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THE

NEW TALE BY FRANK FAIRLEGH.

——

ON the First of November, in the First Part of the Eighth Volume of Smarre’s LoNpox MacazINg, will
be commenced

LEWIS ARUNDEL;

OR, THE RAILROAD OF LIFE

When that intellectual character, Mr. Merryman, first makes his appearance in the magic ring at Astley’s,
he announces his presence by promulgating the self-evident fact contained in the words, “ Here we are again,”
which he usually follows up by the polite inquiry, « How are you?” Now, albeit I cannot pretend to rival
that sapient individual in jocosity, I am by no means too proud to learn of a fool, and am unable to
herald my reappearance as a candidate for public farour by any more pertinent address than  Here we are
again 1 suy we, for the kindness which the reading public has accorded to Frank Fairlegh, has emboldencd

me to introduce to their favourable notice my friend Lewis Arundel, with an account of his trip along the
great railroad of life. '

*Tis true that men travel by different trains; some hurry on impetuously—the express frain scarcely quick

enough to satisfy their cagerness ; ethers proceed more leisurely, pausing at the various stations, and reflecting
on the aim and end of their journey.

There are also different conveyances: the first-class passengers know little of the jolting and shaking, by
reason of well-stuffed cushions and easy springs ; while those in the second and third class carriages must put
up with heat and cold, spurks, cinders, dust and stcam ; but now and then comes a grand smash, which knows
no distinction of persons, and all classes suffer together. .

Still, fare as they may on the journey, all sooner or later arrive at the same terminus, * the Grave.”

Should the scenes through which Lewis Arundel will pass be found to possess some intéi-est, the line he
chooses be deemed a good one, and the train which conveys him be voted anything but a “ slow coach,”
his faithful chronicler, Frank Fairlegh, will be a proud and happy man.
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CESAREA.

From Alexandria to Tyre and Sidon, the coast
of Palestine was always deflcient in safe roads and
harbours, as is indeed the whole of Syris, so that the
English fleet, when on the last expedifion against
Acre, very narrowly esoaped destruction. The port
of Jaffa is suited only for small barks; larger vessels
keep the offing, and even in landing there is great
danger in passing the rocky reefs, if the weather is at
all stormy; witness the melancholy aceident that not
long since occurred to a boat-load of British officers.
The shores of the bay of Acre are lined with wrecks.
It may be supposed that a cruize along such a cosst,
in a crazy Arab bark, is not altogether agreeable ; yet
nine travellers ogt of ten are tempted to adopt this
plan of going from Beyrout to Jaffa, as the nearest
way to the Holy City.

This was the case with myself, and I had besides
the additional object of seeing the ruins of Ceesarea,
the splendid sea-port built by Herod the Great, to
encourage the commerce of Judea, by affording a
secure shelter to vessels that would otherwise have
sought more distant havens. I had expressly stipu-
lated in taking my passage, that I should be landed
there, to examine the remains at leisure. We ran
post Tyre and Sidon, and on the second morning,
having passed the very remarkable remains of Athlete,
or Castel Pellegrino, as the sun rose behind the
mouutains of Samaria, were off the shapeless ruins of
Cesarea. No part of the coast is now more desolate and
h without inhabitant ; and the dreary and blood-curdling
howling of the jackal is the only sound that breaks
the stillness of these forsaken plains; yet this was
once among the richest parts of Palestine, the sea-
shore even in the times of the Crusaders was studded
with strong castles and towns, and the interior
abounds in the sites of ancient cities.

The origin of Cresarea is thus described by Josephus :
¢ There was a certain place by the sea-side, formerly
called Sirato’s Tower, which Herod looked upon as
conveniently situpted for the crection of a city. He
drew his model, set people to work upon it, and
finished it. The buildings were all of marble; private
houses as well as palaces; but his master-piece was
the port, which he made as large as the Pirmus (at
Athens), and a safe station against all winds and
weathers, to say nothing of other conve.iences. This
work was the more wonderfiil, because all the mate-
rials for it were brought thither at a prodigious
expense from afer off. This city stands in Pheenicia,
upon the pass to Egypt. between Joppa and Dora,

VoL, VIL,

two wretched sea-towns, where there is no riding in
the harbour with a 8.W. wind, for it beats so furiously
upon the shore, that merchantmen are forced to keep
off at sea many times for fear of being driven on the
reefs. To encounter these difficulties, Herod ordered
a mole to be made in the shape of a half-moon, and
large enough to contain a royal navy. He directed,
also, prodigious stones to be let down there in twenty
fathom water—stones fifty feet long, and eighteen
broad, and nine deep, some greater, some less. This
mole was two hundred fect in extent, the one half of
it to break the setting of the sca, tke ofher half served
Jor the foundation of a stone wall, fortified with turrets,
the largest and the fairest of them called by the name
of the Tower of Drusws, from Drusus the son-in-law
of Augustus, who died young. There were scveral
arched vaults also that served for seamen’s cabins,
likewise a quay or landing-place, with a large walk
upon it around the port, as a place of pleasure to take
the air in. This port opens to the northward, the
clearest quarter of the heavens. On the left hand of
the entrance was a turret erected upon a large plat-
form, with a sloping bank to shoot off the washing of
the sea; and on the right band were two stone pillars
over against the tower, of equal height. The houses
about the port were all uniformly built, of the most
excellent sort of marble. Upon a mount in the middle
stood a temple dedicated to Ceesar, which was of great
use to the mariners as a sea-mark, and contained two
statues, of Rome and of Cemsar, and hence the city
took the name of Ceesarea. The contrivance of the
vaults and sewers was admirable. Herod built also
a stone theatre, and on the souih side of the harbour
an amphithcatre, with a noble sea-view, In short, he
spared neither labour nor expense, and in twelve years
this work was brought to perfection.” . ... “It was
finished,” says Josephus, (speaking of the city,) “in
the tenth year from its foundation, the twenty-eighth
of Herod’s reign, and in the Olympiad 192. 1Its dedi-
cation was celebrated with all the splendour and mag-
nificence imaginable ; masters procured from
parts, and the best that could be gotten too, in all
exercises, such as musicians, wrestlers, swordsmen,
and the like, to contend for the prizes. They had
their horse-races also, and shows or wild beasts, with
all other spectacles and entertainments then in vogue,
either at Rome or elsewliere, This solemnity was
instituted in honour of Ceesar, under the appellation
of Cerlamen ‘guinguennale, and the ceremony to be
exhibited every fifth year.” :
Buch was the superb seaport which Herod built,

not only as a monument of his public-spirited muni.
B
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ficepae, but in the hope that it might long remain
{{ in the proud possession of his race. ngVe need

" notdwell here upon the awful domestic tragedy,
in which this passionate and unhappy monarcl be-
oame the executioner of the best members of his
own family, and the destroyer of his own hopes of
the permancncy of his line. The disputes of his
descendants were terminated at no distant period by
the sway of Rome. :

Herod Agrippa, his successor, and the last monarch
of the Jews, had reigned, in dependence upon the
Roman power, threc years over Palestine, when he
ordered a splendid festival at Ceesarea in honour of the
Emperor Claudius.

“Upontheseconddayof thisfestival,” says Josephus,

« Agrippa went early in the morning to the theatre ina
silver stuff so wonderfully rich and curious, that as
the beams of the rising sun struck upon it, the eyes
were dazzled by the reflection ; the sparkling of the
light seemed to have something divine in it, that
moved the tors at the same time with veneration
and awe. Ynsomuch that a fawning crew of parasites
cried him up as a God ; beseeching him, in form, to
forgive them the sins of their ignorance, when they
took him only for flesh and blood, for now they were
convinced of an excellency in his nature that was
more than human. This impious flattery he repelled
not, but while in the full vanity of this contemplation,
he beheld an owl above him seated on a rope, a presage
of evil to him, as it had been before of good fortune.
For immediately he was seized with a fearful agony,
in which he exclaimed to his friends, ¢ Behold your
God condemned to die, and prove his flatterers a
company of profligate liars, and to convince the
world that he is not immortal. But God’s will be
done! 1In the life that I have led, I have had no
reason to envy the happiness of any prince under
heaven, but T must still be aspiring to be greater and
greater’ His pains increasing, he retired into the
" palace; the news flew over Cresarea, and all the
. people, covering themselves with sackeloth, joined in
prayers and tears for Agrippa’s recovery. The king
in the mean time, looking down from his apartment
near the top of the palace, could not forbear weeping
at the sight of the mourners that lay below prostrate
on the pavement. On the fifth day after the commence-
ment of his illness, he expired.” -

After the death of Agrippa, his son being too
young to bear the burden of sovereignty, Judema
became a Roman province, and was governed by
Roman officers. -

The total loss of their independence, and their sub-
jection to pagan masters, profoundly irritated the un-
social and turbulent Jews ; and the Gentile population,
especially the Greeks, with whom they were con-
founded, inflamed by their bitter insults the wounded
spirit of the fallen people. The Roman soldiery
regarded them with such insolent contempt, that to
avoid collision hetween his troops and the more'tur-
bulent zealots of Jerusalem, the Roman prector gene-
rally resided at Ceesarca. It was there that the events

took place which led to a final rupture with Rome.
Tts situation as a port had drawn thither a great
number of Syrian Greeks and other strangers ; and the
pagan monuments with which it had been decorated
by Herod, seemed in their eyes to give it the appear-
ance of a Gentile city. Thus they contended fiercely
for pre-eminence with the Jews, who, from its having
been built by a monarch of their fallen kingdom, on the
site moreover of an old Jewish town, regarded them-
selves as its principal and ruling inhabitants; or at least
contended for an equalityof privileges. But the struggle
was unequal, the soldiery encouraged the Greeks—
the feud increased daily, and the utmost influence of
the moderate of both sides was found unavailing to
quellit. The Roman governor, Felix, was compelled
to banish the factious from the city, and upon the
refusal of many to depart, he caused them to he put
death. Commissioners were sent from both parties to
plead the cause before Ceesar, who decided in favour
of the Greeks. Upon this their insolence knew no
bounds, and the Jews were driven to despair.

At this erisis, “nothing was wanting,” says Milman,
“ to fill the measure of calamity, but the nomination
of & new governor like Gessius Florus. Without
compunction and without shame, as crafty as he was

crucl, he laid deliberate schemes of iniquity, by which -

at some distant period he was to veap his harvest ot
plunder. He pillaged not only individuals but even

communities, and seemed to grant a general indemnity .

for spoliation, if he was only allowed his fair portion !

of the plunder.”

Such was the man appointed to |

maintain equal justice between the rival parties, and .

to impose awe upon the incorrigibly factious, but by

whose partiality, corruption, and weakness combined,
the dispute was inflamed to a fatal termination.

The immediate cause of the quarrel is recorded by '

Josephus :—* A certain Greek had a house close o

the Synagogue of the Jews, who would have pw-

chased it at any price; but far from listening to their
proposals, he so obstructed the passage, as hardly
to leave room for a single person to pass by.
Some hot-headed young Jews threatened the workmen;
Florus encouraged them to proceed. The old prac-
tice of bribery was now tried. Florus took the
money (eight talents) from the Jews, and promised

them redress, then instantly departed to Sebaste. :

Next day a spiteful Greek set an earthen vessel, with

a sacrifice of birds upon it, before the gate of the
Synagogue; at this insult the Jews flew to arms;
the Greeks were preparcd, and a collision prevented
solely by the interference of Jucundus, master of the
horse, who being overborne by the Cesareans, the
Jews took away their holy books, and retiring to
Narbata, sent thenoe a deputation to Florus, not for-
getting,” says the historian, *tolet fall a word, ¢Aoxgd
very lenderly, sbout the eight talents. This being a
sore allusion, the governor cansed them to be arrested
for presuming to remove their laws from the city of
Ceesarea. Florus next repaired to Jerusalem, where

his oppressive conduct drove the Jews to extremity, |

and at the instance of Eleazar, a young zealot, the
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yuarrel was brought to a erisis by the refusal to re-
ceive the customary sacrifices for Cresar.
“The smothered flame now burst forth. On the very

'day that a Roman garrison in Jerusalem was treache-

rously butchered by the insurgent Jews, the whole
Jewish population of Cesarca was massacred, to the
number, according to Josephus, of twenty thousand.
This,” he continues, “made the whole nation mad,” and
the Jews, spreading through the country, made fearful
reprisals on their persecutors. “ Moderate and mild-
natured men before, were now become hard and cruel.”
Every passion was let loose, avarice was kindled toge-
ther with revenge, and “ robbery was called victory.”
It was a horrid. spectacle to see the streets encum-
bered with dead bodies of men, women and children,
unburied, and even uncovered.” The whole frame-
work of society was a prey to convulsions, which were
but the opening act of that tremendous drama which
terminated with the destruction of the Temple and
dispersion of the Jewish people.

It is refreshing to turn from these scenes of horror,
these mutual cruelties of rival nations, which heaped
the streets of this new-built city with the slain, and
stained the waters of its port with their blood, to the
poaceful arrival of Paul of Tarsus. We see him,
after he had escaped from the blind bigotry of his
countrymen at Jerusalem, sent down stealthily and
by night to Cmsarea, in the custody of a body of
soldiers, traversing the mountainous defiles of Beth-
Loron, and reaching in the morning Antipatris, another
city of Herod’s creation. Here the foot soldiers
returned, and left him to be escorted the rest of the
way by the cavalry. On reaching Cesarea he is kept
in “Herod’s judgment-hall.”” “ Not many days after,
came down Ananias the high-priest, with some others
of the Sanhedrim, accompanied by Tertnllus the ad-
vocate, who, in & speech set off by the insinuating
arts of forensic eloquence, charged the apostle, before
Felix the governor, with sedition, heresy, and the

, profanation of the Temple. After St.Paul had replied,
! Felix commanded him to be kept under guard, yet so

that none of his friends should be hindered from
visiting him, or performing any office of kindness and
friendship to him.” And even here, amidst the hostile
collisions of Greeks and Jews, Jurked, no doubt, a few
members of the proscribed sect of the Christians, the
objects of their united hatred and contempt.

It was not long after this before Drusilla, the wife of
Felix, (aJewess, daughter of the elder Herod; and whom
Tacitus, by mistaking her for his former wife .rusilla,
daughter to Juba, king of Mauritania, makes niece to
Anthony and Cleopatra,) came to him to Cesarea.
Felix, Drusilla being present, sent for St. Paul, and
gave him leave to discourse of the doctrines of Chris-
tianity. St. Paul took occasion to insist upon the
obligation to justice and righteousness, to sobriety
and chastity, which the laws of Christ lay upon men,

| urging the severe and impartial account that will be

required hereafler,—a discourse wisely adapted by
the apostle to Felix’s state and temper. But men
naturally hate that which ¢brings their sins to their

remembratice,’ and sharpens the sting of & violited -
conscience. The prince was so moved by the apostle’s
reasonings, that, trembling, he caused him to break off
abruptly, telling him he would hear thie rest at some
other season. And good reason there Was that Felix’s
conscience should be sensikly aiarmed, being a man
notoriously infamous for rapine and violence. Tacitus
tells us of him, that he made his will the law of his
government, practising all manner of cruelty and
injustice. He was given over to luxury and de-
bauchery, for the compassing whereof he scrupled not
to violate all laws both of God and man. Whereof
this very wife Drusilla was.a famous instance. For
being married by her brother to Azis, king of the
Emisenes, Felix, who had heard of her incomparable
‘beauty, by the help of Simon the magician, a Jew of
Cyprus, tore her from her husband’s arms, and, in
defiance of all law and right, kept her for his own
wife. To these qualities he had added bribery and
covetousness, and, therefore, frequently sent for St.
Paul to discourse with him, expecting that he should
have given him a comsiderable sum for his release;
and the rather, probably, because he had heard that
8t. Paul had lately brought up great sums of money to
Jerusalem.

