken of it, too often it

is the merest mention, a few lines only,

a single slight paragraph, and nothing

more. But a play has instant attention :

within thirty-six hours in general after its

first performance it receives detailed crit

icism in almost every daily newspaper.

Again, perhaps one book a year gets

itself read by one hundred thousand

people. But every year in New York

City there are half a dozen plays per

formed a hundred times or before more

than a thousand spectators. Nor is the

confined to the celerity with which it is

criticised or the number before which

it is placed. Above all, the play pays

better than the poem. Very few poems

are as profitable to the author as many

a moderately-successful play. In these

days of much traveling a run of one hun

dred nights at a New York theatre is not

unusual, nor is a fee of twenty-five dol

lars a night at all out of the way; and

these represent a profit to the author of

twenty-five hundred dollars for one play

in one city for one season—barely a quar

ter of the sum the piece will ultimately

net him. Very few poems have ever

paid the author ten thousand dollars.

Many plays—not merely in France,

where the Dramatic Authors‘ Society

has thoroughly systematized the art of

making money by dramatic work, but

in England, and even in America—bring

in much more than this sum to the for

tunate writer.

But public and patent as theatrical

success is, so also poignant and public

is theatrical failure. The more sweet

advantage of the play over the poem l the victory, the more bitter shall be de
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feat. It is not success or failure merely:

it is a victory followed by a triumph, or

a defeat falling—alas! too often—into a

rout. Ifa poem fail, few note it: the au

thor may see the unsold volumes on the

publisher's shelves, but he can keep his

secret to himself. If a play fail—and

many more fail than succeed—with the

quickness of electricity it is at once bla

zoned forth to all the world. The poet

smarts perhaps under the lash of adverse

criticism, and winces at the compassion

of condoling friends. So also the play

wright, who in addition sees the public

trial of his handiwork upon the stage.

The poet's words have but to stand the

ordeal by water: they sink or swim as

Fate may will. The playwrighfs words

have to undergo the ordeal by fire: they

must bare themselves bravely to the flame

of the footlights. In the full glare of the

lamps the dramatist may see the child

of his brain maltreated of men, and he

can say nothing. It may be mangled

by incompetence or ill-will—he is help

less: at the first hiss, almost, he is hope

less. \Vcll might Godwin, embittered by

his own failure. be glad that his daughter

had not a dramatic talent: “ How many

1n0rtifications and heartaches would that

entail on you! Managers to be consult

ed, players to be humored, the best pieces

that were ever written negatived and re

turned on the author's hand. If these

are all got over, then you have to en

counter the caprice of a noisy, insolent

and vulgar- minded audience, whose

senseless mm fizz! shall in a moment

turn the labor of a year into nothing."

A trifle often sets in motion the cur

rent, which, swelling as it goes, sweeps

away all chance of success. The mis

pronttnciation of a word, the carelessness

in action or dress of a performer, an ac

cident to the scenery, or even a misprint

in-the play-bi1l,—any of these is sufiicient.

B/rig/zted Tmt/1, one of Macready's many

poetic nurslings, died at its birth almost,

and its untimely decease was traced to

the compositor, who set up the title as

B11};/rled Frat/1. Many a time has the

mere length of a wait between the acts so

exasperated an exhausted audience that

after the curtain rose again it needed lit

tie to start a storm of hisses. The elder

Dumas well knew the advantage of strik

ing while the iron is hot—ofnever loosen

ing his grasp upon the feelings of the au

dience. VVhen the curtain fell upon the

fourth act of Antony amid the thunder of

clappings and hurrahs, he rushed upon

the stage shouting to the carpenters, " A

hundred francs for you if the curtain rises

before the applause ceases!" Shifting

the scenes with marvelous celerity, the

carpenters earned their money, and M.

Dumas's play was a success. An Eng

lish dramatist, almost as prolific as M.

Dumas, Mr. H. J. Byron, had an expe-'

rience somewhat similar, although sad

der. At the first performance of a new

play of his at Liverpool there was a very

long wait after the second act. The or

chestra played again and again, while

the audience grew more and more im

patient, and the author in his box could

hardly conceal his nervousness. At last,

as the music ceased, there was heard

from the stage the sound of carpenters‘

tools, hammering and sawing. “What

is the matter?" asked a friend. "I don't

know," said the unfortunate author, " but

they seem to be cutting out the third act

altogether."

Obscurity of plot is the most frequent

source of theatrical failure. However

intricate a plot may be——and some au

diences enjoy a deftly-entangled web

of seemingly inextricable perplexity—it

must be plainly set before the spectators.

They must be able to see it inside and

out—to fathom the motives of each ac

tor, however mysterious they may be to

his fellows, and never, above all, to be

tricked by the withholding from them

of any secrets. Sheridan Knowles knew

that nothing annoyed an audience more

than to be kept out of a secret, and there

fore in the original draft of the Hunch

back the relationship of Master ‘Walter

to the heroine was allowed to transpire

at once, to the manifest heightening in

effect of the strong scenes between the

father and the daughter. But Charles

Kemble overruled the author, and the

piece was played as it is published. The

worst crime of which the dramatist can

be guilty is the keeping of a secret when
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there is none. Every obscurity, every sug

gestion which might put the audience on

a false scent, must be at once expunged:

as Scribe said, “ Vi/hat is cut is never hiss

ed." If the spectators are led to expect

something which never comes, they will

surely take their revenge. Mr. Bartley

told Mr. J. R. Planché that to affect a

British audience "you must first tell them

you are going to do so and so; you must

then tell them you are doing it; then that

you have done it; and, then, by G !"

with a slap on his thigh, “per/zaps they

will understand you." There is truth in

this: plot, however complicated, must. be

clear. The basis of a good acting play

is a pantomime—witness lfamle/, for in

stance — and it is impossible to keep se

crets in pantomime. Apropos of which,

I may note that the inmates of a Massa

chusetts deaf and dumb asylum played

Box and Cox not long ago: the news

paper from which I clipped the item

added that "although the actors could

not speak, they had their parts at their

fingers’ ends."

In a pantomime obscurity is impossible

and action is essential. This is the rea

son why many plays have been success

ful when read, and have afterward failed

on the stage. La f/nine, M. Sardou's

powerful but repulsive drama, was re

ceived with honest emotion by the actors

chosen for it, but it ran less than a month.

A comedy which is a cachinnatory tri

umph in the green-room may become

a hissing and an abomination before the

footlights. Mr. Alberry's Fortune read

like an excellent comedy, but it was with

drawn in less than a week. The bright

ness of the dialogue hid frotn the reader

its absolute lack of action—a fatal fault

which the spectators at once discovered.

\Vhen Henry Fielding produced his [Ved

ding-Day in I743, David Garrick asked

him to suppress one scene which he

thought might imperil the piece. “ No,"

said Fielding: "if the scene is not a good

one, let ‘em find it out." The scene was

hissed, and Garrick, much disturbed, en

tered the green-room to find the author

of Tom _7zmes staying his anxiety with

a bottle of champagne. “ What's the

eye at the actor: "what are they hissing

now P"—-“Why, the scene I begged you

to retrench. I knew it wouldn't do; and

they have so frightened me that I shall

not be able to collect myself the whole

night."—"Oh, d 11 ’em I" replied the

author: "they have found it out, have

they?" Such is the story as told by

Arthur Murphy. ielding published one

unlucky play, not ‘as it was acted," but

"as it was damned at the Theatre Roy

al." In this he has been followed by M.

Edmond About, who has printed “ Guil

lery, comédie, représentée pour l'avant

derniere fois, =1 Paris, sur le Théittre

Fran<;ais, par les comédiens ordinaires

de l'Empereur, le 1" Février, 1856." M.

About, a schoolfcllow of MM. Sardou

and Feuillet, has not had the same the

atrical luck, but he bears his ill-success

like a wit. Hearing a continued sibila

tion as he entered a theatre one evening,

he exclaimed, “Are they doing one of

my plays here ?" M. About‘s ill-luck

would seem to have followed him to this

country. M. Adolphe Dennery prepared

a dramatic version of M. About's novel

Ger:/aise for the Porte St. Martin stage.

Mr. Augustin Daly adapted this under

the title W/zat S/mu/d S/re Do .9 or, Yea!

ousy, which ran less than a week, although

well acted and beautifully mounted.

It was a dramatic author of the last

century who proposed to abolish fifth

acts by act of Parliament. Many a time

has a weak dénofiment removed the good

impression left-by the first four acts.

Many a time has a patient and long-suf

fering audience waited until the fifth act

before agreeing on the fatal verdict. On

the first performance of Marmontel's

tragedy C/éopalre a great effect was an

ticipated for a mechanical asp made by

Vaucanson. The fifth act dragged its

slow length along until at last Cleopatra

clasped the asp around her arm. The

automaton, before fixing its fangs in the

flesh, raised its head with a loud hiss.

VVhereupon a spectator arose and left

the theatre, saying quietly, “I agree with

the asp."

Marmontel's tragedy and M. About's

comedy have achieved an immortality

matter, Garrick?" said he, cocking his I as failures to which they could never
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have aspired as successes. Nor are they

alone in this: many a play is now re

membered because it failed which would

have been forgotten long ere this had it

succeeded. Bannister was questioned as

to the fate of Fire and Waler, a farce

taken from the French. “What could

fire and water produce," he replied, “but

a hiss?" When Dr, Hill's farce, the

Raul, was damned on its second per

formance, David Garrick produced this

neat little epigram:

DR. HILL.

For physic and farces his equal there scarce is:

His farces are physic, his physic a farce is.

Mrs. Cowley's tragedy, the Fallqf Spar

ta, was a failure, inspiring this dubious

compliment:

So great thy art that while we viewed

Of Spnrta's sons the lot severe,

We caught the Spartan fortitude,

And saw their woes without a tear.

Boileau was equally severe on some of

the later plays of the elder Comeille:

sun L’/tGE:ilLAS or: PIERRE CORNEILLE.

J'ai vu l'Agésilas,

Hélasl

A couplet short and salt, but he improved

it after the dramatist's next play:

sun L’A'l“l‘lLA DF. PIERRE CORNEILLE.

Aprés l'Age'sila.s,

Hélas!

Mais apnea l'Attila,

I-Iolal

"My play was not hissed," said a

French poet whose tragedy had died an

early death. "No," remarked a friend,

“but only because it is impossible to yawn

and to hiss at the same time." At the

first performance of Théodore Barriere's

Fausses Bonus‘:-fennnes, an attempt to

get ore in the worked-out vein of his

successful Faux b’ons-/mmmes, Alex

andre Dumas ji/r left the theatre at the

end of the second act, saying, “je suis

de ceux qui ne vont pas plus loin que

l'e'glise." This is like Foote's ghastly

joke on hearing that Mrs. Cibber, unable

to play the heroine of Arthur Murphy's

0!‘)?/um of C/rina, was offering up pray

ers for the success of the play: "Mrs.

Cibber," said Foote, "is a Roman Cath

olic; and they alway pray for the dead."

Mr. Forster in his essay on Foote men

tions what is perhaps the solitary instance

of a play being damned in the presence

of royalty. The king was George III.,

and the play was the Conlracl, taken

by Dr. Thomas Franklin from the Trifle

Mamizge of Destouches. When Foote,

as the manager of the theatre, lighted

the king to his chair, His Majesty asked

by whom the piece was written. "By

one of Your Majesty's chaplains," said

Foote, unable even then to suppress his

wit, “ and dull enough to have been writ

ten by a bishop." Frederick William IV.

of Prussia, when crown-prince, leaving

the theatre after the third act of a new

and stupid tragedy, found one of his

servants asleep in the lobby. “Poor

fellow!“ said the prince: “no doubt he

has been listening at the keyhole."

In Beaumarchais's second play, Les

dzux Amis, the hero is at one time on

the point of failure. A spectator rose

and cried, “There's a bankruptcy here,

it seems; and I'm in for my twenty

sous !" In Grimm's correspondence there

is an epigram summing up the faults of

this piece, which may be thus roughly

rendered into English:

I've seen Beaumarchais's play: 'tis not his last.

The plot in two short lines the wit narrates:

'Tis an exchange where money circulates

Withotit producing any interest.

Beaumarchais's next play, the well-known

Barbfer dz Séz/1'1/e, was produced Feb

ruary 23, 1775, and failed. In twenty

four hours the author took the play to

pieces, reduced it from five acts to four,

reconstructed it, rewrote it, induced the

actors to react it; and it was a great

success.

But a few days beforeI on January 17,

1775. the first comedy of Richard Brins

ley Sheridan, the English Beaumarchais,

had met with a similar fate. The R1'1uzl:

was damned, principally because of the

bad acting of Mr. Lee as Sir Lucius

O'Trigger. I-Iastily rewritten, cut and

altered, with a new actor, Clinch, as the

Irishman, the piece succeeded. In grati

tude to Clinch, Sheridan dashed otf his

second play, a farce called .57. 1’a1rz'r/I":

Day ,- or, T/Ia Sc/1euu‘rz_g Lieu/vnanl, pro

duced on May 2d with the success which

never after deserted the author. After
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the recovery of the Rivals he had not

even such a temporary defeat as Gold

smith had with the Good-Natured Alan,

which was hissed at first, but finally suc

ceeded.

Sheridan is not the only English play

wright who was a member of Parliament,

for Dick Steele——let us be stately, Sir

Richard Steele, as Mr. Forster says

“had the honor to inform the House of

Commons that he alone, of all English

dramatists, had written a comedy which

was damned for its piety." The play

was the I.)/fag Lat/er, based on the [lien

Ieur of Corneille. Steele had been con

verted by Collier's S/tort View, and those

who believe with Collier in the total de

pravity of the drama must find satisfac

tion in the eternal damnation visited upon

unsuccessful plays.

It is one of the superstitions of the

stage that a piece with which the actors

are pleased rarely succeeds: some au

thors tremble when the cast are delight

ed with their characters, and are not at .

all disturbed in mind when they but ill

conceal their poor opinion. There is

some foundation for the feeling. Actors

are not always good judges of plays—

rarely so, indeed, when they are to act ‘

in them. For many an actor a play is

good when he has a good part in it, and

bad when he has a poor part. And this

fact tends to account for the frequent

failure of the plays produced by man

agers who are also actors: the actor is

quicker at seeing the good points of the

part than is the manager at noting the

weak spots of the play. Most of the plays

produced by Macready when manager of

Covent Garden were failures. The pride

of the actor often interferes with the judg- ‘

ment of the manager. Garrick refused

Home's Douglas, perhaps because he did

not like it: more probably, because he saw

the leading male part entirely overshad

owed by the female; and Garrick liked .

to be first in his own house. After Gar

rick's resignation Sheridan succeeded to

the command of Drury Lane, with John

Kemble for his lieutenant. Kemble was

probably the first great actor who was

ever accused by a defeated author of

being the cause of that defeat. To the

. of a new and untried play.

younger Colman, Sheridan offered a price

until then unprecedented for a play, con

ditional, however, upon its success. With

materials taken in part from VVilliam God

win's novel, Caleb I/Vil/iams, Colman con

structed his lran C/test, which was first

performed on March 12, 1796. It was

straightway damned, or at least sent to

purgatory. Colman laid the blame on

Kemble, who had acted Sir Edward Mor

timer. He published the play at once,

with a preface (which he afterward sup

pressed) scorchingly severe upon the

actor. He asserted that having been too

ill to attend rehearsals himself, Mr. Kem

ble as manager of the theatre had been

willfully negligent in allowing the piece

to be played when it was unready for

production. He further declared that

Kemble, having been ill enough to take

opium pills just before the curtain rose,

was in no fit condition to bear the weight

As speci

mens of style several extracts from this

preface will perhaps bear quotation.

The author allowed that the part of Sir

Edward Mortimer was unnatural, but

said that it had been made so to suit

the personal peculiarities of the actor,

for, "in short, Mr. Kemble is a paragon

representative of the /uru: nalurzz; and

were Mr. Kemble sewed up in a skin to

act a hog in a pantomime, he would act

a hog with six legs better than a hog

with four. . . . Frogs in a marsh, flies

in a bottle, wind in a crevice, a preacher

‘ in a field, the drone of a bagpipe,—all,

all yielded to the inimitable and soporific

monotony of Mr. Kemble. . . How,

then, do I stand indebted, according to

the articles of this night's statement? I

owe to Mr. Kemble

For his illness . C0m)a:.rion.

For his conduct under it . . Crnxun.

For his refusing to make an apology . A Smilr.

‘ For his making an apology A Snur.

For his mismanagement . A Groan.

For his acting . A Him.

This account is somewhat like the tav

ern bill picked from FalstaFf's pocket

when he is snorting behind the arras.

There is but one halfpenny-worth of

compassion to this intolerable deal of

blame."

Colman had not made his money, and
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he had lost his case. Let this be his ex

cuse. He determined to take an appeal,

and during the next summer season, at

his own theatre in the I-Iaymarket, the

play was reproduced with success, which

it owed for the most part to the excellent

acting of Elliston as Sir Edward Morti

mer. Colman's censure of Kemble would

seem to be somewhat justified by the suc

cess in a character created for Kemble

of an unknown actor, as Elliston then

was, for it was his first original part in

London. The piece afterward became a

favorite with the elder Booth, and to his

son's partiality for it is owing its contin

uance upon the stage to this day.

Four years later, Kemble, Colman and

Godwin are again found in conjunction

with the damning of a play. Godwin

wrote a tragedy called Antonio, and sent

it to Col_man, who returned it, politely

saying," I do not think its representation

would serve the interests of my theatre."

Godwin then applied to Sheridan, who

referred him to Kemble. After much

correspondence, in which the rather pet

ulant impatience of the author contrasts

unfavorably with the sincerity and digni

ty of the actor, it was determined to pro

duce the play without the author's name,

which was concealed because of a sup

posed popular hostility to Godwin. "The

play was presented on Saturday, Decem

ber 13, 1800," records Mr. Paul, the biog

rapher of Godwin, "and damned finally

and hopelessly." The cast included John

and Charles Kemble and Mrs. Siddons.

Charles Lamb Wrote the epilogue, of

which the llloming Purl said that it was

"too bad to pass without censure, except

when it passes without examination."

Over twenty years later, in a paper on

the "Old Actors," contributed to the

Lorzdnn lllagazine for April I, 1822,

Elia took his revenge, as we shall see:

"john Kemble had made up his mind

early that all the good tragedies which

could be written had been written, and

he resented any new attempt. . . . I-Ie

succeeded to the old lawful thrones, and

did not care to adventure bottomry with

a Sir Edward Mortimer or any casual

speculator that offered. I remember, too '

acutely for my peace, the deadly extin- i

tinguisher which he put upon my friend

G 's Antonia. . . . The night arrived.

I was favored with a seat in an advan

tageous box, between the author and his

friend M[arshall]. . . . Antonio, in the

person of John Philip Kemble, at length

appeared, starched out in a ruff which

no one could dispute, and in most ir

reproachable mustachios. John always

dressed most provokingly correct on

these occasions. The first act swept by

solemn and silent. It went ofi', as G

assured M—, exactly as the opening

act of a piece—the protasis—should do.

The cue of the spectators was to be mute.

The characters were best in their intro

duction. The passions and incidents

would be developed hereafter. Applause

hitherto would be impertinent. Silent at

tention was the etfect all—desirable. Poor

M acquiesced, but in his honest

friendly face I could discern a working

which told how much more acceptable

the plaudit of a single hand (however

misplaced) would have been than all this

reasoning. The second act (as in duty

bound) rose a little in interest, but still

john kept his forces under—in policy, as

G—- would have it—and the audience

were most complacently attentive. The

protasis, in fact, was scarcely unfolded.

The interest would warm in the next

act, against which a special incident was

provided. . . . The third act at length

brought on the scene which was to warm

the piece progressively to the final flam

ing forth of the catastrophe. A philo

sophic calm settled upon the clear brow

of G as it approached. The lips of

M quivered. A challenge was held

forth upon the stage, and there was prom

ise of a fight. The pit roused themselves

on this extraordinary occasion, and, as

their manner is, seemed disposed to make

a ring, when suddenly Antonio, who was

the challenged, turning the tables upon

the hot challenger, Don Gusman (who,

, by the way, should have had his sister),

baulks his humor and the pit‘s reason

able expectation at the same time with

some speeches out of the new philosophy

against dueling. The audience were here

fairly caught—their courage up, and on

the alert: a few blows, d1'n(;;-dong, as
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R[eynold]s the dramatist afterward ex

pressed it to me, might have done the

business, when their most exquisite mor

al sense was suddenly called in to assist

in the mortifying negation of their own

pleasure. They could not applaud for

disappointment: they would not con

demn for morality's sake. The interest

stood stone still, and John's manner was

not at all calculated to unpetrify it. . . .

It would be invidious to pursue the fates

of this ill-starred evening. In vain did

the plot thicken in the scenes that fol

lowed; in vain did the dialogue wax

more passionate and stirring, and the

progress of the sentiment point more

and more clearly to the arduous devel

opment which impended; in vain the

action was accelerated, while the acting

stood still. From the beginning John

had taken his stand—had wound him

self up to an even tenor of stately decla

mation, from which no exigence of dia

logue or person could make him swerve

for an instant. To dream of his rising

with the scene (the common trick of

tragedians) was preposterous. for from

the outset he had planted himself, as

upon a terrace, on an eminence vastly

above the audience, and he kept that

sublime level to the end. He looked

from his throne of elevated sentiment

upon the under-world of spectators with

a most sovran and becoming contempt.

There was excellent pathos delivered

out to them: an they would receive it,

so; an they would not receive it, so.

There was no offence against decorum

in all this—nothing to condemn, to damn.

The procession of verbiage stalked on

through four and five acts, no one ven

turing to predict what would come of it."

To follow Lamb to the end would take

too much of our space. It must be said

that he was not as good a judge of dra

matic eFfect as he was of poetry. His

taste was admirable, but with all his liking

for the stage, he was ignorant ofthe sources

of theatrical efi'ect. His own only con

tribution to dramatic literature was damn

ed, Elia himself hissing as heartily as

any one. Mr. H failed because the

interest of the audience was so excited

by the mystery of the hero's name that

the comparatively harmless Hogsfles/1

failed to satisfy. It is curious to note

that the farce was a great success in

America. Air. H ,- or, The Beau

wit/1 111: Bad 1Vame, first done at the

Park Theatre, New York, March 16,

I807, was for years a favorite stock-piece

in this country. Mr. H was one of

three pieces played at the first appear

ance of the younger Charles Mathews,

and as the bill of that occasion is pecu

liarly pertinent to the subject of this pa

per, it is here given, with a few omissions

indicated by stars:

THEATRE ROYAL, ENGLISH OPERA

HOUSE, STRAND.

(Particularly Private.)

This present Friday, April 26th, 1822, will be pre

sented a farce called

MR. H—-.

(N. B. This piece was damned at Drury Lane

Theatre.)

o o o n 1:

Previous to which a Prologue will be spoken by

Mrs. Edwin, After the Farce (for the first time in

this country, and now performing with immense suc

ccss in Paris) a French Petite Comédie, called

LE COMEDII-LN D'l'-ITAMPES.

(N. B. This piece was never acted in London, and

may very probably be damned here.)

Dorival, le comédicn . . M. Pcrlct [1'.r. Mr. C. J.

Mathews].

o 1 I o o

To conclude with :1 Pathetic Drama in one Act,

called

THE SORRO\\'S OF \\'ER'l'HF.R.

(N. B. This piece was damned at Covent Garden

Theatre.)

\Verthcr Mr. C. Mathews.

o a n o o

Among Lamb's favorites of the old act

ors was Elliston-Robert \Villiam Ellis

ton—the airy comedian, the redeemer of

Colman's [ran C/wxl, and a man of the

most inexhaustible impudence. When

he was a manager himself, in I805, a

play called the Vi/la_ge was uproariously

damned; whereupon Elliston appeared

and characteristically rebuked the audi

ence, ending with, “ It is my opinion that

the piece has great merit." VVith equal

independence did Congreve treat the au

dience at the first performance of the

My of the World. In the midst of the

hisses the author of the brilliant play

came forward calmly and coolly asked,

" Is it your intention to damn this play?"
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—"Yes, yes! Off! ofi'!"-—-"Then lean

tell you," he answered, "that this play of

mine will be a living play when you are

all dead and damned." And he then

walked slowly ofi’. More tranquilly did

the aged Southern take the failure of his

[Money /11: A/1':/ress in 1726 at the Lin

coln's Inn Fields Theatre. It was un

mercifully hissed. "Do you hear what

they are doing?" asked Rich of the

author, who was leaning against the

wings.—-"No, sir," quietly replied the

old poet: “I am very deaf." M. Au

guste Vacquerie, the disciple of Victor

Hugo, shortly after the failure of his

play Tragaldabas was present at the

damnation of another piece: instead

of hissing, a boy near him was blowing

in a door-key. Pausing for a. moment,

he said to M. Vacquerie, “I wish I had

brought my big key, instead of my little

one. I have such a big one: l call it

my Tragalduba: key." Victor Hugo

himselfI contemporaneously with the

publication of the famous preface to

Cromwell, was the anonymous collabo

rafeur of M. Ancelot in a play called

Amy Rabsarl, which was damned by

public and press alike. The poet at

once wrote to the papers, acknowledg

ing his connection with the play and

claiming half the blame.

Among the most celebrated failures

of the Paris stage is the Tmzn/zafiser of

Herr Richard \Vagner, which took two

nights‘ damning to settle it finally. I

cannot do better than to quote here part

of the characteristic account written by

the composer himself, as translated by

Mr. Burlingame: "The behavior of the

audience on the evening of the second

performance proved to me that I had not

been mistaken in considering the result

of this first evening to be a complete

success; for by this it was decided with

what opposition l was to have to deal in

future—namely, with that of the Paris

Jockey Club, which I am certainly au

thorized to name thus plainly, since the

audience itself openly pointed out my

opponents by the cry, ‘A la porte les

jockeys!‘ The members of this club,

whose right to consider themselves lords

of the Grand Opéra I need not now ex

plain to you more fully, and who felt

themselves deeply injured at the absence

of the customary ballet at the time of

their entrance to the theatre (about the

middle of the performance), perceived

with disgust that Tann/zaiiser had not

failed at its first reception, after all, but

had really won a triumph. From this

time forth it became their business to

prevent this balletless opera from being

presented to them evening after evening;

and for this purpose they had provided

themselves, on the way from their din

ner to the opera, with a quantity of hunt

ing-whistles and similar instruments, with

which they began, immediately upon their

entrance, to operate against the Tann

/zaiiser in the most shameless manner.

Until that time (that is, during the first

and up to nearly the middle of the sec

ond act) not a trace of opposition had

made itself felt, and continued applause

had accompanied unhindered those pas

sages of my opera that had most quick

ly become favorites. But from this point

no further demonstrations of applause

assisted me: in vain did the emperor

and empress themselves a second time

demonstrate their appreciation of my

work. The irrevocable condemnation

of the Tann/Ialiser had been spoken

by those who regarded themselves as

masters of the theatre, and who all

belonged to the highest aristocracy of

France. Up to the very end of the

piece whistles and pipes accompanied

every attempt at applause on the part

of the audience."

\Vith the advance of civilization and

the gradual improvement of manners

the art of damning dramas has decayed.

\Ve are not often now-a-days boisterous

and abusive. \Ve punish the manager

for his lack of judgment by keeping

away from the theatre, and not by rais

ing a row on the first night. One of the

rare modern instances in which an au

dience rose in its wrath and damned with _

old-time vigor and old-time rigor was on

the production in I870, at the Globe The

atre in London, of Lord Newry's comedy

Ecarlé, which was dealt with merrily and

summarily, for it was laughingly booted

off the stage.
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In America there has been very little

play-damning. Theatrical riots have un

fortunately been far too frequent, but they

have been caused by partisan and polit

ical feeling, not by any adverse opinion

upon the literary merit of a play. A

careful search through the luminous and

voluminous Records (M 1/2: ./Vvw York

Stage has shown but few instances:

I793, ;\lay 20, Dunlap's Wedding only

achieved a single performance. 1806,

April I I, there was produced at the Park

Theatre the dlan/zallan Stage; or, Cu

pa! in H119 I/ugarhar, by an obscure

blackmailer named \Villiams, who libel

ed his betters in England and America

under the pen-name of "Anthony Pas

quinz" so discreditable was the failure

of this play that the next day " Huggins,

the hairdresser of the theatre, published

a card denying its authorship." 1819,

Feb. [9, A/l0I_'f, a tragedy by Miss Fran

ces Wright, received its quictus. In 1833

the Fomzdlingof the Sm, a prize Yan

kee comedy, written by Woodworth for

the comedian Hill, totally failed of its

effect. On January 8, 1834, occurred

the first performance of George W'ash

ington Parke Custis's drama, the Ezlg/if/L

of Yanuary: Mr. Ireland adds laconic

ally, “ It has rarely if ever been repeat

ed." But these plays, although absolute

failures, can hardly be said to have been

damned, certainly not in the uproarious

style of the old London pit, when an up

right and downright, face-to-face, hand

to-hand fight was fought between the

actors and the audience. The native

courtesy of the Americans has kept

them from such violent demonstrations

as Mr. Ticknor notes (p. 291 of vol. i. of

his Lzfe and Lellars), when he and Mr.

\Vashington Irving beheld the third night

of the damning of the Italians. In these

free United States weak plays are allow

ed to expire gently from inanition. Birl/1,

for example, died an easy and lingering

death; A Ii’usz'mnrs Woman simply fail

ed to benefit the business of the theatre;

For/une bore its misfortunes quietly; the

Hero Q/'1/re 11/our was a hero for very few

hours; the brazen metal of the Cruci

ble could not pass current with the pub

lie; the Twins succumbed after a two

weeks‘ experience of the miseries of

earthly existence. These are all dead

—dead for a ducat, dead for ever and

a day—deader far, indeed, than Iulius

Caesar, for he, aided by the advertising

agent, has recently achieved a run of

over one hundred nights.

J. BRANDER ltlxrraews.

APRIL DAYS.

A SUNNY vapor bathes the lonely fields,

Fair Nature wakens from her wintry sleep,

Out from the caverned rocks blue violets peep,

And the damp sod its grassy perfume yields;

The boring bee his tiny auger wields

And drowsy insects drone upon the'wing;

Small elves, the humble heralds of the spring—

Called dandelions—lift their brassy shields

Against the flame-tipped arrows of the sun;

Under the drifted leaves, on western hills

(Whose feet the swiftly-flowing river floods),

The trailing fibres of the arbutus run,

That with rich odor all the hollow fills—

The unlocked sweetness of the winter woods.

Vo1.. XlX.—4o

SKIPWITH H. COALE.
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THE CHATEAU OF ST. GERMAlN-EN

L.-\YE.

THERE are not many of the palaces

of France around which hangs the

perfume of more interesting associations

than those of St. Germain. Here kings

have been born, and have wedded and

died. Here royal exiles have sought

and found a shelter for their miseries, a

haven for their ever-renewed and ever

deferred and heart-sickening hopes. By

turns a fortress, a pleasure palace, an

asylum for uncrowned kings and a pris

on for recalcitrant soldiers, it has now

undergone probably its last transforma

tion—namely, into a museum of Gallic

antiquities. And of the ancient edifice

and its memory-haunted halls there re

mains about as much as there does of

the blood of Henri Quatre in the veins

of his degenerate descendant, the Count

de Chambord.

The palace of St. Germain, as it is

best known to history, was erected by

Francis l. on that outbreak of artistic

and architectural development known as

the period of the Renaissance. But the

date of its foundation goes back to the

reign of Louis le Gros, who built, it is

said, on the very spot occupied by the

present chfiteau, a fortress in H22 for

defence against the attacks of his pow

erful and rebellious vassals. Of this

structure not a vestige remains. The

earliest portion of the present ch5.teau—

and indeed the only part with any claims

to genuine antiquity-—-is the chapel, of

which the arches and walls date from

the reign of St. Louis. The stronghold

of Louis le Gros, after two centuries of

existence, was destroyed after the battle

of Crécy by the English forces under

the Black Prince, two square towers and

the chapel alone escaping from the uni

versal ruin. The chéiteau was rebuilt

by Charles V., and was held in such

slight estimation that Louis Xl. present

ed it with all its lands and appurtenances

to his physician, the avaricious Jacques

MONTHLY GOSSIP.

Coythier. But after the death of the

king Parliament annulled his donation

and restored St. Germain to its place

amid the royal residences. ln I519 its

chapel was chosen as the scene for one

of the most important marriages that

ever brought new dignity to the French

crown. It was there that Francois, duke

of Angouléme, afterward Francis I., es

poused Claude, daughter of Louis XIl.,

and heiress to the duchy of Brittany

through her mother, the duchess Anne.

Nine months later the young couple be

came king and queen of France. The

attention of Francis had been called at

the epoch of his marriage to the charms

and advantages of the old royal chateau,

and it was probably at that time that he

conceived the project of erecting a noble

palace on its site.

The name of the architect to whom

the art-loving king entrusted the execu

tion of this important work has been lost

in oblivion. Whoever it was, he had the

odd idea of giving to the palace the form

of a long irregular pentagon. Viewed

from above, the outline of the building

presents the form of a large Gothic D,

and legends of the time declare that the

amorous monarch directed this form to

be chosen out of compliment to his mis

tress, Diane de Poitiers, who, as is well

known, exercised for a time the same

empire over his fickle affections as she

afterward established more firmly in the

heart of his son and successor. But the

true state of the case is most probably

to be found in the necessity for building

on the old foundations, or the desire to

afford as many points of view to the

facade as possible. The oddly-shaped

irregular court in the centre was never,

so says an ancient chronicler, without

both sun and shadow within its limits at

all hours of the day.

At the present day it is totally impos

sible to form any idea of what must have

been the splendor of the new palace of

Francis I. The ball-room, of which the
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outer wall still remains, was the most

magnificent room in the kingdom. It

was one hundred and forty—one feet long

and forty feet wide. Its chimney-piece

of stone and red brick is now preserved

in the museum of St. Germain. lts front

is decorated with the salamander, the

badge of King Francis, and with the

fleur-de-lys of France. but by a strange

error of the sculptor the fleurs-de-lys, in

stead of being arranged two and one, as

on the shield of France, are placed one

and two. The inner court was decorated

with medallions by Bernard Palissy, four

of which now form part of the ceramic

collection of the Louvre. Around the

whole extent of the edifice ran a broad

and beautiful terrace, the first that had

ever been seen in France. It was in

the chapel of the new palace that Henri

d'Albret, king of Navarre, espoused in

1527 the wise, learned and beautiful Mar

guerite de Valois, the tenderly-loved sis

ter of the king and authoress of the tales

that still bear her name. The palace of

St. Germain was also the birthplace of

the second son of Francis, afterward

Henri II. After the accession of that

prince to the throne he testified great

fondness for St. Germain, and it was there

that his son Charles (afterward Charles

IX.) was born. _

The last kings of the race of Valois

neglected the lovely chateau, but St.

Germain seems to have been destined

to attract the affection of the founders

of the lines of French royalty. As the

first Valois sovereign had been charmed

with the beauty of its site and surround

ings, so the first of the Bourbons, Henri

IV. himself, held it in peculiar afiection.

It is said that its lofty terrace afforded

him a novel and ingenious method of

communicating with his passionately

loved mistress, Gabrielle d'Estrees. He

caused large fires to be made there at

night, the blaze of which was distinct

ly visible at the chateau of Montceaux,

distant some fifteen or sixteen leagues,

wherein La Belle Gabrielle was then re

siding. He added a new building to the

chateau, one of the pavilions of which,

placed directly on the grand terrace, still

exists in the form of a restaurant, and

is known as the Pavillon Henri IV. Dur

ing one of his long sojourns at this favor

ite palace the great king was one day

placed in a position of serious danger,

the heavy coach wherein he, with the

queen and their attendants, were placed

having been overturned in crossing the

river at the ford of Neuilly. The jovial

Béarnais made light of this accident,

declaring that the shock had cured him

of a toothache from which he had been

suflering for sotne time; and moreover,

having eaten too much salted food at

dinner, he was not sorry to have been

forced to drink too heartily afterward.

Louis XIII. died in the new addition

to the chateau. But one of the greatest

glories of St. Germain is the fact that it

was the birthplace of Louis XIV. That

prince having been born on the day of

a defeat sustained by the French forces

in Spain, the courtiers of the time said

that Fortune was too busy at St. Germain

to heed what was going on elsewhere.

The parish registers of the town pre

serve the pompous record of this aus

picious event. Four years later, when

Louis XIII. was on his deathbed, the

prince was baptized in the chapel of the

palace. After the ceremony he was

brought to the bedside of his dying fa

ther, and the king asked him what name

had been given to him. “I am called

Louis XIV.," proudly replied the child.

Painfully impressed by this answer, the

king said, turning his head away as he

spoke, " Not yet, my son—-not yet." He

died a few days later, and it was at St.

Germain that his little son was proclaim

ed king with all due pomp and ceremo

nial. Louis XIV. passed the greater part

of his childhood at the palace, but the

troubles of the Fronde forced him to

exchange it for a residence in a better

guarded locality.

The next guest sheltered by the old

palace was Henrietta, queen of England,

the widow of Charles I. and daughter of

Henri Quatre. The slender, graceful,

dark-eyed princess, immortalized by the

pencil of Vaudyck, returned to the home

of her childhood 2. short, fat, red-faced

matron. At least so she appears in the

full-length portrait by Philippe de Cham
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pagne, wherein she is depicted in her

widow's weeds and holding her youngest

daughter, the princess Henrietta, by the

hand. A most unromantic-looking per

son is she for so romantic a destiny.

The next figure that traverses the stage

is that of that Gretchen of history, that

gentle flesh-and-blood Ophelia, Louise

de la Valliere. St. Germain was the

scene of the growing passion of the

youthful king for this fair and gentle

creature, and before the ef-‘facing hand

of restoration had been laid upon the

rooms and halls of the old chziteau the

apartment was still shown in the ceiling

of which a trap-door had been cut, cor

responding with the floor of the room

of Mademoiselle de la Valliere above.

Here was born her eldest son, Louis

de Bourbon, Comte de Vermandois, and

here she received the visit of the queen

two days after her confinement, surround

ed with tuberoses and other perfumed

flowers, which were at that time supposed

to be fatal to women in her condition, so

as to disarm the possible suspicions of

her royal mistress. Vi/hether from the

scent of these blossoms, or from the

effect of the strong Spanish perfumes

used by the queen, Mademoiselle de la.

Valliere fainted a few minutes after Her

Majesty had departed, and lay so long

insensible that fears \vere entertained

for her life. A few years later the gen

tle Louise, heartbroken, deserted by her

royal lover and a prey to keen remorse,

retired to St. Germain, there to weep

over her past sins and her lost love.

She sought for consolation in prayer and

in works of charity. It is said that, hear

ing of the destruction by fire of a small

village near St. Germain, she sent for

the curé to place in his hands the money

she destined for the unfortunate villagers.

“‘'hen the good priest entered her pres

ence she recognized in him the one who

had first instructed her childhood in the

truths of religion, and from whose hands

she had received her first communion.

Falling at his feet, she implored him to

counsel her respecting her future course

of conduct, and it was in compliance

with his advice that she afterward took

the veil.

The letters of Madame de Sévigné are

full of reminiscences of St. Germain,

which continued to be a favorite resort

for the court. Louis XIV. caused large

and disfiguring additions to be made to

the palace to accommodate the enormous

retinue of courtiers, attendants, etc. that

followed always in his train; the archi

tect that he employed, the celebrated

Mansard, even going so far as to super

pose an additional story to the graceful

chapel erected by St. Louis. The most

remarkable of the additions thus made

to the chateau was a magnificent balcony,

which extended along the north side of

the edifice in front of what were then the

royal apartments. This balcony was so

grandiose in extent and proportions that

the courtiers gave it the name of the

Terrace. Its supports in forged iron were

remarkable for the artistic beauty of their

design and the finish of the workmanship.

This fine relic of the magnificent reign

of "Le Roi Soleil" was in existence in

our own day, and was swept away some

twenty years ago by the ruthless decree

of the so-called restorer.

Hardly had the enlarged and repaired

palace been put in perfect order for the

reception of its royal master than the

fickle fancy of Louis deserted the halls

of his birthplace to fix itself on the new

er splendors of Versailles and of Marly.

The renovated chateau soon reopened its

doors, however, to shelter a royal guest,

this time the unfortunate James II. of

England, whose woes might claim our

sympathy had they not been so richly

deserved. In the courtyard of the pal

ace took place that celebrated parting

between the kings, when Louis Xl\’.,

clasping his own cuirass on the breast

of James, gave utterance to that memo

rable speech: “The best wish that I can

make for Your Majesty is that I may

never see you again." In that same

courtyard James reviewed for the last

time his Scottish guards, prior to their

entering, by stress of poverty and mis

ery, the service of the French king.

James ll. died in the palace, as did also

his fair young daughter, the princess

Louisa, and some years later his heroic

wife. Down to the epoch of the Revo
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lution the apartments of Mary of Mode

na remained in precisely the same state

as they were at the death of that queen :

her toilet-service of silver, a gift from

King Louis, was duly set out in full ar

ray, wax lights were in all the sconces,

and even the queen's writing-table and

pen were placed as though she were

about to use them. The Revolution

swept all this away, and dispersed the

little band of Jacobite pensioners that

still found a home and shelter amid the

royal shades of St. Germain.

A curious reason is given for the dis

like which Louis XIV. apparently con

ceived for his birthplace during the later

years of his life. It is said that he de

serted St. Germain because from its ter

race the spire of the abbey of St. Denis

was distinctly visible, and it did not please

him to have continually before his eyes

this reminder of his approaching end.

\Vhether true or false, this anecdote is

at least characteristic of the peculiar

weaknesses of the great king. Prob

ably, St. Germain was not sufiiciently

magnificent to suit the ideas already bus

ied with the gorgeousness of Versailles.

Mary of Modena was the last royal

resident which the walls of the palace

were destined to shelter. A prison under

the Terror, a riding-school under the

First Empire, a barrack under the Res

toration, a military penitentiary under

Louis Philippe, this home of kings has

passed from degradation to degradation

till it has reached the lowest depths of

all: it has been restored. The work,

begun in 1862 and now nearly com

pleted, consisted not in cleansing and

repairing as far as possible the chateau

as bequeathed to us by Louis XIV., but

in tearing down the whole edifice to re

build it according to the plans followed

by the original architects under Francis

I. The chapel alone and some portion of

the exterior walls have been spared. The

rooms inhabited by Louis XIV., Marie

Thérese, Louise de la Valliere, James II.

and Mary of Modena have been swept

away. A spick-and-span new museum,

with imitation Renaissance windows and

fireplaces, with a beautiful new staircase,

all frescoed with salamanders, the paint -

scarce dry on their tails, and with nice

fresh monograms of F. F. stuck in every

direction, is offered to us as the old chi

teau of St. Germain. Alas! the mem

ory-haunted palace exists no more! The

five pavilions and the elegant balcony

devised by Mansard were ruthlessly de

stroyed, and in the place of these gen

uine relics of the reign of Le Roi Soleil

we are offered a copy of the elegant edi

fice of the Valois monarch: only a copy

—nothing more. It is as if some one

were to offer a book-collector, instead

of his priceless First-Folio Shakespeare,

a delightful new edition, the fac-simile of

Shakespeare's own manuscripts, did such

a thing exist. In 1867 the emperor in

augurated in person the new Museum of

Gallo-Romance antiquities. And here

our chronicle fitly ends, for the palace

of St. Germain exists no more.

L. H. 1-].

BULGARIAN ROSE-HARVESTS.

UNTIL a short time ago few persons

outside of the Turkish empire had more

than a very slight knowledge of Bulga

ria. But the terrible scenes which have

recently taken place in that province

have made it receive so much attention

from the civilized world that every source

of information about it has been eagerly

sought for and examined. Works like

the lately-published and very valuable

one by P. F. Kanitz, entitled Dumm

Bulgarien um! dvr Balkan, which were

once known only to a limited number of

readers, have now become very popular,

and even older publications of the same

kind are being widely read. In reality,

the land and its people are worthy of all

the interest that has lately been bestow

ed upon them. The country has many

natural advantages, from which, under

even moderately favorable auspices, very

important results might be produced.

And its people have so much latent en

ergy, and take so naturally to steady and

persistent labor, that Herr Kanitz pre

dicts for them a brilliant future as an in

dustrial class. Even those indefatigable

workers the Armenians do not surpass

them in this respect.

A curious and interesting branch of
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Bulgarian industry, and one which has

of late received a good deal of notice

from some of the foreign journals, is the

cultivation of roses and their manufac

ture into valuable perfumes. By far the

greatest portion of the attar of roses used

in Europe is produced in Bulgaria, and

the central point of the Bulgarian rose

culture is the beautiful valley of Kazan

lik in the Balkan Mountains, the ancient

.H¢mu.r. Of the one hundred and twen

ty-three Bulgarian villages whose inhab

itants are engaged in manufacturing attar

of roses, forty-two are in the Kazanlik

valley. A German writer, Moltke, calls

this valley "the Cashmere of Europe, the

European Gulistan, the Land of Roses."

The last title is eminently appropriate,

for roses form the crops of that district.

The bushes grow in great fields, where

the face of the country seems to be cover

ed with a sea of splendid flowers and the

air is heavily laden with their perfume.

The Thracian rose (Rosa n'amnscma,

snn;)zrzu'rens and mnsr/mla), which is

the one here referred to, grows best on

sandy slopes with a good exposure to

the sun. It is planted in the spring and

autumn, and the flowers are gathered

in May and June. The rose-harvest of

Kazanlik varies according to the influ

ences of the weather. In favorable sea

sons as much as three thousand kilo

grammes of flowers are produced, while

in unfavorable ones the amount is not

greater than eight hundred kilogrammes.

The peasants who cultivate the flowers

also usually manufacture the oil on their

own premises; but mercantile houses

have already begun to be established in

the larger towns for the purpose of buy

ing up the yearly growth of the fields

and manufacturing by wholesale. Three

thousand two hundred kilogrammes of

roses are needed for the production of

one kilogramme of oil. Eight hundred

roses may be made to produce about half

an ounce. The roses raised on the de

clivities of the Balkan range produce

about fifty per cent. more oil than those

which grow on the plains around them.

The oil made from them is stronger also,

and, in consequence, they command bet

ter prices.

This branch of popular industry, like

all others in Turkey's subject provinces,

is burdened with oppressive taxes. In

deed, the duty on the manufactured oil

was a few years ago made so outrage

ously hcavy that the people were on

the point of abandoning their rose-cul

ture altogether, and devoting their time

and energies to the cultivation of Indian

corn. The burdens imposed by the gov

ernment oflicials were afterward lighten

ed somewhat, and it is now possible for

the poor peasant, with great and cease

less exertions, to make some little profit

out of his rose-harvest.

A prettier sight is seldom witnessed in

any part of the world than that of a par

ty of Bulgarian mountaineers—men, wo

men and children —going to the nearest

town on a bright June afternoon with the

produce of their rose-fields. Their don

keys carry double panniers, heaped to

overflowing with lovely pink Thracian

roses. They themselves are adorned with

the same beautiful flowers, the young girls

-many of whom are extremely pretty

and graceful—wearing garlands of them

around their heads, and the men having

them twined around their stares. It isa

holiday occasion with these people, and

they are not only in their best attire, but

in their best spirits also, and go on their

way laughing and singing in great glee.

As they move, the air is scented far and

near with the odor of their fragrant bur

dens, and long after they have gone by

the perfume remains to tell of their pass

ing. Altogether, the scene is very much

like what may be imagined to have taken

place in Arcadia far back in those happy

early ages when sin and misery had not

yet come to make everything dark and

dreary. But it is not possible now to

think of this bright picture without re

membering the frightful scenes that have

lately taken place in those lovely rose

clad valleys and flowery sunlit slopes of

the Balkans; and the contrast makes the

second spectacle all the more dreadful

and abhorrent. Surely, the day must

soon come when the civilized nations of

the whole world will understand that not

only common justice, but their own best

interests, demands that they shall forget
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their petty jealousies and enmities and I

deal with " the Eastern Question" in a

way that will settle it for ever. And the

solution of that much-discussed problem

cannot fail to help the unfortunate peo

ple of Bulgaria, with whom life has for

nearly five centuries been a desperate

struggle for existence and the preserva

tion of their religion and their national

character. \Vith a government whose

dealings with the people are not confined

to systematic robbery and indiscriminate

murder, they would become happy and

prosperous themselves, and contribute to

the general good of the family of nations,

and their beautiful country would, in both

a literal and metaphorical sense, "blos

som like the rose." \V. W. C.

SELLING A HOUSE.

CORNELIUS O'Dowo, in one of his

clever papers on "Men and \\/omen and

other Things in General," bewails the

misery of selling a horse—the pain of

having the animal who was to you a

living friend put up as :1 more article of

merchandise. and to hear the numerous

doubts and suspicions suggested as to

his soundness and other good qualities.

\Vorse still, the unaccountable manner

in which men who formerly held you in

the highest respect now seem to look on

you as one who without honor or hones

ty is trying to cheat them into an unfair

bargain; and all because you are obliged

to sell your horse. The picture is a mel

ancholy one, but at least the pain is quick

ly over, and in my opinion, after some

recent experiences of my own, not to be

compared with the prolonged and abject

misery of selling a house. Of course I

don't deny that there are many instances

in which the parting with your house

brings no sorrow, and but the faintest

passing shade of regret. Your fortunes

are on the increase, you are about to

enter a more commodious mansion, and

you shake off your old domicile with no

more pangs than a snake feels in chang

ing its old skin for a new, or a dragon

fly who is about to quit its pupa state for

wings} and liberty. You are in no great

hurry to sell: that much capital lying

idle is not a very momentous question

to you, and you can afford to hold quiet

ly to your price until a fitting purchaser

comes along. But the picture is vastly

different when other causes bring about

the sale. Fortune's wheel has made a

big turn in the wrong direction, and the

first step in the melancholy and heart

rending process called retrenchment that

follows is to sell the house. Now, “the

house " is not an old homestead, in which

your father and his father before him were

born and flourished and died. No: it is

a city house, built by yourself some ten

or twelve years ago, when all was pros

perous, and on which you have lavished

every minute care that your wife's fancy,

your architect's sagacity and your own

ample means could suggest. It is a gem

of a house: so your friends have always

said. You have been properly proud of

it for years, and now you must part with

it. The time passed there has been long

enough and happy enough to make every

yard of carpet on the floor and every bit

of paper on the wall, in some degree.

dear to you; but you shut your eyes

resolutely on that point and hand it

over to a real-estate agent.

Now comes the tug of war. and all

your peace of mind is over and past.

An advertisement is put up in the parlor

window which for some unaccountable

reason makes you ashamed of yourself

whenever you look at it. People call

and inquire the price, and retire; other

people, closely resembling .\lrs. Lirriper's

“wandering Christians," who periodical

ly visit all the lodgings in London, ask

to be shown through, generally at the

most inconvenient times, make the tour

carefully, ask six dozen useless and try

ing questions, and also retire, never to

be heard of more. Others. again, seem

to be laboring under the delusion that to

have the house off your hands is your

sole desire, entirely apart from such a

trifling consideration as what you get

for it; and they also depart in righteous

i-ndignation at your presumption in ask

ing what it is worth. By this time you are

becoming nervous, harassed by doubts

as to your selling at all, and worn out by

the repeated annoyances and disappoint

ments to which you have been subject.
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Just at this point at last comes a real

purchaser——a big, handsome man, with an

odious air of property about him, a tongue

more voluble than refined, and an easy

patronizing manner that fairly maddens

you. He goes over the house with the

hurried and preoccupied air of one who

expects to look at a dozen more in the

course of the morning, and can't really

afford to bestow too much time and at

tention on yours. All the careful detail,

all the ingenious contrivanees for com

fort, are either altogether unnoticed or

passed by as a matter of course. You

tell yourself they will be all thrown away

upon this man, and you writhe inwardly

at the thought. After some days of sus

pense, unspeakably trying, he makes an

offer—just eight thousand dollars under

your price—from which he refuses to

budge.

Now, it is a singular thing that a close

bargain, which you by no means con

demn in the abstract, becomes simply

disgusting when driven with yourself;

and so you are at first indignant, then

despondent, and finally uncertain. In

this condition you solicit advice. Advice

differs to such an extent that you are like

a man tied to wild horses who have each

formed a separate opinion as to the road

he intends to take. But your difficulties

are pressing, property is low—it always

is when any one wants to sell—and after

a tussle with yourself, and an abortive at

tempt to move your purchaser from his

offer, to which he sticks like a limpet,

you close with him; but certainly no

good-will accompanies the house and

fixtures. Now everything about it be

comes regretfully dear to you, and yet

their very merits make you more savage.

You wish you had never put walnut stairs

all through the house: pine would be

quite good enough for that fellow. You ,

think with regret of the expensive repair

ing you had done to the roof only last

winter, and wonder whether the sno.w

will ever come in on him as it did on

you. Your wine-closet, your cedar-clos

et, every thoughtful luxury your house

contains, now only serve to irritate you

by their perfections.

Then, again, your privacy is invaded

at the most unreasonable hours by that

dreadful man, who comes one day to

have the floors measured-—a process

that threatens to keep him in the house

half the morning; another to show his

purchase to a friend, whom he conducts

from cellar to attic; a third to see about

the necessary accommodations for his

books (you don't believe the fellow has

any books to accommodate); and so on

ad infinflum. Happily unconscious of

the state of your feelings toward him, he

is sociable in the extreme, talking freely

ofhis own affairs, and exhibiting the same

easy alacrity in inquiring after yours. He

tells you the improvements he intends to

make, very much as if he had bought a

hovel and expected to transform it into

a palace. He intimates, casually, that

he don't think much of your taste in pa

pering or carpeting, and that the rooms

will have quite another look when he

has substituted Axminster for your Tur

key, and pearl-gray for your brown-and

gold. He prices articles in an easy man

ner, from your bronze Diana to your fa

vorite chair, apparently under the impres

sion that you expect to live in the streets

hereafter, and that furniture and orna

ments will be useless encumbrances.

He tells you which rooms he intends

giving his sons and which his daugh

ters, as if he thought the subject likely

to interest you. Finally, he leaves you

worked into such a state of exasperation

that the only comfort you can find is in

contemplating the cracks in the wall

which he will have to fill up, reflecting

that the back furnace never did draw

well, and furtively kicking the best paint

with your very heaviest pair of walking

boots. A. R.

JOEL T. HART.

THE Atlantic Cable announced on the

2d of March the death in Florence of

the sculptor, Joel T. Hart, whom every

American who has sojourned in that city

within the last quarter of a century will

remember with reverent affection. No

artist in Florence was more approach

able, none so patient as he over the

recitals of the woes of his countrymen,

so ready with sympathy, encouragement,
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fatherly advice and material aid when

that was possible for him.

Some years ago there was‘ some bitter

ness in his heart against a brother-artist,

Mr. Powers, but I think that faded away

during the last days of the latter. It

arose from Mr. Powers's making merry

at times over a curious invention of Mr.

Hart called by the irreverent the “sculp

turing-machine." I have often seen this

machine, if such it could be called, in the

studio of Mr. Hart in the Piazza dell‘ In

dependenza. It was a kind of skeleton

armor, the front half of which swung

open upon hinges. The subject or sitter

for a portrait, bust or statue was placed

inside, and the front was closed and shut

him in. Then froin the outside the artist,

turning little screws, loosened and run in

innumerable wires or needles till they

touched the surface of the face or body

of the sitter. Then the place of the

needle was registered in some way and

it was drawn out. Another and another

wire was run in, registered and retired

in the same way until Mr. Hart had hun

dreds of measurements on the forehead,

eyes, nose, lips, chest and other parts of

the body. When these “points“ were

taken the sitter was dismissed. Mr. Hart

then made his model in clay, which was

a perfect portrait in the rough. I-Ie re

quired only a single sitting of the subject

in finishing the marble, and even this

could be dispensed with. By the aid of

this invention, as Mr. Hart has often as

sured me and others, he could in three

days complete a portrait which without it

would require weeks of tedious labor. Of

course those unacquainted with the work

of the sculptor could not pronounce upon

the merits of such a contrivance; but ad

mitting these merits, it was certainly dif

ficult to account for Mr. Hart's extreme

sensitiveness to any criticism or ques

tion of them. One day when he had

been carefully explaining the working

of the invention, and illustrating it by

placing a visitor inside and taking mea

surements, I remember how evidently

annoyed he was by a silly query of the

visitor, which was something in this

form: “Suppose, Mr. Hart, you should

get a fellow in there with all those

points about him, and he should hap

pen to sneeze?"

Mr. Hart's portraits in marble are ac

knowledged to be of the highest order.

That of Henry Clay, for example, is the

admiration of all. Those who have seen

Mr. Clay are enthusiastic in praising its

marvelous resemblance to the original.

The original model was in Mr. I-Iart's

studio in the Piazza dell’ Independenza.

some years ago, and he always unveiled

it to visitors with a feeling of silent re- '

serve and pride that deeply impressed

them. He was far L’,1’L'¢’//Kilte’ a portrait

artist, and it is doubtful if his technical

training or his natural temperament qual

ified him for high art in the realm of the

imagination. It is said that he worked

twenty years upon his Triump/I ofC/1as

tz'{y. That would seem to indicate that

his conception of the subject was vague,

or that he lacked that feverish inspiration

which creates rapidly and certainly.

M. H.

FOREIGN BOOKS ON AMERICA.

CERTAINLY the world—the American

world at least—has progressed. The

young reader of to-day finds with aston

ishment that his near ancestors who have

lived within the past century were regu

larly subjected every few years to tor

ture at the hands of foreign tourists who

came over to see and criticise. The

number of these visitors was not very

great. Many came, but few wrote, the

fashion of making book-writing an in

dispensable feature of a distant voyage

not having then been introduced. But

they seemed to come at regular intervals,

measured by the recurrence of the Eu

ropean spasms of hunger for this par

ticular kind of literary diet. Probably

five years may be assumed as the aver

age period at which the craving had to

be, and with more or less success was,

appeased. During the forty years which

elapsed between the tours of Moore and

Dickens it was particularly vigorous and

exacting, and our unhappy forefathers

suffered accordingly. Their lacerated

cuticles had no chance to heal. The

established "raw" was lashed without

mercy, until all the nerves seemed to
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centre in ii.

the sufl'erings of our esteemed predeces

sors excites less of sympathy than of

amusement. \Ve find it hard to under

stand how a half score of Transatlantic

book-makers could create so much un- ‘

happiness in the breasts of a people

whose numbers were steadily growing,

the while, from five millions to twenty,

and who were enjoying a degree of ma

_ terial prosperity that was the envy of all

the world. The simple reflection that

for one adventurer who came to note,

go back and publish, some hundreds

of thousands came to make their homes

with us, identify with ours all the pleas

ures and hopes of themselves and their

children and aid in enhancing the wealth

and power of the Union, would appear,

to the cooler mind of to-day, to have

been sufiicient to soothe the most sensi

tive soul. If a. keen pen was sometimes

sharpened in the cabin, it might have

been left to blunt itself against the sturdy

spades and hammers that thronged the

steerage. The pen may be mightier than

the sword, but against them it was in

a feeble minority—overweighted every

way.

So the event has shown. We laugh

now at the tribulation caused by the old

squibs as we do at the innocuous efforts

of the new ones, for at widening inter

vals attempts of that character still show

themselves. Still more unreserved is our

amusement at a new style of comment

and narrative which has succeeded the

former. This grows out of the observa

tions of travelers who are wholly inca

pable of observing, and who allow their

books to be really made for them by

American informants who at a very early

moment after the landing discover their

verdancy. The consequence is a gro

tesque collection of “facts " suggestive

of the victimized visitor having built up

his book out of the jokers‘ columns of a

file of Western newspapers. The jour

nals have been lately making themselves

merry over a case of this kind, at the

expense of a German impressario whose

receptive seem to have overbalanced his

A retrospective glance at I perceptive faculties. This gentleman as

sures his home-friends, for example, that

the late Colonel Fisk never drove out

with less than eight horses, and com

pelled all the employés (six or eight

thousand) of the Erie Railroad to join

his regiment, summarily stopping the

trains on that line whenever he ordered

a parade for the entertainment of the

ladies. The Long Islanders and Staten

Islanders, he further mentions, burnt the

quarantine buildings erected on their soil;

but this did not discourage the deter

mined New Yorkers, who went forth

with to work and constructed two other

islands, over which the yellow flag tri

umphantly waved! That must have

happened in the brave days of Tweed.

\Ve may trace this vein of description,

in thinner and less luxuriant outcrop

pings, through more sober pages, the

work of abler and more cautious in

quirers. The gravest come prepared for

the marvelous. They will believe any

thing of America, as some one used to

say he would believe anything of a dog.