But finding no offers made, either by °

the apostle or his friends, he kept him prisoner for -

two years together, so long as himself continued
procurator of that nation; when, being displaced by
Nero, he left St. Paul still in prison, on purpose to
gratify the Jews, and engage them to speak better of
him after his departure from them.

“To him suceeded Portius Festus, in the pro-
curatorship of the province ; at whose first coming to
Jerusalem _the high-priest and Sanhedrim presently
began to prefer to him an indictment against St. Paul,
desiring that, in order to his trial, he might be sent
for up from Cesarea; designing this pretence that
assassins should lie in the way to murder him.

“ Festus told them that he himself was going shortly
to Cmsares, and that, if they had anything against St.
Paul, they should come down thither and accuse him.
Accordingly, being come to Ceesarea, the Jews began

to renew the charge which they had heretofore brought |
against S8t. Paul; of all which he cleared himself. |
However, as the safest course, he solemnly made his |

appeal to the Roman emperor, who should judge
between them. Whereupon Festus, advising with
the Jewish Sanhedrim, received his appeal, and told
him he should go to Ceeasar.

“Some time after, King Agrippa, who succeeded
Herod in the tetrarchate of Galilee, and his sister
Bernice, came to Cgesarea. To him Festus gave an
account of St.Paul, and the great stir and troumble
that had been made about him, and how he had ap-
pealed to Cesar. Agrippa was very desirous to see
and hear him, and, accordingly, the next day the king
and his sister, accompanied by Festus, and other
persons of quality, came into the court with a mag-
nificent retinue, where the prisoner was brought forth
before him, :

« Herenpon Agrippa told the apostle he had liberty

B2
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to make ‘his own defence; to whom, after silence
had been enforced, he particularly addressed himself.
‘Who knows not that celebrated specch, from which,
sstonished at the fervid eloquence of the apostle, the
Roman governor considered Paul to be beside himself ;
while the Jewish king was “almost persuaded to be-
come a Christian ?”

« After the conference, it was finally resolved that
St. Paul should be sent to Rome; in order where-
unto he was, with some other prisoners of note, com-
mitted to the charge of Julius, commander of a
company belonging to the legion of Augustus. Ac-
companied by 8t. Luke, Aristarchus, Trophimus, and
some others, in September, A. ». 56, or as others, 57,
he went on board a ship of Adramyttinm.”*

How interesting is it to the imagination to realise
the scene of his leaving the soil of Palestine, to which
he was destined never to return! We sce the
splendid city, with its marble houses and votive
columns, its temples and its theatres, its port crowded
with many-oared vesscls, from every part of the
Roman empire, from Italy, from Egypt, from the
Syrian coast, the provinces, and Asia Minor. We
hear the noisy din of various languages ; and mark the
different physiognomics and splendid costumes of the
many subjects of the great Roman empire, who meet
upon the crowded quay—some actively engaged in the
labours of the port, others lingering idly in picturesque
groups beneath the marble colonnades of Herod. The
wind is fair—the “ship of Adramyttium* is ready—
the passengers hasten on board. Among them, un-
noticed amidst the busy throng, advances *the poor
prisoner of Jesus Christ,” weak of body, but of spirit
indomitable, the intrepid, the noble Paul. A few
friends, members of the persecuted yet growing
Church of Christ, are around him; with swelling
hearts, with tearful eyes, they invoke the blessing of
theit common Lord upon the departing apostle,
grieving the most, like those of Miletus, ““lest they
should see his face no more.” They watch him on
board ; the sails swell to the southern wind, and the
splendid ship, gliding by temples, and columns, and
palaces, out of the mouth of the harbour, soon appears
& speck upon the blue bosom of the Mediterranean.

How changed is now the scene thus hallowed by
his parting presence! As I stood upon the solitary
beach, the low, monotonous roll of the surge was the
only sound that broke the mournful stillness. Tower
and palace were prostrate—the materials hewn for the
city of Herod, and since wrought into the buildings
of a later age, themselves fast crumbling, were fallen
in huge masses into the sea. The numerous columns
which once adorned the port, now scattered on a rocky
reef, are heaped with seaweed, and chafed and worn
by the breakers of the shipless sea. . It is a scene of
utter ruin—of forlorn and shapeless desolation. Yet,
in the midst of the wreck, and rising above the
waves, though portions are submerged, appear solid
foundations of Roman masonry; not improbably a

(1) Cave.

part of the splendid quay or landing-place mentioned
by Josephus, which Herod built, and which the feet
of Paul must have trodden. It juts out far into the
sea, a truly memorable relic. Upon it, at its junction
with the shore, stands, ruin upon ruin, a moulder-
ing and half prostrate edifice of Gothic construction,
a memorial of the times of the Crusades. A solitary
Arab was roaming stealthily smong the ruins as we
landed.

Ascending from the beach, we reach the enclosed
site of a town, its every building prostrate, but sur-
rounded with a fosse and a wall of solid construction,
which Irby and Mangles regard as Saracenic; and
which doubtless enclosed the city which, in the middle
ages, succeeded that built by Herod, and was erected
from its materials. Little beyond a few scattered
fragments were in sight. Beyond these Saracenic
walls, in the south, the same travellers found a column
of marble, with a Roman inscription of the cmperor
Septimius Severus, but too much buried to allow a
copy to he taken. The Roman remains extend beyond
the limits of the above-named walls, and far to
the north there arc ruins of arches, and of a wall,
apparently part of an aqueduct, for supplying the
town. Lamartine states, upon what authority I know
not, that the walls of Casarea were rebuilt by St. Louis.

This coast, with its castles, so famous in the Cru-
sades, the scene of many a warlike encounter between
Christian and Saracen, who have piled upon the grand
wrecks of the Jews and Romans the more perishable
monuments of their temporary occupation, will never
more “ echo with the world’s debate.”

- ¢ There was a day when they were young and proud,
" Banners on high, and battles pass’d below ;
But they who fought are in a bloody shroud,
And those which wav'd are shredless dust ere now;
And those bleak battlements shall bear no future blow.”

Yet, so long as time shall spare a single relic to
point out the sitc of Ceesarea, the pilgrim shall repair
with reverence to the shore hallowed by the eloquence
of Paul, and to the ruinous mole whence he departed
from Jerusalem, on his last voyage, to bear the tidings
of salvation to the western world,

——

SKETCHES AND LEEGENDS OF THE ALPS.

:THE CONVENT OF K(;NIGSFELDEK.

Ah! when did painter’s magic pencil trace
Scenes of such gentle loveliness, combined
‘With beautiful and dread magnificence ?
Mark how, in airy height pre-eminent,
The spiral mountains pierce the agure sky;
And now, in dropping lightness, fleecy clouds
Around them wreath and sever; from their sides
How many rills of trickling silver steal,
Emerging in white lustre from the gloom
Of the dark pine woods, whoge wild branches fringe
The spotless and perpetual snows above !
Rgv. C. B, Tarrea.

In one of the northern cantons of Switzerland,
where mountain and torrent, hill and valley, seem to
vie with each other in adding to the beauty of the
landscape, extends a widely-spread tract of richly-
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wooded and fertile land ;—the magnificent ruins of
Hapsburg overlook the vale, and the impetuous Aar,
rushing from the Alps, after receiving the tributary
waters of the Reuss and the Limmat, wends on its ma-
jestic way, adorning, whilst it fertilizes, this favoured
district. 'The bold and lofty character of the distant
mountain scenery contrasts finely with the gentle
undulating foreground; and the mind of the spectator
is at one impressed with admiration and with awe.

Amongst the many objects which, in this beautiful
region, attract the gaze and fix the attention of the
traveller, the Convent of Kénigsfelden claims a high
© position. Viewed from a distance, the coup d’@il is
cnchanting ;—the stately pilo—grand even in decay—
stands out in bold relicf from the luxuriant trees that
cluster round it; while the sombre hues of the
mountains that form the background, give a richer
and decper tone to the picture.

The building is in the lightest and richest style of
Gothic Architecture ;—that style which must in
nobility and purity excel all others, because its first
principles were dictated to the mind of man by the
contemplation of the magnificent works of the Great
Architect of the Universe; for who can walk through
a forest, or traverse a grove of lofty trces, without
being instantly struck with the sublimity and gran-
deur of the  cathedral aisles of nature :”—

¢ The glorious temple, where man feels
The present Deity?”

The site of the convent is commanding, it being
raised on a gentle clevation above a small luke formed
by the Aar; and when in the deep stillness of a
summer twilight the whole extent of the wood-
embosomed pile, softened by the mellow tint of
evening, is reflected in the unruffied bosom of the
clear watcrs ;—while the silence is broken only by
the hallowed and meclodious sound of the vesper
bell—oh! it appears to be a sccne too calm, too
beautiful for earth, and imagination fondly pic-
tures it the abode of purity, and peace, and joy.
‘Who, as they gaze on this scene, so exquisite in its
tranquillity, could imagine that its greatest ornament
owed its erection to murder, to eruclty, to revenge!—
yet it is even so—and the fearful tragedy which these
pages commemorate, was acted on the spot now
crowned by this lofty structure.

In the early part of the 14th century, when the
imperial sceptre was swayed by Albert I.; and
when all Switzerland, excepting only the cantons of
Switz, Uri, and Unterwalden, had bent beneath the
overwhelming force of Austria; the Swiss in the
neighbouring cantons of Bile, Soleure, and Aargau,
whose inborn love of liberty but ill brooked subjec-
tion to a foreign yoke, rose in arms against their
proud oppressor. Albert, who felt that this insur-
rection, if not immediately quelled, might lead to
the emancipation of that land which it had cost so
much of the noblest blood of Austria to subjugate,
resolved to march thither in person, and by the ter-
ror of his presence to awe into submission those

undaunted men, whom, in the pride of his heart, he
loved to designate “ a few poor shepherds.”

Many of his warlike nobles, a splendid retinue,
attended their sovereign in this expedition; and
amongst the rest John, Duke of Swabia, his nephew
and ward, from whom Alber? had for some time
unjustly withheld his patrimony, and who in conse-
quence harboured a concealed but deadly hatred
against his false guardian. The revenge of John,
though protracted, was not the less certain and fatal ;
—by a repetition of the story of his wrongs, he had
attached to his side several of the young Austrian
nobility, and Herman of Béilm, and Walter of
Eischenbach, vowed to assist him in any attempt he
might make for the recovery of his rights. The long
sought opportunity at length arrived;—and with
the deadliest animosity rankling in his heart, and a
vague prospect of speedy revemge animating his
actions, the Duke of Swabia and his allies joined the
imperial standard. .

The haughty Albert, who had ‘alike sacrificed friend
and foe to his criminal desire of aggrandizing his own
family, left Baden at the head of a fine army, and a
chosen band of the flower of the Austrian chivalry ;
but the emperor was alone in the crowd, and amongst
all that host there breathed not one, who, for himself
alone, would have followed his commander to the
battle-field. In splendid but desolate supremacy,
Albert led on his troops; and wholly unconscious of
the fate that so ncarly awaited him, thought but of
speedily appeasing the tumult, and of returning tn-
umphantly to his capital. He knew not that the fiat
of death had gone forth—that the sword which should
terminate his mortal career was already unsheathed—
and that the glorious sun had risen for the last time
for him. Heedless of danger he passed along, like the
traveller who walks fearlessly, because in ignorance,
over the slumbering voleano, unmindful of the desola-
ting fire that glows beneath his feet, and which may
cre long break forth and overwhelm with sudden
destruction the surrounding country.

On the first of May, 1309, the emperor and his
escort (being detached from the main body of the
forces) were crossing the Reuss, near Windisch, when
at a given signal the Duke of Swabia rushed forward,
and plunged his sword in the neck of Albert, crying
out, in & voice hoarse from hatred and suppressed
emotion, “Such are thc wages of injustice!” His
accomplices, Herman and Walter, lent their aid to the
sanguinary deed; the former transfixed his sovereign
with his lance, while the latter cleaved his skull. The
attendants, paralysed at the atrocious crime, neither
attempted to assist their master, nor to secure the
assassins : but when the latter fled, scared at their
own dark deed, they dispersed in consternation to
spread the report of the catastrophe.

The murdered Albert, forsaken by those who in
the sunny days of prosperity had watched his every
glance, was left alone to die ; and had not a country-
woman providentially passed that way, he would have

gone to his long account without one friend to receive
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his last sigh and spothe his dying agony; but she,

with  womap’s intuitive fenderness, hastened to the

wounded stranger, and endeavoured, though fruitlessly,

to assuage his torment, whilst she whispered words of

consolation in his ear:—

4 A peasant girl that royal head upon her bosom laid,

And, shrinking not for woman's dread, the face of death surveyd.

Alone she sat,—from hill and wood red sunk the mourntul sun;

Fast gushed the fount of noble blood—treason its worst had done

With her long hair she vainly pressed the w ds, to h
their tide.

Unknown, on that meek humble breast, imperial Albert died !”—

The assassin and his guilty associates fled from the
scenc of slaughter, but whither could they turn their
footsteps P It was as if they had borne upon their
foreheads the brand of the first murderer, Cain ;—all
shrank from them, and the towns, even those which
had been oppressed by Albert, magnanimously refused
shelter to his assassins, Many of them perished from
want, whilst others underwent the extreme penalty of
the law : the murderer himself, after awhilc, obtained
absolution from the Pope, on condition of passing the
remainder of his existence in acts of devotion and
penance. He accordingly entered a monastery where
the discipline was of the strictest character, and wore
out the days that closed his guilty life in the severest
mortifications.

Meanwhile, the empress Elizabeth, the widow of
the murdered Albert, with her clildren, Leopold
Duke of Austria, and Agnes Queen of Hungary,
offered fearful sacrifices to his manes.

They seemed to breathe but slaughter, and on the
slighest suspicion of an individual having even tacitly
connived at the late conspiracy, his doom was irrevo-
cably sealed; and the innocent, as well as the guilty,
were the victims of their insatiable thirst of revenge.
Castles were pillaged and demolished; whilst their
unhappy owners, if they survived the conflagration of
their homes, and the desecration of their household
gods, were sent forth to wander as outcasts through
the land which by right was their own, none daring
to succour or relieve them, for fear of incurring the
same dread sentence.

First in this “bad pre-eminence” stands Agnes,
Queen of Hungary, who has been well styled the
““royal hyena ;” it was at the feet of this disgrace to
her sex that the young and besutiful Irene, the wifc
of Rudolf, Baron Von der Wart, knelt and implored
the life of her beloved husband, on whom the taint
of suspicion had fallen. Agnes heeded not the total

ahsence of all proof that the baron had been an
accomplice in the murder of her father; his own
solemn protestations of innocence—the agonizing
wpplications of Irene— werc alike disregarded.
Agnes spurned with her foot the gentle supplisnt,
whose shrieks of despair were heart-rending ; and
condemned Rudolf to be broken upon the wheel, and
exposed, while yet alive, to the vultures.

The horrible sentence was executed—but the jnex-
orable Agnes little decmed how greatly those tortures
would be alleviated by the untiring love of the de-
voted wife ; she knew not that * man can but partially
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judge the treasure he possesses in the wife of his
bosom, until he has passed with her through the flery
furnace of devotion :”’—

For woman’s love is a holy light,

And when 'tis kindled ne'er can die.”
Agnes knew not—how should she know P—she in
whose cold breast no feeling of sympathy ever
existed, that—

¢ When the pale hand

Draws the black foldings of the eternal curtain

Closer and closer round us,”
those who have dearly, fondly loved in this life,
cxperience if possible a more intimate union, even in
that droad mament when apparently that union is
about to be dissolved for ever; for then they look
on with the eye of faith to that better land—

“ Where every scvered wreath is bound;
And none have heard the knell
,That sm.’tes the soul in that wild sound—

Farewell, beloved ! — farewell ! ”
Even when expiring on the rack, words of undying
affcction continued to drop from the lips of Rudolf,
as the lLeart-broken Ircne bent over his mangled
form, and softly whispered in his ear her accents of
deep love—thus through that long and fearful night
she soothed his dying agony, until the last drops of
existence were wrung from Lis torturcd heart. This
noble instance of conjugal devotion has been recorded
by our lamented countrywoman, Mrs. Hemans, in
some exquisite lines, which in their own beautiful
simplicity narrate the sad tale; to add aught to them
would but be adding perfume to the violet.