The most intelligent. indeed, are not the

least apt to yield to exaggeration, they

being most alive to the importance of

leaving prepossessions behind them and

opening their intellects, blank and white,

to theinfluences of the New \Vorld. They

take ground precisely the opposite of that

assumed by the same class of observers

half a century ago. Sweeping ridicule

and contempt of all that does not tally

with home standards has given place to

a quiet dismissal of those standards, and

a too ready acceptance of what they see

as generally valuable and sound. They

shirk the task of criticism, greatly to our

loss, for we were never less able to de

spise thoughtful advice from strangers of

wide observation and reflection. It may

not always be right for us to follow it,

and when right we may not always be

able to follow it; but we can never be

the worse for listening to it. \\'e are

ready now for a third style in books of

American travel—books that will make

us neither cry nor laugh, but think.

E. C. B.
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Russia. By D. Mackenzie \\’allace, M. A.,

t\'l€l'I‘|l)Ct' of the Imperial Russian Geograph

ical Society. New York: Henry Holt 8: Co.

Russia is not one of those countries which

seek to disseminate information in regard to

their condition and resources, or which invite

the inspection of the world. The government

has done much to stifle the spirit of inquiry

at home, and has shown an almost Oriental

jealousy of inquisitive visitors from abroad;

while the vastness of the empire, its remote

ness from the ordinary lines of travel, and

its lack of seaports and of internal facilities

of communication, have been still greater

hinderances to observation. It was, however,

impossible that a conspicuous member of the

European commonwealth of nations should

conceal itself behind an impenetrable veil,

and from various sources we have all gained

a general knowledge of the country, its peo

ple and institutions, with conceptions so vivid

of some characteristics as to diminish the

sense of ignorance or of extremely hazy

notions in regard to others. But henceforth

it will be our own fault if we remain in this

uncertain state. After reading Mr. \Vallace’s

book one feels as if a mist had rolled away,

and a clear light had for the first time been

cast on the subjects of which it treats. It is

not alone, or chiefly, that he brings forward

a multitude of new facts, or that he exhibits

any special excellence in description or por

traiture. He is chary of statistics and of de

tails not absolutely necessary, and he portrays

types rather than individuals, and the broad‘

features of the country more than particular

scenes. \Vhat constitutes the great merit of

his book is its thorough analysis of the phe

nomena with which it deals. The mass of

material accumulated by long and sedulous

investigation seems to have been sifted, scru

tinized and tested, until the nature and value

of every fraction had been accurately deter

mined and results could be stated with pre

cisiort and certainty. None of the qualities

necessary for such a task have been wanting

-—-a keen and cultivated intellect, indefati

gable industry, and a mind so free from bias

as not only to rid itself of prepossessions and

resist all extraneous prejudices, but also to

curb that desire for fixed conclusions which

naturally accompanies an eager search for

truth, and which is impatient of a state of

balance and suspense after all the accessible

data have been gathered and compared. To

these qualities must be added a remarkable

literary skill, without which the others would

have produced only a partial and inadequate

effect. No reader of this volume can fail to

be struck by the completeness of the author's

knowledge, the breadth and candor of his rea

soning, and the clearness and vivacity of his

style. But the very ease and rapidity with

which we are carried along may prevent ap

preciation of the labor and art by which the

way has been smoothed. The book is not a

continuous narrative of the author's travels

and investigations, nor on the other hand is it

a mere statement of results, or, as a glance at

the table of contents might lead one to suppose,

a series of disquisitions. The difl'erent topics

are not strung together on a connecting thread,

but succeed each other in a natural order of

gradation and development, corresponding

less closely with the order in which the author

actually pursued his researches than with that

which he would have followed if the ground

had been mapped out for him and he could

have kept his course without encountering

impediments or interruptions. After some

preliminary information, general and partic

ular, he introduces us to the primitive types

of the Russian character and institutions as

exhibited in the peasantry and the village

communities; then to the towns and muni

cipal institutions, the district and provincial

administration, the landed proprietors and the

nobility; and from these we pass to the less

normal classes of the population—the heretics

and dissenters, the Cossacks and the Tartars,

the pastoral tribes and foreign colonists on

the steppes. It is not till we have thus gained

a clear view of the land and its inhabitants

that our attention is directed to the imperial

government, the system and policy which

ended in the break-down of the Crimean

war, and the great internal changes which

have been the result—the reorganization of

the courts of law and the emancipation of the

serfs, with the consequences, social and ma

terial, of this great revolution so far as these

have already developed themselves. A final



644 [MAY,LITERATURE OF THE DAY.

chapter on territorial expansion and the East

ern Question is not a mere concession to the

reader's curiosity in regard to a problem now

apparently hastening to its solution, but the

fit conclusion of a survey which, embracing

all the influences that have contributed to the

growth of the empire, casts a prospective

glance at its probable policy and destinies in

the future.

V\'hat we have said may serve to indicate

the nature and importance of Mr. \Vallacc‘s

work. To discuss, or even to state, his views

on the various questions which it brings under

consideration would be a very different task,

and within our limits an impossible one. His

judgments are seldom of that kind at which a

partial or dogmatic inquircr so easily arrives,

and which may be formulated in brief and

simple propositions. They have been reach

ed after an examination of many complicated

data and much conflicting evidence, and they

take into account all the deductions, excep

tions and contingencies necessary for a full

apprehension of the subject. On the question

whether the material and moral condition of

the peasantry has improved since the emanci

pation, while he has spared no pains in col

lecting infonnation and fulfilling all the con

ditions for reaching a correct estimate, he de

clines to pronounce a final opinion. He points

out the influences of climate and soil which

have caused the measure to operate differently

in different parts of the country, the failure to

adjust its provisions to all the conditions and

circumstances proceeding from these and oth

er causes, and the activity of the incidental

and fortuitous elements that always mingle

with and affect the direct and obvious agencies

of a transitional social state. The effects on

the former proprietors are stated with an equal

discrimination and reserve. Among the points,

on the other hand, on which he feels himself

at liberty to speak with emphasis and with

little qualification is the state of religion and

of the Church, which he describes as one of

absolute lethargy and inertness, demanding

only a punctilious observance of ceremonial

rites and practices, devoid of any spiritual

sentiment or ideals, and tolerant of theories

and doctrines opposed to traditional beliefs

because utterly indifferent and impervious to

them. Some matters, such as public instruc

tion and the financial system, are left untouch

ed, being reserved for a future volume, in

which also the history of the emancipation, the

systems ofagriculture and similar topics, will be

more elaborately treated. In his present work

Mr. Wallace has aimed to popularize his inves

tigations, and there can be but one opinion as

to his success. He has the secret of vitalizing

every subject which he handles, of presenting

it in its concrete form, with all the sentient ac

tivities to which it is related and by which its

nature and aspect are modified. Thus, the

“ Mir," or rural commune, becomes under

his hand not a mere institution, but an or

ganic body composed of living members and

animated by their intelligence and instincts.

In all such cases we are made to see and

understand the internal structure, and at the

same time to watch with the liveliest interest

the external operations. It is rare enough in

any department to find a serious study made

highly entertaining to the ordinary reader

without any sacrifice of important principles

or details; and among books of its own kind

Mr. Wallace's Russia seems to us altogether

unrivaled. In reading it we are conscious

only of a feeling of absorbing interest, but

the impression which it leaves is that of a

fullness of knowledge and clearness of com

prehension such as few persons could pre

tend to possess in regard to the countries

with which they are best acquainted whether

through the descriptions of others or their

own observation.

Nouvelles asiatiques. Comte de Gobineau.

Paris: r876.

Count de Gobineau has long been known

to students of ethnology and kindred subjects

by his works on the races and religions of the

East. Three or four years ago he published

a novel called Le: Pléindzx, a very brilliant

and curious book, which, although a story of

‘the present day. was very unlike a production

of the present day, and while full of origin

ality recalled in many points the epical ro

mances of fifty or a hundred years ago—lVi1

/zelrn Me1'ster or Ana:lau'u.r. The person

ages, although of various nationality—Eng

lish, French, German, Russian and Polish

and showing the author's intimate acquaint

ance with the characteristics of each, were all

European; and the action, which moved to

and fro between Italy, Switzerland and Ger

many, was confined to Europe, although re

lated in the pluperfect tense to events in

Asia. The author has recently published a

volume of tales illustrating manners and

character in the East--not the East which

thousands of Americans and English visit
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yearly, and which has been brought near

to those who stay at home by rapidity of

communication and by photographs, but the

distant, unfamiliar lands in which travel

still means difliculty, peril, astonishment,

discovery, oftentimes death. Europe from

Sweden to Spain does not present a greater

variety of types than the region between the

Black and Caspian seas and the Sea of Oman;

but they are as foreign and strange to Eu

ropeans as to ourselves. The physical dis

similarity is even less striking than the moral.

The want of truth which surprises us in the

Latin races has little or nothing in common

with the immeasurable, gratuitous, imagina

tive lying of an Oriental; the servility which

we are used to consider inseparable from ig

norance and cowardice has a different root

from the slarishness which is compatible with

education, refinement, a sort of dignity and

dauntless bravery; cowardice itself, which

we hold to be generally a physical defect, a

matter of temperament and organization, there

appears oftener as a moral weakness for which

the body is irresponsible, and of which it is

to some degree independent. Count de Go

bineau has studied these peculiarities from the

double point of view of a. raven! and a dip

lomatist: he can discriminate between what

is national and what is individual, and seems

as much at home among the strange species

of the human genus as a naturalist in his mu

seum. He says that one of the aphorisms

which have been accepted as truisms is, that

human nature is the same everywhere: on the

contrary, beyond the anatomical resemblance,

and the needs which go with it, nothing is so

different as humanity, and to understand the

part which it has played in the world we must

look upon it not as man, but mm.

The stories support this assertion, and have

a little too much the air of having been writ

ten with that purpose. They are sketches of

life and habits which bear the stamp of strong

external faithfulness to Nature. The eye of

the artist has recovered from any former shock

or rupture of novelty; he is no longer be

wildered by the intricacy or dazzled by the

color of his models; he paints things as he

sees them—he sees them as they are; and

there is no effect of exaggeration in the re

sult, although it is hard to fancy anything

more unlike the existence and beings of our

ordinary experience or reading. The ground

work of Le: P/érirdzs was too widespun and

loose knit : the Nuuriel/es n.rr'aliqu:.r are short,

complete and concentrated; they are careful

ly and rather self-consciously written, but with

great sparkle and skill, and have not the labori

ous attempt at ease and reality which so often

merely destroys those qualities, as well as the

interest, in pseudo-exotic tales. The plots

are very simple, interesting and amusing, with

a strong illusion occasionally of being actual

ly Eastern. Too much irony pierces through

the gravity of the narrator, but it simulates

very fairly that Oriental humor of which the

European reader never knows exactly how to

take the gauge, as when the man in the Ara

bian /V1};/II: begins his recital with a serious

ness which forbids a smile in his audience:

“ Now Allah, whose name be exalted! made

me to be a hater of women.” The scene is

laid in the Caucasus, Afghanistan and differ

ent parts of Persia: the actors are chiefly of

the middle and lower classes of those coun

tries. In all the stories one finds a primitive,

almost savage, ingenuousness of the moral

nature, the unrestrained passions of love, hate,

revenge, anger, fear, gain, coexisting with the

finest subtlety and elaboration of the mental

processes, and a highly-metaphysical turn of

thought. The Asiatics appear most anxious

to conceal what we seldom trouble ourselves

to hide—viz., actions and intentions—while

the emotions and enthusiasms, which we as a.

rule sedulously keep out of sight, they do not

try to disguise. They are capable of total

emancipation from what we term practical

considerations, while abstract ideas and spec

ulations take absolute possession of them.

The prettiest tale of the series is called the

“ Illustrious Magician.” There was a young

Persian, Mirza Kassem, a devout Mussulman,

who lived philosophically content with a com

petency and :1 charming young wife. One

evening during the Ramazan a mysterious

dervish asks his hospitality, which is liberally

offered, and they spend the night in talking

of the profound and compelling secrets which

the man of God has acquired in a life of pov

erty, prayer and constant wanderings. To

demonstrate a small part of his power, he

thrusts his hand into a brazier of live coals

and draws it out unscathed, and he makes a

solid gold-piece from a leaden bullet; but

these, he says, are trifles to what he could

perform could he penetrate the final arcana

of Nature, for which, however, he needs the

aid of a devoted disciple, with whom he will

share all that he knows. He departs and

goes his way, leaving Kassem bitten to the
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core by his insidious suggestions. It is not

the greed of wealth or power, but the thirst

for knowledge, which has seized upon him

with that irre.sistil)le and fatal grasp in which

Orientals recognize the might beyond them

selves which they call kismel, destiny or lot.

He resolves to follow the dervish at all sac

rifice and hazards, that he may imbibe his

wisdom and help him to conquer the key of

the unknown: the resolution is forced upon

him rather than formed within him, for the

entreaties of his young wife and his passion

ate affection for her make the struggle of

leaving her almost beyond his strength. “ It

is a great pity,” observes the narrator, “that

men who have a great deal of imagination

and heart should not be required by destiny

to care for but one thing at atime. How

well they would get on!” But no, and in

spite of everything he goes, first placing his

wife, slaves and household goods in the care

of his family, and promising to return to her

in a year—in two—in ten—whenever the task

which has been laid upon him shall be ac

complished-—if his life is spared. He then

closes his house, lights a huge bonfire in an

adjacent court open to the street, burns the

handsome clothes of which he despoils him

self, and sets forth barefoot and bareheaded,

clad only in a pair of cotton trousers, and

followed by the tears and lantentatious of the

whole quarter, in which he was much beloved.

An old shopkeeper begs him to accept a little

brass drinking-cup: the carpenter sends his

little child toddling with a staff for his jour

ney. Kassem presses the child to his breast,

bursts into sobs, and is gone. As soon as the

journey is fairly begun, and he finds him

self in the desert, without care, following the

direction which he intuitively knows that his

master has taken, his heart grows light and

expands with the sense of being alone and

free in the wide world, and at the thought of

the vast treasures of knowledge which he is

to attain. A total indifference to all that he

has left behind—to earthly felicity, to hu

man ties—0vempreads his spirit with an ex

alted tranquillity. He travels on nine days,

never-failing charity supplying him with food

and lodging. But one evening in the midst

of the wilderness his heart suddenly whispers

the name of his young wife. He tries to

silence it: in vain-—some rebellious echo

perpetually repeats “ Amyneh !" and fills

him with grief, regret, longing, despair: his

serenity and lofty satisfaction forsake him,

but the hand of destiny, against which he can

not strive, nor even stand still, presses him for

ward, and he goes on and on amid arid sands,

burning Hints and barren ridges with anguish

in his soul. After weary weeks he reaches

the caves of Bamyan in Cabool, where he is

certain of finding his master, and where, in

deed, the dervish is waiting for him, knowing

the day and hour on which he will arrive.

They address themselves at once to a tremen

dous experiment, an incantation which is to

unlock the very recesses of mystery; but the

spell will not work. The dervish tries again,

and fails, and then perceives the presence of

some neutralizing force in his disciple's soul:

it is not wholly in the quest. He demands

to know what divides him from their purpose.

“ I love,” replies Kassem.—“ \Vhat? whom?”

—“ Amynéh." The dervislt is plunged in

disappointment and desperation, but deter

mines not to abandon his attempt even with

this insttfficient tool. He leads the way farther

into the bowels of the earth: a distant call is

heard from the mouth of the cavern, “ Come

back, Kassem! come back!” The disciple

shivers: the master cries, " Shut your ears or

all is lost," and hurries him onward, while the

voice sounds more faintly, “ Come back, Kas

sem! comeback!” But they go on in the dark

ness, groping their way among huge fragments

of fallen rock. At length the dervish pauses,

pushes Kassem aside into a recess, utters a

formula of unknown words which sound to

the trembling listener as of apocalyptic po

tency. Suddenly a tremendous explosion is

heard, the ground shakes, the rocks slip from

Kassem's clutch, light rushes in from every

side : he looks round stunned and dazed. The

vault has been rent apart: where the dervish

stood there is a monstrous heap of boulders.

At the yawning entrance of the cave stands

Amyneh pale, gasping, holding out her arms.

“ She had not had the courage to wait: she

had followed him; she had found him; she

kept him.”

Of course, half the spirit and charm of the

tales is in touches of local color which are

lost in an abridgment. The “ History of

Gamber Aly ” and the " War of the Turee

mans” are infinitely vivid and entertaining

pictures of civil and military official life in

Persia, with the system of extortion and cor

ruption, the secret tariff and taxation, beside

which our gigantic attempts at the same sort

of thing are clumsy. In Persia it is all man

aged with a perfection of calculation and ex
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actness, and the scale of imposition is gradu

ated as mathematically as the multiplication

table. " \\'hat is your trade?” asks the ser

geant of a marching regiment of a new re

cruit.—“ I arr. a hunter."—“ That will be no

resource at Teheran. Turn mason. You will

give me a quarter of your pay; the captain

will have half; now and then you must make

the lieutenant a small present; the colonel,

of course, takes the rest, but you can live like

a king on what you earn.”

There are some very curious Eastern cus

toms and usages mentioned in this book which

are new to us at least. The most startling

of these is the following practice of white

Washing a lady whose character has become

srnirched : “ \Vhen she has given too fre

quent occasion for scandal by her indiscre

tions, public opinion turns against her and

unpleasant remarks are made. Then the

justice of the peace calls the giddy damsel

to account: he requires frequent presents; he

keeps himself informed of her doings; and

after a few such annoyances the lady generally

finds it desirable to change her mode of life.

She can only do this by marrying. But how

marry in so delicate a position as hers P By the

simplest method. She finds a religious per

sonage " (we should simply say a priest, hav

ing no equivalent for the rnulla), “ states her

case, expresses her condition, and he opens

his writing-desk. He gives her a scrap of

paper attesting her consuming remorse for the

past, and that, as God is essentially merciful

when one is firmly resolved not to repeat one's

offences. the former sinner is whitened from

head to foot: nobody has the slightest right

to suspect the steadfastness of her principles;

she is as marriageable as any other girl, if she

can find a husband. Nothing can be more

admirable than this sudden rehabilitation, and

it does not cost much--can even be done at

half-price."

The troublesome and tyrannous deportment

of women generally in the realm of the veil

and harem, their predominance in the house

hold, the facility and frequency with which

they obtain divorce, we know from travels

and treatises. But these and many other traits

come home with new point from Count de

Gobineau’s acclimatized pen. The style of

the stories accords with their substance: it is

quiet yet caustic, the ascriptions and apoph

thegms of an Eastern narrator coming in not

too often and with exact appropriateness. It

is not pictorial, but lively and admirably de

scriptive. The last of the series, called the

“Life of Travel,” gives the stages of the

journey of a young European couple on their

way from Trehizond to the eastern frontier,

where a diplomatic post awaits the husband:

“ The unknown opened before them: adven

ture stood ready to mount behind the rider

and follow him on his way. . . . \Vhen the

sun rose the caravan was on the march: it

was a great and fine sight. The immense

train was composed of two thousand travel

ers, reaching over a vast expanse. Lines of

camels and mules followed each other in an

unbroken procession, guided by drivers who

wore round or conical felt hats, precisely like

those on the ancient monuments, sewing or

knitting as they went. The conductor of the

caravan, riding a quiet little horse, turning

his beads between his fingers with a serious

air, was surrounded by a group of equally

grave cavaliers, either mullas or merchants

of high standing. This group was evidently

the centre of respect. Here were traders run

ning to make their sumpter-beasts go fast

er; there, richly-dressed people unconnected

with trade, government officers, military dig

nitaries or landed proprietors. Then there

was the crowd, principally on foot, talking,

gesticulating, laughing, and going to and fro:

sometimes one of these men would say to a

mulcteer, ‘ Brother, there is a spare beast:

can I have a lift?’--‘Yes: how much will

you give me ?’ The bargain is struck as they

go along: the man pays and bestrides the

beast. Then there were the women, by them

selves, making much more noise than the men,

with an endless chirping, laughing, crying,

scolding, shrieking, adjuring, and the chil

dren, who joined in from time to time with

shrill yells. You saw the mass, cainels, horses,

mules, donkeys, dogs, sullen folk, dandies,

priests, Mussulmans, Christians, Jews and all,

and you heard the racket. The crowd ad

vanced slowly, seeming at the same time to

revolve upon itself, for the pedestrians were

incessantly going from the front to the rear,

from the rear to the front, to speak to some

body, meet somebody, take somebody to some

body else; and it made a tumult and hubbub

which never ceased for an instant. . . . It is

in this organized vagabondage that the cha

racter and mind of the Asiatic are most in

their element. . . Then came the halls

when they reached good pasture-land. They

stayed two or three weeks in the same spot,

and the camp was established with so much
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solernnity that it seemed as if they were to

spend eternity there. . . . The animals brows

ed up to the belly in the luxuriant herbage.

The drivers were delighted to see their beasts

recovering visibly from their fatigue; the

sight of the verdure and flowers charmed ev

erybody; the hive buzzed louder than ever,

all of them coming, going, talking, stirring,

chalfering, canying on their sales, purchases,

affairs and intrigues, which do not stop with

the march, for the caravan is a moving town,

and its business and pleasure do not intemiit

any more than in a city on foundations.”

They met other caravans, some friendly, when

they encamped together, as if in the words

of Scripture they had said, " It is good for us

to be here: let us build tabernacles ;" others

hostile, to which they gave a wide berth;

worst of all, funeral caravans carrying un

savory corpses wholesale to be buried at one

of the sacred cities; sometimes during the

halts they made excursions among the beau

tiful scenery of the hills. But the end of it was

that the young woman was seized with a sud

den and violent stroke of homesickness, which

took the shape of horror and terror of this

strange world, whose language, modes and

thoughts were incomprehensible and inscru

table to her. The conductor of the caravan

had seen such cases before in men as well as

women: he knew that the disease is sometimes

mortal, and advised the huslmnd to join a re

turning caravan and take her back to Europe.

Whether this story be intended or not to

bring us to a conclusion agreeing with the

author's prefatory axiom regarding the dis

similarity of human nature, we certainly find

that impression very strong at the end of the

book. The people who have been presented

to us so fatniliarly move upon a different

plane and see at a difi’t-rent angle from our

selves: even Count Gobineau, habituated as

he is to them, is but a spectator. It seems as

impossible for the Eastern and our minds

ever to meet as for bodies traveling in differ

ent parallels. It is partly to this, no doubt,

that the 1Vouz'el1e.r asialiques owe their pun

gency and spiciness, but there is much more

than this in them: there is real and delightful

originality of talent.
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AST the ruins of Madenburg, we

follow the emperor Rudolph's road

to Spires (German Sjfieyer), whose cathe

dral is the Westminster Abbey of the

German Empire. The tombs of empe

rors and empresses and their ehildren—

Swabians, Habsburgs, Nassaus—line the

aisles of the cathedral, whose massive

Romanesque style shows through the

more elaborate, fanciful and somewhat

disappointing restoration of Louis 1. of

Bavaria; for under his hands the Old,

grim, stately church has come to wear

something of a modern look. But the

historic recollections are many, and in

St. Afra's chapel we recognize the spot

where for five years lay the cotfin of

Henry IV., the vault where his forefath

ers slept being closed to his body by the

ecclesiastical censures he had incurred
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after his forced reconciliation with his

nobles and the Church.

And now comes the quick-flowing

Neckar, rushing into the Rhine, and

bidding us go a little up its course to

where Heidelberg, its castle, its univer

sity, its active life and its beautiful past,

make altogether a place that I should be

inclined, from my own recollections, to

call the pleasantest in Germany, and

THE GREAT TUN, HEIDELBERG CASTLE.

which is certainly not one of the least

important in the life that distinguishes

Germany at this time. And what kind

of impression does it make at first on a

stranger? A German traveler says that

it presented to him a marked contrast

with Munich, where, although it is an 1

art-centre, a sort of deadness to intel- 1

lectual concerns characterizes all but the

art-students and foreign visitors. Even

the Heidelberg porters are lively and crit

ical, boast of Bunsen and Vangerow,

and speak proudly of “our " professors

and of the last examinations. They do

more than merely make money out of

their show-city, as do the good-natured

but slower-witted Munichers, but some

enthusiastic Rhinelanders claim for this

difference of temperament a reason not

wholly aesthetic—z'. 2., the influence of

Rhine wine, transformed generation after

generation into

Rhine blood.

The foreign trav

eler probably

misses all these

details, and for

him Heidelberg

is the student

city and the city

of the most re

nowned ruin in

Germany. He

will find that all

the beauty he has

read of is real:

the castle is all

that has b e e n

said and sung of

it, with its tower

shattered and

crumbling ; i t 5

various faqades,

particularly the

Friedrichsbau

- and that named

after Emperor

Otto Henry; its

, courtyard with

pointed arches;

its ivy-grown

fountain; its

elaborate Renais

sance niches and

armor-clad statues; its modern loungers

sitting over their Rhine wine in chairs

that English collectors would give three

or four guineas apiece for; its tangle of

flowers and bushes; its crimson flush

when English tourists spend their money

in illuminating it with Bengal lights; its

adjacent gardens, where a nearly perfect

band plays classical music to critics who

are none the less discerning because they

look lost in tobacco-smoke and beer
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fumes; its background of Spanish chest

nut woods, where I saw the pale-green tas

sels of the blossoms still hanging among

the broad leaves that had just reached

their summer depth of color, and where

wild legends place a " Devil's Den" and

a \Volf Spring, a

brook where a wolf

is said to have torn

to pieces the en

.chantress Zetta ;—

above all, its match

less view s h e e 1'

down a wall of rock

into the rushing

Neckar floodI over

the vast plain be

yond, and over a

wilderness of steep

roofs of thirteenth

and fourteenth-cen

tury h ou ses. All

this is but a faint

description of the

impression Heidel

berg leaves on the

mind. It would be

leaving out an im

portant “sight " not

to mention the fa

mous “tun," still

stored, but empty,

in the cellars of the

castle. and the lit

tle guardian of the

treasure, the gnome

carved in wood,

whose prototype

was the court-fool

of one of the Nas

sau sovereigns, and

whose allowance

was no less than

fifteen bottles a

day.

But the place has

other interests,

which even the

donkey-riders, whom the natives por

tray as rather eccentric in dress and

behavior, must appreciate. The high

school, which has survived all the deso

lations and wrecks of the Thirty Years‘

war and the still more cruel French war

under Louis XIV. and his marshal Tu

renne, dates as far back as I386, and the

university into which it has grown has

been since the beginning of this century

the cause of the upward growth and pros

perous restoration of the town. The Ger

THE SHATFERED TOWER, HEIDELBERG.

man student-life has been as much de

scribed, though perhaps never so truly,

as the life of the \Vestern frontiers and

prairies, and I will give but one glimpse,

because it is all I know of it, though that

glimpse is probably but the outcome of
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an exceptional phase of student - life. I more as we journey downward and reach

The person who described the scene and

saw it himself is trustworthy. He had

been living some months at Heidelberg,

on the steep slope leading up to the cas- ‘

tle (the short cut), and one night, on ‘

looking out of his window, he saw the

glare of torches in a courtyard below,

several houses, perhaps even streets, off,

for the town is built on various levels up

the rock. Here were several groups of

young men, evidently students, dancing

in rings and holding torches, and the

scene looked wild and strange and some

what incomprehensible. Next day the

spectator found out that this was the

peculiar celebration of a death by a club

whose rules were perhaps unique. - It

was an inner sanctum of the ordinary

student associations, something beyond

the common dueling brotherhoods, more

advanced and more reckless—— a club in

_which, if any member quarreled with an

other, instead of settling the matter by a

duel, the rivals drew lots to settle who

should commit suicide. This had hap

pened a day or so before, and a young

man, instead of standing up as usual to

be made passes at with a sword that would

at most gash his cheek or split his nose,

had shot himself through the head. Even

in that not too particular community great

horror prevailed, and the youth was de

nied Christian burial; so that his father

had to come and take away the body in

secret to convey it to his own home. This

heathenish death led to an equally hea

thenish after - carousal, the torchlight

dance winding up the whole, not per

haps inappropriately.

Heidelberg has a little Versailles of its

own, a prim contrast to its noble chest

nut-groves, yet not an unlovely spot--the

garden of Schwetzingen, where clipped

alleys and ramco stonework make frames

for masses of brilliant-colored flowers;

but from here we must skim over the

rest of the neighborhood—gay, spick

and-span Mannheim, busy Ludwigshafen

and picturesque, ruin-crowned Neckar

steinach, where, if it is autumn, we catch

glimpses of certain vintage-festivals, the

German form of thanksgiving and har

vest home. But of this we shall see

the far-famed johannisberg and Riides

heim. Still, we cannot forget the vine

yard feature of Rhine and Neckar and

Moselle scenery, for it follows us even

from the shores of the Lake of Constance,

and the wine keeps getting more and

more famous, and the wine-industry and

all its attendant trades more important,

as we go on. The ruins of monasteries

are sprinkled among the vine-terraces,

for the monks were the earliest owners,

introducers and cultivators of the grape

-—greatly to their credit at first, for it

was a means-of weaning the Christian

ized barbarians from hunting to tilling

the earth, though in later years there

grew terrible abuses out of this so-called

"poetic" industry. If I were not pledged

to eschew moralizing, I should like to

have my say here about the nonsense

written from time immemorial about

“wine, woman and song"—rather worse

than nonsense, because degrading to both

the latter --but in speaking of the Rhine

one cannot but glance at its chief trade,

though one can refrain from rhapsodies

about either the grape or the juice. The

fact is, the former is really not lovely,

and the artificial terraces of slaty débris,

the right soil and the right exposure for

the crop, are indeed quite unsightly.

The beauty of the vine is far better seen,

and is indeed ideal, in Southern Italy,

where the grapes hang from luxuriant

festoons, cordages of fruit swinging like

hammocks from young poplars, and

sometimes young fruit trees, while be

neath grow corn and wheat. The wine,

I believe, is mediocre—and so much the

better--but the picture is beautiful. In

Northern Italy the thrifty, practical Ger

man plan is in vogue, and the ideal beau

ty of vines is lost. But where is the vine

loveliest to my mind? Out in the for

ests, where it grows wild, useless and

luxuriant, as I have seen it in America,

the loveliest creeper that temperate climes

possess—a garden and a bower in itself.

Following the course of the Neckar,

and broadening for forty miles before

reaching the Rhine, lies the Odenwald,

the “Paradise of Germany "—a land of

legends, mountains and forests, whose
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very name is still a riddle which some placed him. Here, under the solemn

gladly solve by calling the land " ()din's beeches, the most beautiful tree of the

Wood," his refuge when Christianity dis- Northern forests, with smooth, gray,
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column-like trunk and leaves that seem

the very perfection of color and texture,

lie the mottled deer, screened by those

rocks that are called the waves of a ,

"rock ocean," and lazily gazing at the

has lain encrusted in the earth till as

many legends have accumulated round

it as mosses have grown over it—a tree

that California might not disown, and

which is variously supposed to have been

part of a Druidical temple or part of an

intended imperial palace in the Middle

Ages. But as we climb up Mount Meli

bocus, and look around from the Tau

nus to the Vosges, and from Speyer to

Worms and golden Mayence, we see a

ruined castle, that of Rodenstein, with a

more human interest in its legend of a

rival \Vild Huntsman, whose bewitched

hounds and horns were often heard in

the neighborhood, and always before

some disaster, chiefly a war, either

national or local. This huntsman wore

the form of a black dog in the daytime,

and was the savage guardian of three

enchanted sisters, the youngest and love

liest of whom once tried to break the

spell by offering her love, her hand and

her wealth to a young knight, provided

he could, next time he saw her, in 1/1:

farm of a snake, bear her kiss three

times upon his lips. He failed, how

ever, when the ordeal came, and as the

serpent-maiden wound her cold coils

around him and darted out her forked

tongue, he threw back his head and

cried in an agony of fear, "Lord Jesus,

help me!" The snake disappeared:

love and gold were lost to the youth and

freedom to the still spellbound woman.

The legend goes no further, unless, like

that of the ruined castle of Auerbach, it

hints at the present existence of the for

lorn enchanted maidens, yet waiting for

a deliverer; for at Auerbach the saying

is that in the ruins dwells a meadow

maiden whose fate it is to wait until a

child rocked in a cradle made of the

wood of a cherry tree that must have

grown on the meadow where she was

first mysteriously found, came himself to

break her invisible bonds; and so every

good German (and not seldom the stran

ger) that visits Schloss Auerbach does so

with a pious intention of delivering the

maiden in case he himself may unaw-ares

have been rocked in a cradle made of

-‘ the wonder-working cherry-wood. If the

giant trunk of a tree that for many years ‘ reader is not tired of legends, this neigh

borhood affords him still another, though

a less marvelous one, of a young girl of

the noble Sickingen stock who lost her

self in a great wood, and who. after be

ing searched for in vain, was guided

homeward late at night by the sound

of the convent-bell of St. Gail's (not

the famous monastery of that name) ;

in thanksgiving for which the family offer

ed for all coming ages a weekly batch of

wheaten loaves to be distributed among

the poor of the parish, and also made it

customary to ring the great bell every

night at eleven o'clock, in remembrance

of the event, and likewise as an ear-bea

con to any benighted traveler who might

happen to be in the neighborhood.

At Ladenburg we pass one of those

churchyards that are getting familiar to

us at this stage of Rhine-journeying, full

of crosses and crucifixes with quaint lit

tle roofs over them; and at Vi/'einheirn

we come upon as antiquated a spot as

any that exists in our day, a wilderness

of old houses, each one of which is worth

a detailed picture; then at Unterland

enbach we find the most famous of the

Bergstrasse wines ; and hurrying through

modern Darmstadt, with its Munich-rival

ing theatre, museum and galleries, and

its heart-core of old houses smothered

among"c1assicalities " in white plaster. we

come to the old episcopal city of Worms,

where no beautiful scenery distracts the

mind from the mighty human recollec

tions of -Luther and the Diet and the first

strong symptoms of life in the Reform

ation. The Jews’ burial-place, however,

brings to mind the one-sidedness of the

freedom of conscience proclaimed by the

Reformers, who could be as intolerant as

their forerunners, the powerful bishops

of Worms and the persecutors of the

Jews in the Middle Ages, as the Luther

ans were in the days of the Renaissance.

The massive Roman character of the

cathedral is mingled with something

airier and more Gothic, but still remains
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chiefly a model of the basilica style, with

its low, strong round arches, and grafted

on these the later, yet not mediaeval,

figures of distorted, dwarfed, monstrous

animal forms, supposed to represent the

demons of heathendom conquered by,

and groaning in vain under the yoke of,

the Christian Church. But no amount

of vague description will bring before

the mind's eye these great cathedrals,

whereas slighter and lesser subjects are

easily made lifelike with the pen ; so, pass

ing by the fountains, the market-places,

the ancient fortifications and the splen

did modern monument of Luther sur

rounded by his brother Reformers and

their supposed predecessors (altogether,

a rather fanciful and motley grouping,

morally speaking), we come to the every

day life of the city of today. It is strange '

how many of these old German towns

are "resuscitated" (I wish 1 could find

a better word for the meaning), having

been wholly crushed in the terrible French

war under Louis XIV., and having slow

ly sunk into a seemingly hopeless state

of stagnation, and yet within the last

fifty years having gathered up their frag

ments anew and started into life again.

Commerce, railways, etc. had much to

do with this new lease of life, but intel

lectual progress has had almost as large

a part in this new birth of the dead cities.

Learning grew popular—what a signif

icant difference there is between this fact

and that of learning growing fas/zi0n

ab/e/—and men awoke to the need as

well as the glory of knowledge—a weap

on which, far more than the sword, qui

etly prepared Germany for the onward

stride she has now taken. If the mental

progress had not been going on so stead

ily for so many years, the late political

triumphs could not have happened.

The old dominions of Worms had the

poetic name of Wonnegau, or the "Land

of Delight ;" and since the flat, sedgy

meadows and sandy soil did not warrant

this name, it was no doubt given on ac

count of the same ample, pleasant fam

ily-life and generous hospitality that dis

tinguishes the citizens of Wonns to this

day. There were—and are—-merchant

princes in Germany as well as in Genoa,

Venice, Bruges, Antwerp and London of

old, and though life is even now simpler

among them than among their peers of

other more sophisticated lands, still it is

a princely life. The houses of Worms

are stately and dignified, curtained with

grapevines and shaded by lindens: the

table seems always spread, and there is

an air of leisure and rest which we sel

dom see in an American house, however

rich its master. The young girls are ro

bust and active, but not awkward, nor is

the house-mother the drudge that some

superfine and superficial English obser

vers have declared her to be. We have

begun to set up another standard of wo

man's place in a household than the beau

tiful, dignified Hebrew one, and even the

mediaeval one of the times whence we

vainly think we have drawn our new

version of chivalry toward womankind.

But in many places, even in the “three

kingdoms," the old ideal still holds its

place, and in the Western Highlands the

ladies of the house, unless demoralized

by English boarding-school vulgarities.

serve the guest at table with all the grace

and delicacy that other women have lost

since they have deputed all hospitality

save that of pretty, meaningless speeches

to servants. In Norway and Sweden the

old hospitable, frank customs still pre

vail, and in all simplicity your hostess,

young or old, insists on doing much of

your "valeting," and while we need not

imitate anything that does not" come

natural" to us, we should surely refrain

from laughing at and stigmatizing as bar

baric any social customs less artificial

than our own. And indeed Germany is

blest in the matter of good housekeepers,

who are no less good wives, and espe

cially discerning. wise and sympathizing

mothers. A few of the lately-translated

German novels show us the most delight

ful and refined scenes of German home

life, and now and then, though seldom,

a stranger has a glimpse of some of these

German homes, whether rich or not, but

generally not only comfortable, but cul

tured. To some English minds—and

we fear also to some American ones

of the "hot-house " order there is some

thing absolutely incompatible between
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grace and work, study and domestic

details; but, letting practical Germany

alone, have they ever read Eugénie de

Guérin's life andjournal, to admire which

is almost as much a “hall-mark " of cul

ture as to enjoy Walter Scott and appre

ciate Shakespeare? And if they have,

do they not remember how the young

housekeeper sits in the kitchen watching

the baking and roasting, and reading

Plutarch in the intervals? And do they

not remember her washing-days ? Every

thrifty housewife is not an Eugénie de

Guérin, but that any absolute incongru

ity exists between housework and brain

work is a notion which thousands of well

educated w.omen in all countries must,

from experience, emphatically deny.

Nor is elegance banished from these

German homes: if there are libraries

and museums within those walls, there

are also drawing-rooms full of knick

knacks, and bed-rooms furnished with

inlaid foreign woods and graceful con

trivances covered by ample curtains, pret

ty beds shaped cradlewise, devoid of the

angles we seem to find so indispensable

to a bed, and corner closets fluted inside

with silk or chintz and ornamented with

airy vallances or bowed-out gilt rods.

Glass doors leading into small, choicely

stocked conservatories are not uncom

mon, or even that crowning device of

artistic luxury, an immense window of

one undivided sheet of plate-glass, look

ing toward some beautiful view, and thus

making a frame for it. All this sounds

French, does it not? but Aix and Cologne

and .\layence and Frankfort and Bremen

are genuine German cities, and it is in

the burgher houses that you find all this.

Even very superficial observers have no

ticed the general air of health, prosperity

and comeliness of the people. \Vashing

ton Irving, who traveled in the Rhine- ‘

land fifty-five years ago, when critical in

quiry into home-life was not yet the fash

ion for tourists, speaks in his letters of

the peasantry of the Bergstrasse being

"remarkably well off," of their "com

fortable villages buried in orchards and

surrounded by vineyards," of the "coun

try-people, healthy, well-clad, good-look

ing and cheerful.“ Once again he speaks

of the comeliness of the Rhine peasants.

"particularly on the lower part of the

Rhine, from Mayence downward," and

elsewhere of the cottages as so surround

ed by garden and grass-plat, so buried

in trees, and the moss-covered roofs al

most mingling and blending with the sur

rounding vegetation, that the whole land

scape is completely rustic. "The orchards

were all in blossom, and as the day was

very warm the good people were seated

in the shade of the trees, spinning near

the rills of water that trickled along the

green sward." This, however, was in

Saxony, where the landscape reminded

him much of English scenery. Then

of the higher middle classes, the bank

ers of Frankfort, he speaks as cultured,

enlightened, hospitable, magnificent in

their"palaces, . . . continually increas

ing." And these are but cursory pen

cilings, for everywhere he was rather on

the watch for the antique than mindful

of human and progressive peculiarities.

Mayence, by the bye (or Mazhz, as it

is in the mother-tongue),‘wa.s once call

ed the “golden,“ partly for its actual

wealth of old, partly for its agricultural

and vineyard riches, and partly as the

centre of an immense river-trade that

enriched every city on the Rhine, from

\Vorms to Cologne especially. Here

the archbishops reigned paramount sove

reigns, and here were fought many hard

battles between what called itself the

Church and the people. Mayence once

cut itself off for several years from all

Christian services, and held its spiritual

sovereign at bay, though now its relig

ious spirit is undeniable: but then how

much have the representatives of the

Church changed! To-day they are

humble, poor and accessible to all: then

they were haughty, warlike, despotic and

rich. To-day, they are wellnigh perse

cuted, and the hearts of the people gen

erously tum to them, and if principle and

policy can ever be said to go together, it

is so in this case. But let the circum

stances be reversed: I wonder would the

lesson be remembered? Here, where

Archbishop \Villigis in the tenth century

persecuted the Jews, and made up to the

city for it by building the grand St. Ste
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phen's and the earliest part of the cathe- '

dral; here, where terrific invasions of

barbarians and massacres of Christians

gave color to the legends that ascribe

the foundation of the city to a Trojan

hero, Moguntius, or to an exiled wizard

of Treves, fourteen hundred years bqfnre

the Christian era; here, where ecclesias

tical quarrels and popular tumults were

things of daily occurrence, and where

one of the best minnesingers, Henry,

count of Meissen, surnamed Frauenlob,

or “Ladies' Praise," was carried to his

grave in the cathedral by twelve maid

ens of the town,—there stirs to-day a

spirited though commonplace life, the

link of which with the old life lies in

the invention commemorated by Guten

berg's monument, one of Thorwaldsen's

best works. Old and new jostle each

other in our bewildered minds. There

are drawbridges, towers and gates still

to be seen; the old city is a future im

portant military dép6t; the Carnival

scenes merrily take us back to the cos

tume if not the manners of the Middle

Ages; and some of the old 11/[emzer dia

lect is still preserved among the quaint

knitting-women with frilled caps and un

gainly baskets who drive a small trade

in stout stockings for the country-people

as they jog in to market. Then we pass

St. Alban's church, where Charlemagne's

wife Fastrada is buried, and where her

husband drew from her dead finger an

enchanted ring which he was glad after

ward to throw into the moat at his castle

of Nieder-lngelheim ; and here now is a

procession coming out of the church, and

the people devoutly following, all chant

ing the solid old hymns, hundreds of

years old, which are still the musical A,

B, C of every German child. How dif- ,

ferent to what we call hymn-singing!

The Rhineland is intensely Catholic in

this neighborhood, and since the unwise

"Falk laws" many who were before in

different have rallied to their childhood's

faith and stood forth as its fiercest cham

pions. Perhaps just now you would not

meet a procession, but a few years ago

they were common in the streets of May

ence. The cathedral, spite of all polit

ical drawbacks, is being carefully re

stored, and the choir, which I remember

as especially fine, is looked upon as a

triumph of reverent and congruous res

toration.

On the shores of the river we come

I upon purely modern life again—the ho

AN ALLEY IN THE GARDEN OF SCHWE'l"Ll1\'GEN.

tels, the quays, the tourists, the steam

ers, and the Ii’/rein-st/makm, a species

of "loafer" or gossip who make them

selves useful to passengers when the boats

come in. These are often seen also at

Biebrich, the old palace of the Nassaus,

now become the property of the city,



660 UUNBDOWN THE RHINE.

and partly a military school, while the I

gardens have become the fashionable

promenade of Mayence. The formal

alleys and well-kept lawns, with the dis

tant view of the Taunus and the Oden- I

wald on one side, and a glimpse of the

CATHEDRAL OF WORMS.

opening Rheingau, a famous gorge of

the Rhine, on the other, make it a beauti

ful resort indeed, exclusive of the interest

which the supposed derivation of its name

gives it—1'. 6., the " place of beavers," an

animal that abounded there before man

invaded these shores. And now the eye

can follow the course of the Rhine ( from

the roof of the palace) as far as Ingel

heim, Ehrenfels, the Mouse Tower, Jo

hannisberg and Riidesheim, and vine

yards climb up the rocks and fight their

way into the sunshine; and we begin to

feel that these little

shrines we some

times come across,

and huts of vine

yard-keepers, and

queerly-shaped

baskets like some

of the Scotch fish

"creels," all force

on our attention the

fact that the grow

ing and making

and selling of wine

are the most cha

racteristic features

of Rhine-life, at

least outside the

cities. Though the

vineyards are not

as picturesque as

poets insist on

making them, yet

the vintage-season

is full of picturesque

incidents. This is

a "movable festi

val," and occurs

any time between

the beginning of

September and the

middle of Novem

ber. \Vhat applies

to one district does

not to another, and

there are a thou

sand minute dif

ferences occasion

ed by soil, weather

and custom; so

that none of the

following observa

‘ tions is to be taken as a generalization.

At the outset it is worth notice that the

German word PVeinberg ("\-‘Vine-hill") is

much more correct than our equivalent,

for even in the flatter countries where the

grape is grown the most is made of ev

ery little rise in the ground. The writer
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of a recent magazine article has exploded

the commonly-received idea that in the

United States alone more Rhine wine is

drunk than the whole Rhine wine-region

really produces. The truth is, that it is

a problem how to get rid of all that is

made. The wine is drunk new by every

W 1 ;.é__,*....
 

one in the neighborhood, and sells at

prices within the means of all; and this

because there are vineyards by the hun

dred whose exposure does not fit them

for the production of the fine wines ea

gerly bought by foreign merchants, and

also because many of the small wine

LUTHI<.‘.R’S mouumenr AT worms.

growers have no means of getting their

wares to the right market. The great

traffic is confined chiefly to wholesale

growers, rich men who can tide over

half a score of bad years and afford to

sell the whole crop of those years for

next to nothing-, and their wine it is

which with us represents the whole Rhine

vintage. It is, however, hardly more than

a third, and the rest of the wine made on

the Rhine is to the untutored taste just

as good and just as pleasant. It is said

by connoisseurs that all the difference

between the wine of good and bad years

is in its "bouquet," and the juice of the

same grapes brings four dollars and a

half a gallon at the 1/z'neyam' one year and

can be bought in another year for twenty

cents. The wine-trade has developed

an odd profession, that of wine-taster,

and these skillful critics command high

wages and great consideration. But of

course each locality has its own knot of

oracles, and the ludicrous gravity with

which these village “ tasters" decide on

the merits of mine host’s purchases—or

perhaps growths—is a subject not un

worthy the pencil of Ostade, Teniers or

Hogarth. The parish priest is not the

least learned among these local connois

seurs, and one or two official personages

generally form, with him, the jury that

decides on the worth of the year's crop.

Professional buyers and commissioners

from German and foreign firms crowd to

the markets where the wine is sold, and

after being open to inspection for a week

the crop of each grower is generally sold

in a lump to some one firm, probably an

old customer, for a sum that sounds fab

ulous; but then the bad years, when just

as much expense is lavished on the vines
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and no returns bring the growers a re

ward, have to be considered as a counter

weight. Of course there is a monstrous

deal of “doctoring," and even the purest

of the wines are not as they came from

Nature's hand; but in the bad years it

is notorious that fortunes are made out

of wine sold for a few cents a gallon and

exported at a profit of a hundred per

cent. Thence, perhaps, comes the by

word about our drinking more wine than

the vineyards produce.

' But. leaving the commercial aspect of

the trade, let us take a glance at the pic

turesque side. Like the fisheries, this

business, that looks commonplace in cel

lars and vaults, has its roots in free, open

air life, and is connected with quaint his

torical details and present customs hard

ly less novel to us. The aspect of the

country in autumn, as described in a

letter written last year, is lovely—“the

exuberant quantity of fine fruit; . . .

the roads bordered by orchards of apples

and pears, where the trees are so loaded

that the branches have to be supported

by stakes lest they should break; . . .

men, women and children busy in the

vineyards on the sides of the hills; the

road alive with peasants laden with bask

ets of fruit or tubs in which the grapes

were pressed. Some were pressing the

grapes in great tubs or vats on the road

side. In the afternoon there were con

tinual firing of guns and shouting of the

peasants on the vine-hills, making merry

after their labor, for the vintage is the

season when labor and jollity go hand in

‘hand. VVe bought clusters of delicious

grapes for almost nothing, and I drank

of the newly-pressed wine, which has the

sweetness of new cider. . . . Every now

and then we passed wagons bearing great

pipes of new wine, with bunches of flow

ers and streamers of ribbons stuck in the

bung." The last cask of the vintage is

always honored by a sort of procession—

Bacchanalia, an artist might call it—the

three or four youngest and prettiest girls

mounted on it in a wagon, their heads

crowned with grapes and leaves and a

heap of fruit in their laps. The men

lead the horses slowly home, stopping

often to drink or offer to others the new \

wine, and brandishing aloft their clubs

for beating the fruit with; the children

run alongside with armfuls of the fruit,

and their faces stained all over with the

juice, while in some nook, perhaps a stone

arbor trellised with vines, sits the portly,

jolly owner, with his long-jointed pipe,

an incarnation of a German Bacchus.

smiling at the pretty maidens, who pelt

him with his own grapes. But before the

season a very different scene takes place

in the " locked " vineyards, closed by law

even to their owners, and where at night

no one but a lonely watchman, with gun

loaded and wolfish dog at his heels, sits

in a. little straw-thatched, tent-shaped hut

to ward off thieves and intruders. \Vhen

the vineyards are declared open, the best

policy is to get in the harvest at once,

unless you are rich enough to have your

crops carefully watched every hour for a

week, when the grapes will certainly be

better and the wine more precious. For

it is a custom that after the opening, but

as long as the vintage is not actually be

gun in any vineyard, the grapes are free

to visitors. The guests of the owner are

privileged to pluck and eat all through

the vintage ; but again custom ordains

that if you eat only half a plucked clus

ter, you should hang the remainder on

the trellis, that it may not be trodden

under foot and wasted. Donkeys and

women carrying those odd, heavy bask

ets that decorate the cottages convey the

grapes to the pressing-vats in endless and

recrossing processions, and not one grape

that has been plucked isleft on the ground

till the morrow: all must be stowed away

the same day before dusk. The vintage

days themselves are busy, and the hot

and tired workers would wonder to see

poets and painters weave their hard labor

into pictures and sonnets. But the open

ing day, as well as the closing one, is a

festival, often a religious one, and a pro

cession winds its way where laden ani

mals tread all the rest of the week. A

sermon is generally preached, and after

the ceremony is over the day becomes a

kind of holiday and picnic affair. Groups

of workers during the vintage sit on the

hot slate terraces, shrinking close to the

walls for the sake of a coolness that



1877.] THE /{ill/VE.DO I I/1V

h a r d l y exists save

underground in the

wide, gloomy cata

combs that undermine

the hillside; and these

caverns, filled with

great casks, are not

the least curious sight

of the Rhine wine-re

gions. Above ground,

you come on little

shrines and stone

crosses embowered in

fruit, the frame of the

sorry picture far more

beautiful than the pic

ture itself, yet that daub

means so much to the

simple, devout peasant

who kneels or rests un

der it! The process of

picking and pressing

is simple and quick.

The grapes are picked

from the stalks and

dropped into little tubs,

then shaken out into

baskets with a quick

d 0 u bl e movement,

and pressed with

“juice-clubs " on the

spot, whereupon the

load is quickly carried

off (sometimes carted

in large casks) to the

great wine-presses in

the building provided

for this purpose.

There is an overseer

to each group of work

ers, who regulates the

rate and quantity of

fruit to be thrown at

once into the first tubs,

and who takes note of

the whole day's har

vest, which is reckon

ed by the basketful.

When we come to the

far - famed ]ohannis

berg vineyards, whose

origin lies back in the

tenth century, when Abbot Rabanus cul

tivated these hillsides that are now partly

MAYENCE KNlTTlNG-WOMEN.

the property of some of the Metternich

family, we learn the value of these basket
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fuls, each containing what goes to make a

gallon ; which quantity will fill four bot

tles, at eight thalers the bottle among

friends who take no percentage and give

you the pure juice. After that, does any

one suppose that he gets Johannisberg,

Steinberg or Riidesheim, or Brauneberg

and Bernkasteler Doctor, two of the best

Moselle wines, when he pays two or three

dollars a bottle for this so-called wine in

a restaurant? Better call for what the

restaurant- keeper would protest was not

worth buying, but which the real con

noisseur would agree with the Rhine

peasantry in drinking and enjoying-the

new, undoctored wine that is kept in the

wood and drawn as the needs of cus

tomers require.

One of the prettiest vintage-sights is

the feast of St. Roch, held yearly near

Bingen in the Rheingau, on the grounds

of the Villa Landy, now belonging to

Herr Braun. St. Roch is here consider

ed the patron of the wine-industry, and

the festival is held on the Sunday follow

ing the 16th of August, the day of the

restoration of the old chapel. Against

the exterior eastern wall is put up a tem

porary pulpit; the hill is clothed with

white tents gayly decked with leaves,

grapes,flowers and ribbons; refreshments

are sold; all the bells of the neighbor

hood peal and jingle; the country-folk

in costume come up in merry groups or

in devout processions with their parish

clergy, school banners and crosses, sing

ing hymns or reciting the rosary, and

after the sermon and prayers scattering

through the vineyards and spending the

day in what we will hope is no worse a

manner than appears to the artist eye.

There is one peculiarity about the

Rtidesheim vintage-season—its lateness.

It begins about the 3d of November,

sometimes a little earlier, but still later

than most others. Two years ago it took

place in this way, after a fortnight's steady

fog and weather more like that of a wild

northern sea-coast than of the "sunny"

Rhine. But this gray, damp air was the

very thing wanted, for it slowly rots the

grapes and produces from this corruption

the most delicious wine. It is said that

this Riidesheim custom of a late vintage

is due to a fortunate fit of forgetfulness

of the abbot of Fulda, who once neglect

ed to give the necessary permission to

open the Johannisberg vineyards, and

did not remedy his mistake till early in

November, when the despairing vine

dressers fancied the crop wholly spoilt;

but another version tells us that it once

happened that the vintage was delayed

through the circumstances of a war that

laid waste most of the neighborhood and

claimed the service of every able-bodied

man, so that the vine-growers in disgust

sold the crop for a'mere nothing, and

found out afterward what a prize they

had let slip through their fingers. It is

said to be for the sake of producing this

rottenness in the grape before gathering

it that in some Greek and Armenian

vineyards the vines are sometimes pin

ned down to the hot earth and allowed

to creep like ivy over the soil. So at

Riidesheim the vintage went on in glee

and high expectations, in contrast to the

sullen sky and clinging mist, while the

foggy nights were disturbed by blazing

fires, continuous shots and hymns of

joy and jollity sung by the home-going

workers. LADY BLANCHE MURPH\'.
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ARCOY was gratified to learn the | secured, and that they would be prepared

next morning that guides had been i for the journey immediately on their re

Voi.. XlX.—42
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turn from the burial, which would be in

the afternoon. The travelers devoted the

morning to cleaning their guns, sharpen

ing their knives and selecting from their

clothing and wrappings such articles as

might be needed. Prompt to the hour,

the guides presented themselves, giving

no evidence in their manner that they

had walked eighteen miles that morning.

Acting under their advice, Marcoy and

Pierre Leroux decided to make the last

stage of their journey on foot, and leave

their mules at the hacienda. They could

ride only a part of the way, owing to the

bad condition of the roads, and there

was danger that their mules, if left un

guarded in the mountains, might be

devoured by the fierce puma, or that

their blood might be sucked by the vam

pire (or leaf-nosed) bat. In a little while

the last preparations were made, the pack

ages were divided among the attendants,

and the travelers bade a temporary fare

well to Dofia Monica and the fair Dolores,

both of whom promised to offer up daily

and nightly prayers for their safety.

The journey down the valley of Hua

rancalqui led them, almost at the outset,

among scenes rarely visited by man and

consecrated to the spirits of silence and

solitude. Later in the day they passed

a few scattered r/zacara: (or small plan

tations) of maize, coca, pimento, cacao

and sugar-cane, some of which belonged

to the guides who accompanied them and

to their friends, and each one of which

was provided with its ajaupa, or hut,

which the owner occupied for the brief

period when he resorted to the planta

tion to gather his crop. The spontaneous

growths around these cultivated tracts

were limited to repetitions of a few kinds

of trees and plants, the vegetation be

coming more feeble in proportion as it

grew on the mountain-sides more distant

from the Huarancalqui River, until final

ly on the tops of the mountains it degene

rated into a short grass. The first night

of their departure from Cascabel was

spent under the shelter of an ajoupa,

from which they swept away the old

straw, the relics of its last occupancy,

and a saddle-cloth served them for a -

, variously called-—and to establish misbed.

They resumed their tramp the next

morning before sunrise, and after a

march the monotony of which was un

broken by any exciting incident, they

reached, about eleven o'clock, a planta

tion known as Melchior Encuentro, where

a small stream, also called Melchior. emp

ties into the H uarancalqui. Melchior, who

seems to have been during his lifetime

he had been dead about twenty years

the prevailing genius of the valley of

Huarancalqui, was a half-caste who had

been the first to explore the valley for its

whole length and establish relations with

the Indians of the interior. After him

likewise was named the Cerro Melchior,

the mountain at which Marcoy's journey '

was to end. He had been something of

a Fra Diavolo in his day, and as a sou

venir of his exploits his former place of

residence still bore his name, although it

belonged at this period to other proprie

tors. At the close of the d!ty‘s journey

they found themselves near the ajoupa

attached to the last plantation that lay

on the route through the valley. Here

they supped, and the guides having light

ed a great fire as a measure of precaution

against prowling pumas, they retired to

rest, lulled to sleep by a distant murmur

which to Leroux‘s uneducated ears sound

ed like the poetic fall of a remote cata

ract, but which Marcoy, better informed,

knew at once to be the cries of a troop of

guaribas, or howling monkeys.

The first discovery made on leaving

their camping-ground next morning was

an old clearing on the left bank of the

river. Above the bushes could be seen

the remains of certain mud walls, which,

the guides said, were the ruins of an old

mission that had existed in this locality

in former times, although they were igno

rant of the period of its foundation and

the names of the founders. Calling on

his knowledge of the past to assist him

in assigning to these ruins an approximate

date of erection, Marcoy remembered that

a certain Franciscan missionary, Fray

Biedma, had been the first to penetrate

to this part of Peru—which was at that

period occupied by the great nation of

Antes, Campas or Moscas, as they were
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He therefore

concluded that the remains went back to

the year 1677 and the years following,

and that the mission was founded half

a century before the ofiicial discovery of

this region, which later was known to the

sions among the natives. missionaries, to geographers and on the

maps as the Great Pajonal. The trav

elers encamped that night in the open

air, and a superb red-crested /10660, a

bird of the gallinaceous family, which

Leroux had killed in the course of the
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day, was roasted for supper. After the

meal the saddle-cloth that served as a

mattress was spread out, and Marcoy and

Leroux, old campaigners in the woods as

they both were, went to sleep before the

fire wrapped in their ponchos.

They rose next morning three hours

later than usual, the sun being high above

the horizon before they opened their eyes.

They explained the fact to their own sat

isfaction by holding the excellent supper

of the previous night and the murmur

ous sound of the river's flow responsible

for their extraordinary sleepiness. The

attendants were already prepared for the

journey, and the start was made imme

diately. After half an hour's walk the

Indian guides, who were in advance, re

traced their steps to inform Marcoy that

Cerro Melchior would soon be visible.

Leroux shrugged his shoulders at the an

nouncement, which the guides made with

a certain solemn gravity, and declared

that for his part he had seen so many

cerros of various kinds, large and small,

since he had left Tambo, that one cerro

more or less made little difference to him.

But to Marcoy, fired with the enthusiasm

of the traveler, this particular cerro was

of no small consequence, for it was the

end of his laborious journey over moun

tains and valleys. As they advanced

along the road, the distant perspective

was hidden from their eyes by a clump

of trees, but when these were passed,

Cerro Melchior appeared on their right,

apparently a mile and a half away, pre

senting the appearance of a truncated

cone, overtopping the mountains that sur

round it, and contrasting its dark green

color, due to the thick growth of vegeta

tion that covers it from base to summit,

with the yellowish hue of its neighbors.

As Marcoy gazed at it he began to spec

ulate within himself on the fact that Na

ture had provided each valley of the

eastern part of Peru with an isolated

mountain of this conical shape, thickly

covered with trees and other growths;

and the question occurred to his mind,

Might not these mountains have served

in past ages as vents for the volcanic

forces generated in the interior of the ,

ramifications of the great chain of the

l

Andes, and in course of time have be

co1ne extinct, to become at some future

day the vent-holes of similar renewed

volcanic upheavals? The craters of

some of these cones, which exist at

present in the shape of lakes full to the

brim with water of icy coldness, and oth

ers filled with a mass of ligneous vege

tation transformed into turf-pits, would

seem to justify our traveler in his theory.

\Vhat immediately interested Marcoy,

however, was the fact that the valley

ended suddenly at this point, that the

Huarancalqui here joined the Apurimac,

and that he had traversed a valley the

course of which was not to be found on

any known map, and of the existence of

which the vast majority of the Peruvians

themselves were totally ignorant.

At the junction the width of the Apuri

mac was about one hundred and sixty

yards, that of the Huarancalqui about

fifty. There was a difference, too, in the

height and appearance of the shores of

the respective rivers, for while the Hua

rancalqui‘s were low and marshy and

barren of vegetation, those of the Apuri

mac were ten or twelve feet high, and

overgrown with dense forests whose trees

surpassed in altitude the palm.

After a pause of a few minutes the

travelers determined to follow the right

bank of the Apurimac to its junction

with the Rio Aquillabamba, ten leagues

lower down. They went forward for this

purpose, but they soon found that an insu

perable obstacle intervened in the shape

of an impassable thicket of vines and

climbing plants. Bafiled by this verita

ble wall of wild vegetation, they halted

to consult. The result was a decision to

go round the base of Melchior and so

reach the river, but on their attempting

to carry this plan into execution they

were met by another barrier that they

had not taken into account, for after a

wearisome and painful tramp they saw

before them a chain of mountains, the

beginning of which joined Cerro Hel

chior. but the end of which extended

beyond the range of their vision in the

distance. The discovery of this impedi

ment again brought them to a pause, and

while they were gazing at each other in
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perplcxity Pierre Leroux was seized with

a sudden bright thought. “Let us have

breakfast," he said, "and while we are

eating we can consider what is best to be

donef'

The repast, consisting of dried beef I

and the cooked roots of yarns, was soon

despatched, and as Leroux swallowed his

last mouthful be tapped his forehead, put

on a wise look, and remarked, "I have

it! Let us get to the river by climbing

Cerro Melchior."
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After a brief reflection Marcoy per

ceived that this was the surest and speed

iest way of attaining their end, and the

plan having been explained to the guides,

who did not receive its announcement in

the most cordial manner, the latter led

the way toward the mountain. A march

of a quarter of an hour brought them to

the foot of the cerro, which they found to

consist of long layers of grit-sandstone

of a roseate hue, covered with a soil

which was thick enough to nourish the

roots of the grass that grew on the first

appfoaches. As these grasses rose as

high as the waist, and the travelers were

obliged to pass through them for a. con

siderable distance, fire was applied to

them, and the flames soon burnt them

away, leaving a clear track of white

ashes where they had stood. As the

flames spread great numbers of birds

sheltered in the grass rose in alarm and

took to flight. Marcoy and Leroux posted

themselves on some rocks out of reach of

the fire, and from that position watched

the progress of the conflagration. The

burned space was still smoking when

the party passed over it and began to

ascend the mountain. A few hundred

yards up, the smaller plants that had

succeeded the belt of grasses were re

placed by a dense growth of large trees

—among them cedars, jacarandas and

mahogany trees, tendrils, creepers and

climbing plants--a vegetation, in short,

so inextricably mingled that the laws of

botany seemed set at defiance. So thick

was the leafy arch above their heads that

only stray rays of the declining sun's

golden light could pierce through the

foliage, and the forest was peopled with

a noisy, moving, fluttering colony of

quadrupeds and birds which disappear

ed as suddenly as they appeared. Gray

monkeys, squirrels, opossums, toucans,

woodpeckers and a multitude of par- -

rots hopped about on the ground or flew

among the trees, uttering their various

cries.

The approach of night found them still

ascending the mountain, with no hope

of reaching the summit before darkness

should overtake them. They selected a

bivouac, and as a safeguard against the

mountain-mist and the dew they stretch

ed above their heads a sort of awning,

using for the purpose one of the large

cloths in which the Indians carried their

bundles. A fire was built of some dead

branches gathered near by, which served

the double purpose of affording heat and

of roasting three birds that Pierre Leroux

had killed during the afternoon.

The night passed without incident, and

the ascent of the mountain was resumed

at an early hour. By ten o'clock the

limit of the forest-belt was reached, and

at this stage, owing to the heat of the

sun and the physical fatigue they had

undergone, the two travelers began to

be troubled with an exceeding thirst.

They sought relief in chewing leaves,

but the attempt was a failure. Leroux

declared seriously that he felt symptoms

of approaching hydrophobia and a grow

ing inclination to bite somebody. The

Indians were ordered to heat about the

woods in search of a spring. They were

absent two hours on the search, and final

ly returned with a panful of rain-water

which they had found, mingled with leaves

and bark, in a depression of the ground.

The water was reddish in color, and after

filtering it through handkerchiefs the trav

elers drank it, not without making several

wry faces over its bitter taste, due to the

infusion of the leaves and bark of the

quinine-plant.

Resuming their journey, after an hour

of fatiguing walking they entered a zone

of sedge-like plants. Here and there

among these grasses a tree appeared that

seemed as if lost and astray from its fel

lows. But there was every reason to be

lieve that a forest had once covered all

this space up to the summit, judging from

the large number of logs buried in the

soil and from the enormous roots, partly

covered with a thick moss, that crossed

each other on the surface. \Vhen this

belt was passed the top of the mountain

rose before their eyes. They hastened

their steps to reach it, but their progress

was suddenly stayed by a projecting mass

of rock which must be crossed before the

: summit could be gained. The difficulty

sleeping-place and soon prepared for their 1 was soon overcome. A human ladder

vumiMIlil,-I'!N|l|-uvam
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was improvised out of the two guides,

who stood, after the manner of circus

acrobats, one on the shoulders of the

other, while the servant-man climbed

along their bodies to the top of the

ledge, taking with him one end of a rope

by means of which Marcoy and Leroux

afterward ascended.

The summit of Cerro Melchior was an

uneven plateau about a mile and a half

in circumference, and its surface, where

not bare, was covered with a short, black

ish moss or with grasses of dwarfish

growth. In the direction of the south

east the eye commanded a prospect of

more than one hundred and sixty miles,

extending to the confines of the valley

of Carabaya, the bluish hue of whose

sierras was blent with the azure of the

sky. From the south to the west and

from the west to the north the solemn

and massive picture of the Andes chain

was spread before the travelers, present

ing a confused medley of ridges, sum

mits, slopes and peaks, white with snow

for half their height—a gigantic stairway,

as it were, which, projecting and undu

lating by turns, descended into the flat

regions, where its last steps were lost in

an ocean of verdure. Over this vast ex

panse of country, lighted up by the sun

and colored with different tints according

to the character of its surface, whether

of barren plains or cultivated fields or

virgin forests, appeared as on a raised

map the towns, villages, hamlets and

farms lying in the departments of Aya-p

cucho and junin, between Abancay and

Tarma. The rivers flowing down from

the cordillera, and their tributaries, could

be seen winding through the landscape,

like so many silver threads amid the

green carpeting of the vegetation. These

streams, to the number of thirty -two, all

emptied into the Apurimac, whose visible

course embraced a curve of more than

three degrees of latitude. At the base

of Cerro Melchior the pale-green wa

ters of the Apurimac flowed peacefully,

framed in by lines of forest trees, while

two small islands reflected their foliage

in the river's bosom.

For two hours was Marcoy engaged in

taking notes and in sketching the scenes

that met his gaze from the summit of the

mountain, but long before the expiration

of that time Leroux had composed him

self to sleep. As Marcoy closed his note

book his companion awoke.

"VVell," said Leroux, "what road shall

we take now to reach the bank of the

Apurimac in order to continue our jour

ney ?"

"The journey is ended," replied Mar

coy. "Those low hills which you see

over yonder on our right, and toward

which the Apurimac is flowing, are the

divisions which separate it into three

arms at the place where the Aquilla

bambajoins it. I speak from knowledge,

having once had occasion to spend on

the pebbles of its banks one of those

nights the memory of which never leaves

us."

“Then tell me, why, having once seen

it, you have come thus far to see it a

second time? A river has neither false

hair nor a made-up figure, that a man

should become so excited in its pursuit."

" Listen, my friend," returned Marcoy.

"When I crossed this continent I had

traced the course of the Apurimac only

from its junction with the Rio Aquilla

bamba-Santa Ana. l was more anxious

to complete it from its source to the point

you see because no traveler hitherto had

reproduced in its whole length the course

of the Apurimac-Amazon. Now this gap

has been filled. As the time will come,

if it has not come already, when steam

boats will ply in the great river that I de

scended in a pirogue, and railroads pen

etrate those wildernesses through which

I walked so painfully, I wished to be the

first to tell the world of what I have done.

If there be aught of vaingloriousness in

this aspiration, thoughtful people will par

don me in reflecting that I have paid

dearly for the privilege of speaking of

myself. And now, my friend, let us go."

Two days after this brief conversation

Doiia Monica and Dolores had the pleas

ure of greeting Marcoy and Leroux once

more at Cascabel. But the travelers tar

ried only a few hours, for, with strength

of will enough to resist the hospitable

invitations of their hostesses to remain

longer, they spoke their farewells and
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set out for the valley of Santa Ana. Mar

coy was on his way to Cuzco, and Le

roux, dwelling with increased bitter

ness on the loss of his machinery as

the hour of parting from Marcoy ap

proached, was about to turn his face to

ward Tambochico and the distant shores

of the Pacific. .

In the afternoon of the fourth day after

their departure from Cascabel the friends
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stood in the pampa of Anta with hands

clasped, bidding each other good-bye.

In the distance rose against the horizon

of the prairie the reddish mass of the

houses of Cuzco. Thus, while Marcoy

had but six miles before him, Leroux look

ed forward to a weary, lonely journey of

one hundred and twenty leagues.

“You will visit me at Tambochico at

the end of the year?" said Leroux.

“You will write to me once a month at

least?" said Marcoy.

And so, with mutually aflirmative an

swers to these questions, they parted. But

alas for human nature and human friend

ships ! Neither promise was kept.

SLEEPING SONG.

[PARAPHRASE FROM THE TWENTY-FOURTH IDYL OF 'l"HEOCRl'l'US.j

EN months had passed since rosy Hercules

Had opened wondering 'eyes unto the sun,

When in the sloping light of summer's eve

Alcmena, mother of the little twins,

Hercules and his brother, fair to see,

Bared her soft breasts, as all our mothers did,

In tender love, and gave her boys their food;

And having laved them in the mellow stream,

She laid them down within Amphytrion’s shield—

A half-sphere of bright brass by bold blows won

From slaughtered Pterilas-—then, with her hands

Like blush-rose petals on the head of each,

In tones like cithern-echoes, thus she sang:

"Sleep, my boys, in gentle, dewy sleep,

Until the dawn in glowing beauty peep

To call the Hours from out the night's dark deep

Into the light.

"Sleep, for the day has sunk in the red west;

Sleep 'neath the mother-heart that loves you best;

Sleep, sleep, and peaceful, peaceful be your rest

Till dark is light.

"Anemones and roses drop their leaves

In silent night, but still the ocean heaves;

And so my heart fresh waves of love receives

Through all the night.

"My other self in two, my heart in two,

Sleep happy, and wake joyous. Oh, for you

I pray the gods to give me all I sue

Through day and night!"

And as sea-nymphs soft toss a favored boat,

She rocked the buckler, singing as it moved.

MAURICE F. EGAN.
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THE LOST VOICE.

LlSA'S maternal grandfather was a

cobbler, her father a wealthy leath

er-dealer, from whom he bought goods,

when for the second time in his life he

became ambitious. But of this you will

hear later. This cobbler grandfather was

a gentleman, with the misfortunes of a

king. His name, Rudel, had been heard

of in the Middle Ages, having been borne

by a troubadour of France whom the cob

bler stoutly claimed as an ancestor.

The present Rudel, like his predeces

sor, was possessed of slender means and

a musician's soul, but, unlike him, he had

been brought up to a mercantile pursuit,

notwithstanding which he devoted all his

spare time to his favorite art. His voice

was his only instrument, for a practical

guardian rigorously interdicted every oth

er, and fortunately no indulgence could

have furnished him a better. Even Wal

bert, the great tenor, whom he privately

consulted, and whose fame is only equal

ed by his irascible temper and love of

fault-finding—even he forgot to criticise

when Rudel sang, and remarked with

satisfaction, "Not bad, considering you

have as yet no method."

No sooner did the young man become

his own master than he recklessly haz

arded his little capital, his situation, his

prospects present and future of mercan

tile gain, to cultivate this faculty which

bid fair to make the world listen. It was

a game of chance, but, like most gam

blers, Rudel counted only on success.

It was a race between attempt and fail

ure: why are the odds always in favor

of the latter? But he, the chief actor,

was blind to all save the fact that he was

working for a desired end: the enthusi

asm with which he pursued his object

had too little thought of self in it for

ambition: it was love.

Having taken a lodging in the garret

of a cobbler's shop, away out near the

barriers of the city, Rudel devoted ev

ery moment to study, and lived there

walls. Indeed, the garret being high and

unencumbered with furniture, it was a

glorious place for a voice to revel in.

The old rafters trembled in unison with

the sweet sounds many a day, and heard

much more than the great opera-house

itself that advertised Rudel's début.

Before that took place the miserable

body, so seldom willing to share the as

pirations of the spirit, played the poor

singer a trick. He caught a cold, and

with it a fever: the privations he had

already endured had weakened his sys

tem, and when after some weeks of ill

ness he recovered, he found himself with

no lack of music in his soul, but, alas!

none whatever in his voice.

The cobbler, Pierre José, whose garret

he rented, had a daughter, a pretty, mod

est girl. She nursed the singer during his

illness, while her parents gave the now

destitute man the necessaries of life,

and it was owing to their charity and to

young Marta's tender care that Rudel

recovered, though when he knew the

extent of his calamity there was little

gratitude in his heart. He sank into a

deep melancholy, all power of will left

him: his mind, having been entirely

given to the cultivation of his voice,

seemed to have departed with it, and

day after day the voiceless singer sat

gazing stonily into space, a mockery of

life, an effigy of death.

This misery touched the gentle heart

of Marta, especially as added to it were

those soft appealing eyes such as peo

ple born to be unfortunate often have.

Having cured him, little Marta egotis

tically fell in love with her work. Par

don! There was no egotism about the

shoemaker‘s daughter: she loved Rudel

as he had loved music, unselfishly, with

all her heart.

The invalid soon became accustomed

to her care, her gentle ways, her sweet

face, and seemed to miss her when long

er absent than usual, but his mental

as cheerfully as if surrounded by palace r blindness prevented him seeing what to
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her parents was as plain as if written

plainer indeed, for writing was one of

the mysteries of life to these good peo

ple. The mother, following the instinct

possessed in common by all motherhood

from the clucking hen to an empress,

began at once to provide for her off

spring's well-being. Dependent on their

charity, it is true that Rudel was no great

match for her daughter, but Marta loved

him, and the older woman's heart had

also been touched by his distress. He

was of a nature to win sympathy, and

she was of a class where a pair of hands

is equivalent to the daily bread of a fam

ily. Having decided on a course of ac

tion, the dame took her husband into her

confidence, and he, much to her surprise, .

agreed to her proposition without a word

of opposition.

Pierre‘s unusual amenity had a cause.

He prided himself on his ability to “speak

French" (a colloquialism for not gloss

ing disagreeable truths), and had been

long thinking of giving Rudel the benefit

of this talent. The cobbler, though quite

willing to help his lodger when ill, could

see no sense in supporting him when well.

As for mental disease, Pierre did not in

cline to metaphysical distinctions, but he

knew the symptoms of rheumatism and

indigestion. Eager for his task, José

mounted the steep stairway leading to

Rude1‘s garret early next morning, and

getting no response to his loud knock,

he unceremoniously entered.

His lodger sat on a low stool in the

centre of the room: he was apparently

studying a knot in the floor, and looked

as if he had passed the night in this po

sition.

"How are you?“ asked Pierre, much

more kindly than he had intended.

"You have come for your rent," said

Rudel as he slowly raised his eyes, the .

figure before him recalling past errands

for'the same purpose.

" But I sha'n't get it," replied the cob

bler with a loud “Ha! ha 3" now feeling

himself on his own ground.

" Perhaps not," dreamily admitted Ru

del : “getting what one wants is so very

uncertain." There was no sarcasm in

the poor singer's speech, only a sad

realization of the truth; but is not truth

the most caustic sarcasm?

Pierre José looked at him a moment,

then wagged his head sagaciously : " How

do you intend to live? That's the ques

tion."

"I had not thought of living."

"I suppose you intend to die?" con

tinued his questioner with a sneer.

"I had not thought of dying," replied

Rudel with the same dreary calm.

" Vliell, what do you think of, man ?"

]osé's emphatic voice again roused the

singer, whose eyes had wandered back

to the knot in the floor. For a few I110

ments he seemed trying to comprehend

the question, then he bent his face on

his hands and between long-drawn sobs

murmured, "My voice! oh, my voice!"

“ Now, man, that is all well enough,"

said the shoemender, trying hard to look

indifferent: "a voice is well enough for

a holiday, and that the opera is a pleas

ant place in which to spend an evening

once in a while I don't deny; but for

making your living in a good honest

way, with no uncertainty about it, give

me cobbling. Shoes will wear out, and

as long as people have feet the future of

cobbling remains as bright as the past."

Pierre waited a few moments for this elo

quence to take effect, and then went on:

"Learn cobbling: it is not very difiicult,

and you would scarcely be strong enough

to carry a hod or pave streets, or to fol

low any of the more active professions:

I was not myself. You too have a true

cobbler's hand: one would swear your

fingers were made just to handle a wax

end : they resemble mine." Here Pierre

glanced with satisfaction from his own

bony members lying on his lank knees

' to Rudel's delicate fingers, through which

tears were still trickling.

"I am a good fellow," continued the

orator, "and what I came to propose is

this"-—Pierre stood up with the air of a

man bestowing a kingdom—“that you

enter my profession; and I am the man

—I, Pierre ]osé—who will show you the

way." Then he inflated his chest, strik

ing it a blow that resounded, and being

carried away by his own eloquence, did

not wait for an answer: “This is no dog
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of a profession that turns its back on

you when ill. No, in they come—some

with no soles and some with no up

pers, some to be toed and some to be

heeled; and I, Pierre José, am the man

to heal them. Hal ha! ha! Why, they

even bring me holes to put shoes to.

As you lie ill you can hear them being

thrown into the shop-cqner—that is, the

shoes, not the holes, ha ! ha !—and when

you are heeled yourself, there they are

smiling at you with every rent, and seem

ing to say, ' Dear Pierre, make our holes

whole.’ "

Rudel's preoccupation was now broken

—not by Pierre's harangue, but by a light

footstep at the door, which proved to be

that of Marta bearing a tray on which

was placed a substantial breakfast.

"I leave you in better hands than

mine," said her father with a sly smile.

—"Marta, tell him that none but a cob

bler shall be my son-in-law."

The words failed to carry their mean

ing to Rudel: even the girl's burning

blush awoke no curiosity in his dull brain.

Pierre's volubility was checked by this

wall of impassibility, as his harsh words

had been stopped by—what was it, that

nameless something in the other's pale

face?

“Do what you can\, mother," Pierre

said to his wife, who was waiting in the

shop for his return. "I would sooner

reason with a two-month-old baby ;" and

this was all the explanation he gave of

his visit.

While the father thought of his pocket,

the mother thought of her child. It was

from this good woman that Marta had

her tender heart and her dark eyes : she

had known what losses were, through a

son whom she dearly loved; she could

sympathize with the suffering of others;

and her mind was large enough to com

prehend spheres outside the circle in

which she moved. Before night she too

paid Rudel a visit, but she brought her

proposal as a remedy, not as a boon.

“ You are sad, monsieur," said she, com

ing at once to the point, "and truly we

cannot forget our losses; but life holds

much to comfort us. In exchange for

your sorrow take my little Marta‘s love,

and as bread must be eaten, you may

as well get it by my husband's trade as

by any other. When the heart is broken

it matters little what the hands do."

For an answer Rudel raised his mel

ancholy eyes and looked at her in that

absent manner which had already dis

comfited Pierre.

“Do something," she continued impa

tiently. "If you sit idle, staring in that

way, you will go mad. Try cobbling, at

least for a week." Seeing her words had

no effect, the energetic wife arose, and

taking Rudel by the arm pushed him

unresistingly before her until they reach

ed the shop below. In the same docile

manner he took the seat assigned him,

and having been given a torn shoe and

wax-end he followed Pierre's directions

with a facility which much astonished

that thick-headed worthy.

Thus one of the name of Rudel be

came a cobbler, nor did he seem to dis

like the monotonous work, that while it

occupied his hands made no demands

on his hazy understanding. Only, Pierre’s

loud voice and Pierre's rough laugh made

him wince, and when the master's friends

with their clanking sabots entered for an

afternoon's gossip, and added their cho

rus to his solo, the meeting chopines

clashing an accompaniment, the noise

became intolerable to the sensitive mu

sician. At such times it was Marta who,

divining his torture, speedily contrived a

remedy by taking him long walks and re

turning only when the unwelcome guests

had departed.

One evening, having learnt to depend

on Marta for all his comfort, Rudel stop

ped her suddenly in their walk and said,

“ Let us never go back to the shop again :

I don't like it there. Let us go away to

gether."

Marta flushed and looked up to him

with happy eyes : she too had often

thought how blest it would he could

they make their home together. But

the singer's peculiar state of mind had

given scruples to Marta‘s good mother:

she could not in conscience make the

man marry her daughter as she had

made him a cobbler, and since that day

1 in the garret had never dared allude to
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the subject. Pierre was satisfied as long

as his apprentice made his own living,

and Rudel, accepting all Marta‘s care

with childlike simplicity, never seemed

to observe the faithful love that accom

panied it. Up to this time the girl had

been unselfishly content to see her dar

ling more comfortable; but now he had

expressed his wishes; he asked her to

be the companion of his flight; he ap

pealed to her in trouble; and little Marta

saw in this helpless appeal how necessary

she was to his happiness. Vi/ithout a mo

ment's hesitation she answered, "I will

ask mamma to-night if I may go."

“I wish we might go immediately," he

said complainingly; "but you will come

very soon, will you not P"

Marta's voice trembled as she replied,

"Yes."

When the mother was told of the sing

er‘s wish she pondered deeply. The lit

tle village of Béhobie, just on the Span

ish border, had been the home of the

Josés before Pierre sought his fortune in

Paris, and the old curé who had married

them still lived, and would no doubt take

an interest in Rudel's welfare if he went

there. A nearer acquaintance with this

man's peculiarities had not had the effect

of prejudicing her against the match

rather the contrary. He was industrious

and sober; no one could be steadier,

kinder nor more patient; and if the good

Lord had afflicted him, so much the more

reason that they should care for him : he

would bring a blessing on the family.

Thus she argued with a sagacity made

up of common sense, superstition and

charity, and as soon as possible sought

an opportunity of speaking with Rudel

alone. "You would like to go away?“

she began.

"Yes, I want to go away," he an

swered, looking up from his work as

if dreading to be taken to task for the

wish.

"And Marta?" she went on.

'‘I could not go without Marta."

"Then we must soon have a wed

ding;" and the good dame smiled re

assuringly.

"A wedding?" he repeated in a ques

tioning tone.

"Certainly a wedding," said the moth

er, scandalized. " What do you take my

child for P"

Just then, Marta, hearing from an ad

joining room the angry words, entered,

and going to Rudel's side laid her kind

hand on his shoulder. “ He don't know,

mother," she whispered to the irate dame:

then addressing him, “You would not wish

harm to Marta, would you?"

He took the caressing hand and kiss

ed it, replying, "Who could do harm to

Marta ?"

“You see, mamma, he means nothing

wrong," said Marta triumphantly.

"All very well," replied mamma, still

indignant.—" But do you intend to mar

ry Marta or not? For, understand, she

don't stir a step with you until the cere

mony is performed before my eyes, you

ungrateful wretch !“

"What is the matter, Marta ?" saitl

poor Rudel piteously. "What does she

wish? I will do anything, anything, only

I cannot sing."

"Never mind," whispered Marta sooth

ingly: "we will go away together."

" Far, far away P" he asked quickly.

“Yes, only you will first do what mam

ma wishes."

“Willingly, but let it be very soon.

Perhaps I/zerel might find my voice. It

must be somewhere."

Marta stooped and kissed his forehead

with the tenderness of a mother, then

murmured, “You may at least find hap

piness."

The wedding took place, and never

was bridegroom more miserable, for

Pierre must invite his friends, Pierre

must drink, and Pierre must get tipsy.

There had to be singing, that in a vague

way recalled to Rudel his great sorrow,

and a large amount of boisterous mirth

to wound his sensitive nerves. He went

through the ceremony obediently, and

kept helplessly by Marta's side all the

rest of the clay; and she, forgetting her

maiden shyness, had only eyes and ears

that she might shield him from annoy

ance. The women, pleased with his

, beautiful face, pronounced him an an

gel: the men thought him a fool. He

talked too little, said the latter, but many



1877.] 619THE LOST VOICE.

of their wives thought that might be

counted a virtue.

The day over, there came the railroad

journey, another torture to Rudel's suf

fering senses—the shrieking whistle, the

rumbling wheels, the bustle incident to

travel, which finally ended in the quiet

of a thatched cottage that the curé had

rented for them in Béhobie.

And there the ex-musician sat tacking

or sewing from morning until night, nev

er looking from the vine-covered window

at the gay flowers beneath, nor at the fir

clad mountains above, nor the sky over

them. Seldom speaking, as if his husky

voice offended his hearing, neither smi

ling nor sighing,—this was not content,

but indifference. Yet princes in their

prosperity never owned a greater treas

ure than Marta's love for this desolate

man. Every comfort possible to their

narrow circumstances she gave him: she

thought for him, worked for him, lived

for him, and had it been needful she

would have died for him.

Twice during each year the calm of.

Rudel's mind was disturbed — on the

feast of Corpus Christi, when the dis

cordant village-band escorted the pro

cession about town, making sounds that

were neither civil nor religious, but which

in Béhobie served for both ; and on Con

scription Day, when the same band with

the same selections endeavored to rouse

for war those it had lately striven to di

rect to heaven. But bands are not the

only inconsistent things in the world.

Although, as far as sight was concern

ed, all his surroundings were indifferent

to Rudel, the sense of hearing remained

as fastidious as ever. On these days he

would restlessly wander from the town,

the faithful Marta following, to where

waterfalls, song-birds and the wind in

the pine-tops brought peace to his be

wildered brain. When he was tired she

would sit beside him on some fern-grown

bank, working the while at a bit of dain

ty embroidery, an art in which she ex

celled, and the sale of which served to

eke out their simple livelihood. Were

he hungry, she had not forgotten a little

basket with luncheon, and when he was

sleepy she pillowed his head on her knee,

where she could watch that beloved face,

and was happy.

On one of these excursions Rudel sud

denly remarked, " Sometimes I think the

birds have it."

"What?" asked his wife.

"My voice that I lost so long ago.

Listen ! do you hear them ? How I wish

they would bring it back again !"

"It may come," she said encourag

ingly.

"But I grow so tired waiting!"

Thus at long intervals the mute singer

would refer to the past, but whether in

his silence he thought much on this sub

ject Marta could not know.

Five years went by——Rudel still did

his work with the same hopeless pa

tience, and Marta continued to be the

same loving woman-when a daughter

was born in the thatched cottage. At

first Rudel never noticed the child, nor

did he alter his habits in the slightest

degree. About a year after its birth he

was sitting working as usual, the baby

crawling on the floor at his feet, when

in a sudden ecstasy of joy it cried aloud

and then laughed. Hammer and shoe

dropped from his hand as if lightning

struck: he raised his head and gazed

around inquiringly; then little Pélagie

repeated the sound, and he approached

her slowly as if fearful of his own act,

finally taking her in his arms.

Unused to his touch, the baby scream

ed lustily, upon which her father shud

dered, put her down and hastily resumed

his task. But from that time Rudel might

have been often observed furtively re

garding Pélagie or making efforts to gain

her favor; and when she became recon

ciled to him he would sit for hours with

her on his knee, caressing her lips with

his slender fingers, smoothing the little

white throat, and using all his arts of

pleasing to again call forth the sound

he had heard her make.

Gradually the look of indifference left

his face; he took more interest in his

work; it became to him more than an

occupation: it was a means to an end.

He began to bargain, to save, to hoard.

One day Marta found him wandering

about the cottage peering into every cor
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ner, and when she asked him what he

sought, he whispered, as if fearful of

being overheard, “A secure place in

which to hide our savings."

Day by day he awoke more fully from

his past stupor: once more he lived, and

whatever he did, it was evident that but

one purpose actuated him. As years

passed this purpose became plainer. The

child was twelve when Rudel took a

journey to Paris. Making inquiries, he

found it possible, with his old commer

cial knowledge, to establish a small busi- \

ness in the shop of Pierre José, who was

now willing to retire; and soon he had

installed his little family in the same

house where his former career had end

ed 50 disastrously, while the room below

was filled with busy workmen.

Yet the man still showed traces of his

malady: thus, he superstitiously forbid

Pélagie entering the garret-room that he

had used. "Something might happen to

her," he explained when questioned on

the subject. And Pélagie willingly sub

mitted to this idiosyncrasy, garret-rooms

having no attraction for her, nor indeed

any form of poverty whatever.

Having completed these arrangements,

a strange excitement took possession of

Rudel. He passed the day restlessly

moving from room to room, and when

evening came, taking Pélagie by the

hand, he left the house. Marta's eyes

followed them through tears: her hus

band's present state seemed harder to

bear than the past: then she had been

all in all to him. Yet she reproached

herself for such feelings when on his re

turn she saw that hope now lighted his

eyes the first time in so many years, and

heard his poor husky voice vibrating with

joy. He had been with Pélagie to see

the crabbed Walbert, now more famous

and crabbed than ever and an authority

beyond dispute. The old professor, after

kindly examining the child, said she had

an unusual organization that by all means

should be cultivated: then, as if struck

by Rudel's shabby appearance, he add

ed, "Excuse me for alluding to it, but I

sometimes think that privation brought

that sad catastrophe to the noblest voice

of the century."
l

“I had enough to satisfy my wants,"

said Rudel hastily.

"Enough to satisfy the soul, but per

haps not enough for the more exacting

body. Listen! lf now you should need

money to educate this child, let me

through some patrons of music get you

a loan which you can easily repay when

she makes her début."

"I have some savings: I am in busi

ness," stammered the other.

"Come to me if you are in need," said

Walbert in his gruffest manner as he

rose to end the conference. It may be as

well to add, for those who do not know the

tenor, that he intended to make the loan

himself.

Yet one more pleasure Rudel promised

himself. A great prima donna was sing

ing in Paris: he took the child to hear

her. At another time the familiar streets,

the opera-house itself, would have recall

ed painful memories, but now every fac

ulty was engaged in watching for the first

signs of life in his daughter's awaking

soul. What wonder he forgot Marta!

what wonder he forgot himself!

Pélagie was silent through the whole

performance, her father not interrupting

her thoughts by a word—silent too when

the curtain fell, the lights grew dim and

the crowd dispersed. Silently they took

their way home, where Marta awaited

them, having with her usual forethought

prepared a little supper for this gala

night. Being served and seated at the

table, -Pélagie began enthusiastically,

"An angel, mammal we have been in

heaven and saw there an angel. She

was dressed in lovely robes, and bits of

the sun were in her hair; and oh I wish

I could look at her for ever!"

"What did she do ?" asked Marta as

she placed a bowl of soup before her

husband and gently laid her hand on

his shoulder.

"She walked about and sat down in

this way.” Here Pélagie rose and tried

to imitate the graceful movement. "Her

long robe shone in the light, and she had

rings on her hands, and bracelets. She

must have been richer far than our em

press."

"But did she not sing?" said her moth
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er, knowing the question that Rudel was

longing to put.

"Yes, she sang," answered the girl

with a toss of her beautiful head, “but

I did not listen to her, there were so

many pretty things to look at."

" Pélagie is but a child," excused Mar

ta, seeing her husband grow pale.

But it was not only on this occasion

that Pélagie evinced her inditference to

the art that was her father's life. In

the tedious practice that had to be gone

through before, as the master expressed

it, she could use her instrument, the ex

pectation of being able to procure beau

tiful clothing and jewels was found to be

a much greater incentive than the love

of music, and frequent gifts were ne

cessary to stimulate the industry of the

pupil. Thus, while Marta and Rudel re

tained their simple habits, Pélagie con

trived by judicious mutiny to exact an

amount of expenditure on herself that

their means could ill afford. The sum

her father had regarded as a fortune

shrank rapidly before her demands, and

to his great chagrin he was finally obliged

to accept the loan offered by Walbert.

It was about this time that he also

resolved to extend his business, and in

consequence gave an unusually large

order for leather to the house with which

he dealt. Shortly after a son of one of

the proprietors was sent to ascertain by

personal inspection the advisability of

trusting Rudel with the amount. Young

M. Maurice not only saw the business,

but saw Pélagie-—-Pe'lagie in the dainti

est of robes, seated by an open window,

singing ml/0 wore in those pure tones of

hers. For Rudel, the better to explain,

had invited his visitor to an inner room,

and in his simple eagerness told him of

his daughter's prospects, ending by turn

ing to the girl and saying, "That is she."

At this half introduction Pélagie rose

and curtsied gracefully, for the wealthy

leather-dealer's son carried about him

those substantial signs of prosperity which

this young lady respected. There was a

large diamond on his chubby finger (she

knew its name and value), another in ,

his shirt, besides a cable of gold cross

ing his waistcoat. M. Maurice, who was

Von. XlX.—43

agalanl /zomms, bowed low and request

ed a song—a request with which Pélagie

graciously complied. Rudel looked on,

delighted to see his darling admired,

and it is scarcely necessary to add that

a credit for leather was opened on the

easiest terms possible.

But Pélagie's wants kept pace with

Rudel's exertions : as if anticipating her

future greatness, she became more ex

acting each day, and storms were fre

quent in the once quiet household.

Threats were useless and tears were

vain: whatever the girl wanted she must

have or she would utterly refuse to prac

tice. She had the effect on Walbert of

a red cloth on a turkey, and he always

made his most sarcastic speeches in her

presence. “ Flesh and blood won't make

a musician, any more than wood and

catgut make a violin," was one of his

pet sayings. The old maestro's exaspe

ration was greatest on those days when

Pélagie, in an especially good humor,

would pour forth those harp-tones of

hers with such a natural correctness that

nothing more could be desired—with

such volume that the people in the street

1istened—but with no more feeling or ap

preciation than a mocking-bird that will

stop whistling the sublimest air to imitate

a neighboring cat.

Sound was all alike to her: it carried

no meaning, no expression. She deem

ed it foolish for sensible people to care

for such nonsense. How those who were

wealthy could bore themselves with it

she could not understand: its only ad

vantage was the money it might bring.

Walbert, forced to hear these heresies,

cast up his eyes and said, "Either you

have no soul at all, or you inherited yours

from the shoemending ancestry of your

mother." This was certainly a libel on

the devoted Marta, but children often

are libels on their parents.

Only Rudel never found fault. Even

this selfish appropriation of everything

good in the house he set down to the

waywardness of genius: "You see, Marta,

she was born to have these things: it is

her destiny she is now following. I was

always patient, and never knew whether

I was eating or drinking, or what I had
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on. There, you see, is the difference: I

was not born for it. I failed, but she will

succeed."

Meantime, the credit for leather rather

increased than diminished, only M. Mau

rice was so friendly about it, and called

so often to hear of Pélagie's progress,

that the debt gave no uneasiness. The

time, too, was drawing near when the

girl would make her début and all anx

iety be over. Already arrangements

were being made in the same opera

house in which Rudel was to have simg.

Of course many said it was an unlucky

omen, but Rudel's confidence was such '

that nothing could shake it.

About the chances of the début there

were different opinions: the tone and

quality of voice were undisputed, but—

There every one stopped. As the time

approached, Walbert was in his worst

humor, railing principally at Nature,

whose great advocate he had heretofore

been, saying she was capricious, was

wasteful, blind—that she formed beings

for her own diversion, and that a sensi

ble man could not but look with disgust

at her work. As much use creating a

voice without a soul as a body without a.

heart: could either live?

But doubts, hopes and anticipations

were cut short in a summary manner by

Pélagie herself, assisted by M. Maurice.

Late one morning (the lady always slept

late) her mother, entering her room,

found only a little note, with the infor

mation that she and Jean Maurice had

gone to England to be married. Her

dear papa might object; so, being a

dutiful daughter and fearing a refusal,

she had not asked him. Here follow

ed some directions for alterations to be

made in her theatrical wardrobe. Mam

ma would please tell her dressmaker to

put fringe instead of a puffing on that

mauve robe, and the blue might be trim

med with a darker shade of itself, as she

would not now wear it on the stage

above all, to ask Delauny not to disap

point her, as she would need the dresses

on her return, ending with a thousand

kisses to alter papa and rlrére maman.

To most persons, this event would

have caused no surprise. With Pélagie,

singing had only been a means to an

end. Her husband's wealth promised

this end: why should she seek farther?

While Marta was doing her best to

lighten the black despair that a second

time swept over her husband's life, the

elder Maurice entered, he too having

received a little note of adieu. He ac

cused the heartbroken man of complicity

in the marriage, threatening to prosecute

him for the debt for leather, now over

due, and after heaping insults upon him

as heavy as his own hides he stamped

out of the house. But it appears that

anger hurts more than grief. Pere Mau

{ rice had scarcely returned home when he

had a stroke of apoplexy to which he

succumbed, while Rudel only lived on

and suffered. He set himself in his de

spair to pay the debts of his hopes, but

Marta soon saw the task was beyond

him. A restlessness replaced his former

‘ tranquillity, and his eyes had an eager,

seeking look in them, quite different from

that patient, melancholy gaze of the past.

Marta resolved on a bit of deceit, the

first in her guileless life, and appealed to

her son-in-law for assistance in carrying

it out. Jean was not at all a bad fellow,

and the leather debt, as well as \-Valbert's

loan, was canceled miraculously. It was

no doubt easy to deceive Rudel now, he

had been misled so often. His mind

again showed symptoms of wandering.

When Pélagie visited the house he avoid

ed her presenee, saying,“ It is the spectre

of my voice that comes to taunt me, but

my voice itself I cannot find."

Marta, hoping a change might be ben

eficial, sold out the shop and good-will,

and again rented the cottage at Béhobie.

But little shoe mending or making was

done, and it was young Maurice's gene

rosity that now supported the old couple.

A year later, withoutinvitation or warn

ing, Pélngie arrived at Be’-hobie with her

baby. Not more fond of trouble than in

her girlhood, she had thought of trans

ferring its nursing to Marta. The latter

feared the effect her presence might have

on Rudel, but he did not seem to recog

nize her. The baby he treated with the

greatest tenderness, confounding it in

some indistinct way with Pélagie when
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a child, and lavishing the same caresses

upon it that she had received. l\‘Iarta‘s

heart sank as she looked on. “ He will

love her and she will deceive him," said

she, taught by bitter experience. “I will

not keep her: a third disappointment

must kill him."

But after a few days’ stay, when Pé

lagie prepared to return, it was found im

possible to separate Rudel from little Lisa,

and Marta, much against her inclination,

was obliged to let her remain.

Years passed, during which the young

child and the old man were constant com

panions. VVhether it was that being

brought up near her solemn, eager-eyed

grandfather she had caught his expres

sion as well as inherited his features, or

as an effect of transmitted qualities, Lisa

was strikingly like him. She too looked

as if always seeking for something. At

times Rudel would put his hand to his

head with a puzzled movement, as if try

ing to remember, but Marta would quick

ly divert his attention, and had taught

Lisa to do the same. She tried to oblit

erate all traces of past and intercept all

chances of future pain by warning her

grandchild, if she valued her love, nev

or to attempt to sing. " It reminds your

grandpapa of the voice he has lost," said

she in explanation; and Lisa obeyed.

The moment finally came that Marta

had foreseen : Lisa was old enough to go

to school, and the leather-dealer wished

his child to return to Paris. How would

Rudel bear this separation? Marta ap

pealed to jean Maurice, who kindly ob

viated the difiiculty by offering the old

people a little apartment in his hotel.

The Maurices lived in style, and Pélagie

was a great lady in her quartier. She

made some objections to her parents‘

advent: these remnants of antiquity

might look ill with her modern furnish

ing. But in spite of her objections to

“that crazy old man looking for his voice

about her house," or perhaps because of

them, jean sent the invitation, and it was

accepted.

The rooms facing the flowery court

were pleasant and quiet, with a private

stairway by which Rudel could avoid his

daughter's fashionable friends, and Lisa

could run in and see him at any hour of

the day. The cobbling tools were left in

Béhobie, Pélagie saying that the tapping

would set her distracted. She spoke much

of her love for music and the career she

had given up to marry jean. Rudel's

sole occupation was taking Lisa to and

from school, or walking on sunny days

in the gardens with Marta.

One evening Lisa was taken to the

opera by her parents: there was no one

to watch this child as she sat listening

in a corner of the box half suffocated by

emotion: there was no one to notice that

she spent a sleepless night, that she lost

her appetite and grew pale. Her grand

mother had told her never to sing, yet

every pulse was throbbing with desire.

To whom should she turn for counsel?

Her father was too busy, her mother nev

er invited confidence, her grandmother's

reply she already knew: Rudel only re

mained. It was with a great fear that

she ventured to approach the subject,

and after planning the conversation a

dozen times, in the end she broke down,

and hiding her head on his shoulder could

only say, "Oh, grandpapa, I want to

sing!"

Age is the true stream of Lethe. Lisa's

words could not rufiie its calm, but in a

mechanical way Rudel connected them

with \Valbert. "Walbert can sing," he

tranquilly remarked.

“Take me to \Valbert—-now, to-day:

I am so tired of waiting! I seem to have

been waiting all my life."

Thus entreated, he took the girl's hand

and went once more to visit the old, old

musician. They found him in the midst

of luxury, shabby from neglect, the mo

rose expression on his face seeming to

hint that success also has its failures.

"I bring you a voice," said Rudel

without the usual preface of greetings.

“ I wonder you are not ashamed ofyour

, self," answered \Valberttestily : “two fias

cos would be enough for most men."

“Do not speak so unkindly to grand

papa." It was Lisa, who at the same

time placed herself before Rudel as if

to defend him.

" You have the making of an actress

in you," snarled the singer.
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"I should like to sing."

“Go home, be a good girl, and say

your prayers nightly for a few years, and

no doubt you will," replied the cynic.

“Grandpapa said you could help us."

"It shows how crazy he is: no one

but a fool would come to me now. Si

gnor Tempesto is the rage.” Then his

eyes fell on Rudel, who, failing to under

stand the conversation, was gazing with

eager looks at the clouds.

“ He is always seeking for his voice

which he lost long ago," explained Lisa.

At these words the maestro’s mood

suddenly changed, and he remarked,

"A blessed thing it would be if there

was a place where the lost things of this

world could be found." He sat a mo

ment silent, then beckoned Lisa to ap

proach, saying, ‘'50 you too want to be

gin fighting the wild beasts?"

“I want to sing."

The old man, as if humoring her fan

cy, told her carefully how to open her

mouth, how to hold her tongue, and he

described what was in her throat and

what it was expected to do. Gathering

his strength for the effort, he sent forth

one note, round and pure in spite of age.

The next moment a clear soprano took

up the note, repeating it as true as a well

accordcd instrument.

The musician jumped to his feet:

"Fool that I was to recommend Tem

pesto, when there stands the child before

whom Tempesto's glory shall fade! I

shall yet see him quail. I am forgotten,

am I ? my method is obsolete? \\-"e shall

yet see the d d public bow once more

to my principles. Tempesto, indeed !

She shall be educated under my eyes."

Then he shook Rudel enthusiastically by

the hand, saying, "Wake up, man ! your

voice that was lost is found."

\Valbert fulfilled his promise: the rest

the public know. Lisa's fame is too re

cent and too great to need my word of

praise. It is true some say that she for

gets herself in her melody, that she is

not sufficiently an actress; but musicians

have told me that her voice was a rev

elation to the art. \Vhat need of action

when every shade of feeling finds ex

pression in tone? And her private cha

racter is just as beautiful. jean Maurice

confessed to a friend that she had saved

the family from ruin, although until then

the leather-merchant's harassed looks

had been credited to domestic rather

than pecuniary difficulties. Pe'lagie's

highest praise of her daughter is that

she is generous.

And Rudel and Marta? You must

have seen them in that curtained box

at the right ofthe stage: they are never

absent when Lisa sings. "Failure too

has its success," says \Valbert as he

looks at their happy faces, while Rudel,

pointing to the, stage, tells all who will

listen to him, " It is my beautiful voice,

that I lost, come back."

ITA ANIOL Pnoxor.

OVER THE VVATERS.

VER the crystal waters

She leans in careless grace,

Smiling to view within them

Her own fair, happy face.

The waves that glass her beauty

No tiniest ripple stirs:

Vi/hat human heart thus coldly

Could mirror grace like hers?

PAUL H. HAYNE.
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EDMONDO DE AMICIS.

IS there a greater satisfaction to any

cultivated person than the sudden

di'scovery of an original writer endowed

with a fresh, crisp and personal talent?

Of clever literary imitators the crowd is

legion. But individual talent is so rare

a thing that whenever it appears it al

most invariably excites surprise and dis

trust before creating for itself admiration.

since men and women are accustomed to

move and to start collectively when they

are requested to express the mildest of

literary opinions.

Eomoxoo 01-: AMICIS is not only a

new name: he is a new man in con

temporary Italian literature.

Foreigners who undertake the study

of Italian, tired of groping listlessly be

tween the obscurely-involved sublimities

of Dante and the flashy brilliancy and

over-easy wit of such comedies of Gol

doni's as are selected by teachers and

editors for the incomplete entertainment

of scholars, will take with delight a book

at once so vital, so‘vigorous and so man

ly in its style, so contemporary in its sub

ject and treatment, and in its form so

harmonious, as De Amicis's Vila 1l[1'/z'

lare. This was his first book. It ap

peared in I869, while he was a young

officer in the army which he has so dra

matically portrayed. The Vila 11/Ii./[tare

produced a deep sensation and assured

the success of its author. Everybody

read it, re-read it, talked about it, ad

mired it. It became at once the rally

ing subject of after-dinner conversation

between men of the most diverse polit

ical training and tendencies, while it

electrified their sympathy for a new na

tional object of admiration and of pride

—-the army.

The book is unlike any other I can

think of. It is a collection of sketches,

detached studies, taken from Nature

with the ease and the admirable sim

plicity of a youthful enthusiasm. There

is nothing about them done for effect,

and nothing sensational. De Amicis tells

you what he has seen and what he has

felt, but the 1nanner in which he tells it

holds a charm of its own as subtle as

the impalpable yet potent odor ofa flow

er. The force and vividness of his im

pressions communicates itself to your

mind in some unexplained, mysterious

manner, and before you are aware of it

even you implicitly trust the tenderness

and the pathos which have moved you.

Like him, you are drawn toward his

men by a feeling akin almost to friend

ship. Their welfare becomes a matter

ofimportance to you. You identify your

self with their humble daily experience:

you honor the unobtrusive abnegation

and the patient, unmurrnuring hardship

of their obscure life. You accompany

them in their dreary marches through

the blinding, sun-scorched summer days;

you share their silent, submissive weari

ness', their longing for a little rest; then,

when night comes, with what a sense of

full, heaped-up delight you hail the tran

quil hours of sleep under the tent whiten

ed by the sentinel moon!

De Amicis has w-ritten a volume of

short stories (N01/elle) noticeable for

movement and grace. He is direct,

rapid and not at all psychological in his

presentation of a subject. You think of

him not as of a writer who is bound to

entertain you, but as of a man you would

wish to know. You fix! what he is show

ing you. He makes ample room for real

life—-puts human nature to all uses of

vital expression. His men and women

are not silhouettes or artificial automa

tons: they have flesh and blood, and he

finds them in the ordinary chance inter

course of every day, but then how well

he knows how to set around them the

delicately - embroidered border of his

graceful fancy! Through his sense of

beauty—a positive pagan trait with him

—he is kept from being a mere realistic

writer. He does not choose for the hab

itation of his soul, like Dumasfi/s, dis

tracting social problems, nor does he
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please himself in a bewildering ponder

ing over such miseries as his philosophy

could not assuage. No. He looks at

life with the hospitable and untroubled

eye of a young man: he sees it full of

opportunities of good for every one, and

the gladsome joyousness of his animal

spirits lifts him far above anything ap

proaching morbid melancholy or cyn

ical coldness.

You might almost reproach him for be

ing so steadily sure of sunshine all the

way; for never allowing his buoyant and

wholesome expectation to go down; for

not initiating you into the confidence of

any failure of hope or ambition he may

have known. You wonder at such a tri

umphant taste of life, at so sustained and

eager a thirst for enjoyment; for he nev

er anticipates disappointment and ennui.

After the Vita /llz'/imn’, De Amicis

published a volume of memorials (Ri

cordi), which he dedicated to the youth

of Italy. It is chiefly a record of the

successive national events which follow

ed each other in the space of two years,

such as the inauguration of the ceme

teries of Solferino and San Martino, the

memorable entrance of the Italian army

into Rome, and the creation of a national

government transferred to the capital. In

the preface he says, "This is a book which

speaks of our country, of war, of studies,

and it speaks of them all with youthful

ardor, youthful faith and enthusiasm. I

dedicate it to young men, in the hope that

they will not read it without profit. In

varied ways it has but one thing to tell

the reader—-Love thy country and wor ."

De Amicis yielded to the persuasion of

his friends when he gave in his resigna

tion as an officer for the special purpose

of devoting himself to literature. Since

then he has visited foreign countries, and

we have his clear, animated account of his

experiences in other climes and among

new people. Naturally enough, his first

flight was northward. He wished to be

come acquainted with another race and

to see a gray sky; so he went to Holland.

His visit there has given us an interest

ing book. The fresh, invigorating breath

of the sea blows from some of its pages,

and you envy the appetite with which,

like some schoolboy set free in a cherry

orchard, he goes from one city to the oth

er, forgetting none, in search of those

pictures which have given to Holland is

immortality. The innate aptitude for art

which one expects every cultivated Italian

to have he possesses, and added to it he

has a discerning taste and judgment,

which render his appreciation of the

Dutch masters valuable.

After his return he went to Spain. It

was at the time of the sad failure Of.

Amadeo to endear himself to the Span

iards as their king. Minds were in a

ferment of excitement—partisanship nev

er perhaps ran so high. De Amicis con

trived to escape any dangerous compro

mise of neutrality of opinion, and by his

tact and his ready appreciation of the

patriotism which burns in every Spanish

soul he sufiiciently won the confidence

of the people he met to obtain the best

information about the nation and the pe

culiar position of its parties.

Making full allowance for the capricious

changes of a kaleidoscopic government,

and for the unsteadiness of the reforms it

announces, De Amicis‘s Spain (lqéagna)

may furnish you at any time with a just

understanding of the character and of

the charms of that romantic country ; so

that on closing the book you wish to start

at once to cross the Pyrenees. Madrid

calls you. You can hardly wait for the

moment when you may enter its museum

and the imperishable glory of Velasquez

will glow around you. You must see

Cordova, for the very instant your foot

touches Spanish soil there is no peace

left for you till Andalusia the Beautiful

ravishes you into the voluptuous dream

of her beauty. VVe share De Amicis's

suspense and excitement as he tells us,

“\Ve are drawing near to Cordova. The

train rushes on: we pass small stations

hidden among trees and flowers; the

wind blows rose-leaves into our faces;

great butterflies brush their wings against

the window ; a delicious odor fills the air;

the travelers are singing; we pass through

an enchanted garden. Aloes, orange

trees, palm trees and villas defile before

us. Then one cry: This is Cordova!

Once out of the train, I look around and
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I find myself alone. My companions

have disappeared. I still hear a faint

rumor of carriages driving off: then all

is hushed. And it is twelve o'clock.

The sky is limpid and luminous. I walk

on. Every hundred steps I come upon

a deserted piazzetta, and I stop to draw

breath. Everything is white; the win

dows are all closed; there is silence ev

erywhere. At every door a new spec

tacle ofiers itself. Arches, flowers, palms,

fountains—-a marvelous variety of de

signs, of tints, of lights, of perfumes,

here of roses, there of orange-buds or

of violets, and with the perfumes a cool

breeze, and with the breeze a soft sound

of women's voices, of the moving of

leaves, and of bird-songs—-a varied and

suave harmony, which, without disturb

ing the silence of the street, pleases the

ear like the echo of some far-ofi‘ music.

Ah! this is no dream! Madrid, Italy,

Europe, are certainly at a great distance.

Here people live another kind of life:

here one breathes the air of another

world. I am in the Orient. . . . My

heart beat quick as I felt how near I was

to the famous mosque, and, without even

looking at its magnificent door, I enter

ed. Then what I did or what I said I

don't know, for it is not possible to ex

press the sentiment of mystical marvel

which rises in the soul before such a

spectacle, so like the improvised reve

lation of a. religion, of a nature and of

a life till then ignored, which ravishes

the fancy. All the images of eternal

pleasure promised by the Koran to the

faithful crowd into your mind at the first

sight of the mosque, scintillating and ar

dent as it is, and they throw you into a

delicious momentary intoxication, which

soon gives place to I know not what soft

melancholy. A brief tumult of thought

and a rapid shuddering along your veins,

—this is the first sensation you know as

you enter the cathedral at Cordova."

A few months ago, Marocco, by De

Amicis, was announced as a coming

publication, and the day it appeared it

found its way into the hands of a score

of his admirers. De Amicis visited Mo

rocco in the suite of the ambassador sent

by the Italian government as its repre

sentative to the African empire. I-Iis op

portunities to study the barbaric splendor

of that demi-civilization, and to observe

the picturesque side of that untamed peo

ple, could not have been better, and he

has made good use of them. His sense

of individuality has enabled him to por

tray with a few vigorous touches some

of the most prominent figures of the

strange and fantastic procession which

passed before him; so that you almost

feel that you were there yourself, that

you assisted at those wild military ma

nteuvres, and that you were by turns daz

zled and disgusted by the inhuman dis

play of helpless lives sacrificed to the

unscrupulous, brutal tyranny of a hand

some, vicious, fanatical prince. Marocco

glitters and flashes like a Damascus blade

brandished in sunlight. The whole book

is thoroughly Oriental, and transports you

bodily beyond your own experience of

men and things.

If we try to find a literary father for

I)e Amicis, we meet Manzoni, the author

of 11War:wssz' 5,9031‘, for whom he avows

a sort of adoration. But the only affin

ity I perceive between them is the sim

plicity of style which distinguishes them

both. Manzoni's style is best known by

its extreme correctness of line, its archi

tectural precision. It is, however, color

less and cold, and uninspired. Fine in

some parts by the fitness of its rendering

of Nature, Manzoni's book gives us the

standard of his literary capacity. But it

is demurely domestic —placid and pure

like some island of blue in the sky from

which the storm has gone-—and if it has

genius, it can only be in the harmony of

its well-balanced monotony. If I were

allowed the comparison, I should say that

Manzoni's style is like the Madeleine in

Paris—an unvitalized symmetry—while

De Amicis's is more like some Greek

temple under a Greek sky, all light, all

sunshine, and chaste without being stint

ed in form.

His Italian is the Italian of to-day. It

is a modern language, at once full of al

lusions and of localisms, and of living

familiar turns of thought. The uncriti

cal reader finds in it the verve, the rapid

fire-lit lucidity and clearness, which cha
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racterizes the conversation of cafés and

of the street, between men who have ac

quired a certain acuteness ofintelligence

in their contact with the people, and who

are accustomed not to exchange ideas,

but merely to communicate impressions,

while the lillérateur rejoices in its pur

ism, its well-bred, spontaneous natural

ness. At last we getmodern Italian books

free from the obsolete, pedantic, ponder

ous monotony of a mannered expression.

De Amicis is the most genuine of all

the Italian writers of to-day. He is ab

solutely untouched by any English or

French influence, in this respect stand

ing quite apart from his fellow romance

writers, who are all more or less fasci

nated by the spirit of Byronism or over

charged with the brilliant, fantastic color

ing of Dumas, Gautier and others of the

same school. His manner, like his style,

is his own, and reflects a nature typically

meridional, with the vehemence, the mo

bility and the impulsive boyishness inhe

rent to the Latin race. There are no

sombre, sunless depths in it—n'o wild

waste of thought haunted by doubt or

despair or anguishing apprehension of

some failure hereafter. No: the sun

shine of youth falls straight down upon

his life as he lives it, and upon his pen

as he writes the pages we love to read

and cannot forget. It will be interest

ing to watch the growth and the maturing

of so rounded a literary talent, and to no

tice in what measure and proportion its

influence will either increase or diminish.

As De Amicis belongs to no school nor is

committed to any set, there is a chance

for him to keep unimpaired the pungent

flavor of his own individuality, and to

avoid falling into the grievous sin of

poaching unawares upon other men's

literary preserves.

To a robust and healthy sentiment of

reality which never lets him wander

away into the shadowy land of dreams,

but keeps the glance of his mental vis

ion clear, direct and questioning, De

Amicis in all his sketching of human

nature joins a delicacy of handling, a

reserve of touch and a discretion which

one is not accustomed to look for in the

writings of our realistic literary photog

raphers. Take the story of Carmela, for

instance. Here the naive simplicity and

ease with which the tale is told is its pe

culiar charm. We are in an island south

of Sicily, where there is but one village,

occupied by a military detachment sent

there to keep order among the four hun

dred prisoners exiled to that solitude.

One officer, a surgeon, the syndic and

a few other ofi‘icials are all the social

resources of the place. The village lies

close to the shore, and every two weeks

you may see at anchor in the small har

borthe post-steamer which performs the

service between Tunis and Trapani. So

rarely do any other craft stop here that

whenever one appears on the horizon its

approach is signaled to the peaceful in

habitants by the ringing of the church

bell. The piazza is bordered by the best

houses, including two cafés and two stores.

The house occupied by the commanding

ofiicer looks over the sea, and from the

windows you see the port, a long stretch

of the shore, and in the visionary dis

tance the mountains of Sicily. The isl

and is volcanic, and covered in part with

a forest of resinous trees.

Three years ago the bell was ringing,

and the people were crowding on the

shore to watch the arrival of the steam

er. It was early morning in April. Two

boats were sent, and brought back thirty

two soldiers, with one otficer—a young

fellow, fair of face, blond and of pleas

ant address. He shook hands with his

colleague, answered courteously to the

welcome of the authorities, and at the

head of his platoon, between a double

row of idle spectators, he came into the

village. An hour later he had been in

troduced to certain functionaries who

were waiting to receive him, and he and

his men occupied their post. The de

tachment they had come to relieve left

that very evening, and as soon as our

officer had taken leave of his companion

he went home. Tired as he was with

having been on the go all day, he need

ed sleep.

At dawn on the following morning he

was hardly out of his house when he felt

himself lightly touched on the shoul

der. He stopped, looked round, and saw
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standing before him, perfectly motion

less and in the attitude of the soldier who

salutes, a girl with her hair all loose and

her dress all crumpled. She was tall,

slender, and had a beautiful sinuous fig

ure. She fixed the ofi-icer with her large

brilliant black eyes and smiled.

“ What do you want ?" he asked, look

ing at her with surprise and curiosity.

The girl did not answer: she only smiled

and kept her hand to her head for the

military salute. The officer shrugged

his shoulders and passed on. But again

he felt the touch on his shoulder, and

again stopping and looking back he saw

the girl. “\Vhat do you want?" he ask

ed for the second time; and, smiling and

saluting again, she said, "I want you."

*Then, with the impatience of an unlock

ed-for disappointment, she stamped the

ground with her feet as a petulant child

would have done, and refused the mon

ey the young officer had offered her,

thinking that hers was perhaps an ec

centric manner of begging.

There was the first stir of life about

the piazza: people were looking on.

The officer felt annoyed, and ordered

the girl to go, threatening to have her

put in prison if she did not obey; when.

in the most deliciously suave tone of

voice, she murmured close to his ear,

" My own love !" and then walked slow

ly away. He thought to himself what

a pity it was! such a lovely creature!

For she was beautiful, a faultless mod

el of that superb proud beauty of Sicilian

women, in whom passion is a force which

does not inspire love, but commands it.

Her pensive brow and the spontaneous

movement of the eyebrows and of the

lips were irresistibly expressive.