“ Her hands were clasped—her dark eyes raised—the brecze threw
back her hair;

Up to the fearful wheel she gazed—all that she loved was there.

And ¢ Bid me not depart,’ she cried ; ‘ my Rudolf, say not so !

This is no time to quit thy side; peace, peace !—1 cannot go!

I have been with thee in thine hour of glory and of bliss ;

Doubt not its memory's living power to strengthen me through

this !

And thou, mine honour’d love, and true!—bear on—bear
nodly on!

We have yon blessed heaven in view—whose rest will soon
be wonl’

And were not hers high words to flow from woman’s breuking

heart ?—

Through that long night of bitterest woe she bore her lofty part;

But oh ! with such a glazing eye—with such a curdling cheek !

Love —Love !—of mortal agony—thou—only thou shouldst speak.

The wind rose high,—but with it rose her voice, that he inight
hear.

Perchance that dark hour brought repose to happy boroms near :

While she sat, striving with despair, beside his tortured form,

Ang pouring her deep sonl in prayer, forth on the rushing storm,—

She wiped the death-damp from his brow with her pale hands
and soft;

‘Whose touch upon the lute-chords low had stilled his heart so oft.

She spread her mauntle o'er his breast—she bathed his lips with
dew—

And on his cheek such kisses press'd, as hope and joy ne'er
knew !

Oh, lovely are ye, Love and Faith !—enduring to the last;

She had her meed—one smile in déath—and his worn spirit
passed ! "~

she had lost all that bound her to earth ; and soon her !
pure spirit took its flight, to rejoin in a happier land
her martyred husband :—

¢ And in that world to which their hopes looked on,
Time enters not, nor mutability ;—
Beauty and goodness are unfading there.”
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Throe years after the death of the emperor, the
stately convent of Konigsfelden, an mperwl sepulchre,
arose, to point out the spot where his tragical fate
nad overtaken him. It was erected under the aus-
pices of Agnes, sanctioned by her mother ; and shortly
afterwards, the former quitted her royal state, and
sought within its cloisters that repose and peace
which a guilty conscience can never know. She
assumed the veil, and in the garb of penitence and
humiliation, endeavoured to attract pilgrims to the
shrine; but beneath that garb still beat the proud
heart of the stern and cruel Agnes;—and that the
illustrious trophy of her miscalled filial piety might
be admired, and she, its foundress, revered, were now
her highest aspirations. But the remembrance of her
unparalleled vengeance and barbarity was too deeply
engraven in the minds of the people, and the calami-
ties she had inflicted were too recent and their effects
yet too severely felt, for even a magnificent monu-
ment like this to erase their impression ; although, in
those days of comparative darkness, the foundation of
a religious house was generally considered a sufficient
compensation for any ontrage.

Desirous of gaining, if possible, the suffrage of
Berthold Strebel, who was then in high repute for his
extraordinary learning and sanctity, Agunes one day
led the conversation to her favourite topic, spoke of
her devotion to the cause of religion,_and instanced
the zeal which had prompted her to erect this costly
structure ; when the Friar of Oftringen, struck
with a pious horror of her enormities, boldly ex-
claimed :—* Hearken to this, O woman, as the voice
of Heaven !—No devotion can be pure in one who
imbrues her hands in the blood of innocence, and
founds convents with the plunder of orphans !”

The haughty Agnes affected not to heed his words,
but the remembrance of them pursued her to her
dying day, and filled with remorse and anguish that
heart which was too proud to avow its erimes, and
too stubborn to repent them.

The convent, mujestic even in decay, is fast falling
into ruins;—the royal vault, until 1770 the mauso-
leum of many illustrious scions of the House of laps-
burg—the apartment occupicd by Agncs, its royal
foundress—and the choir of the abbey-church, with
its superbly-stained windows, are now almost the only
objects pointed out to the inquiring traveller ;—but
the deeds of Agmes are still remembered, and are,
doubtless, recorded in that dread scroll, from which
there shall be no appeal.

———

NATURAL HISTORY OF INSECTS.—No. II.

THE SENSES, VITALITY, AND PASSIONS OF INSECTS.

_ InsEcrs, there is good reason to believe, are en-
dowed with all the five senses of hearing, sceing,
touching, tasting, and smelling. It was, indecd, for-
merly doubted, whether they possess that of Aearing;

but numerous observations have satisfactorily proved
that they do. Flies move all their legs at brisk and
distinct sounds; and spiders will quit their prey, and
retire to their hiding places. Insects that live ia
society give notice of intended movement, or assemble
their citizens for emigration,eby a humming noise.
Brunelli kept and fed several males of a not un-
common species of grasshopper in a closct : they were
very merry, and continued singing all the day, but
a rap at the door would stop them instantly. By
practicc he learned to imitate their chirping; when
he did this at the door, at first a.few would answer
him in a low note, and then the whole party would
take up the tune, and sing with all their might. He
once shut up a male in his garden, and gave the
fewale her liberty ; but as soon as she heard the male
chirp, she flew to him immediately. Messrs. Kirby
and Spence consider that the antennse of insects are
analogous to ears; but they also imagine, that it is

by these organs that insects arc enabled to discover,

those alterations in the weather, which to them are
so important, and which they secem so readily to per-
ceive; bees, in particular, being evidently aware of
the approach of a shower when we can perceive no
indications of it; and hastily returning to their hives
in time to avoid its approach.

The sense of fouch in insects, also supposed to
reside in their antenne, must be of the greatest deli-
cacy, especially in spiders, from the nicety with which
the majority fabricate their fragile webs.

The eyes of insects do not turn in their sockets, like
those of most other animals; but what is denied in
motion, is amply compensated in number, for in one
fly alone there have been reckoned mno fewer than
16,000 eyes; in a scarabwus, 6,362; and in & but-
terfly, 34,650! These are, of course, no other than
the interstices of those crossed or scored divisions,
which any one will perceive upon looking at a common
house-fly through an ordinary magnifier. Each of
these, it has been shown, performs the office of a
single eyc, although they are collected into two packets,
corresponding in outward appearance to the ordinary
pair of eyes of vertebrate animals.

The sensc of emell resides in some organ in the
vicinity of the mouth, and probably connected with
the nose. M. Huber, desirous of ascertaining the
seat of smell in becs, tried the following experiment
with that view. Thesc animals, of all scents abominate
most that of the oil of turpentine. He prescnted
successively to all the points of a bee’s body, a hair-
pencil saturated with it; but whether he presented it
to the abdomen, the trunk, or the head, the insect
equally disregarded it. Next, using a very finc hair-
pencil, while the bee had extended its proboscis, he
presented the pencil to it, to the eyes and antenne,
without producing any effect ; but when he pointed it
near the cavity of the mouth, above the insertion of
the prohoscis, the creature started back in an instant,
quitted its food, clapped its wings, walked about in
great agitation, and would have taken flight if the
pencil had not been removed.
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That insects fuste, no onc hesitates to believe,
although naturalists disagree as t6' the organ of that
sense; but as they have a tongue, we may, with Cuvier,
conclude that one of its primary functions is to taste
their food. .

The vital principle in some insects appears to be
equally strong with that exhibited by the zoophytes,
and many of the tortoises. Riboud stuck different
beetles through with pins, and cut and lacerated
others in the severest manner, without greatly ac-
celerating death. Lecuwenhoeck had a mite which
lived cléven wecks transfixed on a point for micro-
scopical investigation. Le Vaillant caught a locust at
the Cape of Good Hope, and, after excavating the
intestines, he filled the abdomen with cotton, and
stuck a stout pin through the thorax, yet the feet and
antenne were in full play after the lapse of five
months. A decapitated bectle will advance over a
table, and recognise a precipice on approaching the
edge. Colonel Pringle beheaded several dragonflies,
one of which afterwards lived for four months, and
another for six; and, which secems rather odd, he
could never keep alive those with their heads on
above a few days.!

Some curious particulars connected with this great
tenacity of life are mentioned by Mr. Fothergill? A
friend being employed one day in the pursuit of insects,
caught a large yellow dragonfly, and had actually
fastencd it down in his insect box, by thrusting a
pin through the thorax, before he perceived that the
voracious creature held a small fly, which still struggled
for liberty, in its jaws. The dragonfly continued de-
vouring its vietim with great deliberation, and without
expressing either pain or constraint, and seemed totally
unconscious of being pinned down to the cork, till its
prey was devoured, after which it made several despe-
rate efforts to regain its liberty. A common flesh-fly
was then presented to it, when it immediatcly became
quiet, and ate the fly with grecdiness; when its repast
was over, it renewed its cfforts to cseape. This fact
being mentioned to Mr. Haworth, the late well-known
English entomologist, he confirmed the truth of it by
relating an additional circumstance. Being in a garden
with a friend, who firmly believed in the dclicate
susceptibility of these creatures, he struck down a
large dragonfly, and in so doing unfortunately severed
its long abdomen from the rest of its bgdy. He
caught a small fly, which he presented to the mutilated
insect, by which it was instantly seized and devoured;
and a second was treated in the same manner. Mr.
Haworth then contrived to form a false abdomen, hy
means of a slender portion of a geranium; and after
this operation was performed, the dragonfly devoured
another small insect as greedily as before. When set
at liberty it flew away with as much apparent glee as
if it had received no injury,

These facts, with numerous others which will oceur
1o every naturalist, place it beyond doubt, that insects

(1) Spallanzani’s Tracts, translated by J. G. Dalyell, Esqe
{(2) Essay on Natural History,

are not only endowed with & far greater portion of
vitality than vertebrate animals possess, but that
they are almost devoid of pain under inflictions which
to the warm-blooded tribes would prove the most
excruciating tortures. In all this we see not only a
wise but a most merciful provision of the great Creator.
Insects, above all other animals, are exposed to the
greatest casualties, not merely from ordinary vicis-
situdes, but from others of a peculiar nature. The
felling of a tree is sufficient to destroy whole com-
munities to whom it is a home, giving shelter and food
to thousands: while the burning of a forest or the
berbage of a plain, is the destruction of millions upon
millions. It is further ordained that insects should be
the food of nearly three-fourths of the whole feathered
creation; and that numerous tribes of their own cjiss
derive their entire sustenance from preying upon those
that are weaker or differently organized. Hence it
is that the all-wise Creator has mercifully withheld
from them that sense of pain and suffering, which
is so prevalent among animals of & higher order;
whose lives are, in all probability, much longer, but
who feel at their death an agony which is really
quite unknown to the “poor beetle that we tread
um” : N

Insects exhibit various passions, and these are not
only manifested in their actions, but expressed by
gestures and noises, no doubt well understood by them-
selves. Thus, numerous beetles, when alarmed, utter
a shrill ery, which has been compared to the feeble
chirp of birds. The humble bee, if attacked, will give
vent to the harsh tones of anger; and the hive bee,
under the same circumstances, emits a shrill and
peevish sound, which becomes doubly sharp when it
flies at an enemy or intruder. A number of these
insects being once smoked out of their hive, the queen,
with many of her followers, flew away; upon this, the
bees which remained bchind immediately sent forth a
most plaintive cry, which was succeeded by a cheerful
humming when their sovercign was again restored to
them. The passion of love, too,as well as fear, anger, and
rejoicing, scems, in insects, as in birds, to be displayed
insong. The grasshopper tribes are particularly famed
for these amorous ditties, which are often so loud, !
monotonous, and deafening in warm countries during
the meridian heat, as to be productive of anything but
pleasure. These sounds, however, proceed only from |
the males; the females, fortunately, not being pro-
vided with the necessary apparatus for producing
them. -

The affzction of insects for their young is very con-
spicuous; but in the care which they take to lay their
eggs in such substances as will afterwards afford them
fitting sustenance, we shall discern more the effect of
instinet than of maternal affection. Many instances,
however, may be adduced, in which this natural passion
is in foll operation. The common sand-wasp, and
others of the same species, having first dug a cylin-
drical cavity of the requisite dimensions, and deposited
an egg at the bottom, encloses along with it one or
more caterpillars, spiders, or other insects, as a pro-
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vision for the young one when hatched, and suf-
ficiently abundant to nourish it until it has attained its
full growth. Baron de Geer tells us of a species of
field-bug which conducts her family, (which generally
consists of thirty or forty young ones,) as a hen does
her chickens. She never leaves them; and as soon as
she begins to move, all the little ones closely follow,
and, whenever she stops, assemble in a cluster around
her. One species of spider lays her eggs in & little
silken bag, attached to the extremity of her body;
and this treasure she carrics about with her every
where, appearing in the greatest distress if in any way
deprived of it. Bomnet put this wonderful attach-
ment to an affecting and decisive test. He threw a
spider, with her bag, into the cavern of a large ant-
1i%, when the distressed mother, although she might
have escaped by relinquishing the bag, preferred being
buricd alive, to giving up that treasure which was
dearer to her than existence. The care which is
taken of their young bysuch insects as live in societies,
is well known ; but it is not, perhaps, generally under-
stood, that, among ants, as soon as ever the female
has begun to lay her eggs, she tears off the four wings,
which before were her chief ornament, and devotes
herself entirely to the increase and preservation of her
family. M. P. Huber was more than once witness to
this extraordinary proceeding. Lastly, if an ant’s nest
should be disturbed, the whole community may be
instantly secn flocking towards a heap of little white
oblong hodics, whose safety they put every nerve in
motion to secure. These bodies are the embryo young ;
and, as a proof of the devoted attachment which is
exhibited for them, an observer, on one of these occa-
sions, having cut an ant in two, the poor mutilated
animal did not relax in its affectionate exertions.
‘With that half of the body to which the head remained
attached, it contrived to carry off ten of thesc white
masses into the interior of the nest, before itself
expired !!

Inszets expericnce anger as well as love; and, sur-
prising as it may scem, their little bodics are frequently
exercised in cruelty. The orator mantis is of so un-
natural & disposition, that, if in a state of captivity,
it will actually destroy and devour its own specics,
fighting with thc utmost fury, until death shall ter-
minate the battle. Roesel, who kept some of these
insects, observes that, in their mutual conflicts, their
manceuvres very much resemble those of hussars fight-
ing with sabres; and sometimes one cleaves the other
through at a single stroke, or severs the head from
the body.* The manners of the scorpion are equally
flerce and revolting. Not only is' it dangerous to its
enemies, but also terrible to its own species; so that,
out of one hundred of these insects, which Maupertuis
enclosed together in a vessel, such was the bloody
scene that ensued, that, in a few days, only fourteen
remained alive, having killed and devoured the rest of
their companions ! Q. Q.

(1) Kirby and Spence. Introd. to Entom.
. @) Shaw’s Zoology.

HARRY SUMNER'S REVENGE.
. BY POLYDORE.