The ofiicer ascertained from the sur

geon that this poor girl had become sud

denly crazed on hearing of the marriage

of her lover, the young officer who had

occupied that post two years before, whom

she passionately loved, and who had

promised her that he would come back

to marry her. Since then poor Carmela

had quite lost her reason. She was, how

ever, so harmless, so decorous, so sad

and gentle, that after a few months spent

without any result at the hospital she was

allowed to go about, and inspired the in

habitants with a tender com passion which

showed itself in the respect that surround

ed her wherever she went. No one ever

allowed himself the least liberty with her.

For hours, for whole days, she would sit

motionless and silent either on the shore,

watching the dancing and the sleep of

the waves, or on the stone steps or by

the young officer's door; and whenever

she saw him she invariably looked at

him with a heartrending tenderness, call

ing him “My own love! my treasure!"

Here we must admire De Amicis's

delicacy of touch in all the subsequent

unfolding of his narrative. He does not

tell you or explain a thousand things, yet

you seem to know all about these two

people. Carmela, with her childlike, ir

responsible, clinging fondness of nature,

her great sorrow and the dark desola

tion that has settled over her mind,

moves out imagination and preoccupies

our fancy. \Ve see her: we are sorry

for her. When she wanders alone on

the mountain, or, weary with her long

march, falls asleep among the grass on

the edge of the ravine, and the carbi

neers look at her and pass on, we should

like to stay by her, to watch over her

and take her by the hand kindly. If we

talked to her very gently, very slowly, or

if we sang to her some sweet love-song

which she had heard before, would not

light burst anew into her troubled brain?

Alas! she keeps on her strange exist

ence, and no one can help her. Now

she goes to her mother's cottage outside

the village and eats figs, the only food

she takes when she is hungry, or when

the soldiers go to drill she follows them,

obeying every order, and, like them,

silently.

The weeks went by. Sometimes, Car

mela, looking still 1nore beautiful and

with a new radiance illuminating her

face, would go and kneel down in the

church: sometimes she would sing—sing

so sadly and so sweetly it was pitiful to

hear her, more pitiful still to see her so

lonesome, unclaimed, homeless and deso

late, she so young and lovely. One even

ing the ofiicer was seated in his room

opposite the doctor. They were of the



690 [JUM;EDAIOND0 DE AJIIICIS.

same age, and had become great friends,

constantly thrown together as they were.

The officer was playing with the end of

his pen around the candle, when he sud

denly said, " How do you suppose it will

all end ? I shall certainly go mad: that's

the way it will end. I feel ashamed of

myself. There are moments when it

seems as if everybody must laugh at

me."

" Laugh at what?" asked the doctor.

"At what?" repeated the other, so as

to take time to answer. "Laugh at my

-—interest, my compassion for that poor

unhappy girl—-at my attempts, my—ex

periments with her, all so useless."

"Interest? Compassion? \Vhy, these

are not things to make men laugh, sure

ly!" And staring at him fixedly, “Con

fess the truth : you are in love with Car

mela ?"

“I ?" exclaimed the officer—"I ?" and

he remained breathless, blushing to the

very roots of his hair.

"Yes, you," answered the doctor. “Tell

me. Am I not your friend?"

“My friend, yes, but should I be sin

cere in telling you what is not ?" He

was silent for a moment; then, with the

impetuosity of a boy compelled to ac

knowledge some peccadillo, and turning

ashen pale and scarlet by turns, he said,

uI in love? and with Carmela? with

a crazy girl? I feel the utmost pity

for that unfortunate creature. I would

give everything in the world merely to

see her sane again. I would make any

sacrifice, as if she were one of my fam

ily. I respect her, because you know

how she has always respected herself

and loved as one who expects to become

a wife, and never trifled with her honor.

And is not her very madness the ex

pression of a soul full of goodness, gen

tleness, purity? And how beautiful she

is! Do you know how beautiful she is?

\Vhat eyes! what a mouth! and what

hands! Have you ever noticed her

hands? I look at her, and I say it to

myself, How melancholy it is that those

eyes, so full of sunlight, I cannot love!

Do you know that with such a face, if

that girl had her reason, every man would

lose his head. \Vhen she looks into my

eyes, smiles and says ‘My love !' or in

the evening, when it gets almost dark

and I can no 1nore distinguish her face,

but I hear her say that she has been

waiting for me-—that now she will stay

by me till morning, that I am her good

angel—what can I do? In those mo

ments she does not seem to me crazy.

My heart beats—beats as if I were in love

then. I call her by her name, ‘Carmela!

Carmela! you are not crazy? Oh repeat

to me that you are not crazy, Carmela !'

and she says, ‘Crazy!’ Then with one

wild laugh, and looking at me, she dis

appears. You will never know all I

have tried to bring her back to herself.

Almost every evening I have sent for

her, and I have played for her on the

guitar, or I have sung to her the very

songs her lover used to sing. I had them '

all taught to me. I have let her kiss my

hands, kiss my hair, then look at me

no, look into my very soul—with those

maddening eyes of hers; and all that

for nothing, nothing! \Vas it fear, or

shame, or remorse which made me feel

as if I had kissed a lifeless thing when

once, only once, I seized her hands and

covered them with kisses? . . . I can no

more sleep at night, because I well know,

I feel, that she is there seated by my door

waiting for me to come out. Sometimes

I think I hear her laugh in the piazza.

Oh that laugh! It is like a hand of ice

stretched across my heart, and I have not

the courage to look out of the window.

If I try to read or write or study, her

image is before me. It will not go from

me. How will all this end? Tell me.

Do you think I shall go mad ?"

VVhat follows would lose its intense

vividness by being broken into frag

ments of quotation. The working up

of passion, the final, unmistakable, im

perious assault of love upon the unguard

ed heart of youth,——all that is powerfully

depicted. V!/'e feel the anguish and the

emotion that surge up around his feeblest

hope of a change in the condition of the

girl when the officer relates to his friend

the various incidents of his long-repeat

ed, patient efforts to rekindle one ray of

consciousness where there is nothing but

blank vacancy, and he watches every
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least little sign of returning reason. Fi

nally, the momentous last experiment is

tried.

They say, reason is sometimes sud

denly reawakened in insane people by a

chance recurrence of events witnessed

by them in former time or by some over

poweringr emotion. Our hero thought

that he would have reacted in all its

slightest and apparently most futile fea

tures the scene of the farewell supper

given to Carmela's faithless lover on the

eve of his departure from the island.

Accompanied by the doctor, he called

upon the different notables of the village

for the purpose of asking them to the sup

per he wished to give. They both ex

plained the purpose of the request, and

one with the arguments of science, the

other with those of the heart, demon

strated as well as possible the importance

of the undertaking.

For some days, Carmela, who was not

very well, had spent most of the time at

home with her mother. The ofiicer and

the doctor went to see her. She was

seated on the ground by the door, her

head thrown back against the wall. On

hearing their step she rose, and with less

precipitation than usual came toward the

lieutenant, murmuring as ever the same

endearing words.

“Carmela," said the oflicer, "I have

news to tell you: I am going away. To

morrow I am going away from you. The

ship will carry me very far, very far away

from you -," and he pointed with his arm

as toward some very distant point.

“Away? away?" repeated Carmela,

following with her eye the direction indi

cated—"away P" And she added, "With

the steamer that smokes P" and she tried

to throw herself into the arms of the

young fellow to kiss him.

" It is of no use," he thought, looking

down.

"Repeat it to her again and again,"

suggested the doctor, " and let us hope."

They left, forbidding Carmela to fol

low them.

The supper was to come off on the

next day. Carmela, though not one of

the invited guests, had taken her accus

rooms, where, according to his order,

everything was‘ upside down, indicating

preparations for departure. The tables,

the sofa, the chairs were covered with

books, clothes, etc. Carmela seemed

surprised, and looked at the officer smil

ing: then she looked about her, and no

ticing the guitar, she touched the chords,

which gave a long sigh, then were hush

ed again; and she stood there motion

less, as if life itself were leaving her.

“Go home now, Carmela: you have

been here long enough. Go!" And

taking her gently by the arm the young

lieutenant pushed her toward the door.

" I will not," she said; and she stamp

ed upon the floor almost with a moan:

then slowly, slowly, without a smile or the

least perceptible change of expression. as

if she felt nothing, understood nothing,

remembered nothing, she went off.

The next day the officer did not go

out, and he refused to see Carmela,

though he knew that she was at her

post by his door. About nine o'clock

his guests began to arrive. First of all

was the doctor, who as he entered said,

“She is down stairs, and complained to

me of not having seen you. I asked her

if she felt well, and, after looking at me

hard for one instant, she merely said,

‘The steamer,‘ but she did not laugh.

\Vhat do we know of what may be going

on in that poor brain ? Let us hope."

By ten o'clock the circle was complete.

Everybody was seated at the table, when

they heard Carmela exclaim, "I am also

going on the steamer ;" and she clapped

her hands.

" Courage!" whispered rapidly the doc

tor into his friend's ear. “ Did you hear?

ldeas begin to fix themselves in her mind.

It is a good sign."

At that very moment the orderly was

trying to keep Carmela from bounding

into the room. She was standing by

the half-opened door, repeating, "It is

a whole day since I have seen him."

The representation was well carried

out. But in proportion as, under the

effect of successive toasts, each man

present began to forget the role he had

to play, the ofiicer felt more fiercely the

tomed place by the door of the officer's | beating of his heart, and his face betray
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ed more plainly the tempest of opposite

feelings that stirred his whole being. The

doctor meanwhile kept his eye upon Car

mela, who did not move, who seemed

transfixed with intensity of vision of what

was before her.

"A song! a song!

exclaimed some one.

The lieutenant took the guitar, tuned

it, and rising began. He was very pale.

His hands trembled as in fever, but he

sang with the utmost feeling and ten

derness a little love-song written by her

former lover. She stood statue-like, si

lent, only you could see an accelerated

movement of the eyelids, and her eye

seemed to dilate more and more as she

stared at the officer. All of a sudden

she pushed the door open and made one

step forward. She glanced from her

mother at the olhcer again, and at every

one present: then with both hands she

held her brow convulsively, sighed as with

pain, while her whole person trembled.

"It is time for us to go," said the officer

resolutely, and marched toward the door.

One cry, long, deep, despairing, broke

forth from Carmela's very soul. She

threw herself upon the lieutenant, and

passionately covered him with kisses:

she kissed his face, his hair, his hands,

the sleeve of his uniform, wild with an

unbearable bliss, like a mother who finds

living the boy whom she had thought

dead. Then after a few minutes the

poor girl fell senseless on the floor at

the feet of the officer.

Five months after that day, on a warm,

September night, so limpid and clear that

it seemed almost daylight, the steamer.

from Tunis, after stopping a few hours

before the little island village, was rapid

ly nearing the Sicilian coast. So smooth

was the sea that the steamer hardly

seemed to move. All the passengers

were on deck, contemplating in silence

the soft lustrous moonlight. At a dis

tance from them, and leaning over the

stern, a young officer and his young girl

wife were standing close to each other.

Far down at the horizon you could still

distinguish, like some vanishing phan

Give us a song!"

\ tom, the island they had left, and they

were looking at it. They remained a

long while without speaking. At last

the woman, lifting up her face, murmur

ed in a low voice, "It breaks my heart

to leave my poor village, where l suffer

ed so much, where I saw you for the first

time, and where you gave me back life ;"

and, letting her head fall upon the shoul

der of her companion, \Ve will return

there some day," she said, looking into

his eyes. “\Ve will go back to your

house, and you will sing to me that

song?"

“Yes."

"Sing it now," exclaimed Carmela in

a sort of transport—"now !"

And the officer sang close to her ear,

Carmela, ai tuoi ginocchi

Placidamente assiso,

Guardandoti negli occhi,

Baciandoti nel viso,

Traseorrcro i miei dl . . .

She listened, overcome with her emo

tion. "It is a dream," she said.

But the young man pressed her against

his breast, and said, "No, my darling, it

is the awakening."

And the steamer was going, going, as

if carried by the wind.

This story is the most dramatic, rather

than the most characteristic, of the Vita

1‘ll1'!1'lan:. Others, those which most dis

tinguish De Amicis as an original writer,

cannot be done justice to by any trans

lation, which must necessarily be inad

equate, for it is only in the untouched

charm of their own vital native language

that they can be fully apprehended and

enjoyed.

The strong personal talent of De Ami

cis is represented in painting by Fortuny.

Both men seem to have inaugurated a

new manner, to have opened a new pat.h

before those who, having no longing for

the ideal in art, and knowing none of the

questionings of the soul's unrest, use all

their mental energy to produce the éclat,

the brilliancy, the finesse and the vital

sparkle which is so much admired in their

work. H. M. Bsxsox.
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A LOVE-CHASE.

HE country-neighborhood dinner

party is perhaps a more delightful

affair than its city-bred cousin. But in

city or country, anywhere, everywhere,

is not the dinner- party the touchstone

of society ?— among civilized people

the most charming recreation of— re

spectability; among anthropophagi the

most brutal culmination of barbarism?

I/V2 come together in our best dress to

taste our friends: t/my meet in their

worst nakedness to eat their enemies.

There is a like praiseworthy social spirit

in both, only differently expressed.

The city dinner-party has a professional

manner of assured dignity and noncha

lant success that commands your homage

more than it wins your sympathy; and

then, too, it has some special formal pur

pose rather than a general friendly result.

In contrast, the rural dinner-party, how

ever grand the style, has generally no

other intent than blessed good cheer,

which gains zest from the country drive,

the neighborly gossip, the cosier archi

tecture, the simpler hospitality, and from

a certain freshness that even the in-door

atmosphere of country existence pos

sesses.

I recall one of these genial affairs last

winter, when we drove over in a sleigh

to the Macsorleys‘ place, Ridge Lea—a

drive of two miles along the but half

trodden roads, with the orange glow of

sunset softening the white outlines and

fading overhead, while cedars and hem

locks, as we brushed by, shook off little

showers of crystals, and the crisp air, tin

gled with frost, sharpened our appetites,

physical and mental. Lace_s and dress

coats were too well covered with wraps

and furs to permit the slightest suspicion

of disrespect to rugged, venerable Na

ture. No overture could have better at

tuned us to the hospitality of Ridge Lea

than did that winter ride. Half a dozen

neighbors besides our party were there

the lovely young widow Champney, the

Macnie with one armless sleeve, who,

since the war, had turned his prowess to

matrimony and agriculture, the literary

star of our rural horizon, Launt Barré,

and the young clergyman of our parish.

From without our neighborhood there

was only a Professor Shotman, whose

studies had been for several years among

the Indians of California, to identify the

aboriginal red men there with the Chi

nese and Japanese. A thoroughly charm

ing fellow was this professor—modest,

manly, humorous, only thirty-five years

of age, full of freshness and vim beneath

a veil of diffidence or indolence. As he

tells my story, I should give an idea of

his appearance: Tall, well made, well

dressed, a blond of fine straight features

well colored by out-door life, firm blue

eyes, strong head, and a great beard,

flossy as silk, that brushed his shoulders

with every turn of his neck.

Our dinner went on admirably, and

with the game and champagne the poet

ic perfection of corporeal exaltation and

spiritual sensibility was deliciously estab

lished. The gentlemen sat but a little

time together after the ladies left the

dining-room. 1\/lr. Tully, the clergyman,

and the professor soon followed them.

\Vhen the host, the major, Launt Barré

and I entered the drawing-rooms the

coffee-scene was very cosy and cheerful.

The entrance-room was brilliantly light

ed, but the inner one invited more with

its wood-fire glow and the comfortable,

animated group around the ample hearth.

The ladies, in attitudes of interest, seem

ed to direct attack or invitation to the

professor, who, evidently very much

amused and most indolently at ease in

the comfort of a great carved chair, ap

preciated the charms of the situation.

The clergyman, who leaned with an el

bow on the mantel, was smiling heartily.

Mrs. Champney was the leader of the

amiable attack on Shotman. His eyes,

however, while smiles stole over his face,

sisters Grace and Dora Telfare, Major 1 were directed to the exquisite profile of
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Grace Telfare, who, seated on a low

couch by a corner of the hearth, watch

ed the play of the fire, one check resting

on her hands. The professor smiled in

response to the widow's sallies, but an

swered little, plaited his beard and watch

ed Miss Grace. The theme was matri

mony—science as wickedly hostile to

domestic honors and duties. There was

much sense in the occasional single shots

of the professor, and a scurry of wit in

the volleys of the widow and her allies.

As we took places in the semicircle, Shot

man turned his gaze on our host, and

said with a laugh, "Though, Mr. Mac

sorley, I take ground against these ladies,

and firmly believe in theory that a scien

tific man should not marry—-should, in

fact, be a martyr to the sole pursuit of—

of——of—abstractions, if Mrs. Champney

so calls it—yet I will confess I was once

nearly married."

" Nearly marrird .9" repeated the wid

ow sneeringly: "you mean near marry

ing. Surely no woman would have—"

"Yes, she would and did," interrupted

the professor, lifting his head, “try to

ca/0/z me."

“What a [all]! ! Poor deluded girl!"

and-Mrs. Champney's lovely little notes

of merriment were taken up by the other

ladies.—"But tell us, vain man, of the

adventure."

The professor was comically confused.

He did not get back immediately to the

luxurious pose he had lounged in. He

smiled nervously, blushed, and faltering

ly confessed that the adventure was quite

a story.

"Excellent!" said the ladies and the

major—“ an after-dinner story I"

" \Vell I" The professor recovered him

self, his pleasant eyes twinkled sharply,

he drank off the last of his coffee, sank

back again as a patient does in a dentist's

chair, and, loosening the knots in his

beard, began: “It is a small adventure,

but rather strange: no glory about it to

me—rather the reverse, I am inclined to

think—but nevertheless a bit of romantic

experience not common to my sex. I

have always been much interested in the

Indians, even years before my present ‘

researches, and in '57 and '58 I accom

panied Ives's Colorado exploring expe

dition as a sort of volunteer, doing sci

entific work, general observation and

soldier's duty without assignment of pay

or ofiice, and therefore much at liberty

to follow my own behests. As Lieuten

ant Tipton, commanding the small mil

itary escort, was a particular friend, I

chummed principally with his party,

but toward the close of the expedition,

when Lieutenant Ives joined Lieutenant

Tipton's detachment near Fort Defiance,

bringing his interesting reports of the

Moquis and Navajoes, I resolved to see

something of them for myself. The ex

pedition was about to start on its return:

the survey completed, the two parties

reunited. I would remain with the best

guide and best horse to visit the Moquis

and meet such adventures as might en

sue. A Teguan Indian was the guide

chosen, a faithful, brave, intelligent fel

low, who had accompanied the expedi

tion from Fort Yuma, and proved him

self a most reliable servant. He was a

nondescript savage, a brave or valet as

circumstances required, smoked a pipe

and enjoyed a joke as an Irishman—the

Indian, you know, usually takes but a

few puffs of tobacco, as if burning incense

—was friendly and at ease with all tribes,

able to hold conversation with any, bad

a grace of manner and delicacy of fea

tures that proved some Spanish blood,

and, added to this unusual mixture, he

would neither he nor steal. He was

guide, companion, soldier and servant.

I had a treasure in my Teguan, and a

yet greater one in my horse, as l have

said, the pick of our animals; but of

him—rather her—I'll tell more when I

reach the particular service she did me.

I lived with the Hoquis for two months,

at Oraybe, Mooshahnah and Tegua, three

of the seven l\Ioqui pueblos. These in

teresting Indians are less red men than

any I ever visited, and more amiable in

their character than most tribes, red,

white or black. Because my guide was

a Teguan and spoke warmly of me. I

had special evidence of their friendliness.

I am pretty sure they never read the

Scriptures, and probably never enter

tained angels unawares, yet they right
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eously practice hospitality to white men.

Surrounded on every side beyond their

natural cliff-fortifications by some of the

most savage tribes on the continent, they

are obliged to limit the exercise of their

special virtue to whites.

"After several weeks spent with these

civilized savages, descendants of the

aborigines who formerly inhabited all

the country as far west as the San Juan

head-waters, as far north as the Rio Do

lores, some distance into Utah probably,

and south and south-west throughout

Arizona and down into Mexico, and who,

sun-worshipers, peaceful and prosperous

people, living by agriculture, had been,

perhaps a thousand years ago, driven

before the inroads of savages from the

north, until, in flight and after many

bloody fights, they reached the wellnigh

unapproachable, isolated bluffs of their

descendants’ present homes,—after en

joying for weeks their charming hospi

tality and the romantic influences of such

picturesque surroundings as I can bare

ly hint at on the way to my story proper,

we left the Moquis for their next neigh

bors, the Navajoes, the warlike inhabit

ants of the Tunicha Mountains, sixteen

miles north -east. It was a hot, hard

journey, sometimes climbing the intri

cate zigzags of mountain-spurs, some

times dragging wearily over dreary sage

plains, once crossing for an hour a rough

sweep of lava-crust. The bare abrupt

wall of the Tunicha. Mountains stretched

across our way, ever seeming but a mile

or two distant. My Teguan knew the

country, and on the third day we saw a

head-stream of the Rio de Chelly spring

ing, as it seemed, out of the mountain

wall. By its valley we were to enter the

Navajo domain and reach the south-east

side of the Sierra Carisa range, where

we should find a certain chief, the most

powerful and the wealthiest of the many

Navajo chiefs. My companion described

him as a wonderful savage in size, prow

ess and character, and said that if he

received us well my visit would be safe

and profitable. Not until our horses‘

noses almost touched the base of the

mountain-wall could I discover a way of

entering. Then, suddenly by the river

fissure, which was a rent or cafion of the

mountains, and running at an angle of

not more than six degrees with their

western face, we left the hot plain for

the shade and dampness of the narrow

valley of the Chelly. The water and

bits of moss~grass were most refreshing

to our jaded horses, and we halted for

a rest of many hours. Taking the trail

again, we ascended—-it was slow, peril

ous progress even with our sure-footed

beasts—the deep valley until, late in the

afternoon, the source of the little river

was lost in the feeding of many streams,

and we had come through the mountains

to their east side, and there, entering a

comparatively open country, grand and

wild though it was, we turned north-east

toward the home of Tarahara. Not an

Indian had we seen since we said adieu

to our Moqui friends three days before.

\Ve were traversing the breaks or val

leys—you would hardly, though, call

them 1/a//qys in this part of the country,

so irregular, unpeaceful and uneven were

they: however, they were the low lands

or approaches to the higher, bolder coun

try, and were the sources of the Rio Ca

risa, a strangely-beautiful little river that.

tlows north-east from the Navajo centre

to the sources of the great San' Juan.

The scenery was grandly beautiful in

its solitary boldness, relieved by colors,

those of verdure, sky, shadow and light

—indeed, some of the abrupt pinnacles

and angles of rock seemed painted in

black and red, gray and blue, as the

Painted Peaks of the Colorado cafions.

The setting sun beyond the heights be

hind us, yet reflected in the sky over the

mountain-heights, tipped the high peaks

on one side of us, and sometimes reached

away down their declivities. On a sudden

my Indian guide, who rode ahead, said,

but without gesture or change of his an

imal's pace, 'See! to the right, high_

see!‘ Of course this was expressed in

the vernacular we conversed in, a mixture

of bad, condensed English and broken

Teguan dialect with which I had grown

familiar. I looked in the direction indi

cated. On a jutting shelf of mountain

rock that hung hundreds of feet above

our trail ahead was a figure so motion
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less, so harmonious in color and outline

with the nven stone background, that I

should never, except for the Teguan's

exclamation, have discovered it as hu

man. In the distance I now made it

out as an Indian on horseback watching

us. As we went on, our gaze riveted on

the sculpture—for so it impressed me

the figure took action: the horse backed

on his haunches a few paces until oppo

site a break in the rocky background,

then swung about with a rear and dis

appeared. The Teguan uttered only an

expressive grunt.

In a few minutes our ears caught the

sound of hoofs and of flying stones.

Suddenly, in the trail ahead, and at a

turn of scrub-cedar thicket, appeared the

home and Indian charging toward us in

a fury of speed. The path was too nar

row for them to pass at that rate, yet

my Teguan in advance kept on stolidly,

as if unconscious of the other's approach,

only he threw back to me the one word

' Lahjalah,‘ which I accepted as the name

of the comer, and that all was right. In

a moment the dashing rider, within a

plunge of my guide, halted his horse

so instantaneously that the animal sank

back with hind hocks flat on the ground.

‘ Lahjalah !' exclaimed my Teguan. The

bold visitor was a woman, the daughter of

the Navajo chief, Tarahara. In the strik

ing attitude of that startling halt horse and

rider rested motionless for some seconds.

I removed my sombrero and bowed low.

The beautiful horsewoman gazed steadily

into my face without a word or gesture,

without a glance at my guide. It was a

picture I shall never forget—the wonder

fully beautiful girl of dark rosy olive skin,

of straight, delicate features, fearless,

questioning eyes, her finely-curved lips

a little parted and her throat throbbing

to regain breath, her body leaning close

to the thrown -back crest of the fiery re

strained steed—-as she looked with un

conscious defiance and most innocent

yet queenly inquiry at this blue-eyed,

flaxen -haired white man, who bowed

low in his saddle before her.

"The chief's daughter was riding in

man-fashion: Indian women never ride

otherwise. I-lers was a Mexican saddle,

with heavy, short stirrups. The bridle

was of thong, the nose- and ear-straps

colored vermilion. Besides the long

armed bit, a steel ring confined the low

er jaw, giving the rider immense power,

which of course had to be used with

immense skill. Beneath the jaw and

attached to the ring were many bright

pieces of silver. The horse, undoubted

ly a noble descendant of the fine-blood

ed Spanish breed—for there are a few

such among the Navajoes' much degen

erated mustangs—was a gallant sinewy

animal, black as jet, with tail and mane

of great sweep. His head was fine and

bony, the nostrils full and red, the eyes

flashing in his forced, statue-like pose.

As you will yet see, this same beast was

one mighty in deed. Last in this picture

I must describe my heroine's dress. Her

straight, black hair was taken back

through a fillet of silvery steel that en

circled her head from high above the

forehead to low behind the ears, and

hung in a braid—no, not a braid, but a

—?—-yes, in a sw1'/c/z—-behind. A brown

beaded and embroidered blanket, gath

ered at the waist by an ornamented belt

and hanging loose nearly to the elbows,

made a kind of tunic-body, and then be

low the waist with split skirts it covered

the limbs to below the knees. Her feet

were encased in raw-hide moccasins that

reached above the ankle: otherwise she

wore garments of something like red

baize, flowing, but gathered about the

ankles as zouave trousers. I-Ier arms

were bare except a wide brass or gold

band on one: the other was tattooed, as

I afterward discovered, with very orna

mental hieroglyphics. There! you have

Lahjalah, the Navajo chief's daughter, as

I first saw her. Certainly a more lovely,

noble-looking girl I never beheld outside

of civilization.

"Well, when Lahjalah had sufi'icient

ly studied this stranger in the Tunicha

Mountains, she heaved a long breath or

sigh, and, freeing her horse from the

curb, spoke some brief inquiry to my

Teguan, and turned rein to lead the

way. Sometimes in a trot, sometimes

on an impatient lope, she piloted us

along the uncertain path. Arrived on a
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meadow-plateau ofsheep-gama occasion

ally studded with pink-flowered locusts

and wild currant-bushes, under the rocky

enclosures of which plain were numer

ous huts of one band of the Navajoes,

we galloped a mile across to a rough

winding trail that ascended a redstone

bluff, its many crevices plumed with

scrub-oak and pifion, and in five min

utes by an abrupt turn we came out on

a mountain-esplanade of perhaps half

an acre, and before a—house? yes, act

ually a low stone-laid house—~a some

thing between a cabin and a cave over

hung by the rocks of a higher clifi". Here

I saw for the first time a relic of the in

telligence and civilization that inhabited

portions of the Colorado and Arizona

countries long, long before the present

savages came as conquerors. It was one

of the many ruins that I have since visit

ed, and was the first to attract my inter

est and research to the antiquities and

architectural remains of Western North

America. I shall not trouble you with

any more on that hobby of mine, except

to say that here Tarahara, undoubtedly

the most powerful and least savage of

all Navajo chiefs, had, with a wise and

refined eye, partly restored an ancient

habitation. The stones of which it was

constructed were irregular in shape and

size, but with the outer face dressed to a

uniform surface. The 'chinking' hav

ing worn out, the walls had the appear

ance of having been dry-laid. Perhaps

another story ran up originally to the

natural roof of overhanging cliff, a dis

tance of eight feet. There were two

openings for windows, and a broken

edged aperture that served for a door.

Inside were three apartments, averaging

about ten feet by eight, marked by holes

in the walls where timbers had once been

fastened, and now set off by partitions of

hide. The inner walls had once been

covered with smooth mortar. As I look

ed with surprise on this dwelling and its

swallow-nest site, Lahjalah sprang from

her horse to remove saddle and bridle

and free him to find his way to pasture

down the ascent we had just climbed.

The chief, stooping his tall figure, step

ped from the doorway. He was six feet
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three inches at least in height, gaunt and

muscular as a staghound, :1 man of sixty

years of age, probably, and with the stern

est and most stoical countenance you can

imagine. Hardly appearing to notice me,

he opened his mouth with just one word

of recognition to my guide, and listened,

without any expression of features, to

a short, low- spoken sentence from his

daughter. Then the Teguan, standing

at his horse's head, spoke, probably in

troducing me flatteringly as one commis

sioned with power from the great white

Father of the East — that I was a mirac

ulous medicine-man and a brave, and

much more evolved from his own imag

ination and diplomacy. At any rate,

my Tegu'an's harangue concluded, the

stony - faced Tarahara uttered a long

grunt, an Indian ‘amen,’ and critically

surveyed me. Then, advancing three

strides, he laid one hand on my horse's

neck and held out the other to greet me.

He gestured toward his house as if to

say ‘It is yours,’ and bent his head a

little in courtesy.

"As I afterward learned, this Navajo

chief was a man of note beyond his own

tribe. Besides being renowned as a war

rior, he was respected as a sage and coun

selor in his own mountains and among

savage neighbors to a great distance. He

claimed a fabulous lineage from some

first vicegerent of the Sun; he spoke a

few words of Spanish; he was in advance

of his people in morals, manners and in

telligcnce; and he had had for wife a

Mexican captive of rank, whose daugh

ter was the beautiful Lahjalah. The

mother had died years ago. From her

there came to the daughter a Spanish

vocabulary, a hidden yearning for return

to the white race, and of course a natural

tenderness toward the same people.

" Introduced within the walls of Tara

hara's dwelling while the Teguan went

off to tether the horses, Lahjalah, at her

father's bidding, prepared me food of

corn-meal and dried meat. I ate heart

ily, expressing appreciation and thank

fulness with pantomime and the few In

dian words I possessed, while the chief

stood by, silent as a most accomplished

butler and stem as an executioner. Lah
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jalah's eyes responded smilingly to my

acknowledgments, never ceasing to re

gard me with a pleasant curiosity and

hospitable solicitude that were far from

annoying. The meal concluded, Tara

hara 0fi'ered me a cigarette that he roll

ed in the dried tender inner bark of the

birch, and taking one himself, signed to

his daughter to light both at the same

time. This significant act of courtesy

implied the formal proffer of his hospi

tality: it was the breaking of bread with

him, the partaking of his salt. My Teg

uan returned: he formally explained my

mission as one to see the great Navajo

country, to learn its customs, to search

for the antiquities that 1 had heard of, far

toward the rising of the sun, as existing

in and near Tarahara's domains: all

these facts, I suppose, he made as com

prehensive to the Navajo as they were

to the Teguan, for the chief grunted out

amicable assents, and his daughter's face

expressed her pleasure. That simple cer

emony over, I took from my saddle-bag

a red clay Powhatan pipe moulded like

a Turk's head and with cherry stem:

this I formally filled from my own to

bacco-pouch and offered to the chief,

lighting it myself \\'ith a match. Then

I unscrewed the gold chain from my

watch and handed that to Tarahara, di

recting my Teguan interpreter to ask the

great Navajo and his beautiful daughter

to accept these gifts as a testimony of

my gratitude for their welcome. Tara

hara's huge puffs from the new pipe and

Lahjalah‘s blush of delight testified to

the success of my diplomacy: I felt in a

moment secure of their faithful good-will.

Thus was my safety and comfort assured

among the Navajoes. For several good

reasons Idid not accept lodging in the

chief's house, but made our camp near

by and on the same esplanade, in a dry,

sunny chamber of the architecturally

eroded rock-cliff. Here in the summer

weather we were most comfortable: our

few conveniences and fewer arms were

disposed at hand—our meals and move

ments were independent. \Ve might en

joy the friendship and defence (if there

were necessity for this last) of Tarahara,

and yet be our 'own masters to go and

come. Our horses were pastured on a

foot-plain of horse-gama watered by the

brook a hundred feet below us. All the

grazing-grounds of the foothills were well

stocked with Navajo wealth — horses,

thousands of them, mostly poor beasts

and small compared with the cavalry of

our \Vestern troops, but yet hardy, sure

footed and thoroughly serviceable in the

intricacies and roughnesses of the Indian

country: a few were fine specimens of

pure Spanish blood, beautiful, fleet and

spirited. These were generally the prop

erty of the chiefs or wealthiest men, and

Tarahara was known as the possessor of

the choicest.

“These facts of the situation are neces

sary to my story, and yet I am dealing

with them less quickly than I might,

hesitating diffidently before the import

ant explanation of after events—the ex

planation did not, however, come to me

until the crisis came—but to secure you

a ride home before the moon sets I shall

plunge into the tide-way of the adventure

with a-—a—confession—an avowal that

in the course of civilized society a mod

est man hesitates to make even to his

own consciousness. Telling of savage

experience, and with the Rocky Moun

tains between the reality and me. and,

as I beseech, with the gaze of you ladies

turned to that blazing grate there, I shall

for Truth's sake boldly say——La/ljalab

loved me /"

The professor dropped his eyes with

the rash confession, and did not perceive

how the glances of his hearers leaped

back from the burning coals to his burn

ing cheeks, nor did he seem to hear the

whispered female chorus of “Oh !" that

spoke surprise, affected anger and gen

uine excitement. Nevertheless, the fun

of the thing sparkled even through his

risen color.

“ Remember that Titania, under a spell,

loved Bottom on first view, and I know

with the weaver that ‘reason and love

keep little company together.‘ Pardon

her uncultured heart and me, unworthy

object of the passion. Remember her

inheritance of afiiliation with a white

race, and that perhaps she had never

before seen a white man. Imagine how
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the novelty of crinkly, calico beard and

hair, Saxon complexion and blue eyes,

with manners so much less courageous

before women than the Indian's, may

have touched the maiden's heart."

A shout of enjoyment here relieved

the professor's self-abasement, and with

a sigh of relief he looked up again and

continued:

"Living so near, indeed almost as one

household with, the chief Tarahara, and,

as it were, his guest or protégé, Lahjalah

was my frequent companion. Owing to

the grave, silent dignity and stem emo

tionless mien of the chief, Lahjalah seem

ed more like a captive than a daughter.

She obeyed his look, anticipated every de

mand for his comfort, but conversation

between parent and child was limited to

the fewest cold words, and when they

were at rest, as in the evenings when the

Teguan and I sat in their outer room and

smoked, Lahjalah lay close to her fath

er's feet without any caress from him or

any gesture or word of affection; and,

except the obedient, devotional expres

sion of her eyes as she at other times

followed his movements and looked for

his commands, I never saw any motion

of affection on his part nor of a child's

intimacy on hers. Yet the fierce warrior,

the just savage without mercy, the Puri

tan father, the ‘ Stoic of the woods, a man

without a tear,’ was no doubt wrapped

up in this his only child, the admiration

of his tribe. Expression was in bonds:

love and freedom were restrained.

“In those evening meetings, as I de

scribed to the chief, in answer to his brief

inquiries, civilized life, customs and gov

ernment, and tried, too, to explain what I

was learning of the history of those who

had inhabited this country before the

Navajoes and their ancestors—also at

tempting to disclose to his mind the

wealth his people had in the bituminous

coal-beds all about, and in the metals of

their unworked mines—Lahjalah‘s eyes

made enraptured audience; yet I never

thought how my poor utterances might .'

naturally be history, poetry and Scrip

ture to the untaught, wondering girl, who

had before this had no notion, except

could supply, of the great world beyond

her savage home. Perhaps from these

night-councils there arose an ambition in

this maiden of rare character and beauty

to go into that world of seeming enchant

ment which her mother had once lived

in: perhaps, too, the old chief, conscious

of the degradation of Navajo women, and

anxious for a better future for the child

of his poor captive wife, whose enslave

ment had no doubt secured his present

superiority to those about him, conceived

the possibility of making his daughter a

white man's wife. I do not know: such

speculations came too late when my un

intentional part in the romance brought

about results that caused me danger and

flight. Away from her father, accom

panying me and the Teguan on foot or

horseback as guide to the ruins I sought,

to cafions and heights of wonderful geo

logical story, or on my recreative explora

tions for scenery alone, she was no long

er the timid, silent girl. In fact, as my

companion I never realized her presence

as other than that of a daring, proud

willed, impassioned young man ; and

this does not seem strange when you

recall her costume, her style of riding,

and hear my assurance that her man

ners were as direct and natural as a

boy's; that she had not the slightest idea '

of coquetry ; that by force of Indian edu

cation she had never thought of herself

as a dependent creature, but rather as

an aid to and worker for man. On our

expeditions she was as ready and willing

as the Teguan to undertake any labor

that offered—to catch or tether a horse, to

saddle and bridle him, to carry a burden

or cook a meal—but she did all with a.

proud readiness and graceful energy need

ing neither command nor approval. And

we could converse freely in the mixture

of her patois and my limping Spanish.

We enjoyed everything together, just as

two hearty, honest, sympathetic male

friends would. To be sure. her manner,

with all its self-respect and fire, was gen

tle and tender, but that I considered nat

ural to her youth. Actually, if I did not

often think she was a young man, I cer

. tainly forgot she was a young woman in

such as Indian legend or intuitive fancy I need of protection or gallantry.
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“Well, so the summer went on. Sep

tember came, with the annual migration

to the Cafion de Chelly to gather the

peach- and corn-crops of that fertile hill

foot enclosure. We returned to our moun

tain-camp before October, and in a few

days more I must start for the States.

Coming in one evening from a wild

turkey hunt, I stepped over with the

Teguan, after supper, to present my

finest bird to Tarahara and to enjoy the

customary tobacco-smoking. The old

chief received us with his usual grim

manner, but his daughter did not appear

in the outer room. This was her first

absence from our nightly meetings, and

when, her absence continuing, I asked

Tarahara where Lahjalah was, he re

plied with an unusually emphatic grunt,

after blowing the smoke from his nostrils,

‘Ray-tai-a‘—that is, inside or within.

\Vithout her presence all sociability lan

guished. We smoked but once : the host

was more laconic than usual. The next

day I did not see Lahjalah until sunset,

when, without a glance toward my near

camp, she followed her father down the

hill-path toward the settlement of huts.

Their house remained dark through all

that night: no sparks nor smoke ascend

ed from beneath the cliff-roof. I was

' anxious, and in the morning questioned

the Teguan as to what these things meant.

He did not know, but seemed more un

easy than I. The next day I stayed at

home, writing up my notes and preparing

my few possessions for return to the States,

expecting, too, from moment to moment,

that I should greet the return of the chief

and his daughter. The Teguan went off,

without telling me his intention, to the

huts below. He wanted to discover what

the seclusion of Lahjalah and the last

night's departure meant. He returned,

evidently unsatisfied and annoyed, with

the request or command that we should

go to the Navajo council-hut that even

ing at sunset. To my questions of what

this portended the Teguan answered

nothing, but shook his head, and with a

characteristic gesture of his to indicate

he did not know, could see nothing, held

his hands before his eyes. I was puz

zled, but not alarmed, and as the sun

disappeared behind the tiers of west

ern mountains my Teguan and I stood

before the hide-curtained doorway of

the council-hut, the largest construction

of the Navajo'settlement, and yet nothing

more than a prolonged cone with walls

framed with stakes, covered on the out

side with branches, clay and bark, as all

their miserable huts were; but this one

was taller in ridge and walls and with a

length of twenty to thirty feet, and the

inner sides were hung with fine skins.

A double line of spears, decorated with

strings of beads, teeth, metal ornaments

and sml;$s, marked off a space running

the length of the tent from the dozen

Indians who sat on both sides. They

were all chiefs or great men of the tribes.

As we entered we were motioned to the

-upper or inner end of the central ave

nue, and we sat down, as were all the In

dians seated, on the ground. The Nava

joes joined in a one-word chorus to me,

‘Olo-ah,‘ which was a term of welcome.

Tarahara appeared then, and took a

place just within the doorway and direct

ly opposite the Teguan and me. Evi

dently, from the place, the persons and

the full dress, it was a council of some

import, perhaps to charge me with a mis

sion from the Navajoes to their white

Father at \Vashington. There was si

lence until all present had had a pull on

a big clay pipe that was passed from man

to man. Then Tarahara arose, and in

firm, cold voice, with slow words, few

gestures and no inflection of his sen

tences, recited something before the

council, addressing the interpreter, but

seeming to speak for or defer to his In

dian associates, for they nodded their

heads and uttered guttural assents as

the chief spoke, and at the close united

in one long chest-sound of approval. I

understood some words of the harangue,

but nothing of its import. I heard his

daughter's name twice repeated, and

recognized the terms for father, mother,

white chief, peace, wigwam, treaty and

a few others. It seemed a statement or

proposition—as I supposed, some nego

tiation that I was to convey to \Vashing

ton—but why Lahjalah's name should

come in I could not understand. Now
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my Teguan stood, as courtesy required,

to convey to me the Navajo's meaning

and the council‘s will. He stated first

that the powerful Navajo people and the

chief Tarahara honored my nation and

had taken me in their heart; that I had

come to them without fear, sat by their

fires, lived as ‘ii brother born in their

wigwam; that I was wise and told them

many good things; that they wished to

be nearer to the family of the great white

Father at \Vashington, and would join

the chain that hung from the rising sun

to the chain that was fast to the setting

sun by a link fashioned in their great

mountains; that among those who would

be brave friends and good children of

the great white Father was a maiden,

who, the offspring of Tarahara (descend

ed from the Sun) and a great white

squaw, looked upon him whom they

had warmed and fed with sunny smiles

and tender eyes. Here, when the Teg

uan read dismay on my countenance, he

interjected his interpretation with these

words: ‘Look glad and proud while I

talk, and when I cease to speak for Ta

rahara, rise and bid me tell him and

these other braves that your heart is full

—it cannot speak till another sunset. Do

as your servant tells you.' The faithful,

intelligent Teguan spoke that as a part

of his translation—no change in the flow

and color of his talk. He went on to

say that‘ the maiden Lahjalah was, I had

seen, very beautiful and good: she had

a great heart and many horses. Tara

hara would give her to me for my wife.

She should go sometimes with her white

chief to see his great people. I should

stay much with them, and teach the

Navajoes to make fire of the black stones,

to find gold and silver, to know more and

grow cunning. They would give me two

hundred horses. I should be a chief with

their chiefs, and a mighty chief after Tara

hara. \Vhat did the white man answer?‘

“Alarmed and confounded, I rose and

strove to appear overcome by the honor,

as I was 1nost truly. I bowed low to the

council. As I raised my head, recalling

the eloquence of Tarahara and looking

on the_stern old warrior who faced me

forked flash of electrical grotesqueness

lighted up the darkness in which my

mind stumbled, and 1 am sure that I

must have shown a proud and happy

front as Ideclaimed ‘The Loving Bal

lad of Lord Bateman,’ beginning—

Lord Bateman vos a noble lord,

A noble lord of high degree.

The Teguan heard me in amazement.

dumb to the sense and loftiness of my

harangue, until, concluding my elocu

tion with that fifteenth verse—

' .Vo|. news, vot news, my proud young porter?

Vol: news, vot news? come tell to mc.'

‘ Oh there is the fairest young lady

As ever my two eyes did see.’

I kept the current, but enlightened him

thus: ‘ A medicine-charm, that‘s all, my

honest companion. Now speak for me

what I s/mu/1!’ say to save us. The Na

vajo honor is impossible to me. Let us

get out of this as quickly as possible.’

“He took the cue. Iknow not what

he said in translation, but at the close

of his words the council expressed ' It is

good’ in a grunt fat with satisfaction, and

the Teguan and I passed out into the

night-air.

"After a few minutes’ walk, and a silence

only disturbed by my faithful compan

ion's exclamations of distress, he said,

‘Master, you will take Lahjalah for a

wife ?'

No, Walnoo-Heija, it cannot be.‘

“'Doros!‘ (alas!) ‘then these Nava

joes will kill the white man.‘

“ What a position! Not a tint of the

Lord Bateman flash remained to break

the darkness.

"‘My brave \Valnoo-I-leija, we have

twenty-four hours, and my refusal is not

suspected. \Vhat can be done ?'

"\Vhile we walked on for a quarter of

a mile farther, I received no reply save

my Teguan's internal utterances. VVe

came to the-trail ascending to our camp.

Then my guide halted: ‘We must go

to-night. We lie down. Not Walnoo

Heija: he creeps away to the master's

horse. Tarahara, Lahjalah, sleep. All

is still. The white man hears in his

dream the coyote bark. A cat crawls

at the other end of the council-hut, a I from your blanket, and climbs down the
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steep wall to the grass-place. The horse I a handful of tobacco, my note-book, the

is ready. The white man flies, flies, flies. hunting-knife in my belt and my light

\Valnoo-I-Ieija leaves his horse to eat. l mongrel Purdy (one shot- and one rifle

I-le crouches, he hides, he runs as the

wild-turkey. In three suns he will see

the white man with the soldiers.‘

\\'here ? Fort Wingate P‘

"‘U-umph! Let us go by the chiefs

door: he is ahead.’

"I did not realize the danger my In

dian friend was assuming in my service.

If I escaped, he must fly or sufl'er as my

accomplice. His animal had broken his

tether the day before, and gone ofi' with

one of the Navajo herds: he must flee

on foot. Fort Vi/ingate was fifty to sixty

miles south-east by east. I knew that

the moon would both aid and endanger

me—that I was to follow the valley-curve

along the eastern sweep of the Tunichas

south, past the ledge of Chusca Moun

tain and the base of Topped Peak, with

three head-streams of the Rio Chusca

and the beginning of the Cafion de

Chelly to cross on the way, for I had

made excursions in that direction, though

never in its entire extent. After that was

a desert plain almost trailless to Fort

\Vingate, with the spire-like cone of the

volcanic San Mateo to the east as guide

and beacon.

"As we passed the old chief's dwell

ing we saw him within and saluted him.

Lahjalah was not there: she had re

mained below with the women, and I

could not see her again until the matter

of the council should be ratified. Reach

ing our camp, there were but few words

between the Teguan and me. He ate

heartily, and stowed away on his person

rations for his journey. He looked at

his belt-knife and drew tight the broad

thong about his waist. I made him take

my revolver, a better weapon than any

other in his panther-like flight, climbing,

hiding and running. Equipped, he stole

over to see if Tarahara slept: yes. He

returned, took my hand firmly, and

whispering, ‘The coyote! come very

quiet—-quick!‘ crept under the buffalo

skin of our doorway and was gone.

I prepared myself for flight, leaving

everything behind but the garments that

clothed me, a lump of jerked bear-meat,

barrel), with some few cartridges. Then

I lay and waited—thought, for in the

action and stimulation of the two or

three hours since I had entered that

council-hut I had hardly realized the

situation. Charming as may ordinarily

be the prospect of matrimony, and love

ly as was Lahjalah, it seemed terrible

to me to be summoned so suddenly to

marry or die: the last had not, of course,

been presented to me by the council, but

it was suggested there, and required not

my guide’s confirmation. How could I

live with the Navajoes? How bring

Lahjalah into such a society as this?

Fancy me shopping with my bride at

Stewart's, and the street-boys peeping

through the windows at the syuaw!

Imagine, dear ladies, hundreds of other

incongruous situations—letters from Bar

num offering large sums for Mrs. Shot

man to ride at the Hippodrome in a

Navajo lassoing-scene, etc., etc.! The

settlement on me of two hundred wild

mustangs and the rank of chief might

have tempted me if I had ever before

.this night had the slightest thought of

love between the glorious Lahjalah and

the ungallant me. As it was, I must do

a most unmanly act, or, at any rate, at

tempt it at great risk — fly from a maid

en's love. In the bright clear horizon of

freedom, bachelorhood and the States the

enchanting mirage ofTunicha Mountains,

Lahjalah, a ' dusky brood,’ and the noble

savage father-in-law vanished."

- The gentleman laughed, some of the

ladies smiled with non-committal sweet

ness, and the literary man remarked that

the professor was not a joaquin Miller.

The professor believed he was not, and

continued: “In that supine waiting my

thoughts were not romantic. There was

danger before me, perhaps death: there

was the sad, reproachful picture of the

mortified, high-spirited Lahjalah, and no

noble flight as that of my scriptural an

cestor, Joseph, to exalt me. So I lay in

inglorious aflliction, nothing in heart or

mind to cheer me, while the moonlight

stretched through open roof and swaying
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doorway, and the silence of the mountain

height was awful with suspense.

"I waited and listened, my nerves

trembling. At length there came a low,

prolonged sound. It arose in a tremor

of bated complaint, and then ended ab

ruptly in a.sharp note of anger or alarm.

You can readily fancy it if you have ever

heard the distant howl of a dog be-cle

moned by the moon. It was the Teguan's

imitation of the coyote's night-cry. It

was my signal! In one second I was in

cat-like motion toward the face of the

clifi'. I shall not describe the caution

and peril of the descent. Having reach

ed the plain, I was in five minutes more

beside my mare. The saddle was on her:

I had only to slip on the bridle that lay

by the tether-stake, cut the thong and

mount.

"\Valnoo-Heija was not in sight. He

was not far off, I felt sure, but hidden in

the shadows, his flight begun. My mare

had been the prime animal of the expe

dition. Before my choice of her I heard

some very big stories of her gamincss

and endurance. In my ownership of

Kira I had proved her intelligence and

fieetness. also that she was as high-strung

an animal as ever a man bestrode. So

Iicit her to do, and she would do or die:

attempt to coerce her, and the animal

was sure to become the master. My

partnership with Kira was one of affec

tion and confidence. She was a steel

gray, tifteen hands high, not handsome,

but very ‘ bloody‘ and full of grace and

fire. Had the Teguan gone with me in

this ride with his mustang, though it was

a good one, he could not have escaped.

But I must not anticipate.

“I first walked Kira very gently to the

shadows of the cliff, trying to impress her

by pats and whispered confidences with

the importance of her duty. Under the

mountain-side I still kept along slowly

and softly as possible for a mile. Then

a sharp angle and ledge jutted out be

fore the mountain swept away west in a

curve, and there I must cross the now

broken, unverdured ground and take to

a stony gorge, once the bed of a stream.

I picked my way, restraining Kira and

anxiously looking to every side. When

near the gully, I turned to study with a last

search the way I had come. Heavens!

how that glance startled me ! There in

the mountain -walled grazing-plat from

which I had started was a moving figure,

unless moonlight shadows and distance

deceived me. I turned Kira and halted

to make sure. Yes: it was a horse and

rider. My mare saw them as well as I,

her ears pricked, her head thrown up

and out. They were not following the

protection of the cliff-sides, but crossing

the open, straight in our direction. I

swung about and made for what I have

termed the gully—really a natural road

way, winding, stony, unverdured, depress

ed sometimes but a little, sometimes a

rod below the general level of the land,

and seeming to trend in the line I should

travel. It was no doubt the bed of a

stream that centuries ago had hurled

along the rocks left everywhere in its

track, now bedded unevenly with sand

and débris blown there by the gales of

the plain. Here and there in its way

were scattered growths of dwarf cacti or

pifions ; at times its course was as a rail

road-cut through high banks; occasion

ally it was intersected by ravines and

fissures of the plain. It was possible

that my apparent pursuer had not yet

discovered me, and that the gorge would

hide me for a time. Kira was anxious,

but the way was too rough to permit of

more than a broken trot, sometimes a

few rods of lope, even with her sure feet.

I rode on in the stream-bed for about

twenty minutes without knowledge of the

other traveler of this wild expanse. You

can picture the stage of action—the vast,

broken desert plain, a low table-land, ir

regularly crested, with wide eroded tracts,

with volcanic rents exposing low tortuous

bluffs and dark isolated fragments of the

uncovered strata; now a weird pigmy

tree to intensify the desolation; the sur

face uneven with jagged stones or the

untrodden yielding soil of alkalics, and

covered with efflorescence; the still, hot,

dry atmosphere; the scorpions, spiders,

rattlesnakes and centipecles, the only life

of this awful dreariness, crawling from

their retreats to the night-air; to the

south and west low craggy pinnacles of
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dark hues projecting in occasional start

ling abruptness, and, farther yet, the re

mote distance fading in the illusive moon

light to a fantastic, changing horizon.

This spread-out foreground, barren, des

olate, yet fascinating with featureless awe,

was all in drear, harsh contrast to the

grandeur of the mountain-range on the

west and the towering masses with ver

durous ravines from which I had started.

Their battlements and sculpture grew

grim and vague, overlooking in the sta

ring moonlight the relentless void.

"My mare's quick ears and a nervous

ness with which she clinched the bit

made me turn again to look behind.

Now it was plain that imagination had

not created a pursuer. There, entering

the gorge where I had, was a mounted

Indian, but nearly a mile behind. Nei

ther he nor I could ride fast along such

a track, and now that he had evidently

discovered me and given chase, I looked

to the locks of my gun and aided Kira

in her impatience. On the right, just

ahead, was one of the ravines crossing

the gorge. Through that I turned for

the plain. The footing could not be

worse—it might be better; and so it

was just there. I came out on a little

stretch of dried vegetation, the ' gama’

sod covering a slope of the plain, as I ap

proached one of the small head-streams

of the Rio Chusca. ‘ Now, Kira, my girl!‘

I said; and away she bounded, proud and

happy to be let out untrammeled. In a

mile more we reached the dry, narrow bed

ofthe stream, and leaped it. The Indian

had not appeared from the gorge. Had

he continued beyond my exit to cut me

off somewhere ahead? No, but he need

ed as much time as I to make the length.

He rode it more quickly than I, for in a

few minutes I saw him on the open, com

ing like a bird. ‘ Kira dear, the red devil

is gaining !' For the first time that night

I touched her with my heels. And we

went. Fleet as was the pace, the mare

seemed to pick every spot her feet hit;

and it was necessary, for we had left the

gama sod and were again on the yield

ing alkali soil, with its lays or drifts of

jagged, friable stone. So we plunged

on, I know not how much longer, the

ghostliness of the scene unchanging, the

western Tunichas dropping more and

more to the south, my mare breathing

fast but regularly, her delicate ears point

ing back and ahead, the distance between

me and the Navajo remaining apparent

ly unchanged. Another long, almost un

defined slope and a little sage-growth

underfoot as we drew toward the second

small tributary of the Rio Chusca.

“I had determined my tactics in case

a trickle of water should show itself there.

One hundred rods from the stream-way

I lessened my mare's speed, and a few

rods off reduced it to a trot. Yes : there

was a handkerchief-width of water run

ning. ‘ Hold, Kira-—take a mouthful : I

will look after Mr. Indian.’ She trem

bled impatiently, snorted toward the pur

suer drawing nearer and nearer, lowered

her head, threw it up again. I hung the

reins on the pommel and cocked the

rifle-barrel. It was time for my mare to

moisten her mouth: when again might

we find water? It was time to lead a

card for my opponent's game. Down

confidently went Kira's nose: she under

stood the position. On, on came the In

dian at his fleetest charge. Something

he brandished in his right hand. Two

hundred yards—eight rods—six rods!

1 brought my weapon to the shoulder.

Kira had had her refreshment—was up

firm again, prompt for the start. As I

covered my pursuer his animal fell to a

dead halt, flat on his haunches: ‘Setja

Berharbe ‘ (my name among the Indians

—Sz'lk 1i’eara'), ‘retaryo!' (return). It

was Lahjalah! Oh, the tone of that

hasty entreaty-command! It rang over

that desolate plain in notes of startling

pathos. Never in so few seconds did I

suffer such conflicting emotions and dis

tress. But her horse was advancing again

at a gentle pace. I gathered the reins,

uncocked my rifle and answered in Span

ish, ' Lahjalah, it is impossible: farewell !'

\Vith my words the mare sprang off in

tremendous springs, and the most dire

ful shriek I ever heard from human voice

shot after me a terrible threat and curse.

“The weapon Lahjalah held was a

lasso! To flee from an enraged man is

trying, even with the sense that you may



1877-]
7°5

A LOVE-CHASE.

turn at length and fight; but how utter

ly frightful it is to strain every power in

flight from a woman possessed as was

that Indian girl, and to know that de

feat must be without a blow! Of course,

I could no more have harmed Lahjalah,

even for liberty or life, than I could now

harm one of you ladies. Lahjalah was

in mad pursuit. Turning myself toward

the pursuer as the chase was renewed, I

endeavored to express by some action the

misery of my fate, the conflict between

impulse and destiny—-that it was enforced

retreat, not resistance: 1 bent low my

head, and in desperate earnestness to

make chivalrous confession I threw my

trusty Purdy far from me on the plain.

“That ride seems to me now as the

terror of a weird dream. It returns to

me again and again in sleep, vivid and

distressing. How long or how far we

rode without any new episode in the chase

I hardly know. We leaped a wide, rag

gedly-bluffed stream, dry and rock-bed

(led, the third in the course; we climbed

and scrambled with peril through huge

rents and fissures; we rode to the best

that our animals could do, yet I not

urging Kira as Lahjalah did her horse,

which, the best of Tarahara's herd, could

not equal in such stress of endurance

my splendid mare. Sometimes the In

dian girl gained on me; but I felt able to

make up the loss, and strove to preserve

Kira for the struggles there might yet be.

As Lahjalah made these gains—which,

however, never brought the pursuer near

enough to hurl her Iasso—she repeated

in tremulous contralto that tender com

mand, ‘Setja Berharbe, retaryo!' and,

as my mare drew away again thrilled

me with the scream of rage and despair.

“The crisis was not far off, for the

head-rent of a great cafion lay nearly

west of Topped Peak, and there lowered

the distorted cone of the mountain near

ahead and to the right. And now I

could hear the labored breath of noble

Kira and feel the heaving of her flanks.

Still, her ears were in motion, and she

seemed to recognize with pleasure my

stroking of her neck and the words of

encouragement I spoke. From the In

dian horse, fifteen or twenty rods behind,

came the thick, fast, throbbing wheezes

of his distress. With all his pluck, he

could not last much longer, and his rider,

striking him fiercely with the whirling

lasso now, could not force him nearer to

the watchful Kira, whom I strove to hold

up as I considered the work yet to be

done and noted the weakeningr struggle

of Lahjalah's steed. Onward we sprang,

pursued and pursuer. Before us soon

there stretched in devious line across the

plain a rent that seemed to start in a vast

disorder of gorges and furrows in the

east, as if the whole surface of the plain

in that direction had been heaved and

seamed by an earthquake, and to extend

widening and darkening as far as sight

could distinguish in the west. It was

the Cation de Chelly, rising in an im

mense, impassable upheaval of a once

inland seabed, and running to the dis

tant Rio Colorado. Could it be crossed?

\Vhile far from its course I distinguished

the uneven width of the scam. Ap

proaching it so rapidly, my eyes anx

iously sought the narrowest point, and,

having chosen, I directed my mare there,

in ignorance whether the leap might be

small or impossible. At our speed the

doubt must soon be solved. I was in

desperate strait. My nerves were tight

strung by the excitement of the adven

ture, by the exaltation of the ride. There

was an intoxication of peril, romance

and supreme endeavor and the sympa

thy with my gallant animal that incited

me to daring. Daylight's truth might

have dispelled this spirit: the night's

moonlight fostered it. The quick, heat

ing time of the flying hoofs, the rhythm

ical swells of the scurrying gallop, the

fast-panting breaths of the striving mare!

Nearer, nearer and nearer we sprang to

the rent of the cafion. Again, ‘Setja

Berharbe, retaryo!' in shrill ejaculation.

I was pressing Kira for courage and best

endeavor: what might be the leap be

fore us? Yet the startling entreaty of

that cry made me turn my head. \Vith

fleeting glance I saw Lahjalah breaking

her horse's rush, and the arm from which

the lasso hung warning me back from

the gap of the cafion.