Crarrer XIL

“ As well I trust
That fight he will, and fight he must.”
Marsmion, Canto VI,

As Mr, Browne was not of the party on its return, it
was arranged, much to the satisfaction of Mr. Peri-
gord and disappointment of his wife, that he should
occupy the Duchess of Haroldweir’s carriage in soli-
tary grandeur, and that his own carringe should con-
vey to Hyde Park Gardens the rest of the parly. As
Mr. Perigord’s pair of greys whirled them through
the brilliantly-lighted streets of the metropolis, Harry
Sumner maintained an uninterrupted flow of conver-
sation, which kept the two young ladies in paroxysms
of laughter; her grace being fast asleep. Lady Emma
was altogether bewildered. She could with difficulty
bring herself to believe, that she was listening to the
same individual who sat next to her at dinner. It
wanted but this addition to his graceful exterior and
polished manners, to blow into a flame an emotion,
the sparks of which had probably fallen into Lady
Emma’s heart at an earlier part of the day. Pique is
almost as prolific a source of love as pity in the bosom
of the female sex. Harry Sumner’s indifference and
abstraction during dinner, prepogsessing as was every
thing else about him, had given risc to sensations in
alady of a jealous and vain tempgrament, which the
profoundest homage would possibly have failed to
kindle.

|
1

 What a strange fellow you are, Harry ! said his

sister, as she subsided from a hearty laugh, ““Hamlet’s

melancholy seems to have taken yours away. To °

have seen you an hour or two ago, one would have
thought that laughing was not in your list of capabi-
lities. I thought you never were going to laugh

again.”

« Tis strange,” he replied, *the reaction of the ‘

mind, I suppose, after deep dcjection. Man is a two-

legzed kaleidoscope—at onc moment black, and brown,

and purple, and all manner of sober hues; give him a
shake, and lo! crimson, and yellow, and scarlet, and
blue, and colours so bright that one can scarcely look
at them. A sentiment for Hamlet, eh ! Lady Emma P

1 do not know what to think,” replied that lady ;
“ but this I know, that Mr. Sumner at the dinner-
table, and Mr. Sumner now, are two different per-
sons.”

“ And which of the two do you prefer ? he in- :
quired. ‘
Lady Emma turned her head away, and replied,
“ Neither !”

Mrs. Perigord had now fallen into a fit of musing; and
a visioa had presented itself to her brother’s memory,
which would probably have chiecked the current of his
conversation for a while, leaving the snores of the
duchess the sole disturbers of the silence, when, far-
tunately, the carriages drew up at Mr. Perigord’s door.
The absence of the ladies, who had withdrawn in order
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tc disencumber themselves of their out-of-doors ap-
parel, afforded Mr. Perigord the opportunity of renew-
ing with his brother-in-law the after-dinner conversa-
tion. “Were youserious,” he inquired, *in refusing
to stand for Bribeworth #”

“ Quite,” replied Sumner; * but supposing I do,
what about my examination® The clection will be
almost ou the same day with it.”

“True; that was an unlucky accident 8f yours,
Sumner. How did you contrive it ? I made certain
of your first.”

“ Perigord !” said Sumner sternly, ¢ you will seri-
ously oblige me by never mentioning that subject.
Information which I keep from my sister and mother,
1 am not likely fo communicate to any one else.”

“ You're young, Sumner—jyou’re young,” replicd
Mr. Perigord ; “ you will not have been in parliament
many months, before you will have discovered, that
there are many subjects which it is the part of wisdom
to keep from women, which it would be both wise and
expedient to confide to a friend of the other sex.”

Harry Sumner regarded his wise brother-in-law for
a second or two with a scrutinizing and thoughtful
gaze. At length he said slowly, and in a tone of voice
slightly impassioned, “I would as soon confide my
dearest secret to your wife, Perigord, as to the
warmest male friend I ever had; ay—and a great
deal sooner.” .

““ Well, well,” he replied, * wisdom comes with
years ; genius is in the cradle. You will think differ-
ently one day.”

“ No, Perigord, never,” was his reply—* never ;
and if you do not agree with me, I pity you—and I
pit »

A loud double knock at the street door prevented
the conclusion of this sentence.

“ Who can be coming here at this hour P’ ex-
claimed Mr. Perigard; ““1t must be some message
from the premier. Am I then to understand that
you will be a candidate for Bribeworth

“ If at liberty to vote according to my conscience.”

 That of course,” said Mr. Perigord.

The servant now entered the room, and handed a
card to Harry Sumner, informing him that the gentle-
man wished the honour of seeing him about some-
thing very particular.

“ Excuse me for a few minutcs, Perigord,” said
Sumner, as he followed the servant to the presence of
his unknown visitor.

The visitor into whose presence Harry was ushered,
did not leave him to commence the conversation.

“Mr. Sumner, I presume,” he observed.

] am that gentleman. Pray be seated, Colonel
Flint.”

* “ Thank you ; my business will not detain me many
minutes. The fact is—hem !—devilish unpleasant—
uncommonly sorry to make your acquaintance in

80 unpleasant @ business: but, my friend Mr.’

Browne—-"
Sumner started as soon as the name of his college
acquaintance fell upon his ears, and betrayed a visible
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emotion. “ You do not mean to say he has been so
foolish !” he exclaimed, interrupting the milifary
second.

“There is mnothing foolish in defending one’s
honour—hem!—"" replicd the Colonel; “T believe—did
you not apply—some offensive cpithets—I may say in-
sulting—to my friend Mr. Browne? He has placed
his honour in my hands—and, hem !—I think it is my
duty—at least—hem! I have no option—I am to te-
quire you to name some friend with whom I may
communicate on your behalf.”

Do you mean that Mr. Browne insists on a meet-
ing ?”’ inquired Sumner.

“1I fear he is immovably resolved — unpleasant
busiiess,” replied the Colonel.

* Hus he explained to you fully the circumstancg?"”

“Fully; —‘pert and vulgar,” were the expressions.”

“ Did he tell you that he had the moment before
applied the self-same expressions, and most untruly,
1o a lady P”

“ Untruly !—hem!—did you say untruly? He did
not quite mention all those particulars. But, if you
are disposed to retract and apologize, Mr. Smnner—
hem !—perbaps I might——"

Do not mistake me, Colonel,” interrupted Sum-
ner; “I have no intention of shrinking from anything
required of a gentleman. I cannot certainly arrange

to stand in mortal combat with onc whom I have :
T would .

known for several years, with indifference.

do anything to avoid so miserable an alternative. !
But, I am really unable to re/ract, under the circum-

slances. If Mr. Browne will withdraw the expres-
sions he applicd to a lady, 1 will tell him that I am
extremely sorry for having said anything offensive to

him; and that it is farthest from my wish to do aay-

thing of the sort.”

“I am sure, Mr. Sumner,” replied the Colonel,
“my friend will not be salisficd with that. May I beg
you to name your fricnd ?”

“ Are you walking, Colonel Flint?” inquired
Sumner.

¢ My cab is at the door,” replied the Colonel; “if .

you would like to see your fricnd this evening, and
will do me the honour of acecpting a seat by my

side, I shall be happy to drive you wherever you may °

direct.”

“ Thank you,” said Sumner; “I will do myself the :

pleasure of accepting your offer; I think we shall find
a gentleman at the House whom I will put in pos-
session of the circumstances, and you must settle it
between you.”

Not many minutes had elapsed before the Colonel
and his companion reached St.Stephen's. Sumner
0t down at the House, and entered in search of Mr.
D'Aaroni. The Colonel drove to the Parliament Hotel,
and awaited the arrival of Sumner’s friend in the

coffee-room. '
“ Why, you must both of you be mad!” exclaimed

Mr. D’Asroni, as soon as he had heard the particulars |

from Swmner. “ You do not mean to tell me you are
going to fight upon such a pretext as this !
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It is not my wish,” replied Sumner. “Browne
seems bent on it, and so does his second—a gunpow-
dery colonel.”

“Oh, but we must see to that!” exclaimed Mr.
D’Aaroni. “ Ducls are only fit for simpletons, at
best; but upon such grounds as these!——'Tis
childish !’

“ You must not compromise me, however,” inter-
posed Sumner; “but I may depend on your not doing
that. Mind, anything except rctracting the epithets
T applied to Browne’s observations about Lady Agnes,
unless he withdraws them.”

Thus commissioned, Mr. D'Aaroni shook hands
with his principal, observing, “ 1 hope all will end
well, my dear fellow: but a cantankerous second can
always hinder a peaceable arrangement.”

As soon as Sumner was left to himself, such a mul-
titude of subjects pressed tumultuously on his mind,
that it was some time before he could distinguish any
particular one. At length, by way of fixing some of
the phantom crowd, he embodied them in the follow-
ing soliloquy :—

“ Next week, perhaps, no more {—out of being.
This morning on terms of amity—to-morrow his pistol
pointed at my heart or head !—And she will marry, of
course—Marry! Shall I be conscious of it? Psha,
what a fool I am! Come what may, I fire in the air;
if &e—may God forgive him and me!” And then the
boundless impenetrable invisible future loomed before
him, and he could not detect even a glimmer of a
hope—not one faintest ray of light, streaming from
that vast obscure.

The moon rode high in the calm blue heaven. The
dark pile of the venerable Abbey, silent as the tomb,
seemed to be mutely listening, if so be it might catch
some echoces of compline chaunts and sweetest vigils,
long since hushed within its precincts ; while the still
moonlight glistened upon the summits of its pinnacles
and spires, like the smile of those who fall asleep ip
Christ.

But the upward-reaching spires, roofs and pinnacles
of that hallowed fubric, the silver moonlight uniting
them as it were with the heaven above, as though
symbolical of the spirit of love and faith, struggling
up to God from the dark material mass below, pos-

: sessed no meaning for Sumner. He had never learned,

alas! to look upon churches in any higher light than
as convenient buildings for sabbatical prayer and
preaching. As the earthly symbols of the eternal home
of the Redeemed—the heavenly Jerusalem—buildings

. set apart to such holy uses that every stone, every

beam is hallowed ;—where the services of Heaven are
without ceasing celebrated under material veils ;—the
place of the altar and the sacraments ;—where the
Church visible and the Church invisible hold rapt com-

. munion : never had he been taught to look upon them

in such a light as this. If he had, he would not have
been treading the precincts of the abbey church and
the parliament-house, in bitterness of soul, uncertain
whether another hour might not find him pledged to
wortal combat with a fellow-man, Never would it

have cost him a moment’s anxiety or doubt, whether
he should obey a wretched conventionality of society,
or commit a deadly sin. He would have submitted
to any humiliation rather than break the law of love.
Yet he experienced an irresistible repugnance and
aversion to the deed he meditated ; he felt it was a
crime, but could not own if' to himself. And this
increased a hundred-fold the distress of mind with
which the mere probability of having to take part in
an affair of this nature afflicted him. He consoled
himself, however, by the resolution not to fire at his
antagonist ; and restlessly walking to and fro on the
pavement of the square, awaited Mr. D'Aaroni. )

After waiting about five minutes, Mr. D’Aaroni
approached him with a hurried step; he appeared to
be in a state of considerable excitement ; his face was
ftushed, and his eyes wore that glassy brilliancy
which is often occasioned by a long and animated
.discussion.

“ I have nearly quarrelled with that fellow myself,”
he said ; ““ Gunpowdery, indeed! The fellow talks as
if men were a herd of soulless brutes. I believe it
would excite about as strong an emotion in him, if
you or Mr; Browne were to be shot to-morrow, as if
he were to see a pig killed.”

“ Then, we are to fight P interrupted Sumner.

*“No; heis to see Mr. Browne this evening, and
meet me to-morrow here, at three o’clock,” replied
Mr.D’Aaroni. “I hope what I have said will lead to
a reconciliation, as far as Browne is concerned: of
that brute, with his swagger, and haw—haw, and
moustache, I have no hope.”

“ The suspense is formidable. But I am deeply
obliged to you, D’Aaroni, for the interest you have
shown in the matter, for the trouble you have taken,”
said Sumner.

“No thanks, my dear Bumner,” replied Mr.
D'Aaroni; “if you will be in the way about half-
past four, I will call and let you know the final result.
Good night ; I am in hopes all will end well.”

And Harry Sumner having shaken hands with the
celebrated man who was acting as his friend, was
whirled off in a hack cab towards Lis sister's resi-
dence.

“ And if you do not fight—or if you survive the
duel, Mr. Harry Sumner,” soliloquized I’Aaroni, “ the
son of Isracl has a better chance of your vote in this
precious club of fools, than the respectable and rising
Mr. Perigord.”

Cuarrer XIII.

for nought but love
Can answer love, and render bliss secure.”
THoMBON'S Seasons.

(Spring.)

As soon as Mr. Perigord understood from the
domestic, who had been commissioncd by Harry
Sumner with the message, that his brother-in-law was -
compelled to accompany the gentleman who had
called upon him, and would return in about half an
hour, having perambulated the room & few minutes to
conclude the deep musing in which he had been occu-




Iu ' .,
|

| pied, he joined the Iadies in the saloon. -Mrs, Summer
; had long since retired to rest. * Her Somnolency”
; and daughter, having partakenof some lightrefreshment,
; were preparing to depart. The former had for some
; time been kecping up an ineffectual struggle with
. some unforeseen power, which was forcibly dragging
- her away into the region of slumbers. The faixt
. raising of her cyelids, and abrupt and sonorous termi-
nation of a heavy breathing at that very crisis when
in another second it must have become a snore, were
i the evidences of what it cost her to keep up the contest
with an adversary which was evidently overpowering
her. At length the failing vitality of the cyelids, and
the more decided character of the breathing, afforded
but too conclusive proof that her only safety lay in
flight. Lady Emma, too, experienced a sense of
weariness in the absence of Harry Sumner and Mr.
Browne.
society was for some reason or other uninteresting
to both mother and daughter; so that the latter was
the first to propose the expediency of moving home-
wards, remarking,

* That man—what is his name P—Shakspeare’s plays
are so fatiguing., There is no music nor dancing in
them to keep one awake.”

I think as you do, my dear. I think that nasty
Hamlet amongst the bones quite disgusting,” chimed
in her grace.

Lucy Perigord fixed her large blue eyes, with an
expression of wonderment, upon mother and daughter,
and bade them adien. As soon as Mrs. Perigord
found herself alone with her husband, she drew a chair
close to the one on which he was seated ; and, resting
her clasped hands gently on his shoulder, “George,
dear,” she said, “how long a time Harry is detained !
Did he say when he thought he should be back? I
hope nothing is the matter !”

“I can give you no information. I do not reckon
too great openness amongst your brother’s failings,”
replied Mr. Perigord. At the same time he took his
wifc’s small white hands in his own ; and with a touch
which shot a thrill of ‘pleasure through her whole
frame, gently removing them from his shoulder, “ My
dear Luey—" he began—

‘Warmly she pressed the beloved hands that held
her own ; and upon her husband’s neck she would have
given some relief to the pent-up affections of her
loving heart.

“No, my dear—I mean—do not you think——7? >
he continued, “ at least, I fecl the heat of the evening
intolerably oppressive; do not you?” And gently
withdrawing his hand, he left his wife’s hands clasped,
and herself transfixed in specchless astonishment.
The smothered flame, unable to escape, choked back
at every aperture, began to prey upon herself.

Blind man! For how can he sce, who cannot love
another than himself ?

Even if Mr. Perigord had raised his eyes from the
columns of the Times newspaper, which he chanced at
the time o be perusing, he would not have observed
that beautcous image of & heart, that loved even more

Mr. Perigord was taciturn ; Mrs. Perigord’s,
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deeply than it expressed, a prey to the most violent
emotions. She was looking a little aside from him,
with a fixed and glassy gaze, like that dead calm .in
which the sea at times wirrors the blue heaven when
a storm is gathering in the far west. The blue veins
in her forehcad were unnaturally swollen; the turbid
life-current beat in visible pulses beneath her fair skin;
her heart-throbs werc audible, and her quivering lips
forcibly compressed, as though some rebellious feclings
were struggling for expression. For several seconds,
it may have been minutes, she maintained the unequal
coutest. At length she found that she could do so no
longer. Willingly would she have severed her right
hand from her wrist, to have utterly forced back and
hidden out of sight every emotion that was now
rending asunder her heartstrings. But it was im-
possible. In spite of herself, her feclings could be
withheld no longer; and, raising her kerchief to her
eyes, she broke forth into a paroxysm of tears.