" Brief and supreme were the moments
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following. ‘ Ki-ra !' She rushed to with

in one bound of the gulf-sheered with

terror——made a great spring to return. In

that I urged her till she had covered half

the distance between the cafion and the

halted Lahjalah, then in a flash I wheel

ed her again and struck her flank with

the knife I had drawn from my belt; yet

I saw Lahjalah in motion as I made the

desperate turn. That blow and the fierce

word of rage or fear that I hurled in Ki

ra‘s ears sufficed. She dashed madly forthe cafion. I did not think in that flying '

moment whether the black gap were wide I

or narrow: 1 did not measure it by eye,

not see the intervening gulf sixty feet in

depth. As she touched the brink I was

conscious of a prodigious plunge and her

savage snort. The only other conscious

ness I had of that wild moment was of

a black whirl, as when one falls in a

dream, and that something was drawn

over my face. Then flight was arrested

with a shock. I lay on the ground by

the head of my prostrate Kir_a. The

rugged cafion-edge was just beneath the

buttocks of my mare, her tail hanging

over the edge. Something pressed my

neck and held my left arm close to my

body. It was the coil of the lasso. Op

posite, and not more than twenty-five

yards distant, stood Lahjalah by her

horse, her hands on the thong bound to

her saddle; but she made no motion to

take advantage of my bonds. Strange

to say, the hunting-knife was still grasp

ed in my hand. I cut the lasso, and

the end slipped back into the eafion. I

rose, and helped my poor animal to her

feet. I was not sensibly injured, but

noble Kira, trembling and covered with

sweat, breathing painfully and her head 1

extended, showed with the first attemptsat faltering,r steps that she was badlystrained, if not more seriously hurt.

None but a wonderful horse could have

made that leap. After the long, heavy

race it was a prodigious performance. I

feared no further pursuit, though in the

far distance to the north I made out ap

proaching horsemen. But before they

came to the cafion I must get beyond the

range of arrow or rifle. Leaving her ex

hausted beast, Lahjalah advanced to the

chasm's edge. She looked into its depth.

The moon fell upon her with calm piti

lessness : not a fleece of cloud was there

to veil the struggle in her noble face, the

wounded grace of her lovely figure. She

raised her eyes and looked firmly at me.

What could a man do less than kneel

toward the half-savage girl and bow his

head for pardon ? I muttered‘ Farewell,

Lahjalah !’ and remained in my humilia

tion until she moved away. Not a word

did she speak.

" In two hours more the moonlight was

fading before the dawn of day. The

waste of that desert plain, the illusion of

moonlight dying out, was terrible. Ex

hausted, fevered with thirst, my mind

harrowecl with the sad picture of Lahja

lah, my ears echoing to the startling tones

of her voice, I struggled on beside my

poor mare. The sun came up, and be

neath its scorching rays we dragged on

for hours before a stream and the desert

borders were reached. That night we

entered Fort \Ningate, the once proud

Kira a cripple for life. The next night

my Teguan came in. Such was my es

cape from the very noose of matrimony."

“Professor Shotman,“ exclaimed the

widow when the silence of interest had

taken a long breath—" Professor Shot

man," she exclaimed with a nervous

severity which she strove to disguise in

a smile, “no woman will ever again try

to mid: you. If I were you I should

return to the Navajo wilds and marry

the ‘glorious Lahjalah.' "

CLARENCE GORDON.
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PROTHALAMION.

I.-—FlRS'l‘ LOVE.

OFT rosy twilight skies of early spring,

Where trembles the resplendent evening star

Above a shadowy world riew blossoming,

That breathes forth dewy fragrance nigh and far;

Mysterious whisperings as 'twixt branch and breeze,

Faint rustlings, murmurs, interrupted notes

Of flute-voiced birds—dear God! what mean all these?

A strange aérial message subtly floats

From the Spring Spirit to the maiden's breast:

She gazes forth with languid, dreamful eyes

On the expectant earth, the glowing west.

Upon her heart hath gained the new unrest,

The piercing thrill of some divine surprise,

\Vhile one supreme star holds the boundless skies.

ll.—PSYCHE.

Who loves, believes.—\‘Vithin a silken room

A faltering sylph uplifts her flickering torch

Above a sleeping god's ambrosial bloom:

Blissful, she heeds not the hot drops that scorch

The immortal flesh. Ah! darkness of the tomb

Makes itself felt: she hears swift wings rush by,

And knows henceforth the outraged majesty

Of love hath plunged her into loveless gloom.

The loyal maid reads o'er the fable wise,

And dreams and wonders, for she would not raise

The veil from those celestial mysteries,

Despite all taunts of envious tongues‘ dispraise:

Far rather quench the torch, smite blind her eyes,

Than sacred love profane with worldly gaze.

IlI.—MARRlAGE-BELLS.

Music and silver chimes and sunlit air

Freighted with scent of honeyed orange-flower;

Glad, friendly, festal faces everywhere.

She, rapt from all in this unearthly hour,

With cloudlike, cast-back veil and faint-flushed cheek,

In bridal beauty moves as in a trance

Alone with him, and fears to breathe, to speak,

Lest the rare, subtle spell dissolve perchance.

But be upon that floral head looks down,

Noting the misty eyes, the grave, sweet brow-—

Doubts if her bliss be perfect as his own,

And dedicates anew with inward vow

His soul unto her service, to repay

Richly the sacrifice she yields this day.

EMMA Laz.-mus.
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THE CHINESE AT BEAVER FALLS.

EAVER FALLS is a village of four

thousand souls on the line of the

Pittsburg, Fort Wayne and Chicago Rail

way, thirty miles below Pittsburg. It is

prettily situated at a bend of the Beaver

River, popularly known to the inhabit

ants as "the Creek." It possesses coal

and natural gas, and is an incipient Pitts

burg in its manufactures. Its chief merit

in the eyes of the capitalist is the water

fall of the river, which gives consider

able power.

These features, however advantageous

they may be, would hardly have made

this village more conspicuous than many

others of like character had not an ex

traneous circumstance contributed there

to. In a word, the ordinary traveler would

perhaps have never heard of Beaver Falls

had it not been for the introduction of the

Chinese. There are now about sixty of

them in this colony, all of whom, except

the one woman among them, are em

ployed in the extensive cutlery manu

factory. They were originally three hun

dred, and were brought here from Cali

fornia through frequent strikes of white

workmen for higher wages and fewer

hours of labor. The white men were

becoming, according to the superintend

ent, masters of the establishment, dicta

ting their own terms and working when

they pleased. Two objects were attain

ed by the employment of the Chinese—

restoration of a proper degree of disci

pline and cheaper labor. The contract

with the yellow men is one dollar a day

in gold, fuel and lodgings. At the time

this was made the wages of the white

men were considerably higher, but the

general depression in business has now

brought down white labor to a level with,

if not lower than, the yellow. As the

spirit of insubordination has disappeared

among the white workmen, and their la

bor can be had on as good if not better

terms than that of the Chinese, the pro

prietors of the factory do not care to re

new their contracts with the strangers,

r

and the probability is that in a year or

two, as their contracts expire, the Chinese

will have disappeared from Beaver Falls

-—a consummation much desired by the

white workmen.

The advent and sojourn of the inhab

itants of the Tea Kingdom form an epi

sode in the history of the village. \\-'hen

the strangers first appeared they were

saluted with brickbats and hootings, and

several of them were beaten. After some

trouble the cutlery company got them

housed in the quarters prepared for them,

which were surrounded with a high fence,

this being a part of the contract in anti

cipation of the white workmen‘s aggres

siveness. Indeed, this means of defence

seems to have been a favorite one with

the Chinese ever since one of their em

perors built their Great Wall against the

inroads of the Tartars. For a time it

was almost a state of siege. The stran

gers, with the smiling, ingenuous faces

which belong to them, marched in a body

past scowling faces to their work in the

factory, which was only across the street

from their quarters—fortunately for all

concerned. So1ne of them, probably,

had never seen a fork before, but in a

short time their clever hands, taught new

tricks, turned out the pronged instrument

with the same skill as the Anglo-Saxon

hands. As I went through the factory l

could not help remarking the womanly

hand—one of the ethnological character

istics—-and the light and skillful way in

which it was used.

The turbulence which their first ap

pearance caused wore away in time, for

they did not strike back when they were

struck, except so far as was necessary

in the way of defence. For some time

back they have been free from attack,

and have been only subjected to an oc

casional hooting or a few words of con

tempt from the native population. The

trials of this kind which they have under

gone prove them to be patient, forbear

ing and forgiving.
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They were not long in the village be

fore the irrepressible desire to convert the

heathens was manifested among some of

the members of the Christian congrega

tions, who labored with them for some

time with considerable zeal, and still oc

casionally strive with them, but so far

without result. The fat Oriental god

still hangs over the altar, and the taper

still burns before him in the eating-hall

of the idolaters. Classes for their relig

ious instruction were organized and car

ried on with some fervor during the first

year. To this idea was joined the more

practical one of imparting a knowledge

of English, without which it is doubtful

if the Chinese would have listened with

a good grace to the matter of spiritual

amelioration. One of the foremost of

those working in the missionary -field

was a young woman of some personal

attractions, who devoted herself espe

cially to one erring pagan, the Apollo of

the band, and known as Pretty Joe. In

her desire to rehabilitate Joe morally it

appears she went too far, for he captured

her. Pretty Joe did not induce her to be

come a Booddhist or a follower of Con

fucius, but his confessed sweetheart, he

still adhering to the fat god behind the

burning taper in the Chinese quarters,

If rumor may be credited, there were two

or three young women who were desirous

of wrestling with the yellow Antinijus——

in a spiritual way, let me hasten to add

——but their ardor cooled before the know

ledge that he had already been wrestled

with to the point of becoming engaged

to his spiritual teacher. After that, if

the same tongue may be believed, they

concluded that his mind was not recep

tive, and that he was not open to spirit

ual influences. The Chinese listen with

unvarying suavity to any doctrine that

is urged upon them, but it is doubtful if

any real impression is made on the heart

or understanding either of the ignorant

or the more intelligent.

On board of a man of war there is al

ways one man who never sees the silver

lining in the cloud: if the sea is smooth,

it is the calm before the storm ; he has an

eye for the petrel which betokens disaster,

and an ear for the fog-whistle which in

dicates possible collision. He is known

amongr naval men as Dismal Jimmy.

The Chinese colony also has its Dis

mal Jimmy, whose acquaintance I made

through the interpreter in the common

dining-room. The others sat in groups

around three or four tables in good fel

lowship, but the yellow Dismal Jimmy

sat apart, working his chopsticks in si

lence and solitude. At one end of the

large eating-room they had erected their

altar and set up their god, the altar being

a small table bearing an ever-burning

taper, and the god a painting of the

usual fat Oriental in a sitting posture.

These men, like their brethren general

ly in China, are not content with the pre

cepts of Confucius, but must have besides

the idol visible and palpable, Confucius

being to them what Moses was to the Is

raelites who set up the golden calf.

One of the arguments against the in

troduction of the Chinese is that they are

not consumers of food as the white men

are, and consequently that they make

meagre purchases, laying by their sav

ings to take them back to China at the

expiration of their time. \Vhatcver else

may be urged against the Chinese as

immigrants, it is certain that this argu

ment falls to the ground on seeing how

their tables are served. Here were fish,

ducks, chickens, rice and vegetables in

quantities sufficient to satisfy good livers.

According to the superintendent, the

white men in the same occupation and

station of life were not so well nourished,

as they were usually married men with

families, and unable to atford the food

which the single men from China were

in the habit of buying. The accountant

of the factory informed me that the Chi

nese spent seven-tenths of their wages,

laying by the remaining three-tenths to

take back to China, to which place they

all expect one day to return, as the

Frenchman does to France. They are

home-consumers of food only, all their

clothes and knick-knacks being import

ed from their own land. Efforts have

been made by their employers to induce

them to buy these things or their equiv

alent in America, but without success, for

they are more fixed in their habits, prob
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ably, than any other people. They can

not be persuaded, for instance, to use the

fork in eating, although they are con

stantly handling it in the factory. Still,

I must confess that when I saw the dex

terity with which the chopsticks were used

in their clever fingers, I recognized that

the fork was superfluous. They did more

with the two sticks than we can with the

four-pronged instrument—for example,

taking tidbits out of a swimming fricassee

that we would plunge for in vain with our

prandial implement.

On is the interpreter and head-man

among them. He is the only one who

has a. wife with hitn, she living in the

back part of his house in absolute seclu

sion. On one occasion she visited the

house of the superintendent of the fac

tory, and this is perhaps the only time

she has issued from her house since her

sojourn in the village. There is much

curiosity in the place to see her, especial

ly amongr the women, but it has not been

gratified. On, her husband, says, when

approached for this purpose, " My wife is

not a show." She is a timid little wo

man, who is treated by her husband as

a child, in accordance with the customs

of their native land. He observes con

siderable discretion on the subject, but

is believed to have two other wives in

his cradle-country. Indeed, tnost of

them probably had wives there, as the

laws permit them to have as many as

they can support, and to put them away

with facility if they tire of them. It has

been hinted by one who is not in sym

pathy with the missionary movement

that when the young women engaged

therein learned this they very much re

laxed in their efforts to save the heathen.

This hint may have dropped from the

tongue of gossip, and have little foun

dation in fact.

Pretty Joe, according to the testimony

of his compatriots, is single, and eligible

from our point of view, as well as two or

three others. So far, the loves of Joseph

and his sweetheart have not run smooth

ly. The traditional obstacles in the way

of parents or relatives have placed them

selves between two loving hearts, and the

Chinese swain not long ago was heard

to say, as he sentitnentally placed his

hand over his left breast, “Me muchee

sick, here."

Although Joseph the Pretty has not

abjured the faith of his fathers, he has

made concessions to American civiliza

tion in the way of a gold watch, a mas

sive chain and a pair of patent-leather

shoes. The last and most complete sac

rifice which he made to our customs was

the cutting ofi' of the tail of hair from

his crown, for which he was jeered by

his compatriots. It may be presumed

that this was one of the manifestations

of the power of love. The tail, like the

mysterious chignons of our women, did

not all grow from his scalp, but the real

was cleverly intertwined with the false

until the necessary length was attained.

Still, he gave all that he had to the sac

rificial scissors: he could do no more.

At this moment the cut pig-tail is prob

ably in the possession of the beloved,

given in exchange for one of /tar locks,

which, according to the traditions of love,

should be tenderly reposing against the

ribs of Joseph in the place where he said

he was "muchee sick."

Although "pigeon English“ may ap

pear to some a puerile affectation, it is

undoubtedly the best way of communi

cating with these yellow men. A few

substantives and twisted verbs of one

tense comprise a stock in trade which

goes a great way. “ Catchee " is a staple

verb which does more duty than any

other: to speak to the superintendent of

the factory is to "catchee boss ;" to miss

seeing him is “no catchee boss ;" to get

dinner quickly is “catchee chow-chow,

chop-chop ;" to get married is to “ catchee

wife ;" and so on. One particular form

of their politeness is to inquire the age

of the stranger to whom they are pre

sented. One can fancy the result should

the questioned person happen to be an

American single woman of an uncertain

age. They unhesitatingly respond to

questions about their own age, as we

would to those about the weather.

Their equanimity is remarkable. \Ve

entered a room in the large lodging

house which contained three Chinese,

among the number Dismal Jim. One
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had his trousers rolled up to his thighs,

and was engaged in washing his legs

and feet in a small tub. Under such

circumstances an American would have

been disconcerted and shown some signs

of confusion. The yellow man engaged

in leg-washing smiled with ease and self

possession as he saluted us, still keeping

his feet in the water and rubbing his

calves as we took the seats which were

proffered to us. No sign of bashfulness

or awkwardness was visible in the leg

washer as he went on with his ablutions
during our visit. I

The understanding among themselves

to send back the bones of the dead to the

nearest kindred is regarded as sacred.

In pursuance of this trust, the practice

observed here has been to bury the dead

for about a year, disinter the remains

and boil the flesh from the bones, or

what is left of them, in a large kettle,

with no more ceremony than if a pot of

rice were being cooked. Then the bones

are thoroughly cleaned and dried, placed

in a box and shipped as merchandise to

the native land, where they are interred

by relatives for all time. This is doubt

less done in obedience to one of the re

quirements of the Booddhist faith, and

reminds one of the tenet of a certain

Hebrew sect which commands the be

liever to die in Jerusalem and have his

bones interred in the Valley of ]ehosha

phat, the penalty for non-compliance be

ing that after death he will be obliged to

make an underground journey to that

valley, during which he will be annoyed

by all manner of reptiles. '

As regards the inaccessibility to Chris

tian teaching, a moderately intelligent

Chinese, like On, has something to say

for himself. \Vhen he was urged to be

lieve in the Founder of the Christian

religion, he answered that he already

had a Christ——meaning Confucius—and

that he preferred his own to a stranger.

"Besides," added he, "a bird in the cage

is worth a flock in the woods, and I shall

hold on to Confucius until I am sure of

a better; which I don't think possible."

Further inquiry, however, brought out

the fact that Confucius was not sufficient

to satisfy all the wants of his moral na

ture, and that he had recourse to the

superstitions of the Booddhists Subse

quent conversation revcaled that he be

lieved in a god of the winds, a god of

the sun, another of the stars, and so on,

Confucius being simply regarded as the

Unitarian regards Christ or as the an

cient Greek did Socrates. It is well seen

in this colony that the arid teachings of

the great reforming philosopher, Confu

cius—something of a Benjamin Frank

lin, less the inventive genius—do not

meet their spiritual needs.

The presence of these Chinese in Bea

ver Falls naturally suggests reflections

as to whether the emigration from their

country to this should or should not be

encouraged. On the one hand, from

an ethnological point of view, such an

immigration would probably lower the

character of our race, morally and phy

sically. If, say, one-tenth of their pop

ulation --or about forty millions—were

induced to come amongst us to live, they

could not help identifying themselves to

some extent with our institutions, if only

for purposes of self-protection and self

interest. Their economical way ofliving

and cheap labor would bring the white

workman to a position approximative to

theirs. If they complied with constitu

tional requirements and became Amer

ican citizens-—and their material inter

ests would impel them to do so—they

would probably vote solid, for the thor

ough organization of their companies in

California shows that they understand

the power and efficiency of combination.

Whether they would exercise the right

of suflrage for the welfare of the state

is an open question. On the other hand,

were the forty millions of Chinese added

to our population, the country would be

come more powerful, as far as wealth can

make it so. The industrial and commer

cial horizon would expand. We should

be able to make silks cheaper than Ly

ons, cutlery cheaper than Sheffield, cot

tons cheaper than Manchester. In fact,

we would probably become the manufac

tory for the civilized world, for the cheap

labor, joined to inexhaustible natural re

sources, would render competition almost

impossible. There would be heavy ex
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ports and light imports, and money would

fiow to us from all quarters and make us

the world's bankers. There would be

more and stricter class-distinctions. The

wealthy would become wealthier, and with

them would grow up (the complement of

wealth in a civilized nation) a class of men

skilled in the arts and sciences. The nat

ural superiority of the Americans would

probably make them masters in every de

partment—the accumulation of money,

the study of science and art and the gov

erning of the state.

So far, they have not manifested a

general desire to avail themselves of the

privileges of American citizenship any

where in the United States. This is

shown in their determination to return

and the shipping back of the bones of

their dead. Should they adhere to this

desire of remaining as aliens, supposing

them to arrive in great numbers, their

presence would not probably affect the

political destinies of the nation, although

the country would reap a rich harvest

from their labor, which might be regard

ed as so much additional capital. As

aliens or citizens they would undoubt

edly contribute to the material wealth of

the nation, but they would add nothing

to its intellectual and military strength.

On the contrary, they would be, in these

two respects, elements of weakness. If

they were encouraged to emigrate to this

country, forty millions is not an exagge

rated estimate of the number that would

avail themselves of the invitation when

we consider that there is a population of

over four hundred millions of people in

China, three-fourths of whom are work

ing for a few cents a day; that the fare

from the Chinese coast to that of America

is only fifteen dollars, which companies

in San Francisco are ready to advance,

to be repaid from wages subsequently

earned in the new country; and that there

are at the present time more Irish in the

United States than there are in Ireland.

Indeed, one-tenth of China's population

would probably come rather under than

up to the actual number were the hypo

thesis of protecting Chinese immigration

carried out.

The laboring men and the mechanics

of America would suffer from their com

ing in reduced wages and lower status in

several respects. The facility of the

Chinese in learning a new handicraft is

well known, and has been attested in the

cutlery-factory of Beaver Falls, where in

a month they were equal to any of their

white predecessors in their respective de

partments. Socially, they would occupy

a position little higher than that of the

black race, and as they would work side

by side with white men, the position of

the latter would assimilate to some ex

tent to that of the yellow men. It is a

characteristic trait in the Anglo-Saxon to

look down on the yellow and black races,

and the American has inherited it. Thus,

the American in the upper grades of so

ciety would regard the Chinese as much

beneath him, and the white workman

working at the same bench for the same

wages would naturally fall to a corre

sponding degree in the estimation of his

compatriot of the higher class.

As this is a government of universal

sufii-age, where the laboring and work

ing men have a large if not a controlling

voice, it is hardly likely, if the Chinese

were permitted to come here in multi

tudes, that any political rights would be

accorded to them. In this way the white

men of the lower classes would at least

remain politically superior. It is possi

ble, and even probable, however, that the

agitation of this subject on the Pacific

coast will stimulate opposition to the in

coming of Chinese so much as to force

Congress to pass laws that will prohibit

farther immigration of these people, even

though they should be willing to come

and live here without any political priv

ileges or rights. ALBERT RHODES.
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THE MARQUTS OF LOSSIE.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, AUTHOR OF "MALCOL.\l."

CHAPTER LI.

THE PSYCHE.

E rose early the next morning, and

having fed and dressed Kelpie,

strapped her blanket behind her saddle,

and by all the macadamized ways he

could find rode her to the wharf, near

where the Thames tunnel had just been

commenced. He had no great difficulty

with her on the way, though it was rather

nervous work at times. But of late her

submission to her master had been de

cidedly growing. When he reached the

wharf, he rode her straight along the

gangway on to the deck of the smack,

as the easiest if not perhaps the safest

way of getting her on board. As soon

as she was properly secured, and he had

satisfied himself as to the provision they

had made for her, impressed upon the

captain the necessity of being bountiful

to her, and brought a loaf of sugar on

board for her use, he left her with a light

er heart than he had had ever since first

he fetched her from the same deck.

It was a long way to walk home, but

he felt much better, and thought nothing

of it. And all the way, to his delight, the

wind met him in the face. A steady

westerly breeze was blowing. If God

makes his angels winds, as the Psalmist -

says, here was one sent to wait upon him.

He reached Portland Place in time to

present himself for orders at the usual

hour. On these occasions his mistress

not unfrequently saw him herself, but,

to make sure, he sent up the request that

she would speak with him.

"I am sorry to hear that you have been

ill, i\‘lalcolm," she said kindly as he en

tered the room, where happily he found

her alone.

“I am quite well now, thank you, my

lady," he returned. “I thought your

ladyship would like to hear something I

happened to come to the knowledge of

the other day."

“Yes ? \Vhat was that?"

Vo|.. XlX.—45

“I called at Mr. Lenorme‘s to learn

what news there might be of him. The

housekeeper let me go up to his painting

room, and what should I see there, my

lady, but the portrait of my lord marquis

more beautiful than ever, the brown smear

all gone, and the likeness, to my mind,

greater than before!"

"Then Mr. Lenorme is come home !"

cried Florimel, scarce attempting to con

ceal the pleasure his report gave her.

"That I cannot say," said Malcolm.

“ His housekeeper had a letter from him

a few days ago from Newcastle. If he

is come back, I do not think she knows

it. It seems strange, for who would touch

one of his pictures but himself?—except,

indeed, he got some friend to set it to

rights for your ladyship. Anyhow, I

thought you would like to see it again.“

"I will go at once," Florimel said, rising

hastily. "Get the horses, Malcolm, as fast

as you can."

‘'If my Lord Liftore should come be

fore we start?" he suggested.

"Make haste," returned his mistress

impatiently.

Malcolm did make haste, and so did

Florimel. \Vhat precisely was in her

thoughts who shall say when she could

not have told herself? But doubtless the

chance of seeing Lenorme urged her

more than the desire to see her father's

portrait. VVithin twenty minutes they

were riding down Grosvenor Place, and

happily heard no following hoof-beats.

\Vhen they came near the river Malcolm

rode up to her and said, "Would your

ladyship allow me to put up the horses

in Mr. Lenorme’s stable? I think I could

show your ladyship a point or two that

may have escaped you."

Florimel thought for a moment, and

concluded it would be less awkward,

would indeed tend rather to her advan

tage with Lenorme, should he really be

there, to. have Malcolm with her. "Very

well," she answered: “I see no objec
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tion. I will ride round with you to the

stable, and we can go in the back way."

They did so. The gardener took the

horses, and they went up to the study.

Lenorme was not there, and everything

was just as when Malcolm was last in

the room. Florimel was much disap

pointed, but Malcolm talked to her about

the portrait, and did all he could to bring

back vivid the memory of her father. At

length with a little sigh she made a move

ment to go.

" Has your ladyship ever seen the riv

er from the next room P" said Malcolm,

and as he spoke threw open the door of

communication, near which they stood.

Florimel, who was always ready to

see, walked straight into the drawing

room and went to a window.

“There is that yacht lying there still,"

remarked Malcolm. “Does she not re

mind you of the Psyche, my lady P"

"Every boat does that," answered his

mistress. “I dream about her. But I

couldn't tell her from many another."

" People used to boats, my lady, learn

to know them like the faces of their

friends. \Vhat a day for a sail!“

" Do you suppose that one is for hire?"

said Florimel.

“We can ask," replied Malcolm, and

with that went to another window, raised

the sash, put his head out and whistled.

Over tumbled Davy into the dinghy at

the Psyche‘s stern, unloosed the painter,

and was rowing for the shore ere the

minute was out.

“Why, they're answering your whistle

already l" said Florimel.

“A whistle goes farther, and perhaps

is more imperative, than any other call,"

returned Malcolm evasively. “ Will your

ladyship come down and hear what they

say ?"

A wave from the slow-silting lagoon

of her girlhood came washing over the

sands between, and Florimel flew mer

rily down the stair and across hall and

garden and road to the river-bank,

where was a little wooden stage or land

ing-place with a few steps, at which the

dinghy was just arriving.

“\Vill you take us on board and show

us your boat?" said Malcolm.

“Ay, ay, sir," answered Da'vy.

\Vithout a moment's hesitation Flori

mel took Malcolm's oflered hand and

stepped into the boat. Ualcolm took

the oars and shot the little tub across

the river. \Vhen they got alongside the

cutter, Travers reached down both his

hands for hers, Malcolm held one of

his for her foot, and Florimel sprang on

deck.

"Young woman on board, Davy ?"

whispered Malcolm.

"Ay, ay, sir-—doon i' the fore," an

swered Davy; and Malcolm stood by

his mistress.

"She is like the Psyche," said Flori

mel, turning to him, "only the mast is

not so tall."

“Her topmast is struck, you see, my

lady, to make sure of her passing clear

under the bridges."

"Ask them if we couldn't go down

the river a little way," said Florimel. “I

should so like to see the houses from it!"

' Malcolm conferred a moment with

Travers and returned. "They are quite

willing, my lady," he said.

"\\’hat fun I" cried Florimel, her girl

ish spirit all at the surface. “How I

should like to run away from horrid

London altogether, and never hear of

it again !—-Dear old Lossie House! and

the boats! and the fishermen!" she

added meditatively.

The anchor was already up, and the

yacht drifting with the falling tide. A

moment more and she spread a low

treble-reefed mainsail behind and a little

jib before, and the western breeze filled

and swelled and made them alive, and

with wind and tide she went swiftly down

the smooth stream. Florimel clapped

her hands with delight. The shores and

all their houses fled up the river. They

slid past row-boats, and great heavy

barges loaded to the lip, with huge red

sails and yellow, glowing and gleaming

in the hot sun. For one moment the

shadow of Vauxhall bridge gloomed like

a death-cloud, chill and cavernous, over

their heads: then out again they shot

into the lovely light and heat of the

summer world.

" It's well we ain't got to shoot Putney
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or Battersea," said Travers with a grim

smile as he stood shaping her.course by

inches with his magic-like steering in

the midst of a little covey of pleasure

boats: "with this wind we might ha'

brought either on ‘em about our ears

like an old barn."

"This is life!" cried Florimel as the \

river bore them nearer and nearer to

the vortex—deeper and deeper into the

tumult of London. How solemn the

silent yet never-resting highway, almost

majestic in the stillness of its hurrying

might as it rolled heedless past houses

and wharfs that crowded its brinks!

They darted through under Vi/estminster

bridge, and boats and barges more and

more numerous covered the stream.

\Vaterloo bridge, Blackfriars‘ bridge they

passed. Sunlight all, and flashing water,

and gleaming oars, and gay boats, and

endless motion; out of which rose, calm,

solemn, reposeful, the resting yet hov

ering dome of Paul's, with its satellite

spires, glittering in the tremulous hot air

that swathed in multitudinous ripples the

mighty city. Southwark bridge and ohly

London bridge lay between them and

the open river, still widening as it flowed

to the aged ocean. Through the centre

arch they shot, and lo! a world ofmasts

waiting to woo with white sails the winds

that should bear them across deserts of

water to lands of wealth and mystery.

Through the labyrinth led the highway

of the stream, and downward they still

swept—past the Tower and past the

wharf where that morning Malcolm had

said good-bye for a time to his four-footed

subject and friend. The smack's place

was empty. \Vith -her hugest of sails

she was tearing and flashing away out

of their sight far down the river before

them. Through dingy, dreary Lime

house they sank, and coasted the mel

ancholy, houseless Isle of Dogs; but on

all sides were ships and ships, and when

they thinned at last Greenwich rose be

fore them. London and the parks looked

unendurable from this more varied life,

more plentiful air, and, above all, more

abundant space. The very spirit of free

dom seemed to wave his wings about the

yacht, fanning full her sails. Florimel

breathed as if she never could have

enough of the sweet wind: each breath

gave her all the boundless region whence

it blew. She gazed as if she would fill

her soul with the sparkling gray of the

water, the sun-melted blue of the sky

and the incredible green of the flat

shores. For minutes she would be silent,

her parted lips revealing her absorbed

delight, then break out in a volley of

questions, now addressing Malcolm, now

Travers. She tried Davy too, but Davy

knew nothing except his duty here. The

Thames was like an unknown eternity

to the creature of the \Van \Vater——about

which, however, he could have told her

a thousand things. Down and down the

river they flew, and not until miles and

miles of meadows had come between her

and London, not indeed until Graves

end appeared, did it occur to Florimel

that perhaps it might be well to think by

and by of returning. But she trusted

everything to Malcolm, who of course

would see that everything was as it ought

to be.

Her excitement began to flag a little.

She was getting tired. The bottle had

been strained by the ferment of the wine.

She turned to Malcolm. uHad we not

better be putting about?" she said. "I

should like to go on for ever, but we

must come another day, better pi-ovided.

\Ve shall hardly be in time for lunch."

It was nearly four o'clock, but she

rarely looked at her watch, and indeed

wound it up only now and then.

"Will you go below and have some

lunch, my lady ?" said Malcolm.

"There can't be anything on board,"

she answered.

“Come and see, my lady," rejoined

Malcolm, and led the way to the com

panion.

\Vhen she saw the little cabin she gave

a cry of delight. "\Vhy, it is just like

our own cabin in the Psyche," she said,

"only smaller! ls it not, Malcolm?"

" It is smaller, my lady," returned Mal

colm, "but then there is a little state

room beyond."

On the table was a nice meal-—cold,

but not the less agreeable in the summer

weather. Everything looked charming.
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There were flowers, the linen was snowy,

and the bread was the very sort Florimel

liked best.

“It is a perfect fairy-tale!" she cried.

“And I declare here is our crest on the

forks and spoons!—\/Vhat does it all

mean, Malcolm?"

But Malcolm had slipped away and

gone on deck again, leaving her to food

and conjecture while he brought Rose

up from the fore-cabin for a little air.

Finding her fast asleep, however, he left

her undisturbed.

Florimel finished her mealI and set

about examining the cabin more closely.

The result was bewilderment. How could

a yacht, fitted with such completeness,

such luxury, be lying for hire in the

Thames? As for the crest on the plate,

that was a curious coincidence: many

people had the same crest. But both

materials and colors were like those

of the Psyche! Then the pretty bindings

on the book-shelves attracted her: every

book was either one she knew or one of

which Malcolm had spoken to her. He

must have had a hand in the business.

Next she opened the door of the state

room, but when she saw the lovely little

white berth, and the indications of every

comfort belonging to a lady's chamber,

she could keep her pleasure to herself

no longer. She hastened to the com

panion-way and called Malcolm. "What

does it all mean ?“ she said, her eyes and

cheeks glowing with delight.

" It means, my lady, that you are on

board your own yacht, the Psyche. I

brought her with me from Portlossie, and

have had her fitted up according to the

wish you once expressed to my lord, your

father, that you could sleep on board.

Now you might make a voyage of many

days in her."

"Oh, Malcolm !" was all Florimel could

answer. She was too pleased to think as

yet of any\of the thousand questions that

might naturally have followed.

"\Vhy, you've got the Arnlzian 1\'1};r/Us

and all my favorite books there!" she

said at length. "How long shall we

have before we get among the ships

again P"

She fancied she had given orders to 1

return, and that the boat had been put

about.

"A good many hours, my lady," an

swered Malcolm.

"Ah, of course!" she returned: “it

takes much longer against wind and tide.

But my time is my own," she added,

rather in the manner of one asserting a

freedom she did not feel, “and I don't

see why I should trouble myself. It will

make some to-do, I dare say, if I don't

appear at dinner, but it won't do any

body any harm. They wouldn't break

their hearts if they never saw me again."

"Not one of them, my lady," said

Malcolm.

She lifted her head sharply, but took

no further notice of his remark.

"I won't be plagued any more," she

said, holding counsel with herself, but in

tending Malcolm to hear. "I will break

with them rather. Why should I not be

as free as Clementina? She comes and

goes when and where she likes, and does

what she pleases."

".Why, indeed?" said Malcolm; and

a pause followed, during which l-‘lorimel

stood apparently thinking, but in reality

growing sleepy.

“I will lie down a little," she said,

"with one of those lovely books."

The excitement, the air and the pleas

ure generally had wearied her. Nothing

could have suited Malcolm better. He

left her. She went to her berth and fell

fast asleep.

\\-’hen she woke it was some time be

fore she could think where she was. A

strange ghosty light was about her, in

which she could see nothing plain, but

the motion helped her to understand.

She rose and crept to the companion

ladder, and up on deck. Wonder upon

wonder! A clear full moon reigned high

in the heavens, and below there was

nothing but water, gleaming with her

molten face, or rushing past the boat

lead-colored, gray and white. Here and

there a vessel, a. snow-cloud of sails,

would glide between them and the moon,

and turn black from truck to water-line.

The mast of the Psyche had shot up to

its full height; the reef-points of the

mainsail were loose and the gaff was
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crowned with its topsail; foresail and

jib were full, and she was flying as if

her soul thirsted within her after infinite

spaces. Yet what more could she want?

All around her was wave rushing upon

wave, and above her blue heaven and

regnant moon. Florimel gave a great

sigh of delight.

But what did it, what could it, mean?

\Vhat was Malcolm about? \Vhere was

he taking her? \/Vhat would London

say to such an escapade extraordinary?

Lady Bellair would be the first to believe

she had run away with her groom—she

knew so many instances of that sort of

thing—and Lord Liftore would be the

next. It was too bad of Malcolm! But

she did not feel very angry with him

notwithstanding, for had he not done it

to give her pleasure? And assuredly

he had not failed. He knew better than

any one how to please her—better even

than Lenorme.

She looked around her. No one was

to be seen but Davy, who was steering.

The mainsail hid the men, and Rose,

having been on deck for two or three

hours, was again below. She turned to

Davy. But the boy had been schooled,

and only answered, "I maunna say nae

thing sae lang '5 I'm steerin', mem."

She called Malcolm. He was beside

her ere his name had left her lips. The

boy's reply had irritated her, and, com

ing upon this sudden and utter change

in her circumstances, made her feel as

one no longer lady of herself and her

people, but a prisoner. “Once more,

what does this mean, Malcolm?" she

said in high displeasure. “You have

deceived me shamefully! You left me

to believe we were on our way back to

London, and here we are out at sea!

Am I no longer your mistress? Am I

a child, to be taken where you please?

And what, pray, is to become of the

horses you left at Mr. Lenorme's P"

Malcolm was glad of a question he

was prepared to answer: "They are in

their own stalls by this time, my lady.

I took care of that."

“Then it was all a trick to carry me

ofi' against my will!" she cried with

growing indignation. l

" Hardly against your will, my lady,"

said Malcolm, embarrassed and thought

ful, in a tone deprecating and apologetic.

“Utterly against my will!" insisted

Florimel. "Could I ever have consent

ed to go to sea with a boatful of men,

and not a woman on board? You have

disgraced me, Malcolm." Between an

ger and annoyance she was on the point

of crying.

“It's not so bad as that, my lady.

I-Iere, Rose!" At his word Rose ap

peared.—“l've brought one of Lady Bel

lair's maids for your service, my lady,"

Malcolm went on. " She will do the best

she can to wait on you."

Florimel gave her a look.

remember you,“ she said.

“No, my lady: I was in the kitchen."

"Then you can't be ofmuch use to me."

“A willing heart goes a long way, my

lady," said Rose prettily.

“ That is true," returned Florimel, rath

er pleased. “ Can you get me some tea ?"

“Yes, my lady."

Florimel turned, and, much to Mal

colm‘s content, vouchsafing him not a

word more, went below. ‘

Presently a little silver lamp appeared

in the roof of the cabin, and in a few

minutes Davy came carrying the tea

tray, and followed by Rose with the tea

pot. As soon as they were alone Flori

mel began to question Rose, but the girl

soon satisfied her that she knew little or

nothing. When Florimel pressed her

how she could go she knew not where

at the desire of a fellow-servant, she gave

such confused and apparently contradic

tory answers that Florimel began to think

ill of both her And Malcolm, and to feel

yet more uncomfortable and indignant;

and the more she dwelt upon Malcolm's

presumption, and speculated as to his pos

sible design in it, she grew the angrier.

She went again on deck. By this time

she was in a passion, little mollified by

the sense of her helplessness. " Mac

Phail," she said, laying the restraint of

dignified utterance upon her words, " I de

sire you to give me a good reason for your

most unaccountable behavior. Where

are you taking me ?"

"To Lossie House, my lady."

"I don't
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“Indeed !" she returned with scornful

and contemptuous surprise. “Then I

order you to change your course at once

and return to London,"

‘'1 cannot, my lady."

" Cannot! Whose orders but mine are

you under, pray ?"

"Your father's, my lady."

"I have heard more than enough of

that unfortunate—statement, and the

measureless assumptions founded on it.

I shall heed it no longer."

"I am only doing my best to take care

of you, my lady, as I promised /rim. You

will know it one day if you will but trust

1ne."

“I have trusted you ten times too

much, and have gained nothing in re

turn but reasons for repenting it. Like

all other servants made too much of,

you have grown insolent. But I shall

put a stop to it. I cannot possibly keep

you in my service after this. Am I to

pay a master where I want a servant?"

Malcolm was silent. “You must have

some reason for this strange conduct,"

she went on. " How can your supposed

duty to my father justify you in treating

me with such disrespect? Let me know

your reasons: I have a right to know

them."

“I will answer you, my lady," said

Malcolm.-—"Davy, go forward: I will

take the helm.—Now, my lady, if you

will sit on that cushion.—Rose, bring my

lady a fur cloak you will find in the cab

in.—Now, my lady, if you will speak low.

that neither Davy nor Rose shall hear us

—Travers is deaf—l will answer you."

"I ask you," said Florimel, “why you

have dared to bring me away like this.

Nothing but some danger threatening

me could justify it."

"There you say it, my lady."

"And what is the danger, pray P"

“ You were going on the Continent

with Lady Bellair and Lord Liftore, and

without me to do as I had promised."

"You insult me I" cried I-‘lorimel. "Are

my movements to be subject to the ap

probation of my groom? Is it possible

my father could give his henchman such

authority over his daughter? I ask again,

Where was the danger?"

“ In your company, my lady."

"So !" exclaimed Florimel, attempting

to rise in sarcasm as she rose in wrath,

lest she should fall into undignified rage.

"And what may be your objection to my

companions ?"

"That Lady Bellair is not respected in

any circle where her history is known,

and that her nephew is a scoundrel."

“It but adds to the wrong you heap on

me that you compel me to hear such

wicked abuse of my father's friends,"

said Florimel, struggling with tears of

anger. But for regard to her dignity she

would have broken out in fierce and vol

uble rage.

‘'If your father knew Lord Liftore as

I do, he would be the last man my lord

marquis would see in your company."

“Because he gave you a beating you

have no right to slander him," said

Florimel spitefully.

Malcolm laughed. He must either

laugh or be angry. “May I ask how

your ladyship came to hear of that ?"

" He told me himself," she answered.

“Then, my lady, he is a liar, as well

as worse. It was I who gave 111'»: the

drubbing he deserved for his insolence

to my—mistress. I am sorry to mention

the disagreeable fact, but it is absolutely

necessary you should know what sort of

man he is."

"And if there be a lie, which of the

two is the more likely to tell it ?"

"That question is for you, my lady, to

answer."

"I never knew a servant who would

not tell a lie," said Florimel.

“I was brought up a fisherman," said

Malcolm.

"And," Florimel went on, "I have

heard my father say no gentleman ever

told a lie.‘I

“Then Lord Liftore is no gentleman,"

said Malcolm. "But I a1n not going to

plead my own cause even to you, my

lady. If you can doubt me, do. I have

only one thing more to say—that when

I told you and my Lady ~(;lernentina

about the fisher-girl and the gentle

man--"

“How dare you refer to that again?

Even you ought to know there are things

I

1

I
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a lady cannot hear. It is enough you

affronted me with that before Lady Clem

entina; and after foolish boasts on my

part of your good-breeding! Now you

bring it up again, when I cannot escape

your low talk !"

“My lady, I am sorrier than you can

think; but which is worse, that you

should hear such a thing spoken of, or

make a friend of the man who did it?

—and that is Lord Liftore."

Florimel turned away, and gave her

seeming attention to the moonlit waters

sweeping past the swift-sailing cutter.

Malcolm's heart ached for her : he thought

she was deeply troubled. But she was

not half so shocked as he imagined. In

finitely worse would have been the shock

to him could he have seen how little the

charge against Liftore had touched her.

Alas! evil communications had already

in no small degree corrupted her good

manners. Lady Bellair had uttered no

bad words in her hearing; had softened

to decency every story that required it;

had not unfrequently tacked a worldly

wise moral to the end of one; and yet,

and yet, such had been the tone of her

telling, such the allotment of laughter

and lamentation, such the acceptance of

things as necessary, and such the repu

diation of things as quixotic, puritanical,

impossible, that the girl's natural notions

of the lovely and the clean had got dis

mally shaken and confused. Happily,

it was as yet more her judgment than

her heart that was perverted. But had

she spoken out what was in her thoughts

as she looked over the great wallowing‘

water, she would have merely said that

for all that Liftore was no worse than

other men. They were all the same. It

was very unpleasant, but how could a

lady help it? If men would behave so,

were by nature like that, women must

not make themselves miserable about it.

They need ask no questions. They were

not supposed to be acquainted with the

least fragment of the facts, and they

must cleave to their ignorance, and lay

what blame there might be on the wo

man concerned. The thing was too in

decent even to think about. Ostrich

like, they must hide their heads, close

their eyes and take the vice in their

arms—to love, honor and obey as if it

were virtue's self, and men as pure as

their demands on their wives.

There are thousands that virtually rea

son thus: Only ignore the thing effectu

ally, and for you it is not. Lie right thor

oughly to yourself, and the thing is gone.

The lie destroys the fact. So reasoned

Lady Macbeth, until conscience at last

awoke, and she could no longer keep

even the smell of the blood from her.

What needed Lady Lossie care about the

fisher-girl, or any other concerned with

his past, so long as he behaved like a gen

tleman to her? Malcolm was a foolish

meddling fellow, whose interference was

the more troublesome that it was honest.

She stood thus gazing on the waters

that heaved and swept astern, but without

knowing that she saw them, her mind full

of such nebulous matter as, condensed,

would have made such thoughts as I

have set down. And still and ever the

water rolled and tossed away behind in

the moonlight.

“Oh, my lady,“ said Malcolm, "what

it would be to have a soul as big and as

clean as all this!"

She made no reply, did not turn her

head or acknowledge that she heard him.

A few minutes more she stood, then went

below in silence, and Malcolm saw no

more of her that night.

CHAPTER LII.

HOPE CHAPEL.

IT was Sunday during which Malcolm

lay at the point of death some three

stories above his sister's room. There,

in the morning, while he was at the worst,

she was talking with Clementina, who

had called to see whether she would not

go and hear the preacher of whom he

had spoken with such fervor.

Florimel laughed: "You seem to take

everything for gospel Malcolm says,

Clementina."

"Certainly not," returned Clementina,

rather annoyed. "Gospel now-a-days is

what nobody disputes and nobody heeds;

but I do heed what Malcolm says, and
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intend to find out, ifI can, whether there

is any reality in it. I thought you had a

high opinion of your groom."

“I would take his word for anything

a man's word can be taken for," said

Florimel.

"But you don't set much store by his

judgment?"

" Oh, I dare say he's right. But I don't

care for the things you like so much to

talk with him about. He's a sort of poet,

anyhow, and poets must be absurd. They

are always either dreaming or talking

about their dreams: they care nothing

for the realities of life. No: if you want

advice, you must go to your lawyer or

clergyman, or some man of common

sense, neither groom nor poet."

"Then, Florimel, it comes to this—

that this groom of yours is one of the

truest of 1nen, and one who possessed

your father's confidence, but you are so

much his superior that you are capable

ofjudging him, and justified in despising

hisjudgment."

"Only in practical matters, Clemen

tina."

"A duty toward God is with you such

a practical matter that you cannot listen

to anything he has got to say about it."

Florimel shrugged her shoulders.

" For my part, I would give all I have to

know there was a God worth believing in."

" Clementina !"

"\Vha.t ?"

“Of course there's a God.

horrible to deny it."

" Which is worse—to deny 2'! or to deny

Him ? Now, I confess to doubting [I

that is, the fact of a God; but you seem

to me to deny God himself, for you ad

mit there is a God—think it very wicked

to deny that—and yet you don't take in

terest enough in Him to wish to learn

anything about Him. You won't I/rink,

Florimel: I don't fancy you ever really

I/1z'n/e."

Florimel again laughed. “I am glad,"

she said, “that you don't judge me in

capable of that high art. But it is not

so very long since Malcolm used to hint

something much the same about your

self, my lady."

“Then he was quite right," returned

It is very

Clementina. "I am only just beginning

to think, and ifl can find a teacher, here

I am, his pupil."

" ‘Nell, I suppose I can spare my groom

quite enough to teach you all he knows,"

I-‘lorimel said with what Clementina took

for a marked absence of expression. She

reddened. But she was not one to de

fend herself before her principles.

"If he can, why should he not ?" she

said. " But it was of his friend Mr. Gra

ham l was thinking, not himself."

"You cannot tell whether he has got

anything to teach you."

"Your groom's testimony gives likeli

hood enough to make it my duty to go

and see. I intend to find the place this

evening."

“ It must be some little ranting Method

ist conventicle. He would not be allow

ed to preach in a church, you know."

“Of course not. The Church of Eng

land is like the apostle that forbade the

man casting out devils, and got forbid

himself for it-—with this difference, that

she won't be forbid. Well, she chooses

her portion with Dives and not Lazarus.

She is the most arrant respecter of per

sons I know, and her Christianity is

worse than a farce. It was that first of

all that drove me to doubt. If I could

find a place where everything was just

the opposite, the poorer it was the better

I should like it. It makes me feel quite

wicked to hear a smug parson reading

the gold ring and the goodly apparel,

while the pew-openers beneath are illus

trating in dumb show the very thing the

‘apostle is pouring out the vial of his in

dignation upon over their heads—doing

it calmly and without a suspicion, for the

parson, while he reads, is rejoicing in

his heart over the increasing aristocracy

of his congregation. The farce is fit to

make a devil in torment laugh."

Once more Florimel laughed aloud :

"Another revolution, Clementina, and

we shall have you heading the canaille

to destroy Vt/estminster Abbey."

“I would follow any leader to destroy

falsehood." said Clementina. “No ca

naille will take that up until it meddles

with their stomachs or their pew-rents."

"Really, Clementina, you are the worst
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Jacobin I ever heard talk. My groom is

quite an aristocrat beside you."

"Not an atom more than I am. I do

acknowledge an aristocracy, but it is

one neither of birth nor of intellect nor

of wealth."

“What is there besides to make one ?"

"Something I hope to find before long.

What if there be indeed a kingdom and

an aristocracy of life and truth? \Vill

you or will you not go with me to hear

this schoolmaster?"

“I will go anywhere with you, if it

were only to be seen with such a beau

ty," said Florimel, throwingr her arms

round her neck and kissing her.

Clementina gently returned the em

brace, and the thing was settled.

The sound of their wheels, pausing in

swift revolution with the clangor of iron

hoofs on rough stones at the door of the

chapel, refreshed the diaconal heart like

the sound of water in the desert. For

the first time in the memory of the old

est the day-spring of success seemed on

the point of breaking over Hope chapel.

The ladies were ushered in by Mr. Mar

shal himself, to Clementina's disgust and

Florimel‘s amusement, with much the

same attention as his own shop-walker

would have shown to carriage-customers.

How could a man who taught light and

truth be found in such a mean entou

rage ? But the setting was not the jewel:

a real stone mzlg/zt be found in a copper

ring. So said Clementina to herself as

she sat waiting her hoped-for instructor.

Mrs. Catanach settled her broad back

into its corner, chuckling over her own

wisdom and foresight. Her seat was at

the pulpit end of the chapel, at right an

gles to almost all the rest of the pews—

chosen because thence, if indeed she

could not well see the preacher, she

could get a good glimpse of nearly ev

ery one that entered. Keen-sighted both

physically and intellectually, she recog

nized Florimel the moment she saw her.

"Twa doos mair to the boody-craw ?"

she laughed to herself. "Ae man thrash

in‘, an‘ twa birdies pickin‘?" she went

on, quoting the old nursery nonsense.

Then she stooped and let down her veil.

Florimel hated her, and therefore might

know her. “It's the day 0' the Lord wi‘

auld Sanny Grame 1'' she resumed to her

self as she lifted her head. " He's stickit

nae mair, but a chosen trumpet at last.

Foul fa‘ 'im for a. wearifu' cratur, for a'

that! He has nowther balm 0' grace

nor pith 0' damnation. Yon laad Flem

in', 'at preached i‘ the Baillies' Barn

aboot the dowgs gaein' roon‘ an’ roon‘

the was 0' the New Jeroozlem, gien he

had but hauden thegither an‘ no gane

to the worms sae sune, wad hae dung a

score 0' 'im. He garred my skin creep

to hear 'im. But Sanny angers me to

that degree 'at but for rizzons—like yon

twa—-I wad gang oot i‘ the mids 0' ane

0' ‘s pal-ahvers, an‘ never come back,

though I hae a hail] quarter 0' my sit

tin' to sit oot yet, an’- it cost me dear an’

fits the auld back 0' me no that ill."

\Vhen Mr. Graham rose to read the

psalm, great was Clementina‘s disap

pointment: he looked altogether, as she

thought, of a sort with the place-—mean

and dreary, of the chapel very chapelly

—and she did not believe it could be the

man of whom Malcolm had spoken. By

a strange coincidence, however—a kind

of occurrence as frequent as strange—-he

read for his text that same passage about

the gold ring and the vile raiment, in

which we learn how exactly the behavior

of the early Jewish churches correspond

ed to that of the later English ones; and

Clementina soon began to alter her in

voluntary judgment of him when she

found herself listening to an utterance

beside which her most voluble indigna

tion would have been but as the babble

of a child. Sweeping, incisive, withering,

blasting denunciation, logic and poetry

combining in one torrent of genuine el

oquence, poured confusion and dismay

upon head and heart of all who set them

selves up for pillars of the Church with

out practicing the first principles of the

doctrine of Christ—men who, professing

to gather their fellows together in the

name of Christ, conducted the affairs of

the_ Church on the principles of hell—

men so blind and dull and slow of heart

that they would never know what the

outer darkness meant until it had closed

around them—men who paid court to the
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rich for their money, and to the poor for

their numbers—men who sought gain

first, safety next, and the will of God not

at all—men whose presentation of Chris

tianity was enough to drive the world to

a preferable infidelity.

Clementina listened with her very soul.

All doubt as to whether this was Mal

colm's friend vanished within two min

utes of his commencement. If she re

joiced a little more than was humble

or healthful in finding that such a man

thought as she thought, she gained this

good notwitl1standing—the presence and

power of a man who believed in righteous

ness the doctrine he taught. Also she

perceived that the principles of equality

he held were founded on the infinite pos

sibilities of the individual, and of the race

only through the individual, and that he

held these principles with an absolute

ness, an earnestness, a simplicity, that

dwarfed her loudest objurgation to the

uneasy murmuring of a sleeper. She

could not but trust him, and her hope

grew great that perhaps for her he held

the key of the kingdom of heaven. She

saw that if what this man said was true,

then the gospel was represented by men

who knew nothing of its real nature, and

by such she had been led into a false

judgment of it. “If such a man," said

the schoolmaster in conclusion, "would

but once represent to himself that the

man whom he regards as beneath him

may nevertheless be immeasurably above

him—and that after no arbitrary judg

ment, but according to the absolute facts

of creation, the scale of the kingdom of

God, in which éaing is rank-—if he could

persuade himself of the possibility that

he may yet have to worship before the
feet of those on whom he looks down as i

on the creatures of another and mcaner

order of creation, would it not sting him

to rise, and, lest this should be one of

such, make offer of his chair to the poor

man in the vile raiment? Vi/ould he

ever more, all his life long, dare to say,

‘ Stand thou there, or sit here under my

footstool' ?" ,

During the week that followed Clem

entina reflected with growing delight on

what she had heard, and looked forward

to hearing more of a kind correspondent

on the approaching Sunday. Nor did

the shock of the disappearance of Flor

imel with Malcolm abate her desire to be

taught by Malcolm's friend.

Lady Bellair was astounded, mortified,

enraged. Liftore turned gray with pas

sion, then livid with mortification at the

news. Not one of all their circle, as

Florimel had herself foreseen, doubted

for a moment that she had run away

with that groom of hers. Indeed, upon

examination it became evident that the

scheme had gone for some time in hand:

the yacht they had been on board had

been lying there for months; and although

she was her own mistress, and might mar

ry whom she pleased, it was no wonder

she had run away, for how could she

have held her face to it, or up, after it?

Lady Clementina accepted the general

conclusion, but judged it individually.

She had more reason to be distressed at

what seemed to have taken place than

any one else: indeed, it stung her to the

heart, wounding her worse than in its

first stunning effects she was able to

know; yet she thought better rather

than worse of Florimel because of it.

VVhat she did not like in her with refer

ence to the affair was the depreciatory

manner in which she had always spoken

of Malcolm. Ifgenuine, it was quite in

consistent with due regard for the man

for whom she was yet prepared to sacri

fice so much: if, on the other hand, her

slight opinion of his judgritcnt was a pre

tence, then she had been disloyal to the

just prerogatives of friendship. "'

The latter part of that week was the

sorest time Clementina had ever passed.

But, like a true woman, she fought her

own misery and sense of loss, as well

as her annoyance and anxiety, constant

ly saying to herself that, be the thing as

it might, she could never cease to be glad

that she had known Malcolm MacPhail.

CHAPTER L111.

A NEW PUPIL.

Tm: sermon Lady Clementina heard

with such delight had followed one lev
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eled at the common and right worldly

idea of success harbored by each, and

unquestioned by one of the chief men

of the community: together they caused

a strange uncertain sense of discomfort

in the mind diaconal. Slow to perceive

that that idea, nauseous in his present

ment of it. was the very same cherished

and justified by themselves, unwilling

also to believe that in his denunciation

of respecters of persons they themselves

had a full share, they yet felt a little un

easy from the vague whispers of their

consciences on the side of the neglected

principles enounced, clashing with the

less vague conviction that if those whis

pers were encouraged and listened to,

the ruin of their hopes ‘for their chapel,

and their influence in connection with it,

mustfollow. Theyeyedeach otherdoubt

fully, and there appeared a general tend

ency amongst them to close-pressed lips

and single shakes of the head. But there

were other forces at work, tending in the

same direction.

Whatever may have been the influence

of the schoolmaster upon the congrega

tion gathered in Hope chapel, there was

one on whom his converse, supplement

ed by his preaching, had taken genuine

hold. Frederick Marshal had begun to

open his eyes to the fact that, regarded

as a profession, the ministry, as they call

ed it in their communion, was the mean

est way of making a living in the whole

creation—one deserving the contempt of

every man honest enough to give hon

orable work--that is, work worth the

money—for the money paid him. Also,

he had a glimmering insight, on the oth

er hand, into the truth of what the dom

inie_ said—-that it was the noblest of mar

tyrdoms to the man who, sent by God,

loved the truth with his whole soul, and

was never happier than when bearing

witness of it, except, indeed, in those

blessed moments when receiving it of

the Father. In consequence of this

opening of his eyes the youth recoiled

with'dismay from the sacrilegious mock

cry of which he had been guilty in med

itating the presumption of teaching holy

things, of which the sole sign that he

knew anything was now aflbrded by this

same recoil. At last he was not far from

the kingdom of heaven, though whether

he was to be sent to persuade men that

that kingdom was amongst them, and

must be in them, remained a question.

On the morning after the latter of those

two sermons, Frederick, as they sat at

breakfast, succeeded, with no small ef

fort—for he feared his mother—in blurt

ing out to his father the request that he

might be taken into the counting-house;

and when indignantly requested, over the

top of the teapot, to explain himself, de

clared that he found it impossible to give

his mind to a course of education which

could only end in the disappointment of

his parents, seeing he was at length sat

isfied that he had no call to the minis

try. His father was not displeased at the

thought of having him at the shop, but

his mother was for some moments speech

less with angry tribulation. Recovering

herself, with scornful bitterness she re

quested to know to what tempter he had

been giving ear, for tempted he must

have been ere son of hers would have

been guilty of backsliding from the muse

—-of taking his hand from the plough

and looking behind him. The youth

returned such answers as, while they sat

isfied his father he was right, served only

to convince his mother, where yet con

viction was hardly needed, that she had

to thank the dominie for his defection, his

apostasy from the Church to the world.

Incapable of perceiving that now first

there was hope of a genuine disciple in

the child of her affection, she was filled

with the gall of disappointment, and with

spite against the man who had taught her

son how worse than foolish it is to aspire

to teach before one has learned ; nor did

she fail to cast scathing reflections on her

husband, in that he had brought home a

viper in his bosom, a wolf into his fold,

the wretched minion ofa worldly Church,

to lead her son away captive at his will;

and partly no doubt from his last uncom

fortable sermons, but mainly from the

play of Mrs. Marshal's tongue on her

husband's tympanum, the deacons in

full conclave agreed that no further re

newal of the invitation to preach “for

them" should be made to the school
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master—just the end of the business Mr.

Graham had expected, and for which he

had provided. On Tuesday morning he

smiled to himself, and wondered wheth

er, if he were to preach in his own school

room the next Sunday evening, any one

would come to hear him. On Saturday

he received a cool letter of thanks for his

services, written by the ironmonger in the

name ofthe deacons, enclosing a cheque,

tolerably liberal as ideas went, in acknow

ledgment of them. The cheque Mr. Gra

ham returned, saying that, as he was not

a preacher by profession, he had no right

to take fees. It was a half- holiday: he

walked up to Hampstead Heath, and was

paid for everything, in sky and cloud,

fresh air and a glorious sunset.

\Vhen the end of her troubled week

came, and the Sunday of her expectation

brought lovely weather, with a certain

vague suspicion of peace, into the regions

of Mayfair and Spitalfields, Clementina

walked across the Regent's Park to Hope

chapel and its morning observances, but

thought herself poorly repaid for her ex

ertions by having to listen to a dreadful

sermon and worse prayers from Mr. Mas

quar, one of the chief priests of Common

place— a comfortable idol to serve, see

ing he accepts as homage to himself all

that any man offers to his own person,

opinions or history. But Clementina con

trived to endure it, comforting herself that

she had made a mistake in supposing Mr.

Graham preached in the morning.

In the evening her carriage once again

drew up with clang and clatter at the

door of the chapel. But her coachman

was out of temper at having to leave the

bosom of his family circle— as he styled

the table that upheld his pot of beer and

jar of tobacco-—of a. Sunday, and sought

relief to his feelings in giving his horses

a lesson in crawling; the result of which

was fortunate for his mistress: when she

entered the obnoxious Mr. Masquar was

already reading the hymn. She turned

at once and made for the door.

But her carriage was already gone. A

strange sense of loneliness and desolation

seized her. The place had grown hate

ful to her, and she would have fled from

it. Yet she lingered in the porch. The

eyes of the man in the pulpit, with his

face of false solemnity and low import

ance-—she seemed to feel the look of

them on her back, yet she lingered.

Now that Malcolm was gone, how was

she to learn when Mr. Graham would

be preaching?

“If you please, ma'am," said a hum

ble and dejected voiee.

She turned and saw the seamed and

smoky face of the pew-opener, who had

been watching her from the lobby, and

had crept out after her. She dropped a

curtsey, and went on hurriedly, with an

anxious look now and then over her

shoulder: "Oh, ma'am, we sha'n't see

/lim no more. Our people here—they're

very good people, but they don't like to

be told the truth. It seems to me as if

they knowed it so well they thought as

how there was no need for them to mind

it."

"You don't mean that Mr. Graham

has given up preaching here?"

“They've given up astin' of 'im to

preach, lady. But if ever there was a

good man in that pulpit, Mr. Graham

he do be that man."

“ Do you know where he lives?"

"Yes, ma'am, but it would be hard to

direct you." Here she looked in at the

door of the chapel with a curious half

frightened glance, as if to satisfy herself

that the inner door was closed. “ But,"

she went on, "they won't miss me now

the service is begun, and I can be back

before it's over. I'll show you where,

ma'arn."_ '

"I should be greatly obliged to you,"

said Clementina; "only I am sorry to

give you the trouble."

"To tell the truth, I'm only too glad to

get away," she returned, "for the place

it do look like a cementery, now /ze's out

of it."

“\Vas he so kind to you?"

" He never spoke word to me, as to

myself like, no, nor never give me six

pence, like Mr. Masquar do; but he give

me strength in my heart to bear up, and

that's better than meat or money."

It was a good half hour's walk, and

during it Clementina held what conver

sation she might with her companion.
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It was not much the woman had to say

of a general sort. She knew little be

yond her own troubles and the help that

met them, but what else are the two main

forces whose composition results in up

ward motion P Her world was very lim

ited—the houses in which she went char

ing, the chapel she swept and dusted, the

neighbors with whom she gossiped, the

little shops where she bought the barest

needs of her bare life~but it was at least

large enough to leave behind her; and

if she was not one to take the kingdom

of heaven by force, she was yet one to

creep quietly into it. The earthly life of

such as she——immeasurably less sordid

than that of the poet who will not work

for his daily bread, or that of the spec

ulator who, having settled money on his

wife, risks that of his neighbor—pass

ing away like a cloud, will hang in their

west, stained indeed, but with gold; blot

ted, but with roses. Dull as it all was

now, Clementina yet gained from her

unfoldings a new outlook upon life, its

needs, its sorrows, its consolations and

its hopes; nor was there any vulgar pity

in the smile of the one, or of degrading

acknowledgment in the tears of the oth

er, when a piece of gold passed from

hand to hand as they parted.

The Sunda_v-sealed door of the sta

tioner’s shop—for there was no private

entrance to the house—was opened by

another sad-faced woman. What a place

to seek the secret oflife in! Lovelily en

folds the husk its kernel; but what the

human eye turns from as squalid and

unclean may enfold the seed that clasps,

couched in infinite withdrawment, the

vital germ of all that is lovely and grace

ful, harmonious and strong, all without

which no poet would sing, no martyr

burn, no king rule in righteousness, no

geo1netrician pore over the marvelous

mus/.

The woman led her through the coun

ter into a little dingy room behind the

shop, looking out on a yard a few feet

square, with a water-butt, half a dozen

flower-pots, and a maimed plaster Cupid

perched on the window-sill. There sat

the schoolmaster, in conversation with

a lady, whom the woman of the house,

awed by her sternness and grandeur,

had, out of regard to her lodger's feel

ings, shown into her parlor, and not into

his bedroom.

Cherishing the hope that the patent

consequences of his line of action might

have already taught him moderation,

Mrs. Marshal, instead of going to chapel

to hear Mr. Masquar, had paid Mr. Gra

ham a visit, with the object of enlisting

his sympathies if she could—at all events,

his services—-in the combating of the

scruples he had himself aroused in the

bosom of her son. What had passed be

tween them I do not care to record, but

when Lady Clementina — unannounced

of the landlady—entered, there was light

enough, notwithstanding the non-reflect

ive properties of the water-butt, to reveal

Mrs. Marshal flushed and flashing, Mr.

Graham grave and luminous, and to

enable the chapel-business eye of Mrs.

Marshal, which saw every stranger that

entered "Hope," at once to recognize

her as having made one of the congre

gation the last Sunday evening. Evi

dently one of Mr. Graham's party, she

was not prejudiced in her favor. But

there was that in her manner which

impressed her—that something ethereal

and indescribable which she herself was

constantly aping—and, almost involun

tarily, she took upon herself such hon

ors as the place, despicable in her eyes,

would admit of. She rose, made a sweep

ing curtsey, and addressed Lady Clem

entina with such a manner as people of

Mrs. Marshal's ambitions put ofi" and on

like their clothes. "Pray, take a seat,

ma'am, such as it is," she said with a

wave of her hand. "I believe I have had

the pleasure of seeing you at our place."

Lady Clementina sat down: the room

was too small to stand in, and Mrs. Mar

shal seemed to take the half of it. "I

am not aware of the honor," she re

turned, doubtful what the woman meant

—perhaps some shop or dressmaker's.

Clementina was not one who delighted

in freezing her humbler fellow-creatures,

as we know ; but there was something al

together repulsive in the would-be grand

but really arrogant behavior of her fel

low-visitor. ‘
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"I mean," said Mrs. Marshal, a little

abashed, for ambition is not strength,

“at our little Bethel in Kentish Town.

Not that we live there," she explained

with a superior smile.

"Oh, I think I understand. You must

mean the chapel where this gentleman

was preaching."

“That is my meaning," assented Mrs.

Marshal.

"I went there to-night," said Clemen

tina, turning with some timidity to Mr.

Graham. “That I did not find you there,

sir, will, I hope, explain—" Here she

paused, and turned again to Mrs. Mar

shal: "I see you think with me, madam,

that a true teacher is worth following.“

As she said this she turned once more

to Mr. Graham, who sat listening with a

queer, amused, but right courteous smile.

"I hope you will pardon me," she contin

ued, “ for venturing to call upon you, and,

as I have had the misfortune to find you

occupied. allow me to call another day.

If you would set me a time, I should be

more obliged than I can tell you," she

concluded, her voice trembling a little.

"Stay. now if you will, madam," re

turned the schoolmaster with a bow of

the oldest-fashioned courtesy. "This

lady has done laying her commands

upon me, I believe."

"As you think proper to call them

commands, Mr. Graham, I conclude you

intend to obey them," said Mrs. Marshal

with ‘a forced smile and an attempt at

pleasantry.

"Not for the world, madam," he an

swered. " Your son is acting the part of

a gentleman—yes, I make bold to say,

of one who is very nigh the kingdom

of heaven, if not indeed within its gate,

and before I would check him I would

be burnt at the stake—even were your

dspleasure the fire, madam," he added,

with a kindly bow. “Your son is a fine

fellow."

“ He would be if he were left to him

self. Good-evening, Mr. Graham. Good

bye, rather, for I think we are not likely

to meet again."

“In heaven, Ihope, madam, for by that

time we shall be able to understand each

other," said the schoolmaster, still kindly.

Mrs. Marshal made no answer beyond

a facial flash as she turned to Clemen

tina. "Good-evening, ma‘am," she said.

"To pay court to the earthen vessel be

cause of the treasure it may happen to

hold is to be a respecter of persons as

bad as any."

An answering flash broke from Clem

entina’s blue orbs, but her speech was

more than calm as she returned: "I

learned something of that lesson last

Sunday evening, I hope, ma'am. But

you have left me far behind, for you

seem to have learned disrespect even to

the worthicst of persons. Good-evening,

ma'am." She looked the angry matron

full in the face with an icy regard, from

which, as from the Gorgon eye, she fled.

The victor turned to the schoolmaster.

"I beg your pardon, sir," she said, "for

presuming to take your part, but a gen

tleman is helpless with a vulgar woman."

“I thank you, madam. I hope the

sharpness of your rebuke-—— But indeed

the poor woman can hardly help her

rudeness. for she is very worldly, and

believes herself very pious. It is the

old story—hard for the rich."

Clementina was struck. "I too am

rich and worldly," she said. "But I

know that I am not pious, and if you

would but satisfy me that religion is

common sense, I would try to be relig

ious with all my heart and soul."

"I willingly undertake the task. But

let us know each other a little first. And

lest I should afterward seem to have taken

an advantage of you, I hope you have no

wish to be nameless to me, for my friend

Malcolm MacPhail had so described you

that I recognized your ladyship at once."

Clementina said that, on the contrary,

she had given her name to the woman

who opened the door. "It is because

of what Malcolm said of you that I ven

tured to come to you."

" Have you seen Malcolm lately?" he

asked, his brow clouding a little. " It is

more than a. week since he has been to

me."

Thereupon, with embarrassment such

as she would never have felt except in

the presence of pure simplicity, she told

of his disappearance with his mistress.
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“And you think they have run away

together?" said the schoolmaster, his

face beaming with what, to C1ementina's

surprise, looked almost like merriment.

"Yes, I think so," she answered. "\Vhy

not, if they choose?"

",1 will say this for my friend Malcolm,"

returned Mr. Graham composedly, " that

whatever he did I should expect to find

not only all right in intention, but pru

dent and well devised also. The present

may well seem a rash, ill-considered affair

for both of them, but—"

"I see no necessity either for explana

tion orexcuse,"saidClementina,tooeager

to mark that she interrupted Mr. Graham.

"In making up her mind to marry him

Lady Lossie has shown greater wisdom

and courage than, I confess, I had given

her credit for."

“And Malcolm P“ rejoined the school

master softly. "Should you say of him

that he showed equal wisdom?"

“I decline to give an opinion upon the

gentleman's part in the business," an

swered Clementina, laughing, but glad

there was so little light in the room, for

she was painfully conscious of the burn

ing of her cheeks. "Besides, I have no

measure to apply to Malcolm," she went

on, a little hurriedly. “ He is like no one

else I have ever talked with, and I con

fess there is something about him I can

not understand. Indeed, he is beyond

me altogether."

“Perhaps, having known him from in

fancy, I might be able to explain him,"

returned Mr. Graham in a tone that in

vited questioning.

“Perhaps, then,’ said Clementina, "I

may be permitted, in jealousy for the

teaching I have received of him, to con

fess my bewilderment that one so young

should be capable of dealing with such

things as he delights in. The youth of

the prophet makes me doubt his proph

ecy."

“At least," rejoined Mr. Graham, "the

phenomenon coincides with what the

Master of these things said of them—

that they were revealed to babes, and

not to the wise and prudent. As to Mal

colm's wonderful facility in giving them

form and utterance, that depends so im

mediately on the clear sight of them that,

granted a little of the gift poetic, devel

oped through reading and talk, we need

not wonder much at it."

"You consider your friend a genius?"

asked Clementina.

“I consider him possessed of a kind

of heavenly common sense, equally at

home in the truths of divine relation and

the facts of the human struggle with Na

ture and her forces. I should never have

discovered my own ignorance in certain

points of the mathematics but for the

questions that boy put to me before he

was twelve years of age. A thing not

understood lay in his mind like a fretting

foreign body. But there is a far more

important factor concerned than this ex

ceptional degree of insight. Understand

ing is the reward ofobedience. Peter says,

‘the Holy Ghost, whom God hath given

to them that obey him.‘ Obedience is

the key to every door. I am perplexed

at the stupidity of the ordinary religious

being. In the most practical of all mat

ters he will talk and speculate and try to

feel, but he will not set himself to do. It

is different with Malcolm. From the first

he has been trying to obey. Nor do I see

why it should be strange that even a child

should understand these things, if they

are the very elements of the region for

which we were created, and to which our

being holds essential relations, as a bird

to the air or a fish to the sea. If a man

may not understand the things of God

whence he came, what shall he under

stand ?"

“ How, then, is it that so few do under

stand P"

" Because where they know, so few

obey. This boy, I say, did. If you had

seen, as I have, the almost superhuman

struggles of his will to master the fierce

temper his ancestors gave him, you would

marvel less at what he has so early be

come. I have seen him, white with pas

sion, cast himself on his face on the shore

and cling with his hands to the earth as

if in a paroxysm of bodily suffering: then

after a few moments rise and do a service

to the man who had wronged him. Vi/ere

it any wonder if the light should have

soon gone up in a soul like that? Vi/hen
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Iwas a younger man I used to go out

with the fishing-boats now and then,

drawn chiefly by my love for the boy,

who earned his own bread that way be

fore he was in his teens. One night we

were caught in a terrible storm, and had

to stand out to sea in the pitch-dark. He

was then not fourteen. ‘Can you let a

boy like that steer ?' I said to the cap

tain of the boat.—‘ Yes, just a boy like

that,‘ he answered. ‘Ma'colm 'ill steer

as straucht's a porpus.'—\Vhen he was

relieved he crept over the thwarts to

where I sat. '1: there any true defini

tion of a straight line, sir ?' he said. ‘I

can't take the one in my Euclid.'—'S0

you're not afraid, Malcolm ?' I returned,

heedless of his question, for I wanted to

see what he would answer.—‘ Afraid, sir l'

he rejoined with some surprise. ‘I wad

ill like to hear the Lord say, 0 I/zou 0‘

Iitlle faz‘//1/'—'But,' I persisted, ‘God

may mean to drown you.'—' An‘ what

for no ?' he returned. ‘Gien ye war to

tell me 'at I micht be droon’t ohn Him

meant it, I wad be flcyt eneuch.‘——I see

your ladyship does not understand: I

will interpret the dark saying: ‘And

why should He not drown me? If you

were to tell me I might be drowned with

out His meaning it, I should be frighten

ed enough.‘ Believe me, my lady, the

right way is simple to find, though only

they that seek it first can find it. But

I have allowed myself," concluded the

schoolmaster, “to be carried adrift in

my laudation of Malcolm. You did not

come to hear praises of him. my lady."

"I owe him much," said Clementina.

"But tell me, then, Mr. Graham, how is

it that you know there is a God, and one

—0ne——fit to be trusted as you trust

Him?"

"In no way that I can bring to bear

on to the reason of another so as to pro

duce conviction." .

“Then what is to become of me ?"

"I can do for you what is far better.

I can persuade you to look and see wheth

er before your own door stands not a gate

—lies not a path to walk in. Entering

by that gate, walking in that path, you

shall yourself arrive at the conviction,

which no man can give you, that there

is a living Love and Truth at the heart

of your being and pervading all that

surrounds you. The man who seeks the

truth in any other manner will never

find it. Listen to me a moment, my

lady. Ilovedthatboy's mother. Natu

rally, she did not love me—how could

she? I was very unhappy. I sought

comfort from the unknown Source of

my life. He gave me to understand His

Son, and so I understood himself, knew

that I came of God, and was comforted."

“ But how do you know that it was not

all a delusion, the product of your own

fervid imagination P Do not mistake me:

I want to find it true."

"It is a right and honest question, my

lady. I will tell you. Not to mention the

conviction which a truth beheld must

carry with itself, and concerning which

there can be no argument either with

him who does or him who does not see

it, this experience goes far with me, and

would with you if you had it, as you may

—namely, that all my difiiculties and

confusions have gone on clearing them

selves up ever since I set out to walk in

that way. My consciousness of life is

threefold what it was; my perception of

what is lovely around me, and my de

light in it, threefold; my power of un

derstanding things and of ordering my

way threefold also: the same with my

hope and my courage, my love to my

kind, my power of forgiveness. In short,

I cannot but believe that my whole being

and its whole world are in process of

rectification for me. Is not that some

thing to set against the doubt born of

the eye and ear, and the questions of

an intellect that can neither grasp nor

disprove? I say nothing of better things

still. To the man who receives such as

I mean, they are the heart of life—to the

man who does not, they exist not. But,

I say, if I thus find my whole being en

lightened and redeemed, and know that

therein I fare according to the word of

the Man of whom the old story tells; if

I find that His word, and the result of

action founded upon that word, corre

spond and agree, opening a heaven with

in and beyond me, in which I see my

, self delivered from all that now in my
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self is to myself despicable and unlove

ly; if I can reasonably—reasonably to

myself, not to another—cherish hopes of

a glory of conscious being divinelyr bet

ter than all my imagination when most

daring could invent—a glory springing

from absolute unity with my Creator, and

therefore with my neighbor ;—if the Lord

of the ancient tale, I say, has thus held

word with me, am I likely to doubt much

or longr whether there be such a Lord or

no ?"

"\Vhat, then, is the way that lies be

fore my own door? Help me to see it."

“It is just the old way—as old as the

conscience—that of obedience to any and

every law of personal duty. But if you

have ever seen the Lord, if only from

afar—if you have any vaguest suspicion

that the Jew Jesus, who professed to have

come from God, was a better man than

other men—one of your first duties must

be to open your ears to His words, and

see whether they commend themselves

to you as true: then, if they do, to obey

them with your whole strength and might,

upheld by the hope of the vision prom

ised in them to the obedient. This is the

way of life, which will lead a man out of

the miseries of the nineteenth century,

as it led Paul out of the miseries of the

first."

There followed a little pause, and then

a long talk about what the schoolmaster

had called the old story, in which he

spoke with such fervid delight of this

and that point in the tale, removing this

and that stumbling-block by giving the

true reading or the right interpretation,

showing the what and why and h0w—the

very intent of our Lord in the thing he

said or did—that, for the first time in her

life, Clementina began to feel as if such

a man must really have lived, that His

blessed feet must really have walked

over the acres of Palestine, that His hu

man heart must indeed have thought and

felt, worshiped and borne, right human

ly. Even in the presence of her new ‘

teacher, and with his words in her ears,

she began to desire her own chamber

that she might sit down with the neglect

ed story and read for herself.

The schoolmaster walked with her to
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the chapel door. There her carriage

was already waiting. He put her in,

and, while the Reverend Jacob Masquar

was still holding forth upon the differ

ence between adoption and justitication_

Clementine drove away, never more to

delight the hearts of the deacons with

the noise of the hoofs of her horses stay

ing the wheels of her yellow chariot.

CHAPTER LIV.

THE FEY FACTOR.

\VHEN Mr. Crathie heard of the out

rage the people of Scaurnose had com

mitted upon the surveyors, he vowed he

would empty every house in the place at

Michaelmas. His wife warned him that

such a wholesale proceeding must put

him in the wrong with the country, see

ing they could not all have been guilty.

He replied it would be impossible, the

rascals hung so together, to find out the

ringleaders even. She returned that they

all deserved it, and that a correct discrim

ination was of no consequence: it would

be enough to the purpose if he made a

difi'erence. People would then say he

had done his best to distinguish. The

factor was persuaded, and made out a

list of those who were to leave, in which

he took care to include all the principal

men, to whom he gave warning forth

with to quit their houses at Michaelmas.

I do not know whether the notice was in

law sufiicient, but exception was not taken

on that score.

Scaurnose, on the receipt of the papers,

all at the same time, by the hand of the

bellman of Portlossie, was like a hive

about to swarm. Endless and compli

cated were the comings and goings be

tween the houses, the dialogues, confabu

lations and consultations, in the one street

and its many closes. In the middle ofit, in

front of the little public-house, stood, all

that day and the next, a group ofmen and

women, for no five minutes in its compo

nent parts the same, but, like a cloud,

ever slow-dissolving and as continuous

ly re-forming, some dropping away, oth

ers falling to. Such nid-nodding, such

uplifting and fanning of palms among
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the women, such semi-revolving side

shakes of the head, such demonstration

of fists and such cursing among the men,

had never before been seen and heard in

Scaurnose. The result was a conclusion

to make common cause with the first

victim of the factor's tyranny--namely,

Blue Peter—whose expulsion would ar

rive three months before theirs, and was

unquestionably head and front of the

same cruel scheme for putting down the

fisher-folk altogether.

Three of them, therefore, repaired to

Joseph's house, commissioned with the

following proposal and condition of com.

pact: that Joseph should defy the notice

given him to quit, they pledging them

selves that he should not be expelled.

Whether he agreed or not, they were

equally determined, they said, when their

turn came, to defend the village; but if

he would cast in his lot with them, they

would, in defending him, gain the ad

vantage of having the question settled

three months sooner for themselves. Blue

Peter sought to dissuade them, specially

insisting on the dangerofbloodshed. They

laughed. They had anticipated objection,

but being of the youngest and roughest in

the place, the idea of a scrimmage was,

neither in itself nor in its probable conse

quences, at all repulsive to them. They

answered that a little blood-letting would

do nobody any harm ; neither would there

be much of that, for they scorned to use

any weapon sharper than their fists or

a good thick rung : the women and chil

drcn would take stones of course. No

body would be killed, but every meddle

some authority taught to let Scaurnose

and fishers alone. Peter objected that

their enemies could easily starve them

out. Dubs rejoined that if they took

care to keep the sea-door open, their

friends at Portlossie would not let them

starve. Grosert said he made no doubt

the factor would have the Seaton to fight

as well as Scaurnose, for they must see

plainly enough that their turn would

come next. Joseph said the factor would

apply to the magistrates, and they would

call out the militia.

"An‘ we'll call out Buckie," answered

Dubs.

"Man," said Fite Folp, the eldest of the

three, “the haill shore, frae the Brough

to Fort George, ‘ill be up in a jiffie, an'

a’ the cuintray, frae John 0' Groats to

Berwick, ‘ill hear hoo the fisher-fowk '5

misguidit; an' at last it '11 come to the

king, an' syn: we'll get oor richts, for

he'll no stan' to see't, an' maitters ‘ll

sune be set upon a better futtin' for puir

fowk 'at has no freen' but God an' the

sea."

The greatness of the result represent

ed laid hold of Peter's imagination, and

the resistance to injustice necessary to

reach it stirred the old tar in him. When

they took their leave he walked halfway

up the street with them, and then return

ed to tell his wife what they had been

saying, all the way murmuring to him

self as he went, "The Lord is a man of

war." And ever as he said the words

he saw as in a vision the great man-of

war in which he had served sweeping

across the bows of a Frenchman, and

raking him, gun after gun, from stem to

stem. Nor did the warlike mood abate

until he reached home and looked his

wife in the eyes. He told her all, end

ing with the half-repudiatory, half-ten

tative words, " That's what they say, ye

see, Annie."

“And what say ye, Joseph ?" returned

his wife.

“Ow! I'm no sayin‘," he answered.

“VVhat are ye thinkin' than, Joseph ?"

she pursued. “ Ye canna say ye're no

thinkin'."

" Na, I'll no say that, lass," he replied,

but said no more.

"\Veel, gien ye winna say," resumed

Annie, ‘'1 wull; an‘ my say is, ‘at it luiks

to me unco like takin' things intil yer ain

han'."

"An' whase han' sud we tak them intil

but oor ain ?" said Peter, with a falseness

which in another would have roused his

righteous indignation.

“ That's no the pint. It's whase han'

yc're takin' them oot 0'," returned she,and

spoke with solemnity and significance.

Peter made no answer, but the words

Vmgrance is mine began to ring in his

mental ears, instead of The Lord is a

man qf war.
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Before Mr. Graham left them,‘ and

while Peter's soul was flourishing, he

would have simply said that it was

their part to endure, and leave the rest

to the God of the sparrows. But now

the words of men whose judgment had

no weight with him threw him back upon

the instinct of self-defence—driven from

which by the words of his wife, he betook

himself, not, alas! to the protection, but

to the vengeance, of the Lord.

The next day he told the three com

'missioners that he was sorry to disap

point them, but he could not make com

mon cause with them, for he could not

see it his duty to resist, much as it would

gratify the natural man. They must

therefore excuse him if he left Scaur

nose at the time appointed. He hoped

he should leave friends behind him.

They listened respectfully, showed no

offence, and did not even attempt to ar

gue the matter with him. But certain

looks passed between them.

After this Blue Peter was a little hap

pier in his mind and went more briskly

about his affairs.

CHAPTER liV.

THE WANDERER.

IT was a lovely summer evening, and

the sun, going down just beyond the point

of the Scaurnose, shone straight upon the

Partan's door. That it was closed in such -

weather had a significance—general as

well as individual. Doors were oftener

closed in the Seaton now. The spiritual

atmosphere of the place was less clear

and open than hitherto. The behavior

of the factor, the trouble of their neigh

bors, the conviction that the man who de

populated Scaurnose would at least raise

the rents upon them, had brought a cloud

over the feelings and prospects of its in
habitants which their special quarrel with I

the oppressor for Malcolm's sake had

drawn deeper around the Findlays; and

hence it was that the setting sun shone

upon the closed door of their cottage.

But a shadow darkened it, cutting off

the level stream of rosy red. An aged

man in Highland garments stood and

knocked. His overworn dress looked

fresher and brighter in the friendly rays,

but they shone very yellow on the bare

hollows of his old knees. It was Dun

can MacPhail, the supposed grandfather

of Malcolm. He was older and feebler

—-I had almost said blinder, but that

could not be—-certainly shabbier than

ever. The glitter of dirk and broad

sword at his sides, and the many-col

ored ribbons adorning the old bagpipes

under his arm, somehow enhanced the

look of more than autumnal, of wintry,

desolation in his appearance. Before he

left the Seaton the staff he carried was

for show rather than use, but now he was

bent over it, as if but for it he would fall

into his grave. His knock was feeble

and doubtful, as if unsure of a welcom

ing response. He was broken, sad and

uncomforted.

A moment passed. The door was un

latched, and within stood the Partaness,

wiping her hands in her apron and looking

thunderous. But when she saw who it was

her countenance and manner changed ut

terly. "Preserve ‘s a’ ! Ye're a sicht for

sair e'en, Maister MacPhail !" she cried,

holding out her hand, which the blind

man took as if he saw as well as she.

“Come awa' but the hoose. Wow! but

ye're walcome 1"

"She thanks your own self, Mistress

Partan," said Duncan, as he followed

her in; "and her heart will pe thanking

you for ta coot welcome; and it will pe a

long time since she'll saw you howefer.“

“ N00, noo," exclaimed Meg, stopping

in the middle of her little kitchen as she

was getting a chair for the old man, and

turning upon him to revive on the first

possible chance what had been a stand

ing quarrel between them, “what mn be

the rizzon ‘at gars ane like you, ‘at never

saw man or wuman i‘ yer lang life, the

verra meenute ye open yer mou' say its

lang sin’ ye saw me? A mensefu' body

like you, Maister MacPhail, sud speyk

mair to the p'int."

"Ton‘t you'll pe preaking her heart

with ta one hand while you’ll pe clap

ping her head with ta other," said the

piper. uTon‘t pe taking her into your

house to pe telling her she can't see. Is
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it that old Tuncan is not a man as much

as any woman in ta world, tat you'll pe

telling her she can't see? I tell you she

mu see, and more tan you'll pe think.

And l will tell it to you, tere iss a pape

in this house, and tere wass pe none

when Tuncan she'll co away.“

"We a‘ ken ye hae the surnmz’ sicht,“

said Mrs. Findlay, who had not expect

ed such a reply; “an' it was only 0' the

first I spak. Haith! it wad be ‘ill set 0'

me to anger ye the moment ye come

back to yer ain. Sit ye doon there by

the chimla-neuk till I mak ye a dish 0'

tay. Or maybe ye wad prefar a drap

o‘ pan-itch an' milk? It's no muckle

1 hae to offer ye, but ye cudna be mair

walcome."

As easily appeased as irritated, the

old man sat down with a grateful, placid

look, and while the tea was drawing, Mrs.

Findlay, by judicious questions, gather

ed from him the story of his adventures.

Unable to rise above the disappoint

ment and chagrin of finding that the

' boy he loved as his own soul, and had

brought up as his own son, was actually

the child of a Campbell woman, one of

the race to which belonged the murderer

of his people in Glenco, and which there

fore he hated with an absolute passion

of hatred—unable also to endure the ter

rible schism in his being occasioned by

the conflict between horror at the Camp

bell blood and ineffaceable affection for

the youth in whose veins it ran, and who

so fully deserved all the love he had lav

ished upon him—he had concluded to

rid himself of all the associations of place

and people and event now grown so pain

ful, to make his way back to his native ,

Glenco, and there endure his humiliation

as best he might, beheld of the moun

tains which had beheld the ruin of his

race. He would end the few and miser

able days of his pilgrimage amid the

rushing of the old torrents and the call

ing of the old winds about the crags and

precipices that had hung over his dark

some yet blessed childhood. These were

still his friends. But he had not gone

many days‘ journey before a farmer found

him on the road insensible and took him

home. As he recovered, his longing after

his boy Malcolm grew until it rose to

agony, but he fought with his heart, and

believed he had overcome it. The boy

1 was a good boy, he said to himself; the

boy had been to him as the son of his

own heart; there was no fault to find

with him or in him; he was as brave as

he was kind, as sincere as he was clever,

as strong as he was gentle; he could play

on the bagpipes and very nearly talk

Gaelic; but his mother was a Campbell,

and for that there was no help. To be

on loving terms with one in whose veins

ran a single drop of the black pollution

was a thing no l\lacl)honuill must dream

of. He had lived a man of honor, and

he would die a man of honor, hating the

Campbells to their last generation. How

should the hard of his clan ever talk to

his own soul if he knew himself false to

the name of his fathers? Hard fate for

him! As if it were not enough that he

had been doomed to save and rear a

child of the brood abominable, he was

yet further doomed, worst fate of all, to

love the evil thing: he could not tear the

lovely youth from his heart. But he could

go farther and farther from him.

As soon as he was able he resumed his

journey westward, and at length reached

his native glen, the wildest spot in all the

island. There he found indeed the rush

of the torrents and the call of the winds

unchanged, but when his soul cried out

in its agonies, they went on with the same

song that had soothed his childhood: for

the heart of the suffering man they had

no response. Days passed before he

came upon a creature who remembered

him, for more than twenty years were

gone, and a new generation had come

up since he forsook the glen. Vt/orst of

all, the clan spirit was dying out, the

family type of government all but ex

tinct, the patriarchal vanishing in a low

form of the feudal, itself already in ab

ject decay. The hour of the Celt was

gone by, and the long-wandering raven,

returning at last, found the ark it had

left afloat on the waters dry and deserted

and rotting to dust. There was not even

a cottage in which he could hide his head.

The one he had forsaken when cruelty

and crime drove him out had fallen to
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‘ from it for ever.

ruins, and now there was nothing of it

left but its foundations. The people of

the inn at the mouth of the valley did

their best for him, but he learned by ac

cident that they had Campbell connec

tions, and, rising that instant, walked

He wandered about

for a time, playing his pipes, and every

where hospitably treated, but at length

his heart could endure its hunger no

more: he must see his boy, or die. He

walked, therefore, straight to the cottage

of his quarrelsome but true friend, Mis

tress Partan, to learn that his benefac

tor, the marquis, was dead, and Malcolm

gone. But here alone could he hope ever

to see him again, and the same night he

sought his cottage in the grounds of Los

sie House, never doubting his right to

reoccupy it. But the door was locked,

and he could find no entrance. He went

to the House, and there was referred to

the factor. But when he knocked at his

door and requested the key of the cot

tage, Mr. Crathie, who was in the middle

of his third tumbler, came raging out of

his dining-room, cursed him for an old

Highland goat, and heaped insults on

him and his grandson indiscriminately.

It was well he kept the door between him

and the old man, for otherwise he would

never have finished the said third tum

bler. That door carried in it thenceforth

the marks of every weapon that Duncan

bore, and indeed the half of his s_gz'an

d/zu was the next morning found stick

ing in it, like the sting which the bee is

doomed to leave behind her. He re

turned to Mistress Partan white and

trembling, in a mountainous rage with

“ta low-pred hount of a factor." Her

sympathy was enthusiastic, for they shar

ed a common wrath. And now came

the tale of the factor's cruelty to the

fishers, his hatred of Malcolm and his

general wildness of behavior. The piper

vowed to shed the last drop of his blood

in defence of his Mistress Partan. But

when, to strengthen the force of his as

severation, he drew the dangerous-lo0k

ing dirk from its sheath, she threw her

self upon him, wrenched it from his hand,

and testified that "fules sudna hae chap

pin‘-sticks, nor yet teylors guns."

days before Duncan discovered where

she had hidden it. But not the less

heartily did she insist on his taking up

his abode with her; and the very next

day he resumed his old profession of

lamp-cleaner to the community.

VI/hen Miss Horn heard that he had

come, and where he was, her old feud

with Meg Partan rendering it imprudent

to call upon him, she watched for him in

the street and welcomed him home, as

suring him that if ever he should wish to

change his quarters her house was at his

service.

“I'm nae Cam‘ell, ye ken, Duncan,"

she concluded, “ an‘ what an auld wuman

like mysel‘ can du to mak ye coamfort

able sall no fail, an‘ that I promise ye."

The old man thanked her with the

perfect courtesy of the Celt, confessed

that he was not altogether at ease where

he was, but said he must not hurt the

feelings of Mistress Partan, "for shell

not pe a paad womans," he added, “but

her house will pe aalways in ta flames,

howefer."

So he remained where he was, and the

general heart of the Seaton was not a

little revived by the return of one whose

presence reminded them of a better time,

when no such cloud as now threatened

them heaved its ragged sides above their

horizon. '

The factor was foolish enough to at

tempt inducing Meg to send her guest

away.

“\Ve want no landloupin' knaves, old

or young, about Lossie," he said.

the place is no keepit dacent, we'll never

get the young marchioness to come near

'5 again."

"'Deed, factor," returned Meg, en

hancing the force of her utterance by

a composure marvelous from its rarity,

“the first thing to mak‘ the place—I'll

no say dacent, sae lang there's sae mony

claverin' wives in't, but—mair dacent

nor it has been for the last ten year, wad

be to sen‘ factors back whaur they cam‘

frae."

“And whaur may that be ?" asked Mr.

Crathie.

" That's mair nor I richtly can say,"

It was , answered Meg Partan, "but auld-fara.nd

"If
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fouk threepit it was somewhaur 'ithin the

swing 0' Sawtan's tail."

The reply on the factor's lips as he

left the house tended to justify the rude

sarcasm.

CHAPTER LVI.

MID-OCEAN.

THERE came a breath of something

in the east. It was neither wind nor

warmth. It was light before it is light

to the eyes of men. Slowly and softly

it grew, until, like the dawning soul in

the face of one who lies in a faint, the

life of light came back to the world, and

at last the whole huge hollow hemisphere

of rushing sea and cloud-flecked sky lay

like a great empty heart, waiting, in con

scious glory of the light, for the central

glory, the coming lord of day. And in

the whole crystalline hollow, gleaming

and flowing With delight, yet waiting for

more, the Psyche was the one only lone

ly life-bearing thing-—the one cloudy

germ-spot afloat in the bosom of the

great roc-egg of sea and sky, whose

sheltering nest was the universe with its

walls of flame.

Florimel woke, rose, went on deck,

and for a moment was fresh born. It

was a fore-scent—even this could not be

called a fore-taste—of the kingdom of

heaven; but Florimel never thought of

the kingdom of heaven, the ideal of her

own existence. She could, however, half

appreciate this earthly outbreak of its

glory, this incarnation of truth invisible.

Round her, like a thousand doves, clam

ored with greeting wings the joyous sea

wind. Up came a thousand dancing

billows to shout their good-morning.

Like a petted animal importunate for

play, the breeze tossed her hair and

dragged at her fluttering garments, then

rushed into the Psyche's sails, swelled

them yet deeper, and sent her dancing

over the dancers. The sun peered up

like a mother waking and looking out

on her frolicking children. Black shad

ows fell from sail to sail, slipping and

shifting, and one long shadow of the

Psyche herself shot over the world to

the very gates of the west, but held her

not, for she danced and leaned and flew

as if she had but just begun her coranto

lavolta fresh with the moming, and had

not been dancing all the livelong night

over the same floor. Lively as any new

born butterfly—not like a butterfly's flit

ting and hovering-was her flight, for

still, like one that longed, she sped and

strained and flew. The joy of bare life

swelled in Florimel‘s bosom. She look

ed up, she looked around, she breathed

deep. The cloudy anger that had rush-.

ed upon her like a watching tiger the

moment she waked fell back, and left

her soul a clear mirror to reflect God's

dream of a world. She turned and saw

Malcolm at the tiller, and the cloudy

wrath sprung upon her. He stood com

posed and clear and cool as the morn

ing, without sign of doubt or conscience

of wrong, now peeping into the binnacle,

now glancing at the sunny sails, where

swayed across and back the dark shad

ows of the rigging as the cutter leaned

and rose like a child running and stag

gering over the multitudinous and un

stable hillocks. She turned from him.

"Good-morning, my lady! \\'hat a

good morning it is !" As in all his ad

dress to his mistress, the freedom of the

words did not infect the tone: that was

resonant of essential honor. “Strange

to think,“ he went on, " that the sun him

self there is only a great tire, and knows

nothing about it! There must be a sun

to that sun, or the whole thing is a vain

show. There must be One to whom each

is itself, yet the all makes a whole—One

who is at once both centre and circum

ference to all."

Florimel cast on him a seornful look.

For not merely was be talking his usual

unintelligible rubbish of poetry, but he

had the irnpertinence to speak as if he

had done nothing amiss and she had no

ground for being offended with him. She

made him no answer. A cloud came

over Malcolm's face, and until she went

again below he gave his attention to his

steering.

In the mean time, Rose, who happily

had turned out as good a sailor as her

new mistress, had tidied the little cabin,
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and Florimel found, if not quite such a

sumptuous breakfast laid as at Portland

Place, yet a far better appetite than usual

to meet what there was; and when she

had finished her temper was better, and

she was inclined to think less indignant

ly of Malcolm's share in causing her so

great a pleasure. She was not yet quite

spoiled. She was still such a lover of the

visible world and of personal freedom

that the thought of returning to Lon

don and its leaden-footed hours would

now have been unendurable. At this

moment she could have imagined no

better thing than thus to go tearing

through the water-home to her home.

For although she had spent little of her

life at Lossie House, she could not but

prefer it unspeakably to the schools in

which she had passed almost the whole

of the preceding portion of it. There

was little or nothing in the affair she

could have wished otherwise except its

origin. She was mischievous enough to

enjoy even the thought of the conster

nation it would cause at Portland Place.

She did not realize all its awkwardness.

A letter to Lady Bellair when she reached

home would, she said to herself, set

everything right: and if Malcolm had

now repented and put about, she would

instantly have ordered him to hold on

for Lossie. But it was mortifying that

she should have come at the will of Mal

colm, and not by her own—-worse than

mortifying that perhaps she would have

to say so. If she were going to say so

she must turn him away as soon as she

arrived. There was no help for it. She

dared not keep him after that in the face

of society. But she might take the bold,

and perhaps a little dangerous, measure

of adopting the flight as altogether her

own madcap idea. Her thoughts went

floundering in the bog of expediency

until she was tired, and declined from

thought to reverie. Then, dawning out

of the dreamland of her past, appeared

the image of Lenorme. Pure pleasure,

glorious delight, such as she now felt,

could not long possess her mind without

raising in its charmed circle the vision of

the only man except her father whom

she had ever something like loved. Her

behavior to him had not yet roused in

her shame or sorrow or sense of wrong.

She had driven him from her; she was

ashamed of her relation to him; she had

caused him bitter suffering; she had all

but promised to marry another man ; yet

she had not the slightest wish for that

man's company there and then : with no

one of her acquaintance but Lenorme

could she have shared this conscious

splendor of life. “\Vould to God he

had been born a gentleman instead of

a painter!" she said to herself when

her imagination had brought him from

the past and set him in the midst of the

present. “ Rank," she said, "I am above

caring about. In that he might be ever

so far my inferior and welcome, if only

he had been of a good family, a gentle

man born." She was generosity, mag

nanimity itself, in her own eyes. Yet

he was of far better family than she

knew, for she had never taken the trou

ble to inquire into his history. And now

she was so much easier in her mind since

she had so cruelly broken with him that

she felt positively virtuous because she

had done it and he was not at that mo

ment by her side. And yet if he had

that moment stepped from behind the

mainsail she would in all probability

have thrown herself into his arms.

The day passed on. Florimel grew

tired and went to sleep; woke and had

her dinner; took a volume of the Ara

bian 1\Z'gr/1/.r and read herself again to

sleep; woke again; went on deck; saw

the sun growing weary in the west. And

still the unwearied wind blew, and still

the Psyche danced on, as unwearied as

the wind.

The sunset was rather an assumption

than a decease, a reception of him out

of their sight into an eternity of gold and

crimson; and when he was gone, and the

gorgeous bliss had withered into a dove

hued grief, then the cool, soft ‘twilight,

thoughtful of the past and its love, crept

out of the western caves over the breast

of the water, and filled the dome, and

made of itself a great lens royal, through

which the stars and their motions were

visible; and the ghost of Aurora with

both hands lifted her shroud above her



736 [_IL'.\‘E,THE 1|!/IRQUIS OF LOSSIE.

head, and made a dawn for the moon

on the verge of the watery horizon—a

dawn as of the past, the hour of inverted

hope. Not a word all day had been ut

tered between Malcolm and his mis

tress: when the moon appeared, with

the waves sweeping up against her face,

he approached Florimel where she sat in ‘

the stern. Davy was steering. "Will your -

ladyship come forward and see how the

Psyche goes?" he said. “At the stern

you can see only the passive part of her

motion. It is quite another thing to see

the will of her at work in the bows."

At first she was going to refuse, but

she changed her mind, or her mind

changed her: she was not much more

of a living and acting creature yet than

the Psyche herself. She said nothing,

but rose and permitted Malcolm to help

her forward.

It was the moon's turn now to be level

with the water, and as Florimel stood on

the larboard side, leaning over and gaz

ing down, she saw her shine through the

little feather of spray the cutwater sent

curling up before it and turn it into pearls

and semi-opals.

" She's got a bone in her mouth, you

see, my lady," said old Travers.

“Go aft till I call you, Travers," said

Malcolm.

Rose was in Florimel's cabin, and they

were now quite alone.

“My lady," said Malcolm, “I can't

bear to have you angry with me."

"Then you ought not to deserve it,"

returned Florimel.

" My lady, if you knew all, you would

not say I deserved it."

"Tell me all, then, and let me judge."

''I cannot tell you all yet, but I will

tell you something which may perhaps

incline you to feel merciful. Did your

ladyship ever think what could make

me so much attached to your father P"

"No indeed. I never saw anything

peculiar in it. Even now-a-days there

are servants to be found who love their

masters. It seems to me natural enough.

Besides, he was very kind to you."

"It was natural indeed, my lady—

more natural than you think. Kind to '

me he was, and that was natural too."

“Natural to him, no doubt, for he was

kind to everybody."

“My grandfather told you something

of my early history, did he not, my

lady?"

"Yes: at least I think I remember

his doing so."

"Will you recall it, and see whether

it suggests nothing?"

But Florimel could remember noth

ing in particular, she said. She had, in

truth, forasmuch as she was interested

at the time, forgotten almost everything

of the story. “I really cannot think

what you mean," she added. "If you

are going to be mysterious I shall re

sume my place by the tiller. Travers

is deaf and Davy is dumb: l prefer

either."

“My lady," said Malcolm, "your fa.

ther knew my tnother, and persuaded

her that he loved her."

Florimel drew herself up, and would

have looked him to ashes if wrath could

burn.

Malcolm saw he must come to the

point at once or the parley would cease.

"My lady," he said, "your father was

my father too. 1 am a son of the mar

quis of Lossie, and your brother—your

ladyship's half-brother, that is."

She looked a little stunned. The

gleam died out of her eyes and the glow

out of her cheek. She turned and lean

ed over the bulwark. He said no more,

but stood watching her. She raised her

self suddenly, looked at him and said,

“Do 1 understand you ?"

"I am your brother," Malcolm re

peated.

She made a step forward and held out

her hand. He took the little thing in

his great grasp tenderly. Her lip trem

bled. She gazed at hini for an instant,

full in the face, with a womanly, believ

ing expression. " My poor Malcolm!"

she said. "l am sorry for you."

She withdrew her hand, and again

leaned over the bulwark. Her heart

was softened toward her groom-brother,

and for a moment it seemed to her that

some wrong had been done. Why should

the one be a marchioness and the other

a groom? Then came the thought that
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' tentlant.

now all was explained. Every peculiar

ity of the young man, every gift extra

ordinary of body, mind or spirit, his

strength, his beauty, his courage and

honesty, his simplicity, nobleness and

afl'cction—yes, even what in him was

mere dbggedness and presumption—all,

everything, explained itselfto Florimel in

the fact that the incomprehensible fish

erman-groom, that talked like a parson,

was the son of her father. She never

thought of the woman that was his moth

er, and what share she might happen to

have in the phenomenon—-thought only

of her father, and a little pitifully of the

half honor and more than half disgrace

infolding the very existence of her at

As usual, her thoughts were

confused. The one moment the poor

Ellow seemed to exist only on sufl'er

ance, having no right to be there at all,

for as fine a fellow as he was: the next

she thought how immeasurably he was

_udebted to the family of the Colonsays.

‘1 nen arose the remembrance of his ar

rogance and presumption in assuming

on such a ground something more than

guardianship, absolute tyranny, over her,

and with the thought pride and injury at

once got the upper hand. \Vas s/M to

be dictated to by a low-born, low-bred

fellow like that—a fellow whose hands

were harder than any leather, not with

doing things for his amusement, but ac

tually with earning his daily bread—

one that used to smell so of fish—on the

ground of a right too, and such a right

as ought to exclude him for ever from

her presence?

She turned to him again. "How long

have you known this-—this—painful-—

indeed I must confess to finding it an

awkward and embarrassing fact ? 1 pre

sume you do know it?" she said coldly

and searchingly.

“ My father confessed it on his death

bed."

“ Confessed !" echoed Florimel‘s pride,

but she restrained her tongue. “It ex

plains much," she said with a sort of

judicial relief. "There has been a great

change upon you since then. Mind, I

only say ¢‘.t‘fi/(li7lS. It could never justify

such behavior as yours—-no, not if you

had been my true brother. There is

some excuse, I dare say, to be made for

your ignorance and inexperience. No

doubt the discovery turned your head.

Still, I am at a loss to understand how

you could imagine that sort of—of—that

sort of thing ‘gave you any right over

me."

"Love has its rights, my lady,’

Malcolm.

Again her eyes flashed and her cheek

flushed: “I cannot permit you to talk

so to me. You must not fancy such

things are looked upon in our position

with the same indifference as in yours.

You must not flatter yourself that you

can be allowed to cherish the same feel

ings toward me as if—-as if—you were

really my brother. I am sorry for you,

Malcolm, as I said already, but you have

altogether missed your mark if you think

that can alter facts or shelter you from

the consequences of presumption."

Again she turned away. Malcolm's

heart was sore for her. How grievously

she had sunk from the Lady Florimel

of the old days! It was all from being

so Constantl y with that wretched woman

and her vile nephew. Had he been

able to foresee such a rapid declension

he would have taken her away long ago,

and let come of her feelings what might.

He had been too careful over them.

"Indeed," Florimel resumed, but this

time without turning toward hitn, “I do

not see how things can possibly, after

what you have told me, remain as they

are. I should not feel at all comfortable

in having one about me who would be

constantly supposing he had rights and

reflecting on my father for fancied in

justice, and whom I fear nothing could

prevent from taking liberties. It is very

awkward indeed, Malcolm—-very awk

ward. But it is your own fault that you

are so changed; and I must say I should

not have expected it of you: I should

have thought you had more good sense

and regard for me. If I were to tell the

world why I wanted to keep you, people

would but shrug their shoulders and tell

me to get rid of you; and if I said noth

ing, there would always be something

coming up that required explanation.

said
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Besides, you would for ever be trying to

convert me to one or other of your fool

ish notions. I hardly know what to do.

I will consult—my friends on the subject.

And yet I would rather they knew noth

ing of it. My father, you see—" She

paused. " If you had been my real

brother it would have been difi'erent."

“I am your real brother, my lady, and

I have tried to behave like one ever since

I knew it."

“Yes, you have been troublesome: I

have always understood that brothers

were troublesolne. I am told they are

given to taking upon them the charge

of their sisters‘ conduct. But I would

not have even you think me heartless.

If you had been a rm! brother, of course

I should have treated you differently."

"I don't doubt it, my lady, for every

thing would have been different then. I

should have been the marquis of Lossie,

and you would have been Lady Florimel

Colonsay. But it would have made little

difference in one thing: I could not have

loved you better than I do now, if only

you would believe it, my lady."

The emotion of Malcolm, evident in his

voice as he said this, seemed to touch her

a little. “I believe it, my poor Malcolm,"

she returned, " quite as much as I want or

as it is pleasant to believe it. I think you

would do a good deal for me, Malcolm.

But then. you are so rude! take things

into your own hands, and do things for

me I don't want done! You willjudge,

not only for yourself. but for me! How

can a man of your training and position

judge for a lady of mine? Don't you

see the absurdity of it? At times it has

been very awkward indeed. Perhaps

when I am married it might be arranged;

but I don't know." Here Malcolm ground

his teeth, but was otherwise irresponsive

as a block of stone. “How would a game

keeper's place suit you ? That is a half

gentlemanly kind of post. I will speak

to the factor, and see what can be done.

But on the whole, I I/rink, Malcolm, it

will be better you should go. I am way

sorry. I wish you had not told me. It

is very painful to me. You s/muld not

have told me. These things are not in

tended to be talked of. Suppose you

were to marry—-say-— She stopped ab

ruptly, and it was well both for herself

and Malcolm that she caught back the

name that was on her lips.

The poor girl must not be judged as if

she had been more than a girl, or other

than one with every disadvantage of evil

training. Had she been four or five years

older, she might have been a good deal

worse, and have seemed better, for she

would have kept much of what she had

now said to herself, and would perhaps

have treated her brother 1nore kindly

while she cared even less for him.

"What will you do with Kelpie, my

lady ?" asked Malcolm quietly.

"There it is, you see!" she returned.

"So awkward! If you had not told me,

things could have gone on as before, and

for your sake I could have pretended I

came this voyage of my own will and

pleasure. Now, I don't know what I can

do—except indeed you— Let me see:

if you were to hold your tongue, and

tell nobody what you have just told me,

I don't know but you might stay till you

got her so far trained that another man

could manage her. I might even be

able to ride her myself. W'ill you prom

ise P"

"I will promise not to let the fact come

out so long as I am in your service, my

lady."

"After all that has passed I think you

might promise me a little more. Butl

will not press it."

“May I ask what it is, my lady?"

"I am not going to press it, for I do

not choose to make a favor of it. Still,

I do not see that it would be such a

mighty favor to ask of one who owes

respect at least to the house of Lossio

But I will not ask. Iwill only suggest,

Malcolm, that you should leave this part

of the country—say this country alto

gether—and go to America or New South

\Vales or the Cape of Good Hope. If

you will take the hint, and promise nev

er to speak a word of this unfortunate

yes, I must be honest and allow there is

a sort of relationship between us-—but if

you will keep it secret I will take care

that something is done for you—some

thing, I mean, more than you could have
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any right to expect. And mind,l am

not asking you to conceal anything that

could reflect honor upon you or dishonor

upon us."

"I cannot, my lady.''

"I scarcely thought you would. Only

you hold such grand ideas about self

denial that I thought it might be agree

able to you to have an opportunity of

exercising the virtue at a small expense

and a great advantage."

Malcolm was miserable. \Vho could

have dreamed to find in her such a

woman of the world? He must break

off the hopeless interview. "Then, my

lady." he said, "I suppose I am to give

my chief attention to Kelpie, and things

are to be as they have been?"

"For the present. And as to this last

piece of presumption, I will so far for

give you as to take the proceeding on

myself—mainly because it would have

been my very choice had you submitted

it to me. There is nothing I should have

preferred to a sea-voyage and returning

to Lossie at this time of the year. But

you also must be silent on your insuffer

able share in the business. And for the

other matter, the least arrogance or as

sumption I shall consider to absolve me

at once from all obligation toward you

of any sort. Such relationships are never

acknowledged." _

“Thank you—sister," said Malcolm

—a last forlorn experiment; and as he

said the word he looked lovingly in her

eyes.

She drew herself up like the princess

Lucifera, "with loftie eyes, halfe loth to

looke so lowe," and said, cold as ice, "If

once I hear that word on your lips again,

as between you and me, Malcolm, I shall

that very moment discharge you from my

service as for a misdemeanor. You have

no claim upon me, and the world will not

blame me."

"Certainly not, my lady. I beg your

pardon. But there is one who perhaps

will blame you a little."

"I know what you mean, but I don't

pretend to any of your religious motives.

\\'hen I do, then you may bring them to

bear upon me."

“I was not so foolish as you think me,

my lady. I merely imagined you might

be as far on as a Chinaman," said Mal

colm with a poor attempt at a smile.

“ \\‘hat insolence do you intend now ?"

" The Chinese, my lady, pay the high

est respect to their departed parents.

When I said there was one who would

blame you a little, I meant your father."

He touched his cap and withdrew.

"Send Rose to me," Florimel called

after him, and presently with her went

down to the cabin.

And still the Psyche soul-like flew.

Her earthly birth held her to the earth,

but the ocean upbore her and the breath

of God drove her on. Little thought

Florimel to what she hurried her. A

queen in her own self- sufficiency and

condescension, she could not suspect how

little of real queendom, noble and self

sustaining, there was in her being; for

not a soul of man or woman whose every

atom leans not upon its father-fact in God

can sustain itself when the outer wall of

things begins to tumble toward the centre,

crushing it in on every side.

During the voyage no further allusion

was made by either to what had passed.

By the next morning Florimel had yet

again recovered her temper, and, noth

ing fresh occurring to irritate her, kept it

and was kind.

Malcolm was only too glad to accept

whatever parings of heart she might offer.

By the time their flight was over Flori

mel almost felt as if it had indeed been

undertaken at her own desire and mo

tion, and was quite prepared to assert that

such was the fact.

[10 as cotn'muIo.]
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SOME TYROLEAN

N every country in Europe are still

cherished legends, signs or charms,

though they shrink from the garish light

of modern days and ways, and, from

having been once fondly believed in

palace and hall, are now forced to hide

themselves in the hearts of the peasantry.

From these hearts, which have folded

round them tenderly, it is getting to be

a difiicult matter to draw them forth;

for the peasant feels that these things,

to him so sacred, are to others only the

superstitions of a darker age. But, by

whatever harsh name we may call them,

we cannot afford to lose these relics of a

time when faith was not a shadow almost

hopelessly pursued, but an actual pos

session.

Perhaps no people is richer in legend

ary lore than the peasantry of the Ger

man Tyrol, as there is none more truly

devout, though they mingle the traditions

of saints and angels with the still older

traditions of fairies, water-nymphs and

bogies in an unconsciously humorous

way rather shocking to people of a stern

er mould.

Of all their fanciful beliefs, there is

none that speaks more touchingly of

their faith in that “good-will to men"

which Christ brought with him on the

great Birthday morning than the priv

ileges which, not only in the Tyrol, but

in all Germany, are supposed to belong

to the "Sunday child." Not only is this

blessed infant sure to be "happy and

bonny, and wise and gay," but he has

also from his birth to his first Christmas

the happiness of constantly conversing

with the angels. After this, lest he should

be indiscreet and bring to earth the se

crets of Heaven, as he begins to talk he

loses this privilege, and also the mem

ory of the holy intercourse, though not

its influence upon his heart. But once

each year, at midnight on Christmas Eve,

he is strengthened for his next year of

life by an hour of free converse with his

ministering angels and guardian saints.

SUPERSTITIONS.

During the same hour, also, he has the

power of understanding the language of

every beast and bird; and even the in

sects and the fish can talk with him ifhe

is then in the open air. In this way he

learns many things which it is well to

know, though he is rarely able to tell

how he came by his information; which

is a wise provision, as the creatures which

in our deafness we call dumb might not

always like to have things reported as

coming from them. This one happy

hour of the year the Sunday child may

be sure of all his life long if only he

does not permit an impure or a malicious

thought to intrude upon it. To help him

to preserve his mind from these while he

is yet too young to understand the im

portance of vigilance, he should never

be left alone on a Christmas Eve, and

during the magic hour those who love

him best should keep repeating the Lord's

Prayer very softly, so as not to disturb

the angel visitants. As he grows older

the Sunday child is constantly instruct

ed in the duty of keeping his soul at

all times pure and sweet, because if evil

thoughts are habitually allowed he will

be sure to forget and let them intrude

upon the sacred hour, and the holy an

gels and saints will flee atfrighted and

ashamed, never to return to him again.

It is mournful to remember that in these

days very few Sunday children of even

the devout Tyrolean peasantry h, kept

their happy birthright, though ?‘is be

lieved that in bygone centuries, before

the world had grown so wicked, there

were many Sunday children who lived

to be holy men and women of a hundred

years old, keeping their birthright till the

angels they had known so long at last

came to lead them away to paradise.

Another Tyrolean belief—one that is

more heathen than Christian, for we find

something similar to it in all savage na

tions—is that all madmen are inspired

prophets, whose visions and foretellings

would be of vast use to us if only we
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were wise enough to interpret them

aright. He who ill-treats a madman

will be carried off by the Serpent King

to live with him beneath the roots of the

water-willows.

The christening of a child is not mere

ly a respectable form of bestowing a

name upon the new little inhabitant of

the world, but here, perhaps more than

in any other country save Ireland, is es

teemed a ceremony of soul-saving effi

cacy. Until this has been performed

many are the devices and constant is

the vigilance of its friends to preserve

the unconscious innocent from the evil

influences which beset the unchristened.

No one must look at it from curiosity:

deformities, diseases, evil spirits, bad

deeds and death, must never be men

tioned before it. lfby inadvertence any

such thing should have been named, the

sign of the cross should be instantly

made over the little one. To the chris

tening of a girl it is always desirable to

invite a young boy, as it is then supposed

she will be married early in life, and for

love, not for her dower.

Before the child is a year old its nails

should not be cut, and it should not be

allowed to see itself in a looking-glass

or to have its portrait taken. Before the

child has seen its own image in a mirror

or in water it has the power of seeing

itself in its left hand.

As evil spirits have always some power

over even a baptized infant until it is

seven months old, neither they nor fairies

nor changelings nor any other uncanny

thing should be spoken of in its hearing.

If, however, this has been done, any pi

ous person present will turn his thumbs

in to the palms of his hands and breathe

thrice upon the child, that no harm may

ensue.

When one comes honestly into the

possession of money, it will be sure to

bring good luck if, before using a pen

ny of it, it be laid for a few moments in

the warm crib of a child that is stillin

nocent, because it has not yet learned

to talk. In whatever evil hands the coin

may have been before, it is now conse

crated, and must bring a blessing with

its use.

\\'hen a mother is compelled to leave

her baby, if only for twenty-four hours,

she must before departing walk three

times round the cradle with averted face,

being careful not to trip. By this she

takes all longing from the child, and

engages the angels to watch over it;

but the charm will be useless if she

again glances toward the cradle.

When the Tyrolean leaves home he

knows that the longing for his beautiful

mountains will make a strange, lonely

aching in his heart, and that without

some saving spell he will pine away,

and perhaps die, before he can look

upon their dazzling peaks again. So

he takes with him a piece cut by his own

hand from the loaf last baked at home,

and when he has arrived at his destina

tion, no matter how hard or even mouldy

the bread may be by that time, he will

not taste of other food or drink until

after he has silently devoured the home

baked crust. This will remove the weary

home-sickness from his heart, and give

him strength and courage to endure till

the joyful day when he can once more

set his face toward the snow-peaks of his

native land. Meanwhile, he cheers him

self with the thought that "as in all the

world they boil with water," so even in

strange lands there may be found some

who shall be almost as good as the home

people. \Vhen at last the traveled Tyro

lean returns to the place he loves so well,

whose memory has been his one joy

during his absence, he esteems it a lucky

thing if the first person met be a boy.

A removal from one house to another

is a thing of rare occurrence in this land

of infrequent changes, and consequent

ly is treated as something momentous.

If the family about to remove consists of

pious people, who would wish no harm to

those who may come after them, they will

take the proper precautions to prevent

evil spirits from gaining possession of

the hearth—which they are ever on the

watch to do—in the interval between the

outgoing of the one family and the in

coming of the next. For this purpose

all the members of the family gather in

front of the fire, which has been allowed

to get low, and the oldest member will
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repeat the Lord's Prayer: then he will

pour a cupful of water into the fire, re

peating these words: "May everything

bad and evil be thus poured out and

extinguished! and may those who after

us kindle a fire here find nothing but

happiness in their home!" Then each

member of the family, in the order of his

age, down to the very youngest, whose

baby hand may have to be guided, must

do the same, only in silence. After this

the eldest person will again pray aloud,

" So take from us, Lord our God, all aches

of heart and all home-sickness and all

discord and hatefulness, and give us

health and prosperity and a happy home

where next we kindle our firel" Then

each asks and receives the forgiveness

of the others for any act or word or

thought which in times past may have

given offence or injury; and so, without

daring to cast a backward glance, they

cross the threshold, not stepping upon

it, the oldest and the youngest leading

the way, and no one speaking till all

are over.