Mr. Perigord happencd to be reading a part of a
speech of Mr. D’Adroni’s in the House on the previous
evening ; and a slight smile expressed his relish of its
humour. He raised his eyes slowly from the paper, not

being quite ccrtain, at first, whether they were the |

sounds of laughter or weeping that met his ear; and,

observing how matters stood, he started to his feet, and |

dashed the paper on the table; and, with his thumb and
fore-finger dangling his massive gold watch-guard, as
he walked hwrriedly to and fro in the room,~

““On my honour, Lucy,” he said with some vehe-
mence, “T used to fancy myself the most placid and
amiable of men.  You are literally changing me into a
passionate one. I cannot endure this, upon my word
I cannot !

« Oh, my husband, I ask you a thousand pardons !”
exclaimed the poor girl, raising her tearful eyes and
clasped hands up towards him, in an attitude of
anxious entrealy, and her words interrupied with
irrepressible sobs.  “ Do—do—forgive me! I know

how annoyed you must be.
time. Oh that you could have seen how I struggled to
prevent it! I never knew mysclf thus before. There
must be a cause. Forgive me, George! I am only a
woman, you know. I cannot be as strong-minded
as you.”

“Well, well, my dear, for heaven’s sake, clear up,”
he replied. “If that cccentric brother of yours had not | |
gone dancing off at this unseasonable hour, this scene |,
had becn avoided ;—what think you, Lucy P l

Such a smile as Mr. Perigord saw not struggled
through her tears as she inquired,— ’

«“What did you say, George? What has -become '
of Harry?” ;

«He and T shall not hit it, I foresee,” answered
her husband ; “if it were not for his great speaking |
powers, which I expeet will produce a sensation in -
the House, I really think I should get another

‘ candidate for Bribeworth.”

I
1
« In the room of Harry!” exclaimed Mrs. Perigord. :
The observation did not.appear to reach him, , }
«Tt will be all I shall be able to do,” he continued,

I

I will gain strength in ||
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in a half musing strain, “to oust that Whigling;
be is a clever fellow, especially on the hustings. I
| don’t believe money will do it, unless some such
| candidate as Sumner be pitted against him. Yes,
| Lucy, your brother s the man! Such specches were
| never before heard in the ‘Union.’ I heard one
" myself, and own it was very creditable. But his
' movements are so eccentric.”
" «How do you mean? in what way?” asked Mrs.
. Perigord.
. Pengord looked abstractedly at his wife for a
* few seconds, and then procecded,—

« 1 scarcely know what to make of him; queer—
very. Gets plucked instead of a first. Then there is
some mysterious reason for it, to be told to nobedy.

“Might he not think the same of you, George P ”
interposed his wife; “you induced mamma to sign
some important papers; neither she nor I am to say
a word of it to Harry.”

““For whose benefit is that, Mrs. Perigord?” he
! inquired.

“Oh! yes, I know that, my dear “hushand ; but
why not think that he may have as good a reason for
his reserve ?

«If you take my advice,” said her husband, *you
will exert your influence to make him a little more
open to his influential friends. You seem to forget the
.| difference in our respective positions. There is some
|| mystery or other ugain this evening. Mr. Browne sud-
denly disappears from our party ; a gentleman calls at
- half-past 10 o’clock, and must see your brother im-
mediately on important business; he too disappears—
is to be back in half-an-hour—he is not returned in
three-quarters ; and when he docs, take my word for
it, there will be morc mystery. It will be ‘out of his
power to mention’ the circumstances to any one.”

“Oh, George! do not be so hard on poor Harry.
Suppose it to be so, he cannot help it,” suggested
Mis. Perigord.

“By the bye, it has just struck me,” continued her
husband, not noticing his wife’s observation, “I can
think of but one sort of business so urgent, that he is
likely to be involved in. He must be arranging a
. duel for some one! Browne’s, you may depend on it ;
that accounts for his sudden disappearing.”

Mrs. Perigord regarded her husband with a look of
unfeigned terror, dismay, and beseeching anxiety;
but she dared not trust herself to unclose those
trembling lips to give utterance to even so much as an

exclamation. She sat for some time perfectly mute
and motionless. The silence was at length broken by
Mr. Perigord.

“My deur Lucy,” he said, “I have set my heart
on ousting Sir Dighy. The gain of that seat will be
of more service to me than all my other influence
together. I almost doubt our success. I tell you
what I think must be done. Pendlebury must be
inhabited immediately. You will be so kind as to
féte the more influential electors; and Harry must
go much amongst them, and make himself as accep-
tuble as he can, if he please.”

“Oh! I shall be so delighted, George, dearest !
exclaimed Mrs, Perigord ; “ When shall we leave
London ?

T think it should be as soon as you conveniently
can, my dear ; should it not ? >

“ But will it suit your e ments, dearest P **

“Oh! me,~no. You must not think of me; my
leaving town just now is out of the question. "Tis i im-
possible. T ought tohave becn at the House to-night.”

Poor Mrs. Perigord! must not even a delusion
console her for more than a few seconds at a time?
Why do these momentary phantom visions of happi-
ness play before her soul at long intervals and disappear,
only to make more hideous the night that is deepening
around her ?

““Oh, George!” she exclaimed, reproachfully, “we
have not yet been wedded a fortnight ! >

“ Nonscnse, nonscnse, nonsense, my dear,” said
Mr. Perigord, laying an emphasis on the last 1teratlon,
“I wonder you are not more apt at putting things i in
their right places. That is all very well, of course;
but a state must come beforc a household—a state
before a household.”

This was too much for the already sinking heart of
that loving bride, whom & splendid desolation is even
now overtaking—little as she owns ‘it to herself,
bitterly as she may struggle to escape from it.

“Excusec me for a minute or two,” she rapidly
articulated, and, hurrying from the room, she glided
up the bright -and brilliant staircase into her apart-
ment, locked the door, and, falling on her knees and
burying her face in her hands and drooping hair, wept
long and bitterly ; ejaculating ever as her heart-deep
sobs permitted,

“O my good God! support me' teach me how I
may best please Thee! Am I guilty? what—oh!
what should I do?”

Not as yet well versed in the blessed aids of
religion, she nevertheless addressed a fervent appeal
for aid to heaven, in the Holy Name; and her pent
up and overflowing emotions having now experienced
relief, she felt somewhat composed and reassured;
and when her brother’s knock sounded loudly at the
door and reverberated through the house, she was

prepared to return to the drawing-room, in the hope
of another source of anxiety being removed.

To judge from her brother’s countenance when he
entered, it might have been concluded that the
business that had engaged him, whatever it was, had
much amused him. Her quick perception, however,
instantly detected in his forced gaiety and excitement
of manner a confirmation of her fears,

 Nothing is the matter, I hope, Harry?” she
gently asked.

« Nothmg very serious, I can see,” observed her
very sagacious husband.

“ Nothing worse, Lucy,” replied her brother, *than
a wretched misunderstanding with Mr. Browne.”

“ Which means a duel!” (Summer started), I
presume,” suggested Mr. Perigord; ““you are acting
as his second P—1I thought as much.”




“You are mistaken, Perigord,” was the reply; “I
am ~or.” ,

« Lucy Perigord drew a decp inspiration, very clearly
cvidencing the relief her brother’s denial had oc-
casioned her.

“Whom has he quarrelled with ?” she inquired.

“My dear Lucy, I am not at liberty to say,” he
replied.

“ A woman’s curiosity ! ”* she said, gaily; “ I ought
not to have asked you; I might have known that
you would have told me if there were not some
excellent reason for yotir not doing so. The boy’s
not listening ! Will you attend to me, sir? I am not
going to be nervous on the occasion, I assure you.
Light your sister’s taper, Harry, and give her a kiss,
before shie ¥étires for the night.”

Harry Sumner hastened to obey his sister’s request.

¢ Another mystery’!”” said Mr. Perigord, whilst the
candle was being lighted.

A sudden flush of colour mantled over Summer’s
ample forehead, as, resting the candlestick on the
table, and fixing his cyes sternly upon Mr. Perigord,
he said with a slow articulation,

“Yes !—You are right—Another mystery!”

“Your mysteries must be very inconvenient to
yourself, one would think,” said Mr Perigord.

“You would perhaps deprive me of the selection
of my own secrets?” Sumner replied, with a slight
bitterness in his tone, which was not assuaged when
his brother-in-law answered :—

“ Proper reserve 1 admire; and am by no means
partial to over-communicativeness. But I am of
opinion, my young friend, that it would be wiser if
you were to be more frank and open to some of
your friends—your more influential ones, I mean.”

“Perish influenfial ! ” exclaimed Sumner indig-
nantly ; and then, snapping his fingers in the air, he
continued, “That is the worth of influence, as you
call it, in my estimation. I have no intention of
allowing society to point out to me those in whom I
should confide. I purpose retaining that right in my
own hands. And it may perhaps spare you the
trouble of being over-curious in future, to know that
you are not one of them, Perigord. A friendship of
the bosom nature you speak of, is not an every-day
occurrence. It is founded on an instinetive assimila-
tion of tastes and feelings—indeed, of the whole inner
being, independent of will and choice.”

*“Good night, Harry!” said Mrs. Perigord, em-
bracing her brother, and hastening away to her room;
contriving to whisper as she did so, “I wish, dear
Harry, you would humour George more.” She did
not contrive, however, to escape her husband’s
observation.

¢ Mra. Perigord, you will select another oppor-
tunity for your sccrets than in my presence,” he said,
as a hue of sallow whiteness overspread his coun-
tenance.

,* Your wife was imploring me to yield more to
you, sir!” Surmner replied, with an excitement of
manner and gesture which terrified his gentle sister.
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The silver candlestick with its appurtensnces shoox
and rattled in her trembling hatd; and her terror
was not diminished, when he continued in a still
more impassioned manner: “Her exquisite gentle-
ness may do it; but I could as easily swallow the
Thames, as give in to and humour your absurd self-
importance.” .

“Or as assume modesty and politeness, Iappre-
hend !” replied Mr. Perigord, with perfect self-
possession and calmness.

The perspiration stood out in big drops on Bumner’s
noble forehead, and indicated the tumult of excite-
ment that was raging within. He swept his hair
from his brow with one movement of his hand ; his
eyes fell; various expressions, satirical, regretful,
sorrowful, doubtful, resolute, played about his
features ; until, raising his eyes, and directing them
upon his brother-in-law with that look of openness
and generosity which only they could wear, he
extended his hand to him, saying,

“Forgive me, Perigord—forgive me. I cxpressed
myself in an unpardonably rude manner. It is no
excuse, but it will perhaps show you that it was
inadvertent, when you know that my interview this
evening has thrown me into a great state of excite-
ment. You shall know the nature of it shortly.”

“T am satisficd, Mr. Sumner,” he replied, “but I
must caution you, that if I am often to be subjected
to this sort of thing, not even your near relationship
to Mrs. Perigord will induce me to place myself
within reach of it.”

It was on Sumner’s tongue to inform his stately
relative, that there could be no imaginable distance
out of reach of it so far removed that he should not
rejoice to hear of his having availed himself of; but
the sweet toned entreaty of Lis sister still lingered
in gentle echoes in his ears, and he controlled
himself.

“Good night,—good night, Perigord,” he said
hastily. It would pain me greatly to quarrel with
my sister’s hushand.”

“ Aword, Sumner, before you go,” said Mr. Perigord.
“I want you to do me and yourself a favour; and
that will explode all differences instantly.”

‘ Anything I can do,” replied Sumner. .

¢ Shall you mind taking a little trouble during your
sojourn at Bribeworth, to make yourself popular
amongst the elcctors? * inquired Mr. Perigord.
“Lucy is going down with you to help you. Unless
something of the sort be done, I shall uot save the
borough.”

“ My going up for my degrec, in October, will be
out of the question if I do,” he answered.

“ Not if you have not fixed your heart on your
class,” suggested his selfish brother-in-law. It is of
very secondary importance.”

“You did not seem to think so—" Sumner began;

| tut, correcting himself, « As far as it concerns myself

alone,” he proceeded, *it is a matter of complete
indifference to me; but I fear my mother and Lucy
will be disappointed.”
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“ Not when they know the reason,” suggested the
squire of Bribeworth. “I confess I wish you had
been as successful the other day as every one made
sure yon would. But if our choice lies between
losing the borough or your class, if you yourseif are
indifferent to tife latter, I cannot have a moment’s
doubt which should yield—can you ?

« If T am to enter on a parliamentary life,” was the
reply.

1:‘{1’ you go intoparliament!” cxclaimed Mr. Perigord,
«T should hope you do not meditate being one df the
waste-their-fragrance-on-the-desert-air people.”

“There. is, at least, one startling obstacle in the
way,” he replied. “The little estate I own is too
small for a qualification.”

“You are already in possession of a qualification,”
said the squire. “I have seen to that.” y

“Excuse me, Perigord,” replied Samner; “T can-
not hear of it. If it be a bond fide transaction, I have
o right to expect so costly a present at your hands;
and if it be not, it would be still more objectionable to
me. It—"

“Not so fast—not so fast, pray,” interposed Mr
Perigord. “You're lunging at windmills, friend
Quixote. Mrs. Sumner has transferred to me some
shares in the Huxtable and Bribeworth Railway, and
I have, in return, made over to you Chipping Basset,
the clear rental of which is about 210/. per annum.”

“Well, this is & tolerably extensive transaction for
me not to have heard a word of,” said Sumner.

His brother informed him that he had taken the
precantion of exacting a promise from Mrs. Sumner
and his sister, that they would leave it to him to
name it.

“And then complain of my uncommunicativeness
and mystery ! >’ he exclaimed. “T am, then, to begin
at once to poy my addresses to my native town.
Nothing loth! The clection days may chance just to
miss the examination. If so, all will be well.”

This concluded the conversation. Sumner wished
his intriguing relative easy repose, und retired for the
night. .

The slight distraction of his thoughts effected by
his conversation with his brother-inlaw, seemed to
increase the sinking sensation he experienced as soon
a8 he found himself alone in his apartment.

“Here am L” he said to himself, “entering into
all manner of arrangements for years to come; and
the day after to-morrow I may have altogether dis-
appeared from the scene. And is one’s life a whit
more secure at any time ? If that quarrelsome fellow
insists on fighting, I do not think I can make up my
mind to place your happiness, my dearest mother, at
the mercy of Mr. Browne’s pistol. Have I the right,
come what may to myself for declining the encounter,
to run the risk of occasioning such misery to her—not
to mention Lucy ? The world says, Yes—1I say, No.
What ought I to do® What must I do? I know
not. Why am T riding on the sea of life in this
aimless, reckless manner ? What is this complex
problem of which I form a part, without a prin-

ciple—a standard—a rule, or anything by which I can
invariably direct myself? It should not be thus.
I wonder if that glofious curate of old Lamb’s parish
could give me any information? Did I feel certain
what I ough? to do, no consideration on earth should
induce me to swerve.” *

As he said this he rose from the sofa on which
he was reclining, and walked up arld down the room
for a considerable time, deeply and silently musing.
He was aroused from his revetie by the sound of
many clocks striking the first hour of the day; and,
falling on his knees, he performed his usual evening
devotion. It was a cold and inexpressive form he
used ; but this was his misfortune, not his fault.
It was, however, whilst on his knees thus engaged
this "evening, that an eastern light seemed to dawn
before him, and it might have been a voice, or
only thoughts of unusual vividness, but it was to his
mind as though one said, “Is it not the next world
that you should alfogetker live for in this? ”

«“Itis! It is!” he exclaimed aloud, as he rose
from his knees. Going to the window, he withdrew
the gorgeous hangings, and looking out into the night,
he saw the calm moon shedding down its light upon

the still metropolis, from the blue abyss of distance, !

and the bright myriads of surrounding worlds; and .
his imagination tracked the round universe of. which .

they werc all he s4%. A decp drawn sigh escaped
him—*What must eternity bc!” was the question
he involuntarily breathed forth into the still night
air; and, retiring from the window, and re-closing
the curtains, he ascended his couch, and saying,
“IIarry Sumner, good night,” fell asleep.

et

A SKETCH OF ST. BEES.