It will help to bring good luck to the

new home if the head of the family takes

with him from the old some slip or root

of tree or vine; and it is a good omen if

some young animal, yet unbroken to the

use of man, as a sheep that has never

been sheared, or a colt that has worn no

halter, shall give a bleat or a neigh as

the family approaches the door of its

future abode.

Arrived at the new house, the eldest

member of the family, with clasped hands

closely pressing to his breast a prayer- ,

book or crucifix, knocks loudly thrice at

the outer door, and at that of each room

as he enters them all in turn. The oth

er members follow, and in front of the

hearth on which they are soon to build

anew their family fire all greet each

other as if just met after a long parting,

using especially the words, “Happiness,

come—unhappiness, depart." The book

or crucifix is then laid in a window, and

it is esteemed a happy omen if the sun

shall shine upon it there.

If, upon going to a new place of abode,

it is for any reason desirable to have no

haunting memories of the old one, it is

necessary to burn the last shred of the

clothing worn when leaving it. For the

same cause, the nails must be closely

pared, and some women have been

known to cut short their hair and some

men to shave off their beards; but these

were cases where very great sorrow or

sin had been felt or done.

Before animals are removed from one

farm to another it is essential to fortify

them against home-sickness and the evil

eye. For this purpose it is necessary,

shortly before the contemplated change,

to bring from the farm to which they are

going a freshly-cut clod of earth. This

must be pulverized and mixed with a

little salt, specimens of all the edible

herbs which grow in the new pastures,

and a few drops of oil distilled from the

fir trees. This delectable compound is

cunningly mixed with the animals’ last

supply of fodder, and prepares them

against every ill. That they may be

easily driven, each is sprinkled with

holy water as it leaves the stall. Then

all are decorated with a wreath of flow

ers and leaves, that they may know that

the change is to be a happy one; for in

the Tyrol it is understood that the domes

tic animals have affections and joys and

sorrows and hopes and fears, just the

same as we have, only that they can

not tell them to us; save, indeed, on the

Christmas-Eve midnights to those of the

Sunday children who have not sinned

away the right to hear them.

To cure a sick animal (with the saving

clause, " If the sickness be not mortal")

it is only necessary to cut and turn over

the turf on which it lies.

A belief in b0_g'ies is universal. They

are always running about in the light of

the full moon, but they are rarely seen

by people who have not been neglect

ing some known duty or planning some

wrong-doing. To such the bogies ap

pear wrapped in their long hair, which

looks like human clothes. To men they

come in the guise of beautiful girls—to

women they present the appearance of

handsome young men. But they can

gain no power until one has been in

duced to give them money or a kiss.

The unlucky creature who has once
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been thus generous to a bogy is never

again seen among mortals, though on

stormy nights he may sometimes be heard

wailing and sighing round the door of

his former home.

Among the Scotch and Irish the fai

ries were formerly called “good people,"

but only by way of blarney, as it was

supposed that their naturally malevolent

dispositions might be ,slightly softened

by such barefaced flattery; for it is well

known that the Devil would like always

to be called a saint. But in the Tyrol

the olden-time fairies, now unfortunate

ly driven from the earth by the growing

wickedness of mankind, were really good,

blessing-bestowing spirits, who never

brought anything but happiness and

prosperity to a house. They comforted

in sorrow, helped in misfortune and re

joiced in times of gladness with the fam

ily which was so fortunate as to have

attracted one of their gentle number.

There was only one condition which

they imposed upon one whom they would

benefit: they must not be asked whence

they came or who or what they were.

If this sole condition were not complied

with, the good fairy shed soft tears of

regret, and silently withdrew to bless

with its guardianship those who should

be more deserving or more discreet.

Of all the living creatures which were

once happy in the garden of Eden, none

came out unchanged excepting the bees.

All the others were touched by the fla

ming sword, and thus made capable of

~malevoIence and unhappiness. But the

bees flew out unnoticed by the angels,

and so are yet perfectly innocent and

happy. They never sting a sinless per

son. As they are still holy, it is a great

sin to kill a bee.

Can any one account for the wide

spread aversion to tailors? Is it because

of a saddening memory of that Eden

from which the bees alone came out

holy, and of the lost innocence-—which

needed not so much as a fig-leaf—that

the now necessary but much-abused tai

Ior is called with us the “ninth part of a

man," and in the Tyrol " a snail‘s mouth

ful"? The poor creature, if a father,

must not even look upon his own child

until after it is christened, lest it should

turn out a dwarf.

To preserve one's house from light

ning it is only necessary to plant at each

corner a hazel tree, to which the blessed

Virgin has granted an endless immunity

from lightning on account of the pro

tection'it once afforded her. She was

then going over a high mountain, when

a tremendous thunder-storm came on.

Near her was a very large hazel tree,

under whose friendly shelter she remain

ed safe. This, too, is the tree from which

magic wands are made. In the German

Tyrol these wands, while still fresh from

the tree, have great divining power when

in the hands of pure and believing people.

The weeping willow is a sacred tree,

because, though it was forced in spite of

its tears and prayers to do a sacrilegious

act, it has never ceased to mourn and

weep for its sin. Its boughs were used

to scourge our blessed Lord, and ever

since then the sorrowful tree has grieved

and wept. In paradise its boughs will

still hang down, but there only with a

weight of joy.

In even the Tyrol there has not yet

been found a charm that will enable one

to escape death, but there it is at least

known what will preserve from sudden

death. One has only to always carry

about a bullet that has once hit a man.

Then one may be quite sure of dying

in one's bed, with a good and sufficient

warning to prepare one's soul.

In the Tyrol no person mentions any

evil of the dead, not even to tell the

truth or but a portion of the truth about

one who was known in his lifetime to

have been very detestable; for is it not

known that whenever the dead are spo

ken of they come to listen? And the

vengeance of the dead is terrible.

Grief is the same the world over.

\Vhen one has lost friends one must

mourn, and may do so without sin so

long as the grass has not grown over

the grave. But when once the grass is

grown every tear shed by the living is

a pang to the dead. As the saying is,

"It makes their clothes wet in the other

world ;" and to give a pang to the dead

is a grievous sin.
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People who live much together, and

so fall into the same ways of thinking,

have a happiness elsewhere unknown.

If by chance one says anything that in

spirit and form is very nearly what some

one else has said within the hour, the

two may have thesjoy of knowing that

they have released a soul from. purga

tory. If two persons make the same

remark in the same breath, two happy

souls will drop blessings upon their ben

efactors as they float by on their way to

good Saint Peter's holy gate.

These are only a few of the many

fancies which with an unwritten poetry

have long enriched the simple life of the

Tyrolean peasant. But, as no grass will

grow in the footprint of the Turk, so it

is to be feared that these wild-flowers of

tradition will soon cease to bloom in the

THE PRIEST’S

BOUT twenty years ago I was visit

ing my aunt's many estates while

acting as her agent. The different vil

lage priests whose acquaintance I thought

it my duty to make seemed to be a monot

onous set of men. all cut on the same

pattern. But finally, in the last village

I had to inspect, I came across a priest

who was very unlike his colleagues. He

was a very old man, almost decrepit,

and had it not been for the urgent en

treaties of his parishioners, who loved

and respected him very much—-a rare

thing in Russia—he would long before

that have resigned.

Two things struck me in Father Alexis,

for that was this priest's name: in the

first place, he not only asked nothing

for himself, but told me at once that he

really needed nothing; and secondly, I

do not remember ever having seen on

a human face a sadder expression, one

more completely detached from outside

matters: it was what is called an ex

pression of living death. His features

path of the tourist. ‘We have gathered

a few while they were fading, and offer

them to you sadly, as we would offer the

withered wind-flowers of the Alps, beg

ging you to cherish them in memor_v of

the beauty they once possessed. It may

not be very long ere the peasant, with

tourist-sharpened wits, will urge us to

buy his legends and fairy-tales, as he

now seeks to sell us his milk and eggs

and the views from his glorious moun

tains. For a set price he will present us

a bouquet of myths, and they shall be

more highly colored than the quaint

fancies we have gleaned, as the wax

rose is brighter than the dried rosebud;

but better are the ashes of the real rose

than the scentless glories of its gaudy

copy. ET}-IE1. C. GALE.

SON.

were uninteresting and of the rustic type;

his forehead was wrinkled; he had little

gray eyes, a large nose, :1 pointed beard ;

his skin was red and weatherbeaten. But

the expression! In its dull indifference

there lingered but a vague, sad trace Of

life. And his voice was dull and heavy.

I fell ill, and was obliged to keep my

bed for some days. Father Alexis came

to see me every evening—not to talk, but

to play douraki with me. He appeared

to take more pleasure in the game than

I did. Once, when he had just beaten

me several times in succession, I turned

the conversation to his past life and the

griefs of which the traces were still so

manifest. Father Alexis did not comply

at once with my wish, but at last he told

me his story. I must have pleased him

in some way or other, for certainly he

would not have been so open with every

one.

I shall try to give you the very words

he used. Father Alexis talked very

simply, clearly and logically, without
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any of the pompous expressions one

hears at the seminaries and in the prov

inces. I have often noticed that those

Russians who have had a hard experi

ence of life, and have become resigned

to everything, use very simple forms of

speech, whatever their social condition

may be.

Father Alexis began: I had a good,

sensible wife. I loved her with my whole

heart, and she bore me eight children,

but they almost all died in infancy. One

of my sons became an archbishop: he

died not long since in his diocese. My

other son, James—- I am going to tell

you about him.

I put him in the seminary of the city of

T Soon I began to hear the most

favorable reports about him : he was first

in every class. \/Vhile a little boy at

home he was noted for his diligence and

quiet, never uttering a word all day, but

sitting quietly reading a book. He never

gave either his mother or me the slight

est uneasiness. He was a good little

fellow; only sometimes he had strange

dreams, and his health was very delicate.

Once a singular thing happened. He

was just ten years old. He went out

from the house at daybreak on the vigil

of St. Peter, and stayed out all the morn

ing. At last he came back. My wife

and I asked him where he had been.

"I went out to walk in the woods," he

said, “and I met a little green old man

who talked a good deal with me, and

gave me some little nuts which are very

good to eat."

"Who was the little green old man ?"

“I don't know," he said: " I never saw

him before. A very little old man, with

a hunch on his back, who sprang about

and laughed all the time. He was green

-as green as the leaves."

"\Vhat ! was his face green too ?"

“Face, hair and eyes."

Our son had never told a lie, but at

this his mother and I began to have our

doubts.

“You fell asleep in the woods, the sun

shone on your face, and you dreamed

about the old man."

“I did not fall asleep; and besides,

since you don't believe me, here is one
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of the little nuts which was left in my

pocket."

drew the nut from his pocket and show

ed it to us. It was round, like a chestnut,

but downy, and unlike ordinary nuts. I

took it to show to the doctor, but after

ward I could never find it.

Then we sent the boy to the seminary,

as I have already told you, and he de

lighted us by his success. \Ve often said,

my wife and I, that he would become a

great man. It was a pleasure to see him

when he came home for vacation, he was

so pretty and well behaved, and kind to

everybody, so that everybody praised

him to us. Only his body remained very

weak, and he seldom had a good healthy

color. When he had entered his nine

teenth year, and had nearly finished his

studies, suddenly we received a letter from

him. It was thus he wrote to us: "Do

not be angry with me, my parents. Give

me leave to enter a secular life. My

heart is opposed to spiritual duties; I

dread the responsibility: I am afraid of

sin ; doubts have risen within the. With

out your consent, without your blessing,

I shall not make a decision : I am afraid

of myself, because I have begun to think."

Oh, what pain that letter gave me, my

good sir! It showed me that I should

have no successor to my ofiice. My eldest

son was a monk, and this one wanted to

abandon a spiritual life. This news was

the 1nore cruel to me because for two

centuries all the priests of our parish

had belonged to my family. Neverthe

less, I said to myself, “Why knock my

head against a stone wall ? His destiny

controls him. What sort of a shepherd

of souls would he be who had doubts ?"

I consulted my wife, and wrote to my

son to this effect: "Oh, my dear James,

reflect well: consider this step carefully

before you take it. The difficulties and

troubles of a secular life are great—cold,

hunger and the contempt that is felt for

the sons of priests. Be warned of this

in good time, my son, and know that 7

no one will hold out to you a succoring

hand. Do not expose yourself to the

risk of regretting later what you will

have no chance of taking up again.

But if you have doubts about your call

And with these words James .
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.must not compel you.

and your faith is really shaken, I

God's will be

done! Your mother and I do not refuse

you our blessing."

James answered at once with a grate

ful letter: “ You have filled me with joy,

father, and I intend to devote myself to

professional studies. I have friends, and

I shall enter the university. I shall take

a degree there, for I feel a great interest

in scientific studies." I read this letter

of his, and was only made sadder by it.

And soon I had no one with whom to

share my grief, for my poor wife about

this time took a cold and died. \Vas it

on account of this cold, or from pity for

herI that God took her from this world ?

How often I burst into tears, widower as

I was, and quite alone! Yet what was to

be done? Such was my fate, and at the

same time I was expecting my son, for

he had promised me a visit before his

departure for Moscow. Indeed, he came

home soon, but he did not stay long.

Something seemed to be weighing upon

him: he appeared to long for wings to

fly more quickly to the university. I

questioned him about his doubts, but I

got only vague answers. He had but

one thought in his head.

\Vhen he left for the university he took

hardly a penny with him, only a few

clothes. He had great confidence in

himself, and naturally. He passed the

entrance examination very well, was

matriculated, and arranged to give les

sons in private houses, for he was very

strong in the ancient languages. Would

you believe it? He even sent me money.

I was gratified, not on account of the

money, which I sent back to him with

a scolding letter, but because I saw he

would make his way. Alas! my joy was

of brief duration.

He came home for the first vacation,

and, strange to say, I did not recognize

my James. He had become so sad and

ing,

taciturn that it was hard to get a word :

from him. He seemed ten years older.

Formerly he was timid, and at the slight

est provocation he blushed like a girl,

but when he raised his eyes one saw how

clear his mind was. But now it was

timidity no longer, but a sort of wolfish

savageness that he showed: he kept his

eyes cast down. \Vhen I questioned him.

either he was silent or he lost his tem

per. “ Doesn't he drink ?—Heaven help

him !—or has he been gambling, or has

he got into trouble about some woman?

At his age such temptations are strong,

and in a large city like Moscow there is

no lack of bad example and opportunity."

And yet nothing of the sort was true of

him: he drank nothing but small beer

and water; he did not even look at

women, and he did not associate with

young men of his age.

\\"hat pained me 1nost was that he lost

his confidence in me: he showed abso

lute indifference, as if everything had

become insipid to him. Itried to talk

to him about his studies and the univer

sity, but even on these subjects he gave

me no answer, or at least no satisfactory

answer. Nevertheless, he went to church,

though with a certain strangeness: every

where else he was silent and savage, but

when there a slight smile never left his

lips. He lived at home in this fashion

for six weeks: then he left for Moscow.

He wrote me from there several times,

and I fancied I saw the traces of better

feelings in his letters. But imagine my

amazement when suddenly in the dead

of winter, a few days before Christmas,

James appeared before me! Why? how?

for I knew very well there was no vaca

tion at that season.

"You have come from Moscow ?"

"From Moscow."

"And the university?"

“I have left it."

"Left it ?"

"Yes, I have."

" For good ?"

“For good."

"James, are you ill ?" ‘

“l\'o," said he, "I am not ill, but don't

torment me with questions, or I shall go

away from here, and you will have seen

me for the last time."

James told me he was not ill, but his

face frightened me. It was terrible, that

face—gloomy, barely human. The hol

low checks, the projecting cheekbones,

nothing but skin and bone, his voice

sounding as if it came from a barrel,



I877-]
747

THE PRlEST’S SOA/'.

and his eyes--merciful Heavens! what

eyes they were!--threatening, sullen,

restless, impossible to catch, and his

eyebrows scowling till they met. And

his lips were for ever twitching. Ah,

what had become of my James, the in

nocent little fellow? Hasn't he lost his

mind? I sometimes thought. He wan

dered about like a spectre, did not sleep

at night, would suddenly look in a cor

ner and grow rigid, so that your blood

would run cold. He had threatened to

leave the house if I didn't leave him

alone, but after all I was his father. My

last hope was shattered, and I was to

keep silence? Oh no! So one day,

having chosen my time well, I began

to entreat my James with tears in the '

name of his departed mother: "James,

tell me, as your actual and spiritual fa

ther, what ails you? Don't make me

die. Tell me your secret: unburden

your heart. Have you not injured some

one? In that case confess it."

“Well, father," he burst out——and this

conversation took place about nightfall

-—"you have moved me: I am going to

tell you all the_ truth. I have injured no

one. My soul is perishing."

" How so ?" I

"I will tell you ;' and then he raised

his eyes to mine for the first time for four

months.

"For four months—" he began. But

at this point his voice failed him and he

breathed uneasily.

“Four months, do you say? What

else? Speak ! do not keep me waiting."

"It is now four months that I keep see- .

ing him." 1

“ Him? whom?"

“I mean him whom one don't like to

mention when it's growing dark."

I grew cold from head to foot and be

gan to tremble. “What him ?" I ask- I

1

ed. “Do you see him ?" - I

"Yes."

" Do you see him now P" 1

“Yes."

"\Vhom ?" At the same time I was 3

afraid to look round, and we both talked

in a low tone.

" There, over there ;" and with his eyes

he indicated the place—'' over there."

——_—_—::::-_-_-:::.-—m=1

I made a mighty effort and looked

at the place: there was nothing there.

"But, James, there is nothing there. For

Heaven's sake—- "

"You don't see him, but I do."

I looked again, but there was still noth

ing there. I then remembered the little

old -man of the woods who had given him

a chestnut.

"What color is be? green ?"

"No, not green—black."

"\Vith horns?"

" No. He is like men, except that he

is all black." While speakingr his upper

lip was drawn above his teeth, he had be

come as pale as death, he leaned against

me, and his eyes seemed starting from

his head.

" But that is only an apparition," I said.

"It is the darkness of some shadow you

see, and you mistake it for a man."

“No, indeed it isn't. I see his eyes.

There! he's moving them: he's raising

his arm, making a sign."

“Stop, stop, James! don't give way to

this. I'll burn incense, pray and sprinkle

you from head to foot with holy water."

James stopped me with a gesture: "I

don't believe. in your incense or your

holy water: it's all not worth a farthing.

I shall never be free of him. Since he.

first came to me one day, one summer's

day—accursed day !—he is my continual

visitor, and I can't get rid of him. Un

derstand this, my father: don't be sur

prised any longer at my conduct, and

don't torment me any more."

“VVhat day was it he first came?" I

asked, continually signing my son with

the cross. “Was it not the day you wrote

' me about your doubts?"

James pushed aside my hand : "Leave

me. Don't make me angry, lest some

thing worse should happen. It would not

take much to drive me to desperation."

You can imagine, sir, what I felt in

hearing that. I remember I wept all

that night. "0 Lord God!" thought I,

"how have I incurred thy wrath?"

At this point Alexis drew from his

pocket a great chequered pocket hand

kerchief, and while blowing his nose

tried to dry his eyes with a corner of it.

Very sad—-he resumed—-was the life
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that then began for us. I had but one

thought: "If he only do not forget him

self and lay violent hands on himself!"

I watched him all the time, but I took

care not to say a word. We had at this

time a neighbor, the widow of a colonel

—-‘.‘\'Iartha Savischna. I had a great re

spect for her, because she was a sensible,

quiet woman, although young and good

looking. I often went to see her, and

she had no contempt for my condition.

Driven by grief and suffering, not know

ing what to do, suddenly I told her how

things stood. She was at first alamied,

and then an idea came to her. She want

ed to make my son's acquaintance and

to have an interview with him.

I returned home and tried to persuade

James: “Come, my son, come and see

the widow of the colonel."

But he, stretching his arms and legs,

cried out, "No, I shall not go. \Vhat

could we have to talk about?"

However, I finally persuaded him, and

having harnessed my little sleigh I car

ried him to the widow's house: then I

left him as we had agreed. Three or

four hours later my son returned.

“Well,“ I said, “how did you find our 1

neighbor?"

He made no answer, but I was not

discouraged.

"She is avirtuouslady," I wenton, "and

certainly she has been very kind to you."

"Yes, she's not like the others."

Then, seeing him gentler than usual,

I ventured to ask him, “And the tempta

tion of the devil, eh ?“

James gave me a look which produced

on me a feeling as if I had received the

cut of a whip, and he became silent

again. I did not torment him any long

er, but made my way to my room. An

hour later, approaching his door, I look

ed through the keyhole, and—would you

believe it ?—my James was asleep. He

was lying on his bed fast asleep. I crow

ed to myself at least twenty times : “May

God send all sorts of prosperity to Martha

Savischna! She, dear dove! has known

how to touch his hard heart." The next

morning I saw James take his hat with

out saying a word. Should I ask him

where he was going? No, indeed. I-Ie

is surely going to call upon her. And

in fact he went there, and remained

longer than the day before. And the

next day and the next he went again. I

felt myself taking fresh courage. I saw

there was a change in my son, and

indeed it was possible to catch his eyes

again. There were signs of sadness

still, but none of that former despair

and alarm. Alas! Iwas not long hap

py. Soon everything went wrong. James

became sullen again: as before, it was

impossible to go near him. He locked

himself up in his room, and there were

no more visits to the widow. "Can he

have offended her ?" I thought, "and can

she have forbidden him her door? No,

wild as he is, he cannot have forgotten

himself to that point."

Icould not restrain myself-—I asked

him: “\Nell, James, and our neighbor?

It seems to me you have quite forgotten

her." .

"Our neighbor!" he cried like a mad

man. “Do you want /rim to make fun

of me ?"

"What ?"

And James, clenching his fists, roar

ed: “ He used in old times to be always

crouching there: now he has begun to

laugh and show his teeth. Go away!

leave me!“

I did not know exactly to whom these

words were addressed. My feet could

hardly carry me from the room.

I went that same day to Martha Sa

vischna, and found her very melan

choly: she had even become very thin.

But she did not want to talk about my

son with me: she said but one thing:

“No human aid will be of any use: you

must pray."

Oh, great God! as if I were not pray

ing clay and night!

At this point Father Alexis again drew

forth his handkerchief and wiped his eyes

-this time without making any effort

at concealment. And after a moment's

rest he resumed: Then James and I

glided toward our fate like an avalanche

on a mountain. Vl/e both saw clearly the

abyss below, but to what support could

we cling? And concealment was no

longer possible: everything in the par
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ish was in confusion; it began to be I

whispered that the son of the priest was

possessed, and that it was time to tell

the authorities; and they would have

done so had it not been that they felt

pity for me. Meanwhile, winter had

passed and spring had come. And the

good Lord had sent a pleasanter, clear

er spring than the oldest persons had

ever seen. The sun shone all day long-.

there was no wind, and the air was nei

ther hot nor cold. Suddenly an idea

came into my ‘head--whether I might

not persuade James to undertake a pil

grimage with me to St. Mitrophanos of

Voroney? If this last plan failed there

would be nothing left but death. So one

evening I was sitting on the steps of my

house: the sunset still shone in the sky,

and some larks were still singing; the

apple trees were in blossom. I was seat

ed, and wondering to myself how I could

tell James my intention, when suddenly

he came out of the house, stood surprised

for a moment without stirring, and sat

down by my side. I was almost fright

ened l was so glad. But hush! He sat

there looking at the sunset without say

ing a word. It seemed to me as if he was

moved. His eyes grew slowly clearer : Va

trifle would have brought tears. Noticing

this change, I ventured to try. "James,"

I said to him, “listen to me without an

ger." And I began to tell him my plan

at length—how we two should start for

St. Mitrophanos on foot, with knapsack

on back; and from our house to Voroney

was about one hundred and fifty versts ;

and how agreeable it would be to walk

in the early spring morning on the ten

der, green grass-to walk all the time;

and how once there, if we should pros

trate ourselves humbly and make really

sincere prayers on the saint's tomb, who

knows ?—perhaps he would intercede for

us, and the great God would take pity

on us, and cure my son James. Such

a thing was not unheard of.

Oh, imagine, sir, my joy when James

said suddenly, "Very well, I agree: let

us go."

I was stupefied. " My friend !" I stam

mered, "my little pet!"

And he asked, "When do we start?"

“To-morrow, if you want to."

In fact, we did start the next day. We

put our knapsacks on our backs, took

our big walking-sticks, and set off. \Ve

walked for seven whole days. And dur

ing the whole time the weather was mi

raculously pleasant—no rain and no ex

cessive heat. James grew better every

hour. lmust tell you that even before

this James did not see him when he was

in the open air, but he always felt him

and heard him walking behind him, or

else he saw him gliding along the ground

like a shadow, which tormented him more

than anything. This time nothing of the

sort happened. Even in the inns where

we slept nothing appeared. We talked

little, but how happy we were! and es

pecially I, for I saw my child getting

better. At last we reached Voroney.

\Ve washed ourselves and made our

way to the church. For three days

we hardly went out of it. How many

masses we had said ! how many candles

burned ! And all went so well—holy days

and peaceful nights. My good James

slept like a child.

It was he who first spoke of the thing.

"Father," he asked me, "you don't see

anything?" And while he said that ‘he

smiled.

"I see nothing," I said.

" \Vell, neither do I."

What more could be asked? My grat

itude to the saint knew no bounds.

Three days passed thus, and I said to

James, "Well, my boy, we must start

away again. There is only one thing

to be done: you must confess, receive

the communion, and then we shall go

home, if it please God. Then, when

you have rested and given u house
hold labors to get back your Férength,

-—then we shall have to look about and

get you some employment. Martha Sa

vischna will certainly come to our aid."

"No, no," said James, "we must not

trouble her." But he agreed to all the

rest.

The next day we went to church, my

boy went to confession, and after having

prayed—with what fervor l—-he prepared

for the communion. As for me, I kept

a little to one side: I did not feel the
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ground beneath my feet.

heaven are not more happy.

But while Iam looking at him, what

is happening? James has partaken of

the sacramental bread, and is he not

going to dip his lips in the cup of warm

wine, as every good Christian does who

has just received the body of Christ?He turned his back to me: I went to

him and said, "\Vell, James, you don't

drink it."

He turned round suddenly. Oh, sir, I

sprang back from terror. His face was

terrible to see. It was that of a brute—

pale as death, his hair straight, his eyes

crossed. My voice failed me with fear.

I wanted to speak, but could not. He

hastened out of the church, I after him.

He ran straight to our inn, threw his

knapsack on his back and started off

bareheaded.

"\Vhere are you going, James ?" I

cried. "Stop! stop!"

But he made no answer: he ran, run

ning first to one side, then to the other,

and there was no way of catching him.

Without losing a moment I returned to

the inn and hired a telega: at the same

time I trembled in all my limbs, not

ceasing to murmur “O God! 0 God I"

for I could not understand what had hap

pened. I started back home, forl thought

he would certainly have run there; and

in fact, six versts from the town I over

took him, walking with great steps along

the road. I came up to him, and jump

ed down from the telega: “James!

James!"

He stopped short, turned halfway round

toward me like a soldier, his eyes lower

ed, his lips tightly closed, and whatever

I could say he stood stock-still there like

an idol.‘ Then he continued his journey.

VI/hat could I do? I followed behind.

Oh, what a journey that was, sir! Our

return from Voroney was as terrible as the

walk there had been pleasant. If I spoke

to him he snapped his teeth, with his

head on his shoulder, like a tiger or a

hyena. I have never understood how

I did not lose my wits. Finally, one

night in a smoky peasant's hut, he was '

sitting with his legs hanging, looking

slowly at the things around him. I fell .

Angels in on my knees and besought him: " Don't

kill the poor old man who is your father.

Tell me what happened to you."

"Listen ! You want to know the truth.

\\’ell, here it is: \Vhen I was receiving

the sacrament-—you remember when I

had the wafer in my mouth—suddenly I

saw 111'!!! in the church in fu1llight—him be—

fore me as ifhe had risen from the earth—

and he whispered to me, ‘ Spit it out, and

trample it under your foot ;' and I did as

he said: I spat it out and trampled it

-under my foot; and now I am damned

for all eternity, for all sins can be forgiven

except the sin against the Holy Ghost."

I-Iav'ing said these horrible words, my

son fellback, and I too fell to the ground.

Father Alexis was silent for a moment.

He wiped his eyes with his two hands.

\Vell, he continued, I need not distress you

or myself any longer. \Ve managed to

reach home ; and the end soon came, and

I lost my James. He neither ate nor drank

the last few days. Almost all the time

he was running up and down the room,

saying his sin could not be forgiven. But

he never saw him any more; and why

should he have come, since he had fin

ished the destruction of my boy's soul?

And as soon as James took to his bed he

lost consciousness, and without confes

sion, like a miserable worm, he left this

world for the next, However, I don't

like to think that the Lord has judged

him severely; and this is why among

other reasons—because he was so hand

some_in his coffin. He seemed to have

grown younger. He looked as he used

to when he was a little b0y—his face so

smooth and calm, a soft smile upon his

lips. Martha Savischna came to see

him, and she had the same idea. She

had him surrounded with flowers, and it

was she too who had the stone put up at

his grave.

As for me, I have remained alone;

and now you know, my dear sir, the cause

of the great grief you noticed on my face.

It will never pass away—it cannot I

I wanted to say a few words of conso

lation to Father Alexis, but I could think

of nothing, and we parted in silence.

Ivan TOURGUENEFF.
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CURIOUS COUPLES.

I.

HERE are few things a clergyman

enjoys more than a wedding; and

not merely because it is a variation upon

severe study, to say nothing of visiting

the poor and the sick,-consoling the dying,

burying the dead. Surely it is a pleasure

to aid in making people happier than they

ever were before in their lives. I am cer

tain that such was the case at least with

a favorite parishioner of mine, whom

I will call Harriet. She was the only

daughter of a small planter in the South,

had been well educated, was as well read

as young women usually are, and pos

sessed a certain sort of willowy loveli

ness. Her parents had no other child,

and she had loved them as if loving

for that was her nature—was her solo

business in life. A singularly devoted

daughter Harriet was—until, at least, she

knew a man whom I will name Harris

Clark. I do not think I ever married a

woman who seemed to give herself quite

so completely away to the man of her

choice. She had been a devoted Chris

tian, yet she seemed to me to turn from

her Maker. as well as from her parents

and friends, in the utterness of her de

votion to her husband. A heathen does

not rise, in some lands, to the worship

of a clay idol, but is enraptured with any

bone or stick as a fir/1‘:/z. That was the

puzzle in the case of this otherwise sen

sible and lovely girl, that she should

have given herself as she did—-body,

mind, heart, soul—to such a very or

dinary man as Harris Clark. He was

a sallow, loose-jointed, good-natured

good-for-nothing, without force in any

direction that any one knew of, not hav

ing even an energetic vice. Although

you met him a dozen times a week, you

could not help forgetting in the intervals

his very existence. Since he was noth

ing in or to himself, Harriet seemed to

think it to be her privilege to be that

much the more to him: she was as earn

est in her affection as is the air in its

effort to get into the vacuum of an ex

hausted receiver. If the man ever said

or did or was anything to attract so great

affection in the first place, or to repay it

afterward, nobody ever knew of it. He

had silently absorbed this good girl into

himself—and her property too, for he

had none of his own—as a sandbank

absorbs a rivulet which flows singing

and sparkling upon it, and puts forth

never a blade of grass, let alone a flow

er, in return. There must have been an

overwhelming display in private of his

affection for her: there was very little in

public; and yet, otherwise, how could so

excellent 21 girl have loved him so much?

They lived together several years after

marriage. Pardon me ifl use too many

figures, but you can understand how she

concentrated upon him all her accom

plishments and faculties if you imagine

a cluster from the choicest vineyard to

crush all its grapes, to the last berry,

into a cup for the drinking of the mean

est of mortals. In this case the cup was

drunk at a gulp, and speedily forgotten.

She fell into a consumption, and I was

with her when she was dying. She was

always a frail creature, with flaxen hair

and large blue eyes. She held to him

now with those vine-like arms which

cling, by the strong impulse of the lov

ing heart within, to a weed as vigorous

ly as to an oak.

“Oh, Harris," she said to him, "you

know how I have loved you !"

"Yes, Harriet," he answered as he

stood by her. He was weeping, but his

tears were more like the leaking of a

loosely-hooped vessel than from any

force of sorrow. "Yes, Harriet—yes,

yes."

“You know I have loved you with all

my soul," she gasped; "and now you

will promise, won't you? There is our

little Harry: I've loved you so much I

have hardly thought of him. You will

promise will promise?"

“Oh yes,yes, yes," he said.
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“Then swear it on this Bible, dear,"

she pleaded.

"That I won't marry again, you mean?

Certainly. Yes, I swear I won't—yes, oh

yes," her husband said in the same weak

way.

“ You all hear?" the poor woman cried

with almost rapture to her father and t

mother, who were weeping bitterly, as

well as to myself.—“ Kiss me good-bye,

Harris dear ;" and she was gone, forget

tin'g in her devotion to him to kiss even

her little boy. " I'm willing to go now,"

were her last whispered words. “\Ve'll

soon be together in heaven, and then Ill

be all yours—yours, dear-—yours for ever

and ever I"

I cannot say exactly how many months

it was after this—not very many, I am

sure—when I had a call from the be

reaved husband. He wanted me to get

my hat and take a little walk with him

in the lengthening shades of the after

noon. I did so, glad to console him as

I best could.

"I dare say you know what I want,"

he said as soon as we were out of doors.

uVVhat I'm afraid of is, she may fool

me."

"She? Fool you ?" I asked in an

imbecile way.

"Adeline Jones," Mr. Clark explained.

"You know Squire jones? She is the

stoutest of his three. You must have

seen her, a likely young woman, with

black eyes and red cheeks. They live

by the creek. This is the license: you

can take it. But look here! She has

said she would, and then called me back

dozens of times before I could get out of

the front gate to say she wouldn't. I

heard her call after me to-day, when I

had got a piece away. ‘Don't you—

don't you do it,‘ she said, but I kept on.

Now, you see, if she won't when we get

there, you are to give that license back

to me. I told the probate clerk he might

have his document back again, and I

wouldn't pay him a cent, if she didn't.

You see, she may, but then she mayn‘t.

See ?"

But Miss Adeline Jones did. I mar

ried them. In her way she made him

an excellent wife, I dare say. ' She was

a lady of energetic character, and her

husband had the extensive repute of

being her very obedient subject. It

was even whispered that in some mea

sure she was succeeding in making a

man of him. My impression is that the

poor Harriet of other days had fears in

reference to Miss Adeline before her

death, or it may have been merely an

instinct of her sensitive heart. It was

therefore that she tried to bind her hus

band as she did. It was a foolish thing

to do, but it was the folly of an afiection

at which we may wonder, but not laugh.

Surely, if the dead can see those they

have left behind, she must know her for

mer idol better than she did when she

worshiped at its feet. She must know

him, in fact, as he really is; in which

case it is impossible she should care.

It was that which decided me as to mar

rying him the second time. The man

was so valueless in every sense that the

attempt to impose such an oath upon him

was like trying to hold a floating chip

with an anchor and chain: the obliga

tion was not binding; it fell from off

such a man equally by his utter worth

lessness as by its own excess of weight.

II.

I was called upon one September even

ing by a gentleman to marry him to a

certain lady. An infant could not have

been more ignorant of it than I was at

the time, but the suitor was a man who

had been detected by a former husband

of the woman in criminal relations with

his wife: said suitor had promptly shot

the injured husband, and now sought to

marry the widow. Itell of this now in

order to ask of the reader what kind of

man and woman he supposes this couple

to have been. You say the murderer was

probably a broad - chested, loud - voiced,

ruddy-visaged, black-bearded desperado,

armed literally "to the teeth " with oaths

as well as bowie-knives and revolvers.

Not at all. Colonel Caulfield—for that

shall stand for his name—was a small

man with hay-colored hair and mous

tache, gentle manners and wonderfully

woman-like hands, feet and voice. Noth

ing could be more suave and silken than
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his bearing. The very man, you would terested me. Had he arrived from Per

naturally suppose, to pet canaries and , sia or the moon, he could hardly have

write sonnets—-to shed nothing more

dreadful than tears, and those his own.

As to the lady, the mildest way I can

put it is to say that she more thoroughly

filled out my ideal of a perfectly wicked

woman than any I ever knew. When

they stood before me to be married,

you run before my pen in anticipating

her appearance. Doubtless she was a

vigorous-limbed, ample-bosomed Cleo

patra, with a languishing darkness in her

great eyes, as well as a significant full

ness of the lips? Here, again, you are

mistaken. Mrs. Caulfield—for I did not

get a fair survey of her until the cere

mony ended—-was as tall yet slight a

woman as one generally sees. She had

small eyes, thin lips, only pallor in her

cheeks and shyness in her soul. An

invalid lady of refinement, a devoted

and indulgent mother to the numerous

children of her deceased husband, all

of whom were at the wedding, would

have been your final impression. There

was so peculiar a modesty in the custody

of her eyes that you would think her a

prude, and morbidly so. Those venom

ous eyes! No wonder she handled them,

ifl may 50 speak, as with a careful hold.

She carried them cautiously, as one does

a loaded pistol when the hammer is up

and the trigger yields to the slightest

touch. If you knew her history, and

knew herself, you would acknowledge

that I do not exaggerate.

She had run away with her former

husband, who was infatuated with her.

He was no more to her, after she came

to know Colonel Caulfield, than the

tongs leaning beside the fireplace—no

more to her than Colonel Caulfield would

be after the next man should arrive. Now,

naturalists leave no specimen of the ani

mal kingdom unclassified, and take the

more pleasure in describing it the uglier it

is; but the writer is too unscientific in this

case, and declines to enter into further

analysis. Yet full opportunity was offer

ed. Immediately after marriage Colo

nel Caulfield and his wife took a pew at

church, and attended regularly. There

was in such a man that which greatly in

been more unlike myself, as well as the

men with whom I was generally thrown.

Gambler, drunkard, seducer, murderer

as he was, there ran through all his con

versation a certain fibre of Nature~na

ture Indian and unconcealed — which

made him more interestingr to me by far

than Mr. Smith, who measured calico,

or Mr. Hopkins, who sold groceries all

day. One should yield to an appetite,

50 to speak, for the variation of human

ity in such a case, if only from hope

of doing good. Possibly it was a blind

yearning after something which might

save him from himself that caused Colo

nel Caulfield to reciprocate my interest

in him.

“ If I find that the Morgan colt I am

raising," he said to me one day in serious

earnest, "makes good enough time on

the turf, I'm going to name it after you,

sir;" and the man had no higher proof

than that to give me of his liking. And

who knows how sincerely that poor wo

man may have wished to become better?

She never failed at church or prayer

meeting, and no one could be more

modest, even humble, in her bearing,

listening attentively, often tearfully. But

the simple fact is, we were all afraid of

her. The ladies of our church were pro

foundly interested in her husband: of

him they had strong hopes, but of his

wife none at all. When she actually

applied for admission to the church as a

communicant, we were seriously alarm

ed. The board of church officials, be

fore whom she appeared for this purpose,

and whose duty it was to question her

closely as to her preparation for such a

step, made sad work of it. They knew

her history well, but then she seemed to

be so modest behind her veil, so penitent,

weeping as she tried to answer their ques

tions in a low voice, that they postponed

the decision of the case as their only re

lief. Well I knew that they wanted to ask

their wives, and I well knew, also, how

our ladies shrank from her with horror.

\Vhat disastrous mischief to the sheep

and lambs might not this beautiful ser

pent do if she should he suffered to glide
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within the fold! Our oldest official was

directed to tell her very kindly that her

case was under consideration. Unfor

tunately, he did not do it, being afraid

to call on her for the purpose, or having

forgotten to do so. It was pitiful. Com

munion Sabbath, supposing that she was

admitted to partake, dressed in deep

black, she took a 'back pew at the ap

pointed time among the communicants.

Nervous at his negligence in the matter,

the same white-headed official went to

her in the face of the whole congrega

tion, whispered to her that she could not

commune, and led her out of the pew!

The miserable Magdalene told me that

she went home and wept day and night

without ceasing until I called and ex

plained.

Meanwhile, there must have been

something of deadliest leprosy in the

very blood of herself, if not of her for

mer husband, perhaps both, their chil

dren turned out so badly. I dare say it

was the same wretched feebleness of

grasp on the part of our Sabbath-school

toward them as of the church toward

her husband and herself—- for leprosy

itself is in the healing power of the dis

ciple as of the master—-which is heavily

to blame for their fate. One of her boys

was drowned—on Sunday, of course.

Another ran away, and was heard of

again as in jail for having shot and kill

ed another boy, who, for fun, had hid

den his clothes when they were bathing

together. I was called to attend the fu

neral of yet another who blew himself

up on a Fourth of July.

There was one daughter, Sylvia, a

slight, lithe, marble-complexioned girl

of fifteen, the duplicate of her mother,

only more beautiful, in whom we had

all taken at least a sentimental interest.

One day Mrs. Caultield sent begging me

to come to the house. Very hesitatingly

I did so, it must be confessed. She was

eagerly waiting for me, met me at the

front gate and ushered me in weeping.

"Oh, sir, what am I to do?" she said.

“Colonel _Caulfield is away from home

—you know he is never at home these

days-—and Sylvia has run away. She

climbed out of her window last night

at midnight. She has gone off with

that young Procter, the lawyer's clerk.

What shall I do? I will do w/mfez/er

you say."

Iwas amazed at the weakness of the

woman, she seemed so foolishly depend

ent on me. In her weakness lay her

wickedness. Not that she did not seem

to have ardent aspirations upward. Not

that she did not, apparently, reach up

ward as with her long and thin and fra

gile hands, grasping almost frantically,

and as into the empty air, after some

thing to seize upon and lift herself up by.

But, alas! she had also a peculiar grav

itation downward too. Some metals there

are upon which the magnet has no influ

ence-—-upon other and baser metals it‘

seizes with irresistible energy; not by

reason merely of a force in the magnet,

but of a certain kindred something in the

object atlected by it. So of this woman.

There was that in her which seemed to

afford the magnetism as of the earth a.

tenfold power upon her to drag her down,

and to drag down with her all she had laid

hold upon.

She seized my arm with the grasp ofa

tropical runner as it were. To me it was

like the hold of the poisonous oak-ivy,

and, somewhat abruptly detaching my

self, I said, “I am sorry, madam, but

if Sylvia has run away, it is too late.

\Vhat can you do ?"

"Yes," the weeping woman said; “ but

I heard her getting down on the shed

roof, and I started some men after them

with the colonel's blood mare in the bug

gy—all through the storm too—and they

brought them back. I have locked young

Procter up in that room, and Sylvia in

that one," indicating with her hand as

she spoke a door on either side of the

hall. “They are all wet, but I locked

them up till you could come and tell me

what to do. Whatever yau say, sir, I'll

do."

"Write to your husband, and wait till

he comes," I suggested.

"He does not care," she answered

promptly, "and he wouldn't come. You

are the only person in the world who

can tell me what to do ;" and she wept

helplessly before me.
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"Let me talk to him," I said at last,

groaning under my unsought responsi

bility. Mrs. Caulfield wiped her eyes,

allowed me to go in, and locked the

door upon us. Now, I happened to

know the “bold Lochinvar" in this case.

Only, he was not at all bold—was noth

ing but a boy of twenty, ignorant and

shy, and just now exceedingly wet as

well as frightened. He was an orphan,

and there was not a soul to wait to see

or to hear from in his case. I soon

found, too, that he was altogether the

secondary person in the affair. He too

was willing to do anything, although I

think he would have been very glad to

make his escape from the matter alto

gether. “I will do whatever you think

best," he said at last; “and there is the

license if you want to use it." A pre

cious document it was! Somebody had

perjured himself or herself frightfully to

get it, the parties being under the age

required by law; or possibly the probate

clerk had taken the responsibility him

self, just for the fun of the thing. There

was nothing for me to do but to try the

young lady. I asked, however, as I was

let out of the room, "You love the girl,

do you ? Sincerely, now ? Do you really

love her ?"

“Oh yes," he answered with wonder

ing cyes, but with hearty sincerity. "Of

course I do. Love her? Yes, sir."

I saw the explanation of everything

the moment I was locked in with Sylvia.

She was as wet as she could be, was

muddied and draggled exceedingly, her

black hair all spread out on her shoulders

to dry. Her eyes, however, were full al

ternately of fun and of defiance. She

told me the whole story: “We had it fix

ed, sir, two weeks ago. I got down over

the shed: he was waiting for me in the

rain. I got into the buggy with a big

bag of my best things, and we drove off.

Oh but it was dark and muddy! and how

the rain did pour down! As day broke

we got into the creek. \Ve never once

thought about its being swollen by the

rain. It was so funny!

upset right in the middle.

world: his went too.

The old buggy '

Away went '

my bag and everything I had in theThat's the reason , with a kind of childish dignity in her

we haven't changed. He hasn't got any

thing to put on, you see, and I won't put

on any of ma's things and be dry and

comfortable when he has to stay so wet."

"How did you get out of the creek?"

I asked, not able to be as serious as I

had hoped.

"I don't know," she said, "except that

we let the old horse and buggy go, and

scrambled out somehow. I made a grab

for him with one hand, and for the brush

with the other. All I cared for was to

get out on the side farthest from home.

\Ve climbed out some way. It was there

they caught us. Our clothes were so

muddy and heavy we could not run to

save our 1ives—could not even fight.

That is the way they bundled us in and

brought us back. You all never would

have seen us again if it hadn't been for

that creek."

"But, Sylvia," I said as gravely as I

could, "do you not know that you are

too young to marry?"

"Ma was six months younger," she

interrupted.

"But for you to run away—" I began.

"She ran away,” the daughter replied

promptly. “She got out over a shed,

just as I did, and at midnight too. Only,

she was not caught."

"But that is no reason," I insisted.

“She is your mother, and it is your duty

to obey her."

As I spoke I noticed that the girl had

ceased to pass her long and abundant

hair through her hands, first over one

shoulder and then over the other. Her

lips slightly opened, she looked at me

with her eyes suddenly filled with sor

rowful wonder, her pale cheek became

pallid. "You do not know my mother,

sir,H she said slowly and after a short

silence. “The best thing any child of

hers can do, a daughter especially, is to

get out of her house as soon as possible."

There was something wholly beyond

questioning, as much in the sad and

hopeless manner of the girl as in her

words, and she sat down, dripping and

soiled as she was, on the edge of a chair,

and began to cry. As I pondered the

matter, she raised her head and said,
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bearing, “The best thing you can do,

sir, is to marry us. He has got the

license: I had it got for him. If you

don't we will run away the first chance

we get. If I don't go with him, it will be

with somebody else.

thing worse a good deal than getting

married. Yes, sir, I think you had bet

ter marry us ;" and she sat like a child

with her hands clasped together in her

lap, awaiting my decision.

I was a very young man—for a pastor

at least—at that time, and I saw nothing

else to do myself. “ Miss Sylvia," I said

with the deepest solemnity I could as

sume, " it is a very serious thing to get

married. Do you really love this young

man? \Vill you try and be a good and

faithful wife to him? \Vhat I mean is

this: Do you—n0w don't be in too great

a hurry to answer—do you really and

sincerely and truly /ow him ?"

She listened to me very seriously. A

smile came, and then went. She wept

a little, and then laughed, and then look

ed at me through her tears. "Yes, sir,

I love him," she said simply.

And so I called in the waiting mother.

The bridegroom was ushered in. From

the rear premises crowded in the negro

servants and stood in the doorway while

I married this curious couple. If ever a

minister urged upon bride and groom

their duties fully and faithfully, I did.

When I had ended with the usual ben

ediction over their bowed heads, I sud

denly kissed her as I wished her hap

piness, but I had no thought of doing so

the instant before. She was such a child,

and her chance of future happiness was

so pitiful! I never saw them again. The

young husband took his wife far away—

I never knew where. If the blood of her

mother was not too strong in her veins,

she may have made him an excellent

wife.

The worst thing, to me, in regard to

Colonel and Mrs. Caulfield and their

singular household is the dead failure in

reference to them of my church and my

self. Every soul of them passed out of

our hands and utterly away. From all

I know, I fear the record got worse and

worse with them as the years fled.

It may be some- ,

hope not, but I greatly fear. Heaven

forgive us! it was our fault. I am sure

I we could have grasped and held, per

haps, every individual of them if we had

fearlessly and earnestly and vigorously

done our best, instead of being so miser

ably shy and fastidious about it. There

has been, thank God! a wonderful change

for the better since then. You could not

have induced the ladies of my church at

that time to visit and seek to acquire a.

personal influence over Mrs. Caulfield: it

was with a shudder that they even look

ed at her. \Ve are learning, as we get

to be more like the Master, better than

that. But oh for the coming day when

every man and woman of us will lay

such loving hold upon even the vilest

and most hopeless within our reach—such

unrelaxing hold as upon the perishing—

that nothing less than God himself in the

person of the angel of death shall wrest

such from us, nor wrest them then ex

cept to lift them from our hands into

those of the angels in heaven! -

III.

I once knew a wealthy widow whose

large plantation and swarms of negroes

did not give occasion for half so much

attention and trouble as her only daugh

ter, Kate. The mother was a vigorous

specimen of her sex, broad and ruddy,

used to being up early of mornings, with a

voice which could be heard and felt from

"the gr‘t house," as the mansion of the

white folks was called, to the "quarters"

where the blacks lived. It was little her

slaves cared for their overseer in com

parison. For "ole Miss Kate"—the

mother's name being the same as the

daughter's—they did care. She was the

highest ideal of energy of which they

could form any conception, and of sleep

less watch also, so far as smoke-house,

corn-crib, poultry-yard, cotton-gin, press

or field was concerned. Pallas Athene

was a vaporous phantom to the Athenians

as a tutelary deity in comparison to Mrs.

Ryle in the eyes of her subjects. She

was their superstition. If she did not

see everything, know everything, hear

everything, do everything on the plan

I i tation, it was impossible for the whitest
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headed old Cudjo on the place to suggest

the exception. Never sick herself, never

off the grounds, apparently never asleep,

she worked harder than the hardest work

ed hand there, and always harder than

“the smartest boy" of them all in "the

rush of the season," when the last hand

ful of cotton was to be got in and the last

bale of the crop to be pressed. She was

present at every birth among the blacks,

doctored all their sick, cut and had made

under her own eyes all their clothes, saw

in person to all their food, directed the

least details of every funeral. Any idea

of a Providence beyond “ole Miss Kate"

on their part was vague to the last degree.

But Kate the daughter—and she had

no son—was ten times the trouble to her

of all her place and people. At eighteen

the lesser Kate gave assurance of filling

up in fullest measure and in due time

the utmost outlines of the older and

larger Kate. It was her having neither

husband nor son to do it for her which

had so developed the mother, compelled

to manage her large property herself.

Now, Kate the younger had gradually

secured to herself the exclusive care of

so much of the possessions of her mother

as came under the head of "the stock.“

A serious charge it was, requiring and

wonderfully developing all the energies

of this duplicate of her mother. The

plantation rolled its acres upon one side

along a “river-bottom," the waxy black

soil of inexhaustible fertility for cotton

and corn wherever the pecan trees, with

their wagon-load of nuts in the season,

had been girdled or cut down for the

crops. On the other side of the “gr‘t

house," which stood upon a ridge above

chills and fever, the surface spread in

billows as of the heaving sea to the hori

zon, one wide wealth of the sweetest and

richest mesquit-grass, over which roamed

at will the horses and cattle. This was

the undisputed domain of Kate Ryle the ,

younger. Every spring she saw to the

ingathering and branding of the calves

and colts, hundreds at a time. The milk

ing and making of butter and cheese at

the spring-house, where water was abun

dant, were her care. All this demanded

early rising, to say nothing of being al

most always in the saddle and on “the

lope"—z‘. 0., a long gallop—over the

prairies after willful cows or wandering

mares and colts. Very little time had

Miss Kate for French or novels. She

had a piano, but did not open it once

a month. Her knowledge of crocheting

was as vague as her dates in history,

but then she was a splendid sight to see

on horseback with her floating hair and

glowing cheeks and radiant eyes; for oh

there is nothing in the world so delight

ful as the open air and the green grass

and the swift riding of that Paradise of

a climate.

But Satan entered into this Paradise

also. Tom Rafiles was the son of a

neighboring planter. Seeing what came

of it in the end, I do not know how it

could have been helped. The growing

of the grass, the frisking of the calves,

the wild careering of the colts with flying

manes and tails in the exhilarating sun

and wind, was not more an inevitable

process of Nature. Having to care for

his stock, very often obliged to sepa

rate his and hers when their "brands"

got mixed up on the open prairies, it

was impossible that Tom and Kate

should not often meet, and meeting it

was impossible they should not have

loved. The brilliant atmosphere made

it wholly impossible that their spirits

should not have foamed and sparkled

in it like champagne: being so happy

together, very often loping side by side

in search of strayed cattle too, it was

utterly impossible, I insist, that what fol

lowed should not have followed. Kate

herself told me all about it. “ How could

Tom help our men marrying among his

women?" she said to me. “Mother got

mad, because she hated to have our hands

1 going off to their wives‘ houses on his

place; but I wonder if their men were

not coming to t/wir wives‘ houses on our

place? Mother told Tom he must stop

it, but how could he? She has got so

used to telling the people on our plan

tation what they must and must not do,

and being minded, that she thinks the

very stars must do as she says."

And that was the way Kate happened

to spend those three winter months with
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us. \Ve lived in a town a day's journey

distant from the plantation, and had

spent many a delightful day under Mrs.

Ryle's hospitable roof; and without a

word to us she sent Kate to be our

guest, so as to get her away from Tom.

It is amazing to me that so sensible a

woman should have been so stupid.

True, Tom never entered the house,

but then I got letters for her all the

time out of the office; and why Kate

was so fond of long walks almost ev

ery afternoon I never knew, beyond her

telling me that she was so accustomed

to exercise in the open air that if she

did not go out she would die. I have

an impression that the mother thought

that my being a minister was a remedy

for her daughter's malady—that there

was a seriousness as in the very atmo

sphere of my house which would stifle

all vain desires on the part of her way

ward offspring.

. When the sagacious mother supposed

Kate's affection for her objectionable

suitor was cured by such separation, she

wrote for her to return, and to me, tell

ing me how heartily she was obliged for

the hospitality on my part which had bro

ken off her daughter's love for "that

abominable Tom Raffles."

Kate left us on Monday. Saturday

evening she was back at our house

on horseback this time—and Tom with

her. They fastened their horses down

at the front gate, but I saw them, and

made up my n1ind;as,§hey walked up

between the rows ff cactus-plants to

our door, I would ndt do it.

"This is Mr. Tom Rallies," Kate said,

introducing him, a rough, honest-faced fel

low enough in his Sunday clothes, which

always deform men of his bronzed and

muscular sort.

"I see he is," I said promptly; “but,

Kate, I cannot do it. Your mother trust

ed me, and I will not do it. I am sorry

to disappoint you, but I will not."

"\/Vho wanted you to?" she said as

promptly-, and added, "Oh, Tom! but

wasn't it funny?" and as she coolly took

off her things she laughed as people nev

er laugh who have not lived in the open

air.—"I thought I should have died,"

she explained, for Tom was evidently to

be the secondary person of this curious

couple. “-It was all I could do to sit on

my horse. There she is now.-—-Run and

help her out, Tom."

As she spoke there was the roll of

wheels at our gate, and before Tom, who

was in no hurry about it, could go, Mrs.

Ryle the mother ran into the room, pant

ing and out of breath, exclaiming, " Hold

on! stop! don't you do it, sir! They've

run away. I'll never consent: she isn't

of age." '

"I have just assured them that I will

not," I hastened to say as Mrs. Ryle laid

her large and eager hands, one on each

of my shoulders and pushed me back.

What a magnificent woman she was!

—expanded, as Queen Elizabeth was, by

so many years of absolute rule into as

powerful a female in every sense as you

would wish to meet. It was easy to see

that in a few years her daughter would

equal her in every way: she was her

mother's own child.

“ We don't want him to," she said, and

added, " Oh, but I thought I should have

died 2“

“Come," her mother said to the gen

tleman who had accompanied her daugh

ter, “you go away. A nice neighbor you

are, to let your women marry my men,

and toll them off my plantation that way,

as if they could be back by daybreak in

time for the cotton-patch ! And now you

want to steal Kate! No, sir! Go away!"

"It almost killed me," the daughter

continued, laughing until the tears ran

down her cheek.—-"Do hush, ma, one

moment.—You see, she would find out.

Oh, we knew that," the audacious young

lady explained to the company. "\Ve

know mother, and so we fixed for it.

Tom had the license in his breast-pocket,

all ready. When we started on horse

back we knew she would be after us in

her buggy. Her horse is the best, and the

road is splendid. But we knew Mr. Lob

bin would be riding out to his Sunday

appointment-—he is the circuit preacher,

you know—as regular as a. clock."

I did not know, but her mother did,

and exclaimed aloud, turning from crim

son to chalk as she did so.
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“ It was the funniest thing!" the young

lady went on. “We could hear her wheels

rattling behind. Tom did notknow what

to do. Sure enough, as we loped along,

there was old Brother Lobbin jogging

along toward us on his old white horse.

The first thing you know, Tom had his

bridle on one side and I on the other,

the old man whirled around, and his

horse galloping between us. I can talk

faster than Tom, and explained it to

him as we went. Tom managed to get

out his document and unfold it for the

old man to read as we tore along. You

see," the girl laughed, “we held tight

on to the old gray as we rode. Some

times Tom would let go to give him a

cut with his raw-hide, and then again I

would. We had whirled Brother Lobbin

around so suddenly, and were going so

fast, that he got confused. He is never

very bright, you know, if he is good. Tom

showed him a twenty-dollar gold-piece,

and slipped it in the old man's vest

pocket as we galloped up hill and down,

for the wheels were rattling close behind

us. And that was all, and here we are!"

"You see, he married us," Tom ex

plained.

"I could hardly keep on my horse,"

the exuberant young lady broke in.

"Brother Lobbin had never gone so

fast, nor his horse either, in his life.

‘ Dost—thou—take—this—woman ?' he

said, every word jerked out of him as

you see Kershaw pumpkins out of a

wagon when the team is running away.

\Ve were quick to say ‘Yes’ when the

time came. But he wouldn't make a

prayer for us at the end: he said it

would be wicked to pray loping. But

we are married, and we let him go as

we came into town.—lt's all too funny

for you to stay mad with us, mother.

\Ve'll make the best children in the

world—won't we, Tom? Both planta

tions will be one now, mother, and the

black folks can marry as they please."

The bride's laughter subsided, how

ever, as her mother turned, went down

to her buggy, got in and drove off with

out a word. Nothing I could say, as I

assisted her in, seemed to be even heard

by her. The young people rode back

the next day to Tom's plantation, but

it was many a long month before the

mother relented. My own impression

is that a bouncing baby boy was the in

tercessor at last. All is made up now.

Tom has his hands full with the two

plantations, and the emancipation of the

slaves has by no means simplified the

management thereof. He is his own over

seer, however, and he certainly has able

assistants in his mother-in-law and wife.

As I did not myself marry this couple,

I cannot with good conscience claim it

as an experience of my own, except as

preface to the other side of the medal in

this way. I have recorded the running

away of a daughter from her mother:

one day it was the mother who ran away

from her daughter.

"I want you to marry us," an ordi

nary-looking man said when I went to

my front door one afternoon in reply to

a demand for my presence; "and there

is the license," he added. '

"With pleasure," I replied. "Please

bring in the lady," for I saw that he

wished to be married on the spot, and

was in a great hurry.

"-She can't come in," he said: "she

came a-horseback with me, and we are

in a desperate haste. Please come down

—never mind your hat—and marry us

on our horses. You see we are in sud:

a hurry."

I went down to my gate, some sixty

feet from the front door—for we lived

in the suburbs of the town—and, sure

enough, there was a woman there on

horseback in a calico dress and a deep

sun-bonnet, holding her companion's

horse by the bridle as'he got on.

“I will not marry you in the street," I

said. “Ride at least into my yard ;"

and I went in. Now, there was a hedge

of 6023 d'arr, or Osage orange, along my

front fence twenty feet high. I had in

terwoven the branches over the gate, so

that we had to stoop in entering on foot.

Of course it was impossible to ride on

horseback through the close and thorny

barrier, and I went up to the house, leav

ing them to do as they pleased. Fasten

ing their horscs very reluctantly, they

came into the house. I made a swift

1
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ceremony of it. The bridegroom forgot

to pay me my fee——which was perhaps

his revenge up0't1 me for my obstinacy—

and mounting their horses they were soon

out of sight.

Hardly were they gone before a young

girl rode up on a pony to the gate, jump

ed off and ran in, exclaiming, “Oh, am

1 too late ?"

She was nothing but an ordinary coun

try-girl, not at all pretty, much freckled,

evidently used to hard work, adorned

with the duplicate of the calico dress and

gingham sun-bonnet worn by her mother.

The ladies of my household took pity on

the poor thing as she sank upon the mat

ting in the hall, weeping and lamenting.

She had ridden hard, was very dusty

and thirsty, and it was impossible not to

sympathize with her. It was easy to im

agine her story before she told it: “My

mother is a poor sickly woman. She is

almost worked to death already since

father died," she sobbed. "\’Ve live out

along the road on a little place—keep

chickens and things. \Nliy, there's a

little baby in the cradle not a year old

—Bub we call him—and there's four

more of us, all girls!"

"What on earth did the man want to

marry her for ?" one of my family ask

ed, for we saw that they all belonged to

the class known as “poor white folks,"

with whom even the negroes had as lit

tle to do, except to sell stolen chickens

to them for whisky, as possible. “What

inducement—what did the man want?"

was asked.

" H'e wanted her to umrk for him. He

has got no nigger, and that was the only

way he could get one," was the reply.

“You see, he lives near us," the poor

girl proceeded, rocking herself to and ‘

fro as she sat on the floor, and already

sunk into the stony sorrow which seem

ed to be her normal condition, “and he

worked his other wife to death not six

months ago—four months.

laziest man that ever lived. He's too

lazy to patch his roof to keep out the ,

water, and half his children are always I

There he ‘

was with six little children, and he the ‘

down with ague or something. The weeds

is higher than his com. All he cares for

is a patch of tobacco in a corner of his

place, and that is for his own smoking.

The castor-oil weeds are taller than his

chimney almost, and he raises goober

peas, only his hogs always root 'em up,

for his fence is always down. He's got

an old cow, and she hooks, and he wants

my mammy to milk her for him, I suppose.

He‘s the meanest white man living !" the

girl added.

"But why did you not persuade your

mother—" I began.

"Beg her not, you mean?“ the girl said.

“I never did nothing else. I said, ‘Oh,

mammy, mammy! please don't! Look

at poor little Bub. All he wants—old

Parkins, they call him—is to make a nig

ger of you.' Beg? I've been down at her

knees crying and begging all this last

week. And she is such a good, good

mother! such a hard, /mrd working wo

man when her ague will let her! I knew

what he meant when I saw them horses

hitched to his fence this morning. But,

you see, little Bub was having the fever

after his chill— was crying for water.

‘You run to the spring, Marthy,’ she

said to me—-mammy says, says she—

‘and I’ll quiet Bub till you come back.’

I ran every step of the way there and

back, never thinking; but when I come

back she was gone! Bub was crying fit

to kill; but I catched up Bill—that's our

pony—in the stubble-field, and I jumped

on, and I hollered to a neighbor as I rode

by, ‘ Please to run over for a moment to

Bub!‘ and I rode as hard asI could.—

What did you do it for?" she said to me

with sudden ferocity. "You might ha'

known better !—No, I won't have any

thing to eat under this here roof. I want

to get back to little Bub.-—And you a

minz'.v!er too!"

“Ah me!" I thought as she mounted

her poor scrub of a pony and rode weari

ly off, "this is not the first time I feel after

a marriage as Jack Ketch feels, or ought

to feel, after an execution ; and I am

afraid it will not be the last time I feel

n

so. WILLIAM M. BAKER.
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SHAKESPEARE’S SONNETS—CXVI.

Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove;

O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark,

That looks on tempests and is never shaken:

It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worlh‘.~s unknown, although his height be taken.

EITHER Mr. Dyce nor the Cam

bridge Editors made any attempt

of their own to unravel the meaning

of war!/1 in the last of the above lines.

They were apparently so well satisfied

with the solution of Mr. Sidney VValker

that they repeated it without remark in

their respective editions, as follows:

“What can worth mean? qu. north?

As, by following the guidance of the

northern star, a ship may sail an im

mense way, yet never reach the true

north, so the limit of love is unknown.

Or can any other good sense be made

of 'north'? 7’udz'cent rei aslronamzkw

})0r1'lz'."—- lVa/ker‘s Critical Examina

Jion, vol. iii. 384.

According to this suggestion of Mr.

\Valker, the text would read: Vi/'hose

north's unknown (qu. the ship's north P),

although his height be taken (qu. the

ship's height ?)—a reading which, to say

the mildest of it, is more difficult to un

derstand than the original. Mr. \Valker

must surely have been dreaming of some

abortive polar expedition when he im

agined a ship, misled by the ignis-fatuus

of the northern star, sailing an immense

way, yet never reaching the true north—

a sort of wild-goose chase more sugges

tive of groping uncertainty than of the

unswerving constancy which it was the

object of the metaphor to typify. But,

admitting that the metaphor could ap

ply at all in the sense imagined by Mr.

\Valker, he must have supposed that

Shakespeare would make a parade of

the recondite fact that the pole-star

sometimes (for it is only sometimes) di

verges from the true northern direction;

and that he would set up that fact in op

position to the popular and poetical as

VOL. XIX.—48

sumption of his time, that the star and

the north point were identical—-as, in

fact, they are in certain positions well

known to seamen and prefigured in

early navigation-books; while, on the

contrary, it is quite plain that if Shake

speare had any intention of dissenting

from the received opinion of the immo

bility of the pole-star, he would not in

the preceding lines of his sonnet have

described “ an ever-fixed mark that looks

on tempests and is never shaken"—a

description beautifully applicable to the

supposed immobility of the pole-star.

Nor would he have made Julius Caesar

say—

But I am constant as the northern star,

Of whose true-fix’d and resting quality

There is no fellow in the firmament.

The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks,

They are all fire, and every one doth shine,

But there's but one, in all, doth hold his place.

And if it were necessary to prove that

Shakespeare's contemporaries regarded

the fixity of the pole-star in the same

light, and adduced it also as an emblem

ofconstancy, the following example might

be cited from some commendatory verses

prefixed to Drayton's fllorli/ner1'ad0s,

printed in 1596. The writer is speaking

of the Creator:

Yet He the pole-star, cynosun cleere,

Caused sleddily to stand, though heaven did gyre,

For an example to men's actions heere.

(Respecting these lines, it may be inci

dentally observed that their writer prop

erly treated "cynosura cleere ” as a sin

gle star, in opposition to the general but

erroneous definition (derived, perhaps,

from Ovid's Fasli, iii. 107) that the name

cynnsura applies to the entire constella

tion of the Lesser Bear. But Cynosura is

literally “ Dog's Tail"—a name that could

properly be applied only to the three stars

of that constellation nearest the pole, and

of which the last is called by moderns

Polaris; and it is not improbable that

the name Cynosura may have been giv

en to those three stars from their seem

ing to paint to the pole like the tail of a
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pointer-dog at " stand." Thence the trans

fer of the name, by synecdoche, to the

most conspicuous and most important

of the three is easily understood.)

Now, if it is obvious that this was the

star from which Shakespeare drew his

metaphor, it is not less obvious that by

"although his height be taken" he re

ferred to the well-known fact that the

altitude of the same star was constantly

taken by early navigators to ascertain

their position in latitude from its varying

height above the horizon. And so the

variable /relight of the pole-star presented

a remarkable contrast to its supposed in

variable direction.

Had any deviation in it from a true

north direction been known and acknow

ledged, it would have been called “ widr,"

the technical term constantly applied to

divergence from true direction in shoot

ing at a mark. \Vhence “wide 0' the

bow hand" became a proverbial reproach

for missed aim ofany kind—as, c.g., when

Maria retorts upon Boyet in Low‘: La

bor’: L051, "wide 0' the bow hand, i‘

faith your hand is out." But it was not

exclusively with reference to missiles that

“wide" was used: in the auxiliary play

in Hamlet it describes misdirection of a

sword:

Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in rage strikes wide.

And, again, in the 140th Sonnet it is put

in opposition to straight:

Bear: thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart goe

wide;

where the lover entreats his mistress to

fix her eyes at least upon him, though

her heart be averted.

H/in’!/1, the substantive expression of

the adjective “wide," although not used

elsewhere by Shakespeare, is to be found

in the works of his contemporary Dray

ton; and Horne Tooke, in his Diver

sion: 13/ Purky, accredits it with a legit

imate Anglo-Saxon derivation. In “our

words of admeasurement " he enume

rates "Length, Breadth, \Vidth, Depth,

Height," which, he says, “are respect

ively the third person singular of certain

A.-S. verbs," which he specifies.

Now, war//1, so incomprehensible in

its place in the 116th Sonnet, is assured

Iy a misprint: and whatever may have

been the word for which it was substi

tuted, that word must have been in direct

opposition to its accompanying contrast,

/It'll?/I/. Like transverse and conjugate

diameters, one must have been in per

peqdicular opposition to the other, as

required by the conjunction of contrast,

"although." \Vhy, then, should not

‘will!/1 have been the original of the

misprint war”: in this sonnet? It is

sufiiciently near in sound and appear

ance to render the substitution not im

probable; and in it we have the natural

antithesis to height, assisting and explain

ing the metaphor by opposing the absence

of width or deviation to the presence of

variable height, and giving, by contrast,

a significance to the introduction of the

latter element, which, without such con

trast, would be so unmeaning as to be

utterly unaccountable.

And a good test of the probability of

widl/1 having been really the word used

by Shakespeare—whose expressions have

always a good and appropriate meaning

when it can be at length discovered-is

to endeavor to choose any other term than

win’!/1 which would so exactly and so‘

concisely express horizontal deviation,

or azimuth, as opposed to vertical height,

or altitude. "W.hose width's unknown"

may be understood as equivalent to-—

whose freedom from deviation is taken

for granted. A. E. BRAE.

TI-IE LIBRARIES OF PARIS.

PARIS is almost as rich in libraries as she

is in theatres. Apart from the great pub

lic collections, such as the National Li

brary and that of Ste. Genevieve, there is

scarcely an institution pertaining to art

or science within her limits that has not

a special collection of books which is

freely opened to the public. The Ecole

des Beaux Arts, the Jardin des Plantes,

the ficole de Médecine, etc., all have

their special libraries, which may be

consulted at certain hours and under

certain regulations.

The chief of them all is the vast Na

tional Library, whose buildings form an

island in the very heart of Paris, being

bounded by the Rues Richelieu, Vivienne,
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des Petits Champs, and de l'Arcade-Col

bert. The edifice which it occupies was

formerly the palace of Cardinal Mazarin,

and certain remains of the original build

ing are to be seen still surrounding the

inner court. Large as is the edifice itself,

it is too restricted for the proper display

and use of the mass of treasures that it

contains. Twenty years ago there was

talk of transferring the whole collection

to the Louvre, whose series of vast un

occupied galleries would have royally

lodged so royal a guest. Fortunately,

this plan never was put into execution,

for had it been carried out the whole of

this priceless collection would have per

ished in 1871 in the flames that consumed

the library of the Louvre.

The National Library, like the territory

of France, is divided into departments,

each ofwhich is under the care ofa special

director, all these directors in turn being

under the control of the chief librarian,

who looks after the affairs of the whole

establishment. By law, a copy of every

book, pamphlet, play-bill, ballad, etc.

printed in France must be sent to the

library, though the law, so far as regards

the two latter articles, has fallen into dis

use, else the halls of the library would

have literally overfiowed with the undue

accumulation of trivial printed matter.

The books and pamphlets thus received

are estimated to amount to over twenty

five thousand volumes annually. It is

not exactly known how many printed

volumes the library contains, but by

measurement it has been computed that

there are not fewer than three millions

and a quarter. Of these, the choice

books are placed in a series of separate

rooms, this division of the library being

called the Reserve. There the ardent

book-lover finds treasures that are cal

culated to drive him wild with enthusiasm.

Two hundred thousand volumes are in

cluded in the Reserve, each one of which

is a priceless marvel. The first book

printed by Gutenberg is to be found there,

as well as the latest rluf-d'¢21wre of the

typographical art. The art of bookbind

ing is represented by an unbroken series

of specimens from the reign of Louis

XII. to the present day. Choice copies

of rare editions abound, and often two

or three specimens of a single rarity.

Another interesting division is that of

the manuscripts. They are arranged in

sections according to their languages, the

library possessing manuscripts in the Chi

. nese, H indoo,Persian and Arabic tongues,

as well as in those of European nations. In

fact, the entire universe is represented in

the hundred and fifty thousand volumes

which this division contains. Among them

are included eight thousand unique man

uscripts, all of them ornamented with il

luminations and miniatures of priceless

value, and enclosed in bindings adorned.

with carvings on ivory or with precious

stones. Here are to be seen such curi

osities as the prayer-book of Saint Louis,

letters written by Henri IV. to Gabrielle

d'Estrées, the autograph manuscript of

Té/iv/1ague, an autobiography of Louis

XIV. in his own handwriting, a Latin

manuscript of the sixth century written

on papyrus, etc. Among the Chinese

manuscripts there is an inscription dat

ing from 2000 years B. C.

The print department is extremely in

teresting, though it is ill lodgedin a gal

lery built by Mansard, wherein light is

lacking for a favorable display of its

riches. The portraits alone number over

four hundred thousand. This division

was lately the scene of a theft—or rather

a series of audacious thefts—whereby a

certain series of valuable prints was irre

mediably broken. A young fan-painter

of some eminence as an artist, who was

a pupil of the Beaux Arts, had exhibited

at the Salon, and had even carried off a

medal there, obtained a permit to study

in this department for the purpose, as he

alleged, of finding subjects for his fans.

He used to come daily, armed with a

large portfolio, in which he carried his

drawing-paper, pencils, etc., and would

remain, studying and sketching, till the

hour of closing had arrived. Naturally,

the guardians of the department became

used to seeing him there, and no one

ever thought of examining his portfolio.

Thus matters continued for some months,

till an amateur, chancing to look over a

set of prints of the eighteenth century,

discovered that several pieces were miss

r-\
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ing from the series, and hastened to in

form the director of the department. A

careful investigation was instituted, and

it was discovered that over six hundred

prints, many of them unique—-among

which were several that had formed part

of the collection of Marie Antoinette

had disappeared. The police were not‘

long in discovering the culprit in the

person of the young fan-painter afore

said. It was found that for months past

this intelligent youth had been living

comfortably on the fruit of his thefts,

the purloined prints being eagerly pur

chased by the vendors of drawings and

old engravings. As each print belong

ing to the library bears the stamp of that

institution on the back, it might be im

agined that the source from which he pro

cured such a quantity of rare engravings

would have been readily detected; but

he always contrived either to obliterate

the stamp by means of a wash or to con

ceal it under a seemingly careless pen

cil-sketch. Some fifty prints were found

packed up in his room ready for removal,

and about fifty more were recovered from

the bric-£1-brac vendors to whom he had

sold them ; but at least five hundred were

lost to the library for ever. However, it

can endure the loss with equanimity, as

the existing collection is computed to

contain about a million and a half of

prints, commencing with those of the

fifteenth century.

The Cabinet of Medals contains not

only coins and medals, but gems, bronzes,

Greek and Etruscan vases, ivory carvings,

etc. In 1789 all the antiques in the trea

suries of the Sainte Chapelle and St.

Denis were removed hither, and the col

lection has been further enriched by the

bequests and contributions of wealthy

amateurs. This department, like that

of the prints, has suffered from the de

predations of a thief. In 1851 a large

number of valuable coins and medals

were stolen, a small portion of which

only were recovered some six years

later.

There are two reading-rooms in the

National Library, or rather there is a

working-room and a reading-room. To

the first-named hall come those only who

are serious students. This room is known

to the public by the nickname of the

Mosque, on account of the series of

domes in the ceiling. It is large, airy,

supported by pillars of cast iron and

decorated with faded paintings. \\'ell

warmed in winter and always cool in

summer, it affords a favorite and com

fortable retreat for the literary worker.

It afibrds space for three hundred and

twenty-eight readers. It has one serious

defect, however: the light is very bad.

To gain access to this room a private

ticket is required, which is never refused

on proper application being made. The

student must fill up two printed forms

with his name, address and the title of

the book that he wants before he can

obtain any volume, and there is a cer

tain degree of delay and passing of

tickets to and fro before it is placed

in his hands. But let the reader once

become well known to the officials as a

regular habitué and all difiiculties will

be smoothed out of his way. His seat

will be kept for him, and the book that

he has been consulting. should he still

desire to use it, will be laid aside for him

in a special corner.

The reading-room for the ordinary

public is entered from the Rue Colbert,

and is better lighted than the larger

and more important apartment, having

a row of windows at the side. Thither

come the idlers that want to kill time or

that seek a shelter from the cold or the

rain. Novels and magazines form the

principal literary food of this class, some

of whose tickets for books have been

preserved as curiosities of orthography,

such as one demanding “ 17/an el Ahé,

par \\’alther Coq" (Ivan/me). Twenty

thousand volumes of fugitive literature

amply suffice for the wants of this class.

The rlz'rnl&/e of this room varies greatly,

and always according to the caprices of

the weather. On cold or rainy days every

seat will be occupied, while during the

sunny spring or summer months one-third

at least of the seats will be vacant. There

are regular habitués who come daily

whether it rains or shines. Some of

these will ask for a book, spread it out

before them, and instantly fall asleep,



1877.] OUR IIIONTHLY 0055110. I ,6;

slumbering peacefully till aroused by the

officials at the hour of closing. So long

as these sleepers do not snore they are

left unmolested, the administration ar

guing that they do better to sleep in a

library than to fuddle themselves at a

wine-shop. There are also certain harm

less lunatics that haunt the public libra

ries of Paris and are well known to the

guardians. One of these has spent years

in perusing a single book, which he reads

diligently from beginning to end, and

then straightway recommences. Anoth

er passes his time in selecting Christian

names from different works. Of these

names he makes long lists, which he

forwards regularly to the French mis

sionaries in China, so that when they

baptize a convert they may never be at

a loss for a name. A third is collecting

materials for a life of the First Napoleon,

and has filled volumes upon volumes with

notes pertaining to every subject under

the sun. These poor creatures who pass

their days quietly in the calm seclusion

of the library are always kindly treated,

and their whims humored to the fullest

extent. They generally arrive at the mo

ment when the doors are opened, and

remain until they are closed.

The library of Ste. Genevieve, on the

Place du Panthéon, was founded in 1624

by Cardinal de Larochefoucauld, who, on

being appointed abbé commendataire

of the celebrated abbey of the Génové

fains, found not a single volume within

its limits, and presented to the abbey his

own private collection, numbering some

six hundred volumes. It now comprises

more than two hundred thousand printed

books and seven thousand manuscripts.

It is noted as being the only library in Pa

ris that is open in the evenings—a privi

lege of which over three hundred readers

eagerly avail themselves daily. Among

the rarities of this library are numbered a

portrait of Mary Queen of Scots, present

ed by herself to the monks of Ste. Gene

viéve, and the sole known likeness of the

“nun of Moret," a mulattress reputed to

have been the illegitimate daughter of

Louis XIV.

The library of the city of Paris was con

sumed in the conflagration of the Hotel

de Ville. Although it numbered above

a hundred and twenty-five thousand

volumes, to which additions were con

tinually being made, it did not possess

any special value. All the employés of

the establishment were privileged to use

the books at will, volumes were lost, sets

were broken, and the directors, who were

far from being bibliomaniacs, had but

little respect for the library. It was es

tablished in the garret, out of the reach

of the ordinary public. The rooms that

it occupied were on ball-nights turned

into refreshment-rooms, and on other

occasions were used as store-rooms for

surplus furniture. Thus, when swept

away by the flames of the Commune,

the library, scorched by summer suns,

mildewed by wintry damps, was in 21

sadly deteriorated condition. The pres

ent library of the city promises to enjoy

a better fate. It was founded by M.

Jules Cousin, librarian of the Arsenal,

who had formed with great care and

pains a collection of works relating to

the city of Paris, and comprising in all

over five thousand volumes. This col

lection, after the disasters of 1871, he

hastened to offer to the city. His gift

was accepted, the Hotel Carnavalet, once

the abode of Madame de Sévigné, was

chosen as the locality for the establish

ment of the new library, and the gen

erous donor was installed as custodian.

It was opened on the 1st of January,

1874, and already numbers twenty-six

thousand volumes.

The Mazarin Library is situated in

the Institute—that is to say, the Acad

emy, the building consecrated to the di

vine Forty. This library has just missed

a special treasure in the shape of the

Jules Janin collection. The great critic

died, bequeathing all his possessions to

his widow, but it was generally under

stood that he wished the Institute to be

the ultimate destination of his choice

and valuable library. Negotiations were

accordingly opened with Madame Ja

nin, and the lady, who seems to have

been a sort of Harpagon in petticoats,

promised to follow out her husband's

desires, provided a special room should

be dedicated to the library, and that it

.1



766 [JUNEOUR MONTHLY GOSSIP.

should be called by the name of the

donor. The conditions were acceded

to by the directors of the Academy, the

room was selected, and‘even the places

where the paintings were to be placed

were fixed upon, when Madame janin

suddenly died, leaving no will, and the

books, after attracting crowds for near

ly a fortnight daily to the Hotel Drou

ot, were dispersed to the four winds

of heaven under the hammer of the

auctioneer.

It has been remarked that notwith

standing the exceptional facilities for

study afforded to the Parisian public,

they are by no means eager to take ad

vantage of them. Out of a population

of nearly two millions the great libraries

of Paris attract scarce a thousand read

ers daily, and that computation includes

the three hundred night-students at Ste.

Genevieve. The lack of thorough popu

lar education is probably the cause of this

neglect. The average Parisian, though

quick-witted and clever, is generally ex

tremely ignorant on every topic not per

taining to Paris. The great city in which

he lives absorbs his thoughts, his time

and his being. Outside of her encircling

walls for him there is no world worth

speaking of. It is all Id hrs, or, as Pa

risian journals gcnerally head their scant

selection of foreign telegrams—usually

two or three days old, being filched from

the London Times or the 1nd¢';>em1'nn¢-e

Be/ge—it is all "the exterior." Anim

mense scorn of all that is not Paris fills

his being to the exclusion of all thirst for

knowledge. What does he care for the

geography of foreign lands or for the

history of foreign nations? The coun

tries are " outside," and the people there

of are outsiders. A first representation

at the Bouffes Parisiens is of more con

sequence to him than is a Presidential

election in the United States. "Who on

earth would ever have known who Abra

ham Lincoln was if he had not been

assassinated?" contemptuously asked a

leading Parisian journal not long ago.

No average Parisian, most assuredly.

Thus, too vain to study, too conceited to

see the need thereof, the ordinary French

man confines his reading to the Fzlgaro

and the Via Parisienne, and leaves the

great libraries of Paris alone.

L. H. H.

ON NAMES.

BOOKS have been written on the ety

mology and meanings of names, and

"Elia" in a delicious sonnet has left

little to be said about the popularity of

some favorite ones:

In Christian climes Mary the garland wears;

Rebecca swectens on a Hebrcw's ear;

Quakers for pure Priscilla are more clear;

And the light Gaul by amorous Ninon swears.

Among the lesser lights how Lucy shines!

\Vhat air of fragrance Rosamond throws round !

How like a hymn doth sweet Cecilia sound!

Of Martha and of Abigail few lines

Have bragged in verse. Of coarsest household stufl'

Should homely Joan be fashioned ; but can

You Barbara resist, or Marian?

And is not Clare for love excuse enough?

Yet, by my faith in numbers, I profess

These all than Saxon Edith please me less.

One feels that Adam had supernatural

inspiration in giving names to the objects

of creation. How delicate are the names

of flowers in every language! how sug

gestive the names of beasts! how mu

sical the names of birds! One cannot

help congratulating the Fate which gov

erned the distribution of patrician names

at Babel or otherwheres, or the taste

which assumed them. The good fairies

who gave titles—and how grand they

are! king, duke and earl-—have seldom

omitted to preside over the choice of the

distinctive names also, that they might

not fail in the true aristocratic ring.

How sonorous is Arthur! how graceful

Lancelot! how dainty Guinevere! How

Hohenzollern rolls as if a voice of thun

der called it imperial! Poets have al

ways felt the importance of this detail,

and how careful was Shakespeare to

call his roses roses, even while asserting

that by any other name they would have

smelt as sweet! From l-lelen to Annabel

Lee, what strings of pearls have fallen

from poet-lips in the fair names of fair

women!

Not every plebeian name is vulgar,

nor are all patrician ones grandiloquent,

especially in continental Europe, where

the latter often smell of gunpowder or

sound commonplace. Oriental names
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are fine, but coming westward one trips

over consonants as rude and barbarous as

the peoples who have combined them into

family designations—Russian and Polish,

indeed nearly all Sclavonic names, for in

stance, which are difiicult to pronounce,

and convey no ideas of either grace or

dignity. Hungarian names are musical as

Italian ones, and have an aristocratic re

pose—Altnasy, Nyari, Pettivi, Esterhazy,

for example. German is a rich language,

but is poor in well-sounding names, if

one ‘excepts those of feudal origin de

rived from old-time fortresses and cas

tles, ending mostly in .rle1'n or burg.

Such princely titles as Fugger, Pijckler,

Greitz and Schleitz are frequent, while

the vulgar names like Schultze and Mey

er—the latter especially in all sorts of

variations like 0ber-, Unter-, Hinter-,

Nicder-, Blei-, Stroh-, Feld- and Probst

meycr—sound fearfully indicative of low

origin. In Christian names Germany is

also poor, the Lundaruater being very

generally godfather also of his folk;

hence Frederick, August, Karl, Ludwig

and Max—which latter is better than the

pretentious Maximilian—all fine names,

are made vulgar by frequency. Among

the nobility, lsador, Tassillo, Hermann,

Walter and Ottomar are among the most

euphonious. Family tradition or want

of invention sometimes imposes a sin-‘

gle name on a whole race: thus, the

princes of Reuss are all baptized Hein

rich, distinguished only by Latin nume

rals, as Heinrich XVIIL, Heinrich XIX.,

Heinrich LXV., and so on up to C. or

more, like chapters in a history or ave

nues in New York.

In the North of‘Europe double Chris

tian names are exceptional, while in south

ern countries, like Spain, babies are call

ed after half the calendar at the font, ir

respective of gender, so they only get

enough.

Classic names hold their own in the

countries they once made illustrious.

Greece, Italy and France still possess

Themistocles, Cesare and Achille, ex

citing frequently ludicrous comparisons,

as they used to among the Southern ne

groes. Hannibal and Pompey, who were

christened in mockery, are probably the

last who will bear those heroic cogno

mens, and will give place in time to

dusky Abraham Lincolns and café-au

[ail Charles Sumners.

Modern Jewish names are either cor

ruptions of old Hebrew ones or transla

tions of them. They have a rich fra

grance of Oriental poetry, and are bright

with flash of gems and metals and hues

of flowers. Some, like Rothschild ("Red

Shield"), Levi (" Lion "), etc., remind us

of the Indian “Red Clouds" and "Sit

ting Bulls," and like them and the ran!

ing names of noble families are of he

raldic descent. German Israelites espe

cially have the most inconsistently po

etical surnames, like Schéinfeld, Lilien

thal, Veilchenduft, Rosen-thal, -berg,

-baum, -blatt and -schweig. Gold- and

silber-schmidt, -berg, etc. seem more

appropriate.

Many immigrant families in England

and America, like Harry Foker's ances

tor, have changed or translated their

names, as “ King" for "1{5n1'g," “ Duke"

for “1]erzng," “Smith" for "Sc/zmidl,"

“Seasongood" for "511: um! guf," and

" Belmont“ for"Srfi6n6crg." A Baltimore

family changed their patronymic, Klein,

each brother choosing a different English

version of the word, and became respect

ively Short, Small and Little. Mr. Small

was at one time mayor of Baltimore, and

Mr. Little a member of Congress. Va

rious reasons have led to such changes,

sometimes phonetic only, very decent

foreign words sounding occasionally like

base English ones, and disproving con

clusively the Shakespearian aphorism.

In most countries laws have been made

to protect patronymics from being as

sumed without right, but they have sel

dom been more than a dead letter.

Nam: 11': lhéélre and now: dc plume

have been permissible exceptions, but

unlawful ones are quite as common.

Like Elia's Mr. H , people insist

on “saving their bacon" in euphonious

equivalents of their own or by unblush

ing larcenies of other people's names.

The whims which sometimes govern

them in such transformations would

alone afford materials for a treatise.

Rochefort and Victor Hugo have both

-\\Y
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dropped old and illustrious titles, while

Villemessant and M. Granier—the Bo

naparte bully who calls himself "De Cas

sagnac"—have assumed nobiliary pre

fixes, and names even which do not be

long to them. " Cham," the famous cari

caturist, provoked the anger of his fa

ther, the comte de Noé, by becoming an

artist, so Amadeé, vicomte de Noe’, took

and gave a new immortality to the name

of the discarded son of Noah. Another

caricaturist, on the staff of Punc/1, has

taken an opposite course, and by dis

placing a capital letter in his name has

ennobled it. Such liberties are common,

however, in France, and Taine in his

Notes sur Paris makes M. Graindorge

threaten his nephew should he ever

change his name of Durand into Du

Rand or I)'Urand.

Even in Germany, however, where the

privileges of the nobility are guarded with

jealousy and almost feudal rigor, a wine

merchant, the prince of practical jokers,

assumed in jest, but bears in earnest, the

high-sounding title of Count von Tappen

berg. I remember another case—which

ended, I believe, ignominiously.—of an

officer in Nassau whose real name was

Vogel, who changed it to V. Ogel or Von

Ogel. Many, however, take a shorter

way by simply putting the particle forci

bly before their names, like Von Schmidt

or V. Schultze, or by changing the low

Dutch mm, which means nothing, into

the more aristocratic prefix. Others evade

the law and add the name of their birth

place, like “Meyer von Bremen," “Mul

ler von Konigswinter," etc. This is in

nocent, however, in a directory, where '

Meyer and Miiller fill half the pages, and

is not much falser or vainer than the

harmless change of Smith into Smythe,

which sometimes happens nearer home.

It is curious to note the accidental and,

what may almost be thought to be, the

prophetic significance of names. The

son of P/Ii/ip must be expected to tame

Bucephalus, although the heir of "Old

Man-Afraid-of-his-Horses" might do the

same. I/Vinfirld Scott was a fortunate in

tuition, and the name of Christopher Co

lumbus, or "Christ-bearing dove," seems

written by the finger of Providence—the

second dove that found a world amid a

watery waste, and, like the first, bearing

the symbol of peace and good-will to

mankind.

Surnames are frequently nicknames

that have stuck. In Germany to-day

few peasants are known by their fam

ily names. In their native villages they

are distinguished by some arbitrary or

accidental appellation, such as Flea, or

Tailor, or Dirt-bauer, quite irrespective

of their occupations. Guides in the Alps

have nearly always nicknames by which

they are best known, and even the guide

books find it necessary to give both ap

pellations, as joh. Pfniir, ‘U11/g0 Fischerl;

_]os. Schwaiger, 1/u/go Struberer.

Since the Franco-Prussian war the Ger

mans have ostracised gallicisms from their

language as far as possible: a baron calls

himself a " Freiherr," and the young lieu

tenant who wrote his title formerly " Comte

de " is now "Graf. 1/. " invari

ably. But before the unpleasantness Ger

man gentlemen who traveled were accus

tomed to translate their titles and the

nobiliary particle, which sometimes led

to amusing incidents. A young officer

of the noble family of Von Phul, being in

England, requested a shopkeeper, from

whom he made some purchases, to send

the package to Lieutenant de Phul, and

was later much disgusted, on receiving

it at his hotel, to find it addressed to

"Lieutenant d Fool."

A pendant to this anecdote occurred

in aGerman misapprehension of an ling

lish name, and will serve to conclude the

present notes. In America, and espe

cially at the South, Christian names—

1'. e., names of saints or Bible person

ages — are frequently replaced by fam

ily names, which sometimes makes it

difficult to tell the sex of the persons

bearing them, and which in the case re

ferred to led to a mistake as annoying

and embarrassing as the one already re

lated. The writer had the pleasure of

knowing an amiable American lady in

Germany whose husband was related to

the celebrated William Wirt and had been

christened "after" him. The lady's card

read, therefore, Mrs. Wirt X—. She

had brought good introductions to fam
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ilies of rank, and was surprised and ag

grieved at their want of cordiality until

one day it was explained that she was

taken to be the wife of an innkeeper,

I/Virt/L being the German word for that

occupation; and in a country where it is

the custom to call wives by their hus

bands’ titles, as Frau Counselor, Frau

Doctor, Frau Lieutenant, Mrs. \\"'irt

X was supposed to be Mrs. IV1'rl/1

X—, and was treated accordingly.

J. R. T.

MODERN WARFARE.

WAR, as a means to the manufacture

of great men, is becoming a failure.

Todleben was the one great product in

that line of the Crimean contest, and Von

Moltke of the Franco-German struggle

of fifteen years later. The victors in the

one and the vanquished in the other

brought out of the smoke and dust not

a. single commanding figure. The brief

collisions illuminated by Sadowa and Sol

ferino were similarly unproductive.

Railroads and arms of precision, and

the tremendous outlay of treasure in

volved, make wars now too short and

sharp for the growth of heroes. Great

plants are developed slowly, and need

time and space to bring them to their

full stature. Wars are no longer meas

~ured in their duration by centuries, or

Thirty Years, or even Seven Years. Black

Princes, \Vallensteins, Gustavuses and

Fredericks accordingly cease to bless

an admiring world. \Vhat happens is

a careful and somewhat protracted prep

aration, a railway trip of one or two hun

dred thousand military excursionists, one

great battle, rarely more, and a treaty

of peace. In such a programme genius

cannot do itself justice. No one name

can star it on the bills long. The “small

caps" have it. This is disheartening to

embryo field-marshals, as well as to the

matured article itself. They must look

back with longing regret to the fine old

days when the mighty soldier, "in great

boots of Spanish leather," stumped up

and down Europe for half a lifetime, the

centre of all power, with empire in his

scabbard. He fought all summer, and

at the first frost went into winter-quarters

. with the utmost punctuality. In one sea

: son as in the other, year in and year out,

he was before the eye of Christendom.

His strong points expanded slowly and

healthily: his weak ones he had ample

time and leisure to correct. \Vhat more

favorable to such results than a series of

active summers and studious winters?

From this spectacle how depressing a

change to the mere sallies of this degen

erate age! Campaigns even, in the strict

sense of the word, have ceased to be.

The aspiring general must make himself

in a raid or not at all. He feels sadly

that, do all he can, his must be the repu

tation of a quarter-horse and not a four

miler. Nor is the state of things likely,

from his point of view, to get any better.

Steam is mending its hold, and gaining

more and more the control of the matter.

\Vhen railways were first introduced, the

impossibility of using them in war was

manifest to all theorists. Equally certain

was their value, if used at all, to the in

vadcd country exclusively, and not to its

invader. Unfeeling facts have flatly given

the lie to both these magisterial assump

tions. They have been proved to be the

best of all means for collecting and trans

porting troops, and to be among the most

difficult things in the world to wrest from

the grasp of an invader once closed on

them. This seems to settle our first prop

osition and solve the problem. Great men

cannot be made by steam.

FASHIONS IN FURNITURE.

A FANCY among the amateur uphol

sterers of the day is Eastlake furniture.

The fundamental idea of this invention

is the abandonment of the superficial

and cultivation of the solid and down

right. Our chairs, tables and escritoires

are forced to present themselves in dis

habille; pins, joints, wedges and dove

tails all clear, open and, without a pun,

aboveboard. The timbers are heavy, the

legs thick. Nothing is upsettable, or ca

pable of being hurt if by unforeseen mi

racle upset. Sofas and reception-chairs

are modeled after the stools and benches

in the beer-houses of Teniers and the

dining-room of Luther. No fastening

is admissible that does not reveal itself
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frankly, without pretence of being some

thing else or of not being at all. Honest

workvis the keynote, and no work can

be honest that is ashamed to show itself

or dodges in any way.

Such a revolt of the age of veneer

against veneer is pleasant to see. It is,

however, subject to the fault of most

revolts, that it overshoots the mark. It

pushes one very good principle at the

expense of another. Fidelity in carpen

try, like fidelity in everything else, is

quite attainable without involving the

rude. A good and strong thing may

very well be at the same time a beau

tiful thing. When it is meant constant

ly to address the cultivated eye, and to

elevate as well as recognize taste, it 1nust

be so. Beauty excludes the cumbrous

and uncouth. It declines to force upon

us the processes of the mere workman,

but seeks to decorate and disguise them.

It takes the object, in other words, from

his hands and passes it for completion

to the artist. And the latter, we should

remember, cannot thoroughly play his

part if the former has been incompetent

or remiss. The foundation cannot but

be good if the finished product be ele

gant and fitted to its purpose, economi

cal or aesthetic; and that is all we need

want to see or know of it. There is not

the slightest necessity of parading con

struction. If the ceiling above us be

smooth, well shaped and without flaws,

we know that the beams or the arch on

which it is suspended are stout and well

, and good art may march together.

laid. What need of proving it by the

exposure of bare oak or bare brick P To

effect that demonstration by tearing away

or sacrificing frescoes and delicate mould

ings is like taking off flesh and skin to

show the bones.

Under some circumstances the display

of construction is desirable. Other con

siderations than additional cost may ren

der it so. In such cases it may even be

emphasized by carving or other decora

tion. The rafters and struts of a Gothic

roof and the hinges of a cathedral-door

or an oaken or ebony chest are often so

used. But it is the beauty, rather than

the use, of beam or hinge that then

makes it pleasing, although the combi

nation of the two qualities is also grat

ifying. The inlaid scrolls of iron, brass

or silver which we admire are of no use

to the hinge, any more than the lanterns

and interlaced groins are to the roof.

But we hear complaints that the age

is reasserting itself, that veneer is smoth

ering Eastlake, and that the paraded con

struction is in turn becoming a sham.

The bolt-heads are glued on, the dove

tails painted and the metal-work mere

tracery, Eastlake furniture thus becom

ing weaker than that it assumes to ex

ceed in strength. The solution is clear

enough. Heaviness is not necessarily

strength : for portable articles it conflicts

with strength. And good workmanship

To

a great extent they imply each other.

E. C. B.

LITERATURE OF THE DAY.

Charles Kingsley: His Letters, and Memories

of his Life. Edited by his Wife. Abridged

from the London edition. New York:

Scribner, Armstrong & Co.

The late Charles Kingsley’s was not one of

those natures which have but one point of

view, like a picture : it was many-sided. To

see it properly we have to travel round it, as

with a statue. An artist, a poet, a keen sports

man, a political and social reformer; a cler

gyman of the Church of England who de

nounced the doctrine of eternal punishment,

and declared theology to be " not the teach

ing of a religion, but the knowledge of God ;"

a member of the aristocracy who allied him

self with the Chartists; a devotee of the let

ter of the Bible in full accord with Darwin

and Huxley, and asking himself aloud, " How
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do we know that bees have no souls ?"—he

furnished the best exemplification of all his

moral and political facets when he brought

to his own funeral deans, bishops, generals, ad

mirals, dissenting ministers, skeptical writers,

the humblest laborers, huntsmen, whippens-in,

literary men, radical reformers, and, “ outside

the churchyard fence,” horses and hounds.

He was a gifted, healthy-minded, earnest,

imaginative, restless, thoroughly benevolent

man, seeing beauty and truth in everything

and everybody, and determined to do his best

to bring them out. He made mistakes here

and there, as an eager and unresting man

must; but the final judgment on the motives

that ruled his crowded life was unanimous.

Kingsley’s verse, though full of poetic feeling,

was not of the highest order, and sermons,

didactic novels and polemical pamphlets have

not usually a long life. Hence a place among

the classics will hardly be awarded him. That,

however, was with him, as with the genera

tion for whose special needs and advance

ment he labored, a secondary consideration.

His influence in liberalizing British politics,

elevating the poor, promoting popular educa

tion and reconciling the creeds among them

selves, and all with science, will long be felt.

It will be felt, in a more general way, in the

United States, where thinkers of his school

are often more sure of appreciation than in

their own country.

Kingsley was one of a group of ardent in

novators—conservatives they prefer calling

themselves—Maurice, Froude, Stanley, Mat

thew Arnold, who recognize an existing gap

between past and present in social and re

ligious questions, and rush forward to fill it.

In so doing they separate themselves for the

moment from the mass behind them, and

beckon rather than drag it on. They insist

that the English Church and government

must bend or break, making clear at the

same time how easy it is to bend if only the

will be shown. “ It is the scientific go-ahead

ism of the day," writes Kingsley, "which

must save us, and which we must save. \Ve

have licked the feet of the feudal aristocrats

for centuries; and see whither they have

brought us or let us bring ourselves!” He

did not live to fight the battle out. No_r will

the others. The undertaking is not to be so

hurried through. But only those who strike

the first blow for victory are accounted the vic

tors, and it is their careers we like to study.

Leaders must possess a sound physique

and intense vitality. Kingsley was thus distin

guished from youth. At school few excelled

him in activity and love of adventure’united

with remarkable coolness in danger. Better

still was the moral‘ trait of a strong sense of

right and love of justice, not unfostered by,

if not wholly proceeding from, a conscious

ness of bodily power. His moral perceptions

failed him only in bird's-nesting, trout-fishing

and fox-chasing; and in the first of these

delinquencies a passion for science fumished

part of his apology, the other part consisting

in his always leaving some of the eggs. On

the brook-side, with rod in hand, he shaped

many of his sermons, though there is a great

deal more fun and frolic than theology in the

records of angling excursions shared with

Tom Hughes and Tom Taylor. He followed

the example of the equally benevolent Izaak,

and used live bait, heedless of the non-be

nevolent Byron’s denunciation of “ the quaint

old cruel coxcomb.” He knew all the fox

earths for a great distance around his parson

age, as well as he did the birds, the butter

flies, the plants and the poor. He once dash

ed out of the pulpit in full canonicals, and

sprang over the churchyard enclosure with

scarf and surplice streaming like meteors to

the troubled air, to fight a fire which was

sweeping the heather and the pines. As an

instance at once of his devotion to natural

science and his power of ploughing two men

tal furrows at once, it is related that when

preaching at Colorado Springs on his trip to

this country in 1874, a beetle, new to him,

having alighted on his manuscript, he pro

ceeded uninterruptedly with his sermon, fix

ing his eye, and when it gave signs of flying

his hand, on the insect till he had mastered

its marks, and then allowing it to go on its

way while he followed his own. Such traits

probably descended to him. A \Vest Indian

grandfather showed them when in 1812 the

volcanic dust from the St. Vincent eruption

having darkened the air and set every one in

Barbadoes, eighty miles distant, to prayer and

lamentation, he opened his window, examined

the dust and calmly remarked that the vol

cano at St. Vincent had broken out at last.

Kingsley’s parish, Eversley, where he died

after an incumbency of thirty-two years, pre

sented in some respects a microcosm of the

England he sought to refomi. It gave him

an opportunity to practice on a small scale

what on a larger he could only preach. When

he took charge, not one adult, of either sex,
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of thedaboring class could read or write. He

had to reorganize society, and create every

thing, ‘om ashoe-club and a coal-club to a

lending library, Sunday and day school, cot

tage lectures and a scholarship in a training

college. How what he thus learned of the

condition of the rural poor acted upon his

mind and feelings he told his countrymen in

his story of Yeast. Thrillingas was his ap

peal, there was no note of despair in it. " The

world is going right, and will go right, some

how—not in your way or my way, but in God’s

way." Work and hope was his motto.

His robust faith in the eflicncy of dogged

and patient effort, in whatever field, had no

reservation. To a young man who proposed

going over to the Catholic Church, he writes

in dissuasion, but says: “ Had you been born

an Italian Romanist, I would have said to

you, Don't leave Rome; stay where you are

and try to mend the faith of your fathers; if

it casts you out, the sin be on its own head;

and so I say to you.” This view of the prop

er methods of reform was one with which the

English mind could sympathize, though such

an application of it was calculated to startle

Anglican Churchmen. Yet they too came af

ter a while to understand Kingsley. He ob

tained elose and full fraternity with them, was

promoted to a canonry in \Vestminster Abbey,

and made by the queen tutor to the prince of

W'ales, whose warm attachment he seems al

ways to have retained. The future king of

England fratenrized with the author of Allan

Lorke, while the clerical Chartist continued,

in his own language, to " work out points of

natural theology by the strange light of Hux

ley, Darwin and Lyell."

Fortunate in the outcome, as in many of

the incidents, of his career, Canon Kingsley

was especially so in his wife, and, we may

add, in his biographer—one and the same

person. Mrs. Kingsley's suppression of self

in this book is a fine example to other biog

raphers, in whom it was more to be expected.

We confess, indeed, that the book might have

been more acceptable to American readers

had her reticence as to the home-life with

which she was so closely associated, and

which no one could be so well qualified to

depict, been less marked. A life-picture of

an English home is never dull to readers on

this side, and they would gladly see more of

it at the expense of details illustrating the

literary and public career of the subject. The

book is withal a delightful and lucid sketch

of one whom we all needed to understand,

and are the better for understanding.

Through Persia by Caravan.

Arnold.

\Vhat remains of the empire of Cyrus has

been brought prominently to the notice of

those who are interested in the affairs of the

East by the circumstance that Persia lies be

tween two great modern empires whose jeal

ousies constitute a great part of the pabulum

of diplomacy. Russia, on the north, has

already absorbed some desirable corners of

the shah‘s territory, and England, from the

opposite quarter, observes the process with

:1 solicitude she will probably appease after

a like fashion. From that step she is deterred

chiefly by the reflection that to seize Bushire

would be to throw all the rest of Persia into

the czar’s clutches. Thus it is that a govern

ment effete to the last degree is maintained

in quasi independence by the inability of its

foes to agree upon its partition; the case of

both the surviving Mohammedan powers be

ing identical in this respect.

The Indo-European telegraph traversing

Persia enables us to hear from the home of

Darius, Beder and Fadladeen in less time than

we can by letter from :1 friend in the next coun

ty, and makes the shah a tributary of the Asso

ciated Press. A year ortwo ago he did homage

to that new sovereign by a visit to the great

European capitals. This tour was minutely

chronicled in all its details, and we all be

came more familiar than his own subjects

with the flash of his jewel-encrusted coat

and his plume of brilliants.

Westem inquirers naturally called for a

return-match in the way of investigation.

They wanted to see with their own eyes

what real life was left in a land which so

vividly “ flamed on the forehead” of its lord.

Very few of them, however, have been able

to carry out this wish, the journey being one

better suited to the resources of an autocrat

than those of a solitary traveler. Nor, we

think, will the number be increased by a

perusal of Mr. Amold’s book. Certainly,

those who do go will not take their wives

with them as he did. Mrs. Arnold, boxed

in a mule-litter and borne helpless over the

most stupendous precipices, along the narrow

est practicable paths, and subjected at every

stop to the prying eyes of the natives anxious

to catch a glimpse of "the white khanourn,"

must often have envied the Russian con

By Arthur

New York: Harper 8: Brothers.
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victs described by her husband as suspended

in cages from the wheel-house of a Volga

steamer.

It may be that the extra annoyances in this

way, added to the troubles of a journey amply

supplied with them under its most favorable

aspects, increased our author’s indisposition

to see things rouleur de rare. He exercises

his full share of the Briton’s inalienable right

to grumble. In Russia, from the Vistula to

the south end of the Caspian, he discovers

little to please him. The whole country is

a stretch of light sand, which can never be

agriculturally rich. That Poland is a con

quered country sticks out all over Warsaw,

though the gayety of the Poles under Russian

despotism half inclines him to think they de

serve it. Tobacco-smoke worried him, for

he labored under the disqualification for Ori

ental travel of not smoking. St. Petersburg

and Moscow are the only towns in the empire,

the rest being but big hamlets; and in neither

of the two did he see anything architecturally

good but St. Isaac’s church. Russian manu

factures are poor, the hardware coming in for

especial disapproval, " that of Birmingham

being excluded by high tarifi's," which deny

the Russ the luxury of Brummagem. \Vhere

anything tasteful is seen, it is sure to be French.

The houses and the railway-cars are not ven

tilated; the steamboats give you no bedding;

the religious furniture and proceedings are sat

urated with superstition; the famous found

ling hospital at Moscow, the arrangements of

which he commends, is demoralizing; and

it is not till Mr. Arnold gets out of the czar‘s

dominions, and learns at his first step in Per

sia that things may be worse, that we trace a

shade of retrospective kindliness toward Rus

sia. Yet somehow, reading between the lines,

we draw from this part of his book a feeling

like that produced by the fuller and more im

partial survey of Mr. Wallace, of a people of

pith, individuality and self -control engaged

in a long, patient and sturdy conflict with

difiiculties geographical, ethnical, climatic,

political and social of great magnitude, and

effecting their gradual triumph over these ob

stacles with a remarkable absence of recourse

to violent expedients.

Mr. Arnold’s passage from the Caspian to

Bushire, by Teheran, Ispahan and Shiraz, oc

curred during the five months from October

to March. The desert plateau which consti

tutes most of Persia he therefore saw in the

winter only. The cold was extreme; the

crumbling, windowless and doorless flat-roofed

huts of mud in which travelers and ' halit

ants find, or seek, harbor, were com ortless

beyond expression; the mule-tracks forming

the only high-roads in the empire were often

deep in snow, and the gorgeous East was ap

parently at its very worst. Yet he considers

winter preferable for the trip, insects and the

sun being worse than frost and smoke.

The celebrated cities of Persia are built

of mud, shaped into bricks which are dried

in the sun or simply piled up. In the shah’s

palaces and some of the mosques there are

wooden pillars, tiles, and more rarely stone.

But the palace at Teheran is entered through

an arch in a mud wall, the streets are passages

a yard or two wide between mud walls, and

the roofs are of mud laid upon brush

wood. The houses are generally of but one

story, without a window on the street. Chim

neys are almost unknown, the fire being made

in the centre of the floor or anywhere else the

inmate for the time being may fancy. Stylish

houses have a sort of flue in one side or in a

comer. The streets are never paved, and are

deep with debris from the walls. Half or

more of each city consists of ruins. This

enables us to realize the desolation of Assy

ria, where millions once dwelt, and left but

mounds of earth to mark their hahitations.

Government, society, education, industry,

—all is, like the houses, ruin in Persia. The

revenue is fanned out to plunderers, against

whom the taxpayers have no protection or

appeal. The empire is managed "as if the

government were to end with the expiry of

the govemment’s lease.” Persia, in short, is

in a state of atrophy that makes the continu

ance of its autonomy a marvel. Its isolation

has been its only shield.

Nor does our disenchantment attend only

on the actual aspect of Persia. The very few

ancient remains are disappointing. The tomb

of Cyrus, near the site of his city of Prusan

gadae, close to the trail between Ispahan and

Shiraz, is a modest structure. The tomb pro

per stands on a platform eighteen feet high

and twenty feet from the ground. It is an

unadomed rectangular building fifteen feet

high, of marble. It has no inscription to

identify it, but it is the only structure that

can be accepted as his tomb. His name oc

curs on many of the displaced blocks at Pa

sargadae. At Persepolis our traveler‘s admi

ration was chiefiy won by the great platform,

five hundred yards square by three hundred

-_v
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and fifteen-high. It overlooks a plain twenty

miles beyond the Araxes,‘which flows at its

foot. “ A regiment of cavalry, ten abreast,”

could ride up thestairway. The remains of

the superimposed buildings are less remark

able than the platform. Pillars, doorways and

windows stand or lie, but no trace exists of

walls or roof, suggesting that these may have

been of the materials now prevailing, clay or

wood. Greek and Assyrian combine in the

architecture.

Mr. Arnold needs a successor who shall

travel in summer, stay longer, and learn at

least a few words of Persian. \Ve may then

have a stereoscopic view of the country and

people which will lead our vision partly

around them, and be more satisfying than

the cleverest silhouette.

Life of a Scotch Naturalist: Thomas Edward,

Associate of the Linnaean Society. By

Samuel Smiles. New York: Harper &

Brothers.

Thomas Edward is another name added to

the list of men of genius who have fought

hand to hand with poverty: in this case the

struggle was so close that it is not easy to tell

who has conquered. Edward's courage has

not failed him, his zeal in the pursuit of know

ledge has been untiring, and he has met every

obstacle with invincible energy and determi

nation; but throughout all Poverty never re

laxed her grasp of him, and his work, done

at an immense sacrifice of health and vitality,

seems destined in part to perish for want of an

enduring record. His writing has been lim

ited to stray observations published in the

Zoo/agisl and other periodicals. The earlier

of these, having appeared in local papers, are

mostly lost, but we hope that the others may

some day be gathered into a book. The

twenty new species added by Edward to the

list of Bntish Crustacea have received men

tion in the work of Messrs. Bate and \Ncst

wood on the sessile-eyed Crustacea and else

where, but there is no computing the number

of new species which may have been lost in

their perilous journeys through the post; for

this naturalist, being unable to buy books, had

no means of identifying his specimens him

self, and was therefore obliged to send them

to be named by naturalists in England. Many

of them were destroyed on the way, and oth

ers, reaching their destination, were never re

turned. Nor is the loss merely in new species.

A naturalist like Edward, who has devoted

Edward's investigations were made.

himself for half a century to close, faithful

and intelligent observation, with no bias, no

theory to which to adjust all his facts, must

have a wealth of information which would

throw light on the habits even of the best

known ones. That it was no lack of literary

power which prevented him from writing

more, the extracts from his papers given by

Mr. Smiles abundantly prove. The work of

a man who had next to no education, they

are written in a style to which the highest cul

ture could add nothing. It is charming in its

quaint simplicity, its clearness and poetic choice

of words: it is a style which recalls that of his

countryman Wilson, with whom Edward had

indeed more than one point of resemblance.

The story of his life is a pathetic one, but

withal stimulating and not wanting in conso

lation. Born with a passion for natural his

tory which few even among the great names

of science have exhibited so early and in such

a marked degree, he had to contend with dif

ficultics which might well have appeared in

sunnuuntable. A man might work for fifteen

hours a day with small wages and at numerous

family to bring up, yet still manage to store

his mind with classical or mathematical know

ledge; but how if he be utterly destitute of

books, and if his study be not among them,

but “ by flowing stream, through wood or

craggy wild "? Yet under these circumstances

They

received no pecuniary reward, nor did honors

fall thick upon him, though, except among

his own people, they were not altogether

wanting, his work being recognized by many

scientific men, and the Linnzean Society hav

ing elected him an associate. Some of his fel

low-townsmen in Band have a society for the

encouragement of native genius, but they do

not appear to have considered him worthy of

their attention—a fact which appears farcical,

but is after all not much to be wondered at.

Simple and modest as he is, Thomas Edward

does not strike us as a man to be patronized.‘

There is a good deal of sturdy independence

about him. He seems all his life to have felt

his poverty keenly as a bar to his usefulness in

the cause of science, but he does not regard

it in any sentimental light. He speaks of the

two years he spent in a factory when a child

as a very happy period. And this tone of

healthy cheerfulness pervades the whole book,

which, taken from Edward's own narrative

and letters, partakes somewhat of the nature

of an autobiography.
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Thomas Edward is still living, not a very

old man (he was born in 1814), but broken

in health by the exposure he has under

gone. Since this book appeared he has

been given a pension of fifty pounds by the

queen. His real reward lies in the single

ness of his life, in the beauty of his writings

and in the pure and elevated enjoyment which

both will afford to all true lovers of Nature.

Harriet Martineau’s Autobiography. Edited

by Maria \Veston Chapman. Vols. I. and

II. Boston: James R. Osgood 8: Co.

Every good biography partakes largely of

the nature of an autobiography. Our inti

mate knowledge of a man must be gained

not so much from what he has done as from

what he has thought and felt; and unless

through letters, journals or other utterances

of his own we gain an insight into his views

of the world and of himself, the record of

his life will be only an otiicial report, however

interesting for the matter it contains. It is

not often, however, that any nature is, with

its own consent or will, laid so completely

open to inspection as Harriet Martineau has,

with full purpose and deliberation, chosen

that hers should be. Not that her account

of herself is in the least degree a confession

or an npolagia. She was simply conscious

of nothing that needed to be concealed : irre

proachablc in conduct, she has seen no occa

sion for reserve in regard to her motives, judg

ments or opinions. Reticence, indeed, would

seem to have been altogether foreign to her

character—inconsistent with its activity and

structure. Clear-minded, resolute, direct,

with no strong imagination, passionate emo

tions or subtle perceptions to direct or re

strain; interested chiefly in broad movements

and practical questions, social and political,

and equally prompt to pursue investigations,

urge solutions and identify herself with a

cause, while still, from necessity. remaining an

irresl1<msil)lc critic and specta.tor,—she could

not but come to regard the world as an open

arena for frank and fearless discussion, and

all suppressions or evasions as dishonest wiles

and stratagems. Had she been a man, her

capacities as a writer would probably have

been subordinated to her talents as an admin

istrator, and in that case her utterance, if not

less truthful, would have been less free. Cer

tainly, her position and career were unique,

at least in her own nation. Her prominence,

her social success, the popular consideration

she enjoyed, could not have been gained by

a man exerting, like powers in the same di

rection, or by a woman exerting them in a

different direction. Her spontaneous facility

of expression is the characteristic rather of a

debater or of a clear-headed man of business

than of a literary artist. She wrote without

hesitation, without blotting, and with little

occasion for revision, and seems to have con

sidered the contrary habit—the constant strug

gle, the nz'e_/2-rlig -werdm of Carlyle and oth

er great writers-—as something strange and

morbid. Not that she over-estimated her own

gifts, or failed to appreciate those of a dif

ferent order; but her ideal was not one to

foster fastidiousness, and her activity was too

incessant, the aim too obvious, the results too

immediate, to allow of self-distrust. Reason

seems to have held almost absolute sway over

her. Always keensighted, she was relatively

defective in sympathy. Her likings and dis

likings were detemflned by her intellectual

biases and perceptions far more than by as

sociations, caprice or spleen. The wamith

of her affections never made her blind to

the faults of her friends, and her aversions—to

Brougham, to Macaulay, to the Whigs—were

not the fervent antipathies of “ a good hater."

The outspoken harshness of her strictures is

untinged with venom or bitterness. There is

no trace in them of wounded vanity or covert

malice. Her impulsiveness was that of a

nature subject to no gusts of passion and not

easily made the sport of illusions. Her sin

cerity, unselfishness, independence of spirit,

resolute devotion to duty, unfaltering sense

of justice and right, are qualities which, if

they do not kindle enthusiasm, claim ungrudg

ing admiration and esteem.

It is fortunate both for Miss Martineau‘s

fame and the reader’s peace of mind that she

should have determined to be her own biog

rapher, and should have been able to carry

forward her task through the period which

covers the most active and eventful portion

of her career. \Vhat might probably have

been the result had she committed it to other

hands we may conjecture from the Merrrorials

appended by Mrs. Chapman, which in tone,

style, and arrangement present a striking con

trast to the Au1a[u'a_gra/thy, having all the

faults from which the latter is singularly ex

empt. This is indeed a model of its kind

earnest, simple, clear, direct, reflecting the

character of the writer and constituting the

best production of her intellect. Though it
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deals largely with public events and abounds

in personal sketches and anecdotical details, it

is not a mere string of desultory reminiscences,

but a continuous, well-constructed narrative of

a remarkable and instructive career. Scarce

ly in any other company could one be con

tent to traveise again the ground occupied by

much of the book—Euglish politics and so

ciety during the period of \\'hig supremacy,

and American politics and society in the early

times of the anti-slavery agitation. Innu

merable Lz':/0: and Idem!/rrtions of English

statesmen of the present century have already

brought weariness to the flesh, and who does

not dread the thought of surviving Mr. \Vil

liam Lloyd Garrison? Happily, Miss Mar

Lineau, though deeply interested in these mat

ters and intimately mixed up with them, did

not play so conspicuous a role or become so

entirely absorbed in them as to merge her in

dividuality in the character of the leader, the

representative or the mere historian of a

movement. She was feminine enough to ap

preciate the charm of domestic details, and

gives us frequent and minute pictures of her

household life. An elaborate account of her

childhood fills a large space in the early part

of the book, and there is nothing more agree

able in the latter portion than the descriptions

of her life and surroundings at the home she

made for herself at Ambleside. The story

of her long illness and her mesmeric experi

ences she had already told in print, and that

of her philosophical new birth through the

agency of Mr. Atkinson was also sufficiently

well known from her own publications, and

may be accepted as part of a study which

ofi'ers, when viewed in its completeness, no

inconsistent or inexplicable phases. It was

as natural that Harriet Martineau should be

the victim of her reason as it is that so many

people, differently constituted, should be the

victims of their credulity or their emotional

tendencies.

Book: Receive/1.
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