Sr. Bxes, a very large parish on the coast of Cumber-
land, is 80 extensive, that besides the town of White-
haven, which contains 11,854 inhabitants, it comprises
several chapelries and townships; the population of
the whole parish being 19,687. But although the
parish is thus large, yet the village, which is more
properly understood by the name of St. Bees, and
which is the more immediate subject of this sketch, is
comparatively small, containing only about 1,200
people.

It is here that the mother church is situated ; and
so much is it considered the parent by the inhabitants
of the distant townships, that, if practicable, they prefer
being married there; and on the joyous festival of
Easter, so many resort thither to partake of the holy
communion, that the clergy find it necessary to pro-
vide an extra administration to enable them all to
communicate.

A tourist seeking the village of St. Becs will ere
long be able to reach it by one of the numerous threads
of that iron net-work which is now so rapidly disseet-
ing our lovely country. The line of railway by whick
he will then travel, is being formed through a valley
which is thus mentioned by Wordsworth: ¢ From
Whitehaven to Bt. Bees extends a track of level
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ground about five miles in length, which formerly
must have been under salt water, 8o as to have made
an island of the high ground that stretches between it
and the ses.” This ides of-the lsureate’s seems to be
ocorroborated by the appearance of the soil, and by the
fact that some years since an anchor was discovered in
the vale: and in addition to these reasons, the term
“JIsle” is used in old documents when referring to the
“high ground ” mentioned above,

There is nothing striking in the appearance of the
village itself, but if the day be clear, a lovely view may
be obtained of the Isle of Man, rising with its gilded
peaks from the dark sea, while to the north the hazy
hills of Scotland may be discerned, and to the south,
Black Combe rears his sable head. Again, on turning
inland may be perceived the rounded crest of Dent,
and the rougher outlines of the hills which encircle
Lake Ennerdale, and of some other which stud the most
beautifal of English districts.

A walk of six miles will be well repaid by a-sight of
“Woody Calder.” Passing through the quiet village
of - Calderbridge, with its preity church, a secluded
foot-path leads the tourist to the ivy-grown remains of
aruined abbey, well sheltered by pine-trees ; which, by
moonlight, raise to the imagination processions of
cowled ecclesiastics ; though in reality those who erst
trode those grounds (when the church, impure though
she was, had not yet heen pillaged by a godless
monarch) are represented only by the broad and
" sombre shadows of oak or ash,

Baut to return to St. Bees : the place owes its origin to
an Irish saint named Bega, or Begogh, who crossed
the Channel A.p. 650. To preserve her mcmory, a
monastery was built here, (probably on the site of, or
near the present church,) but it was destroyed by the
Danes about A.p. 873 ; it was, however, restored during
the reign of Henry I. as a cell to the abbey of St.
Mary at York (having a prior and six Benedictine
monks) by William, Lord Copeland, brother to
Ranulph de Meschines, first Earl of Cumberland, who
resided at Egremont Castle—the ruins of which still
remain.

William de Fortibus, Earl of Albemarle, was also a
benefactor of this priory, which flourished till a.p. 1219,
when it was pillaged by the Scots. It appears, how-
ever, to have been again restored; for after the rapa-
cious dissolution of monasteries, we find that 8ir Thomas
Challoner held this ill-gotten spoik paying an annua)
fee-farm to the king. T ‘

In the reign of Mary it was granted to the Bishop of
Chester and his successors, but afierwards passed to
the Wyburghs (a family of consideration in the county
at the present day); but they, suffering much from the
Great Rebellion, mortgaged the property to the
Lowthers, and it ia at present held by the head of that
family, the Earl of ‘Lonsdale, who is lay rector of the
parish, paying a small stipend to the incumbent.

Respecting the foundation of the place by St. Bega,
there is more than one legend in existence. That
most generally known represcnts Boga, an Irish saint,
28 having heard of the heathen darkness of this part of
Cumberland ; on which account she

¢ Safled from green Erin with bedesman and monk,” #

* The Rev. R. Parkinson, B.D., has written a poem founded

on this legend.

in hope of gathering the inhabitants into the bosom of
the church. On her passage she was overtaken by a
violent storm ; falling on her knees, the saint vowed
that should she be allowed to reach land, in the place
where she first trod should rise a temple of worship in
honour of the Virgin,

8t. Bega did safely reach the shore, at the place
which is now 8t. Bees, and her first endeavour was to
perform her vow. Speeding her way to the lord of
Copeland, she begged of him to grant her land suffi-
cient for her purpose. The haughty owner of the soil
not only refused her request, but when importuned by
the suppliant maid, he tauntingly replied, that she
should have just so much land as was covered with
snow on the morrow. Now the morrow was midsum-
mer. In full confidence of faith the fair saint gave
herself to prayer till broke the morning's light, when
she beheld with thankful eyes that those prayers were
abundantly answered ; for farther than eye could range,
the land was white with “th’ untrodden snow.” Thus
was there provided not only a site for building the
church, but possession sufficient for supporting those
who should serve it.

It is a remarkable fact that the present boundary of
the parish is most irregular, and evcn includes some
fields in the Isle of Man'; this is popularly accounted
for, by asserting that on those places fell the midsum-
mer snow.

Another legend states Bega to have heen the daugh-
ter of an Irish king, perhaps Donald III., who was a
Christian, and who brought up his daughter in the
faith. From childhood she had an ardent love for
“holy virginity,” and devoted her time to the study of
religious books. Her beauty was celebrated, and offers
of marriage were made to her by princes of all na-
tions; but, bent on a monastic life, she refused them
all. 8o great was her beauty, that the fame of it, to-
gether with reports of the power and wealth of her
royal father, reached even to the court of Norway.
The heir to the throne desired earnestly to make Bega
his wife; an embassy was sent to Ireland, and was
favourably rececived by the king, whereupon the prince
betook himself to the Irish shores to wed the lovely
Bega. -

But his hopes, though apparently so near being
realized, were destined to a far less happy end; for on
the evening prior to the day on which the dreaded
ceremony was to be performed, the court being sunk in
riot and drunkenness, Bega bethought hersclf‘how she
might yet escape. Having prayed for deliverance; it
was revealed to her that a ship would be provided to
take her to Britain, and a bracelet was given her.
Rising to seek the promised vessel, all the portals fly
open before the mysterious bracelet, and, on clearing
the palace boundaries, she finds the ship in readiness.

The voyage is rough, and destruction well-nigh over-
whelms Bega and her companions on that headland
where, according to a vow made during the storm, she
built & holy house, on the site of which now stands the
church of St. Bees. ]

This legend places the midsummer fall of snow mauy
years later, when De Meschines was Lord of Copeland.
At a former period De Meschines had been a devout
man, when, having solicited and received six monks,
with their prior, from York, he-had placed them at
Kirkby Begogh, or Beacock, now St. Bees, and had
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given the town with oertain lands to “God snd St.
Mary,” building a cell to the honour of 8t. Bega. After
a time, however, he repented, and listened to the tales
that were told of the monks, and entered into a law-
suit with them on account of the lands. Midsummer-
day having been fixed for decision, the contending
parties met; when, lo! the whole cause of strife was
covered with snow ! Thus was the suit miraculously
ended, and De Mescines was left to his chagrin.

Having seen what tradition says of the founding of
St. Bees’ Abbey, we will now look at its present condi-
tion. Of the abbey, strictly so called, all that remains is
the name, which is attached to a farm-house on the north
side of the church. A ruined gate-house was removed
about thirty years ago,and thus the church was left sole
remnant of this once substantial establishment.

Built of red sandstone, St. Bees’' church consists of
a choir and transepts, a central tower, and nave with
aisles; its architectural styles are various, and contain
Norman, Transition, and early English, together with
more modern additions of a character wholly unsuited
to a sacred edifice. The west door is Norman, plain
and bold, but, owing to the soft nature of the stone, it
is much injured by time. The aisles are divided from
the nave by two arcades of early English arches, spring-
ing from pillars alternately round and octagonal, with
the exception of one, which is clustered. The windows
in the aisles are plain square sashes of modern inser-
tion, and those of the clerestory are of about the time
of the Reformation.

The entire building is in a state much to be deplored.
The nave and aisles only are used as a parish church,
being open for daily morning prayer during the terms
of the college ; the tower and south transept are walled
off from the nave and aisles, as well as from the choir
and north transept, and are used as a receptacle for the
parish hearse, and also for lumber of all kinds. The
tower, which stands upon four fine pointed arches, is
only a square in height, the parapet being modern and
embattled. There is a staircase turret at the north-east
angle, near the entrance to which, in the north tran-
sept, is an ancient piscina.

At the east end of the choir, three beautiful lancets
rise from a string, the centre onc higher than the
others; in the interior, betwecn them, are two tiers of
niches, with clustered shafts and ornamented capitals,
having a common dripstone round the whole ; but these
windows, in common with all others in the building,
are disfigured by modern sashes. The north side of the
choir has lancet windows, the two nearest the east
being larger and more ornamented than the others.
The south side contains an arcade of well-moulded
arches, evidently showing that a side chapel or aisle
was formerly attached.

The font, which stands within a rail at the west end
of the nave, is uncommon in its form, viz., that of a
hexagon ; the heauty of it, however, is marred by a coat
of paint, and the ancient drain is stopped and uscless.

In the churchyard are two recumbent figures,
evidently removed from altar-tombs, but so much in-
jured as to be past the hope of restoration. Besides
these, there are the remains of two ancient crosses;
one, from which it is probable that the funeral service
was read, and to which worshippers resorted for prayer
in times prior to the Reformation ; the other merely the
appropriate mark of some Christian’s grave.

VOL. Vi1,

Until the year 1819, the choir of the church had-been
long: unroofed, but in that year it was patched up, and
with the north transopt converted to the uses of a col-
lege for divinity students, which was then founded by
the Bishop of Chester, Dr. Law, with the consent and
oco-operation of the late Earl of Lonsdale. The choir is
divided into two parts, the larger of which is used as a
college hall, the smaller as a library, while the north
transept serves as a lecture-room. In the library are
some good works, and also o good portrait of Dr. Ainger,
the first principal, by Lonsdale, R.A., presented by the
students. .

Those who kecp the required number of four terms,
extending over a period of two years, are received from
this college as candidates for holy orders. The course
of atudy is strictly theological, and the knowledge of
the students is tested by a searching examination of
four days’ duration at the close of each term. There
arc no other buildings than those already named ;
the men, therefore, have rooms in the village, hired

-under a licence from the principal, and thus afford a

source of maintenance to a large number of the inhabi-
tants. At present, about one hundred men are re-
ceiving lectures from the principal, (the Rev. R. Par-
kinson, B.D.,, Canon of Manchester, and formerly
Hulsean Lecturer at Cambridge,) and from the tutor
and two theological lecturers. The principal is also
incumbent of the parish, and the other clergymen act
a8 his curates, as well as assist him in the college.

Dr. Ainger, the first principal, died in 1840,and was
succeeded -by the Rev. R. P. Buddicprn, M.A. F.R.S,,
who had raised the number of students to about ninety,
when his lamented death deprived the world of a sound
scholar, and his pupils of a kind friend. This sad
event took place on the 1st of July, 1846; and soon
after the present principal was appointed ; who possesses
tho advantage of intimate acquaintance with the
college, having been lecturer during the time in which
Dr. Ainger was principal. Under the sound instruction
and judicious care of Canon Parkinson, the .college
promises to increase still more, as well in usefulness, as
in the number of students ; and in expressing our wish
that this promise may be realised, we cannot do so
better, than in the following lines from Wordsworth :—

“Oh ! may that power, who hushed the stormy sess,
And cleared the way for the first votaries;
Prosper the new-born College of St. Bee's !

We must not omit to make mention of a native of
this parish, who rose to the highest eminence in the
church ; viz. Archbishop Grindal,' who was born in
the township of Hensingham, a.p. 1519, and who
through all his life bore a ““ tender and affectionate love
towards the place of his birth.” But his greatest bene-
faction to the parish was, the founding of “the Frce
Grammar 8chool of Edmund Grindal, Archbishop of
Canterbury.” The school was not actually founded
during the Archbishop’s life, but his executors carried

out his pious intentions, and the school was incorpo-

rated June 156th, 1585. By his will, Grindal provided
for the building, furnishing, and maintenance of this
foundation, and also left funds for establishing a fellow-
ship, and two scholarships, at both Queen’s and Pem-
broke colleges, Oxford, and a scholarship at Magdalen

(1) See Strype's Life of Grindal.
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college, Cambridge; desiring that all the said fellows |
and scholars be chosen from his school at St. Bees.

Many other benefactions have in later years been
uade to this school, which possesses a large property,
though the value of it is lamentably lessened, by many
of the ostates baving been negligently leased for as long
& period as 1000 years ; notwithstanding this disadvan-
tage, however, the school is prospering, for a few years
since the old building was repaired, and & new one on
a large scale was added, the whole forming a good
quadrazgle; the main entrance being ornamented
with the arms of the founder, and the appropriate
motto, “ Ingredere ut proficias.”

The number of pupils is about 170, all of whom are

educated freely ; those from a distance, of course, paying
| for their board.
i The present head master is the Bev. Miles Atkinson,
- late fellow of Queon's college, Oxford, and Craven's
i scholar; who is assisted in his “delightful task” by
four under masters.

Previous to the establishment of the Clerical College,
it was customary for youths, after having left thif
school in the regular course, to return at the age of twenty-
two, and read for a year in what was called “the
Priests’ class,” whence they were admitted into holy
Orders. This, however, has long ceased to be the cass.

Much more might be said, did space permit, of Grin-
dal's benefactions to the parish, but I must use my few
remaining lines to record the fact that Grindal’s suc-
cossor in the sees both of London and York was a
native of the same township as himself; and though
Edwin Sandys wis Grindal's senior by some years, they
lived “both in adversity and in prosperity as brothers
together.”

In taking leave of our subject, it will not be out of
place, or unnatural, to express an carnest hope, that,
possessing a school so richly endowed, a college so
eminently useful, with the advantages of sea-bathing,
and of railway communication with every part of the
kingdom, this hitherto secluded village may Lecome
more known and appreciated, and that good days are
yet in store for the erst quiet and romantic landing-
place of the tempest-driven Bega. C. M.

————

THE REFUGE IN DESVAIR,
BY JOIN C. BOYCE.
Gn}n spirit of the nightfall! wrap thy darkest robe around
thee ;
Bid the fiends of desolation all, a ghastly troop, surround thee ;
Bid & thousand awful thunders rouse the surges from their sleep ;
Bid a thousand lightnings revel in the mazes of the deep |

Heed not the trembling seaman’s cry, as, clinging to the mast,
He lifts the voice of agony, far wafted by the blast ;

Be the only sound that answers him the curlew’s boding scream,
Nor let one ray of comfort o’er his maddened spirit gleam !

Whilst the lurid light is flashing, *mid the darkness and the
storm,

Oh, bring before his anguish’d wife her hushand’s sinking form !

"Then bid her, dreaming wildly, see his body on the shore,

And whisper to his little oncs, their father is no more !

Do more than this: yet e’er, amid the ravings of despair, .
Thut God, whose path isin the deep, hears the half-stifled prayer!
Seaman | be not disconsolate ! though ocean be /4y grave,

His arm shall shield thy friendless ones, omnipotent to save.

THE CISSOR.

- “ Pour-and-twenty tailors all in a row.”

TroueH too well accustomed to the swaggering
nomenclature of the present day to be very easily
imposed upon; though fully aware that there are no
butchers now, but that we are indebted for our
shoulders of mutton and shins of beef to PURVEYORS ;
though we know well that densists are never heard of,
but that your aching tooth is extracted, or your carious
one stuffed, by a GENTLEMAN who offers PROFESSIONAL
AID; and though when we were in swaddling clothes
the race of failors was fast evaporating and has long
become extinct, our trousers being fitted and our waist-
coats shaped by arT1sTS; while pastry-cooks are become
CATE-RERS to the public taste (not a bad name that, by
the way), and Aaberdashers rank as silk and lace
MERCHANTS,—knowing all this, and having happened to
sce very frequently the “ puffs ”—may we use the plain
English word?—pocsy or prose, displaying the shining
cxcellences of Warren’s blacking, (written in former
days, it is said, by Byron,) and numberless other

1

advertiscments, we were hardly prepared to be taken

in by anything in the shape of a “ puffing * placard.

But we were. ¢

‘Wars and rumours of wars, distrcss of nations,
perplexity, men’s hearts failing them for fear,—all
thesc signs scem to be brought before us now, and
woe to him who scorns the warning: it s serious.
‘We cannot look at the state of Europe at this time,
and think lightly of these demonstrations.

Still we could smile, and did, at theidea of opening
all the water-locks, flooding Kennington Common, and
80 damping the ardour of the patriots who were to
assemble there on the widely announced 10th of
April, (a delay or procrastination, as we saw pencilled
by some witty person on the Lord Mayor’s placard, of
the 1st of April); though we feared and knew the
excitement was too powerful to be quenched, however
it might be damped, by the “cold water cure” pro-
pounded.

Well then, we rcpeat, however generally aware of
the trading humbug of the day, still, our thoughts
being engrossed by Chartism, Fraternization and
Equality, and the expected terrible demonstration of
the forthcoming 10th of April, we were startled, when
plodding onward to the hospitable rus in wrie of a
friend in the environs of London, to see printed bills
in the hands of numerous persons on which our eye
distinetly traced the words

““ PROCLAMATION,
A REPUBLIC IN ENGLAND.”

Further we could not decipher, albeit we much
wished to learn the cognomens of our English
Lamartines, Rollins, and Aragos.

The distributor of the announcements—(we must
not say bill-sticker) was not to be seen: we had not
oourage to address any of the full-grown bearded
republicans (for so our fancy painted them all) who
carried them; but at last we met a little girl, some
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seven'or eight years old, who held one with seemingly
10 more conoern or interest than she did her spelling-
beok; and from her, for the bribe of one halfpenny., the
offer of which made the child open her eyes amazingly
wide, we obtained the bill. Thus ran the opening
paragraphs :—
“ PROCLAMATION.
A REPUBLIC IN ENGLAND.

« Fellow Countrymen !

«A retrograde monopoly has been overturned by
the public spirit of two citizens !

«For centuries have ye groaned under the #kigh
prices and inferior articles of the clothiers of London.
A revolution has however been effected by * * * * *

“The complaints of the people have happily not
been made in vain. They have secured a national and
popular clothing establishment where excellence is
combined with economy, in accordancc with the
rights, the progress, and the will of this great aund
generous nation.

“ A Provisional Government at the call of the
people has been invested with the care of organizing
and securing the national pre-eminence in dress.

¢'Phe earliest fashions; the newest pattcrns; the
best workmen; the finest fabrics; and the most
finished modistcs.

“Such is the Tailoring Establishment England owes
to hersclf.

“ MONOPOLY HAS ABDICATED.”

Hurrah for tailors! thought we. This is certainly
a cut above common ; the thing is skaped to a nicety;
this fits the times exacily ; and cannot bub sui¢ the
people. And so, our immediate fears for our good
Queen Victoria and her charming family being relieved,
we fell into a reveric on tailoring, the oldest of the
arts, the most useful of the crafts, and, if its pro-
fessors may be believed, one of the most philosophical
of the sciences. It is not long since we copied the
following paragraph from a book called “The Tailor’s
Philosophy,” a kind of scientific guide-book in the
art of shaping, for the use of less cnlightened members
of the tailor brotherhood.

“What is scicnce ? 'We perhaps have a right to ask
ourselves this question, that we may better understand
a word which we so commonly use. Truth is the
soul of science, and the object we search for, and ’tis
by science that we find it. Then truth is demon-
strated by a demonstrating power or system, which is
called science, and which, in the beauty of its evidence,
is a continual yielding of a knowledge of truth, in
proportion to our knowledge of science itself. Science
is a demonstrating medium to truth; and truth the
cffect of this demonstrating medium, by which it (the
truth) is made known to us.”

After this

¢ Be dumb, ye railers,
4 And never but in honour, call out ¢ Tailors!'” .

It certainly is strange, considering the ancientness
of the calling, the usefulness of the trade, that the

word Tailor should ever alist be considered as a
term of reproach or contempt, in a way that is never
thought of as regards a hosier, a shoemaker, or any
other craftsman. “Why, e rides like a tailor I is
the sneering term of reproach applied to one not
remarkable for skill or grace in the most noble art of
horsemanship. “Why, yog ninth part of a man,
you tailor I is generally thought sufficient to an-
nihilate any body who has a grain of pride, or a
particle of feeling; and Shakspeare addresses a tailor
as if he werc the embodiment of only the very smallest
possible portion, the very minutest homeopathic dose
of humanity.
“Thou thread,
“Thouthimble . . . .........

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail,

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou :

Braved in mine own house with a skein of thread !

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant.”
Taming of the Shrew.

Now, with all deference to Shakspeare and others,
this is mistaken treatment. If pride of ancestry, if a
long lineage be subject of boast, who has so mush
reason to be proud as the Cissor himself P yet is
nothing more common than to hear him railed at as a
sneaking white-livered sort of animal, by those who
look only on the surface of things,—and tailors. Their
warlike qualifications none can deny

“ For tho’ no swords they draw, no daggers shake,

Yet can their warriors a quietus make

‘With a bare bodkin ;"
and whatever might be their weapons, history records
an instance of their undaunted resolution. In 1226,
250 tailors fought in a pitched battle against an equal
number of goldsmiths: many were killed and wounded
on cach side, but not a tailor’s son amongst ’em would
“give in,” till the sheriffs, with the city posse comitatis
apprehended the ringleaders, thirteen of whom were
condemned and executed. .

One of the greatest herocs of olden time, Sir John
Hawkwood, better known as “John of the Needle,” was
brought up on a tailor’s shop-bonrd; but hurried on
by an impulse too strong for resistance, he enlisted in
the foreign wars, was distinguished by indomitable
valour, received the honour of knighthood from the
hands of our Black Prince, married the daughter of
the Duke of Milan, lived in wealth and glory, and
died in honour.

The very name of the tailors, their ancient name, is
inspiriting. “Linen Armourers” they were called :
armourers ! the very term fills you with glowing and
beroic feclings; and though not so happy in his
cognomen as the “falcon of the wood”! to whose
achievements we have just referred, is there onc in
a thousand unacquainted with that magnanimous
brother of the craft who rejoiced in the cuphonious
appellation of Feeble?

¢ Shallow. Francis Feeble!
Feeble. Here, sir.
Falstaff. What trade art thou, Feeble ?
Fee. A woman’s tailor, sir.
Shal. Shall I prick him, sir?

(1) Sir John Iawkwood.
c?2
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Fai. You may: but ifhe had boen a man's tailor, he would
have pricked you, Wit thon make as many holes in an enemy's
battle, as thou hast done in a woman's petticodt?

Feo. I wilt do my good will, you can have no more.

Faé. Well sald, good woman’s tailor! well sald, courageous
Peeble ! thou wilt be as vallant as the wrathful dove, or most
magnanimous mouse. Prick the woman's tailor.”

Nor is the tailor’s craft deficient in dignity; for no
other trade can boast so much royal and noble blood.
‘Well may it be a common observation, that

+ }is mien is noble, and bespeaks the taflor,”

when we find that no Icss than ten kings of England,’
threc princes, twenty-sevenbishops, twenty-six dukes,
forty-scven carls, eighty-onc lords, and (mirabile dictuf)
sixteen lord mayors have courted entrance into their
brotherhood.

Many controversies have arisen between the tailors
and the gardeners, as to the antiquity of their
respective crafts ; all other trades yielding preccdence
to these. The gardemers say that Adam practised
their profession while in a state of innocence in Eden.
This the tailors strenuously deny, and assert that
until the fauz pas of Eve, the happy pair lived com-
pletely in the style of a modern gentleman and his
wife (with the cxception of their not having separate
establishments); that they did not so much as make
their own beds (garden beds, of coursc) until after
their expulsion from Paradisc ; and that consequently
the fig-leaf apron was the product of their first manual
labour. That this was an operation connceted with
the tailoring department, few can doubt.

Whether Adam actually put his hand to the manu-
facture of this garment, we cunnot positively affirm.
As far as we can judge from the premises submitted
1o us, we should rather incline to the opinion that he
merely superintended the work; for in very early
times it appears that this profession was chicfly ex-
ercised by women, as is evident from seriptural and
classical passages. The Joose and flowing gurments

i of the ancient world would be work suited to the
* soft and taper fingers of the fair scx, when dresses

were

“Tho' close, yet easy ; decent, but vt dull ;

Short, but not scanty; without buckram, full.”
But when, in the progress of fashion, the male animal
began to encase his legs in those “ indispensable re-
quisites for gentlemen,” those * continuations,” to
which modern delicacy forbids any thing more than
the most distant allusion to be made; and when the
tail, which Lord Monboddo asserts has been worn
away from the dorsal region, began by human in-
genuity to be appended to his upper vestment; and
when the ladies, following the example of the lords
of the creation, began to distort the proportions
which nature had assigned to them, to squecze in
one part unnaturally, to inflate another, in fact to
take Vestris rather than Venus as their model of
female perfection, and to exchange the ease and grace
which nature loves for the discomfort of starch and

(1) Edward III. and IV: Richard II and ITI: Henry IV. V.
VI. and VII: Charles I. and James II.

stays, and frills, and furbclows, and hoops, ' and
farthingales ; then indeed the manifold plaitings and
puckerings, necessary to be wrought in buckram and
other almost impenetrable materials, became too
much for female strengfh to accomplish, and the
whole art of dress, with the exception of the finest
embroiderics, appears to have been committed to
masculine fingers, as is evident from the frequent
mention of “ women’s tailors,” in works of that time.

That a tailor is only the ninth part of a man—or in
other words, that it takes nine tailors to make a man;
and that the most heroic of them, cven the valiant
Sir Jobn Hawkwood himself, could only say that
“The ninth part of Brutus struts in me,”—is an
opinion diffused through the wide world. It is
uncontroverted, and has been embraced, not by the
ignorant and vulgar merely, but by some of the
cleverest and best informed men. For instance, by
Curran, the Irish barrister. He is known to have
been a shrewd and clear-sighted man, and therefore
his sentiments on the subject cannot but be received
with respect. It is recorded that on a certain oc-
casion, he was the much honoured guest of eighlecn
tailors; and on leaving the convivial circle after
dinner, he made a low bow, saying very explicitly,

“Gentlemen, I have the honour to wish you otk :

good cvening.”
Though this will doubtless be considered, even by
the most sceptical, as convincing proof of the truth of

the adage, that it requires “nine tailors to make a
man,” still it hardly accounts satisfactorily for the
circumstances. Somc say it is because it requires

nine tailors to build up a modern dandy; but that
this is not the meaning is evident from the stress the
proverb lays upon the word men : unine tailors make a
MAN; here it is evident the word man is not used in
its generic sense as denoting one of the human race;
homo, a man, or a dandy, or a woman; but in the
sense of vir—a real bona fide man.

The derivation of the word fuilor is an awkward
one; itisfrom Zazller to cut, or prunc, and is generally
supposcd to bear some reference to those prunings
which gave origin to the now classical word, cABBAGE.
This propensity to, or rather this innate necessity for

cabbaging, which influences the tailor of all ages and
countries, is said to have originated in a theft of a :

peculiar description committed by a tailor on Aimself.
The incident is detailed very circumstantially, but too
diffusely for quotation, in an old work, an editio
princeps, which we have secn. Here the tailor makes
an excursion to hell, as did ZEncas before him, and
there loscs his conscience. So that . cubbaging is
really indispensable.

The Livery Companies of London, of which the :
Merehant Taylors is one of the most considerable and
one of the most ancicnt, derive their origin from the :

old associations called Gilds. These were both

ecclesiastical and secular; but with the secular ones |
were combined many religious observances, formerly

rigidly adhered to.

The Fishmongers and the Zinen Armourers obtaived




" the first charter, which was accorded to them by
 Edward-the First.

The tailor and draper anciently went hand in hand,
! not merely as members of the same fraternity, but as
equally contributing to furnish the necessary articles
of clothing. The cissor, or tailor, made, as we have
remarked before, both men’s and women’s apparel.
In the time of Edward the First, the king, queen,
prince, and the king’s daughtcr, the countess of
Holland, had each their separate cissor.

The original gild of this company is called in the
ancient licences and confirmations granted to it,
«@ilda Armararij;” afterwards * Cissoribus et Ar-
murijs Jinearum armurata Civat. Lond;® ¢ ¥ra-
ternitate Cissorum;” “Scissoribus et Armurarij lin-
carum Armurata, Mercatores, Scissores,” &c.; names all
arising from their being anciently both tailors and
cutters; and also making the padding and interior
lining of armour, as well as manufacturing garments.
Their firstlicence is stated by Stowe to have been
* granted 28 Edward 1., when they were confirmed by
© the name of *“Taylors and Linen Arnmnourers of the
- fraternity of St. John the Baptist.”

——

DREAMS,
BY ANNAREL C—,
STEALING through the gate of sleep
With an ever restless motion,
Like the waves upon the ocean,
Visions o’er us creep,

Voices by us long unheard
T'o our wakeful souls appealing,
Reaching to the depths of fecling
By a single word,

Is it then our spirits mect
Really and with mystic union ;
Hoid again their lost communion,—
Lost, but oh | how sweet !

Does the grave resign its power P
Soaring up on spirit’s pinion ;
Do we hold in their dominion

Converse for the hour P

Do the well-loved absent come,
And in spirit truly meet us,
Coming joyfully to greet us

From some distant home P

There are they who made home fair,
The deep-loving, the true-hearted ;
Then it scems we ne’er have parted,

Never left them there,

18 it then in sleep the soul
Leaves the idle body lying,
And to other regions flying

Mocks at its control P

If *twere 80, how bright the dream
That the friends we loved were near us,
Hov'ring o’er our sleep to choer us,
Bright like summer beam ;
Coming forth to light the sky
That hath been all darkly shrouded,
' Brighter that with tempeet clouded
Heavedi around doth lie !
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STQRY OF A FAMILY.

BY 8. M,
AUTHORESS OF “THE MAIDEN AUNT,” ETC.

Crarter V.

WiAT apoem was the childflood of Ida! It is not
to be described. It was like the growth of a flower
in some woodland recess by the side of cool waters—
free, peaceful, beautiful,—fostered by a thousand
tender influences from sky, earth, and air—yet deve-
loping into perfect symmetry under the authority of
an unchangeable, though invisible law.

It was well for Percy that he had such a fricnd as
Mr. Becket, to dircct rather than to restrain his ardour ;

otherwise, his brother’s fears, that he would experi- |

mentalize a little too freely in the course of realizing
his educational theories, might have proved not wholly
without foundation. The good old man, being now
quite incapable of performing his regular parochial

duties, resigned his living, and consented to pass the.

remainder of his days with his former pupil. They
chose a retired and very lovely spot on the coast of
Cornwall, where a small fishing village stood in a
perfect nest of wood between two sloping downs,
which rose steeply on either side, and terminated in
precipitous and irregular cliffs towards the sea.* About
half a mile from the hamlet stood a solitary house,
which had been built for a whim by the owner of the
neighbouring cstates, and left unoccupied for some
years ; it was the only abode above the character of a
cottage which the country posscssed, for Sheldon,
the nearest town, though not very distant by actual
measurement, could not be reached without crossing
the river which flowed through that pleasant valley,
and boasted but a single bridge, some three miles
from its debouchure into the sca. Tercy at onee
purchased this house and the adjoining land, and
speedily enclosed a large garden, extending to the
extreme edge of the clif and bounded there by
a raised terrace-walk, half a mile in length, which
commanded & magnificent view of the sea and the
curved and rocky line of coast. On the right, the
garden was joined by a wide and irregular extent of
down, stretching as far as the river, on the opposite

bank of which stood Sheldon; on the left its fence !

skirted the top of that green slope, beneath which
the tiny village of Croye, embosomed in its trees, and

pointing skywards with its slender white spire, looked |

like the perfect representation of peace. Several
other fishing-villages were scattered along the coast at
various distanccs, but they were all comprehended in
ihe parish of Croye, which, small as it was, was yct
the most considerable of them. The bending course
of the river concealed the town from view, so that the
seclusion of the place was complete; and when the
first wonder at Croye-house having obtained a tenant
had subsided, and gossip had done its worst, in sur-
mising the causes of that tenant’s resolute though

N (1) Continued from page 260
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courteons withdrawal from the social civilitics tendered
to him, Percy was allowed to enjoy his solitude and
indulge his dreams unmolested.  Mr. Becket had at
first questionsd the wisdom of the scheme in some
particulars, but it was not difficult to remove his
objections.

“It is not,” said Percy,  as though my Ida were to
live here all her life, or even any considerable portion
of it. A limit is fixed ; nt eighteen she is to be intro-
duced into the world. I cannot help this if I would,
and I am by no means sure that I would if T could.
But till that time she is my own. I am not going to
impose upon her anything like loneliness; with our
poor neighbours I mean at once to establish as fami-

“liar and affectionate an intercourse as I can, and it
will be hard if we cannot find some one among them
near her own age, and sufficiently capable of refine-
ment to be in some measure a companion. But her
mind, her soul, her spi:it—these shall be mine—and
yours—and——" he looked reverently upward, and did
not finish the sentence.  After an instant’s pause he
resumed—* And, please God, we will make her lite-
rally as happy as the day is long; in childhood, at
least, this may rightly be attempted, and may even
succoed.”

And they did succeed. Save hy sympathy with
the distressed around her, by penitence for childish
errors, few and far between, by sclf-denials gently
imposed and checrfully aceepted, the child Ida knew
not a sorrow. As onc soft notc may swell gradually
into the fulness of a perfect harmony, so did her
infancy grow into girlhood, losing no grace, hut deve-
loping all. er manncr of life was very simple and
regular. Morning and cvening were hallowed by
worship in the village church ; the intervening hours
were occupied by study, by sports, by long rambles
upon the sea-shore, and kindly visits among the poor
inhabitants of Croye. Almost every moment of a life
like this might be said, in onc sense, to be a part of
religious training ; the more dircet instructions whih
she received, were simply and briefly imparted b
Mr. Becket, to whom also her tearful acknowledg-
ments of faults comnitted, or dutics forgotien, were
made weekly, as a preparation for the Sunday scrvices.
She was most scdulously trained in a habit of rever-
ence; at the name of God her young voicc would
falter, and lcr little hands involuntarily clasp upon
each other, as if in momentary prayer. One room in
the housc was sct apart, and never entered cxcept for
prayer, or religious reading and instruction ; the walls
of it were hung with a few copies from the finest old
paintings, which, in imitation of the remembered
habit of hor innocent and lovely mother, she was
taught on festive oceasions to decorate with garlands
of flowers. Here, sitting at the feet of her father
and her venerable teacher, with her whole soul glis-
tening in her upturned eyes, she received humbly
such things as she was required to know and to belicve,
repeated with timid carnestness the lessons she had
been taught, or listened, with glowing cheeks and
beating heart, toerecords of holy men of old, “the

noble army of martyrs,” “the goodly fellowship of
prophets,” “the glorious company of apostles,” and of
Him in and for Whom these all lived and died. If
she needed punishment, which was very seldom, none
was found so effectual as to exclude her for a season
from this chamber; the severe penalty of prohibition
to attend the church service was named as a warning,
but never inflicted. In all her rewards and pleasures
she was taught as far as possible to associite the
poor around her; on feast days there was always an
assembly of the village children at Croye-house, where
it was Ida’s delight to preside at the banquet, to dis-
tribute presents to the best conducted among her
youthful guests, and to join in their games afterwards,
which generally were concluded by a dance upon the
lawn.

Percy’s only difficulty was one which did not at
first make itself felt, and which afterwards presented
itself rather in the shape of a natural fear that some
good might be missed, than as an observation that
some cvil had heen incurred. He needed the help of
a woman for the due training of a woman, and this
he had not. An old servant, who had been house-
keeper at Evelyn Manor in the days of his carly
childhood, who had refused to leave the family in
their adversity, and had received with joyful gratitude
her “darling Master Percy’s” summons to come and
preside over his present establishment, supplied this
want during the first few years. She taught the little
Ida ncedlework, superintended her toilette, helped
her to learn her lessons, and initiated her into sundry
august formalitics, which were estcemed inviolable,
which were certainly harmless, and which were perkaps
(we speak with diffidence) unnecessary. The good
lady either possessed naturally, or acquired in an
atmosphere where it would have been diflicult #of to
acquire it, a refinement above her station; and she was
never obnoxious to her master, except when she ex-
postulated with him concerning the rents and fissures
produced in Ida’s garments by certain racings and
rompings which she decmed superfluous, or mildly
withstood the awful suddenness with which Le some-
times proposed an impossible pic-nie, basing her
arguments upon the state of the larder, or the chro-
nology of market days, whereby she rose into a region
beyond his reach, and was therefore secure from refu-
tation.  She was lonest, industrious, and warmly
affectionate, and it was thercfore not difficult to bear
with her little faults of temper, especially as her love
of management generally rather showed itself in the

form of suggestion than of opposition, owever, if

Mr. Becket ever wanted to tease his friend and pupil,
it was only necessary to allude to Mrs. Vickars’s

government of him as an established fact, and the thing |

was done. There was just enough truth in the aceu-
sation to make it unpalatable; it was, moreover, so
utterly inconsistent with all Percy’s theories that it
should be true, that he never could suffer it to pass
without claboratcly justifying himself, in the course
of which justification some admission seldom failed
to escapc him, which strengthened his adyersary’s
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hands. One fact was certainly remarkable, consid ﬁr-
ing the independence which he professed. He
l;-g'er chl:xtxtgyed t';n!;mdinner-hour if he eould help it.
When such a change was unavoidable, he generally
conveyed the intimation of it to Mrs. Vickars through
another servant, and went out for a walk immediately
afterwards.

1da’s capacity for art was perhaps the faculty which

' reccived more assiduous cultivation than any other,

and which repaid it most abundantly. She was taught

" music before she began her alphabet. At first, and

indeed for some years, she learned solely by ear.
When quite an infant, her father would place her on
his knee and play to her simple melodies on the organ
or piano; after a while he began to accustom her to
distinguish notes, and detect intervals by their sound
alone. This was a species of game, and in time she
became quite expert, her car being thus trained to a
very uncommon accuracy and delicacy. Then first
her own little hands were placed on the instrument,
and carefully guided for a while lest she should uncon-
sciously grow accustomed to discords of her own pro-
ducing. At seven years old, when she began the
study of music in the ordinary inanner, she could
already play by car any easy tune that was sung to
her, and even accompany it with some of the simpler

. harmonies. Art was in Percy’s view a great and

mysterious instrument in the elevation of the human
being; it was man’s crention (let this be reverently
understood, coupled with the unfailing acknowledg-
ment, that the creative power is from above), wherein
he is suffered to repair, half by instinct, half by labour,
the disorders which the Fall has wrought in God’s
visible work, and to symbolize, if he cannot produce,
perfection. That this instrument should he abused
to the service of Satan, and should then become one
of the deadlicst weapons in the armoury of cvil,
seemed to him but one amoug many illustrations of

* that great law by which privileges are associated with

dangers, and gifts with responsibilities.

Is it necessary to understand these things, in order
to believe in them * Do we refuse to walk because we
know not how the will acts upon the muscles ? Life

* is a climbing upwards by the help of unseen hands;
" if we reject those invisible assistants, we are scorning

the ministry of angels, and we must necds remain
upon the earth, from which they wait to raise us.

But here again, as time went on, Percy began to
fecl a deficiency. He wanted his child to obtain a
perfect mastery over the material of her art, and he
himself had neither decp science nor manual dexterity.

- The idea of a governess once or twice passed across

|
|
|
1
|
|
!
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his mind, and was very hastily dismissed. He shrank
from it inexpressibly, yet the arguments in its favour
were so unanswerable, that he did not like to consider
them, and was quite afraid of consulting Mr. Becket.
Sheldon was' the only other resource; Ida was in the
_ habit of going there once a-week under Mrs. Vickars’s
i decorous chaperonage, to receive a lesson in dancing ;
. if he could find any one there whom he thought com-
“petent, she might learn music also. But this scheme

offered no solution of his other difficulty ; the want of
feminine co-operation and superintendence in the
training of his darling. Ie was getting seriounsly
uncasy. He questioned himself sternly whether his
scruples were selfish, and on this point could not be
quite satisfied. There was the certainty of much dis-
comfort to himself, the daubt of good being eventually
attained, the risk of harm to Ida, whose young cha-
racter was bright and delicatc as the wing of a butterfly,
capable of irreparable injury (so he feared) from one
incautious touch. Then he began to fear that the
difficulty foreseen by Alexander was really coming to
pass; his theory was failing, and proving impracti-
cable. Yet, if so, he must have unconsciously de- |!
parted from his own principle. He was pacing the
terrace in the glorious twilight of a July evening, |
weighing and re-weighing all these harassing thoughts,
and sceretly despising himself for the cowardice which
e would not confess cven to himself, and which pre-
vented him from at ouce secking his usual counsellor,
and abiding by his decision. The sun had dived
beneath the far edge of the broad calm sea, the sky
overhead was a vast canopy of pale lustrous bluc; on
the western horizon rose a hcavy battlement of dark
cloud, all penetrated and transformed by the rose-
coloured light, and occasionally sending forth a mo-
mentary and harmless flash ; in the clear heaven above,
the moon stood round and white, like a ball of silver.
Percy stood still, and dreamily watched the passage of
a sea-gull that was skimming the surface of the water;
he saw the edge of its beautiful wing, a pure dead
white in the shadow, crystal in the moonbeams, and
radiant erimson as it crossed the blaze left by the
departed sun.

“ Beautiful in itsclf,” said he, half unconsciously,
“and so beautiful in all aspects and under all changes.
But if the wing itself were broken or stained, neither
sun, moon, nor shadow could restore it. Now it
makes eachcircumsiance into a new adornment—zker
—but, God forbid!” The voicc of Ida broke his
roverie ; she came bounding along the terrace like a
young greyhound, her golden curls still, as formerly,
floating all unconfined about her shoulders, her dress
white, her face full of bright iunocent eagerness. She
was now just eleven years old.

* The post, papa, a letter!” eried she, holding it
forth, but catching him by both hands as she pre-
sented it,  only don’t read it, please, quite yet. I
have something to say of sueh consequence—there is
something Fowish so very much to do.”

“ Well, my darling, don’t lose a minute; never
mind stopping to take breath-—now then, what is it ?”

“ It is not a joke, dear papa, it is something quite
real. There is that lady, that pale young lady in a
black dress, who has come to live at Croye; I am
sure you know who I mean, because she comes to
church every day, and you said how hcautifally she

“ .Yes, T remember,—what of her ?”
“ Every day directly after service she goes awmy,”
continued the panting Ida, I do not know where;

—
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but she always goes past the gate of the garden; I
have seen her very often, und she comes back ‘the
same way in the evening. And she lodges at Grace
Turner’s, down close by the sea side ; and I think she
is very poor. And, you see, she cannot buy flowers for
herself, and Mrs, Vickars won’t let me give her some.”
Here Ida's voice faltered, and her eyes became de-
cidedly *“ more bright than clear.”

“ Bat, my dcar child—"

“ Oh! papa, please don’t say ‘but’ till I have ex-
plained. Ihave not explained it yet—may I tell you
some more hefore you say what 1 am to do ?”

“ Yes, yes, pray lel me have the full explanation,”
returned her father, putting his arm round her slight
waist. “ A{ present I own I am a good deal bewil-
dered. 1Is it always right to give flowers to poor
people when they lodge close by the sea-side P And
what has Mrs. Vickars to do with it ¥

Ida laughed.

“ The reason is,” said she, trying to speak very
sedately, “ that she has a little tiny box along the edge
of her room window, with some mignonette in it ;
and I could sce inside when I was down on the sands,
und I saw two flowerpots, I did indced, paps, and one
of them had some pinks in it, and the other had a
dead rose trec. I am sure she was 5o sorry when that
rose tree died. * And when she goes past every day,
shic always has a pink or a little bit of mignonette in
her dress, and when she comes back in the cvening it
is always quite faded. AndIam sure she is very
poor, becausc her dress looks very old, and I saw
threc darns in it——only you don’t know what darns
are, papa—but they are very tiresome mendings when
anything is torn. And I gathered such a beautiful
nosegay—look here, all out of myown garden; roses and
pinks, and stocks, and jessamine, and verbena, and &
great many more. And I was waiting for her, because
it is nearly the time that she always comes, and I was
going 1o run out at the gate and give it. 1o her, and
Mrs. Vickars says I must not. She says that you
don’t visit her, and T mustn’t introduce myself; and
80, papa, 1 was thinking if you would just visit her
only once, you know, it would not be a great deal of
trouble, and then 1 might always do it afterwards.
And 1 never meant to introduce myself, or say any-
thing about who I am; I wanted her never to know;
I meant o run out quick and give her the flowers
without saying a word, and come back again just as if
I was a fuiry. Grace Turicr believes in fairies, I know,
and perhaps this lady docs too; so I thought perhaps
she might really think I twasa fairy.”

Percy did not think such a supposition quite im-
possible.

“Oh papa, papa!” exclaimed Ida, as he paused,
“ the time must be so nearly come, and I shall be too
late.”

He kissed her forehead and rcleased her from his
arm. “ You may go, darling,” said he. * Say nothing
to Mrs. Vickars. I will explain it to her.” '

Rapidly returning his kiss, Ida was gone even more
quickly than she came ; and her father having looked
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after her for a minute in smiling silence, proceeded to
open his letter, which was from the fair Melissa, and
ran as follows :—
« Evelyn Manor, July 8, —

“My DEaB Prrcy,—Ellenor wishes me to write to
you to explain her very long silence ; she has been in
trouble at home, and you know poor dear Ellenor is
not one of those who can exert herself under the
immediate pressure of sorrow. She is always amiable
—~but quite a child where strength is required. Poor
Frederick has a terrible inflammation in the eyes, and
the doctors fear it will end in blindness. I do not
know how it first began, but 1 suppose it was a cold,
and they did not take alarm soon enough ; he is just

entered at Oxford, you know, and I fancy boys are |

grievously neglected at colleges. It often happens
that those who are most anxious in trifles are the
slowest to open their eyes when there is real cause
for fear; and so I suppose poor Ellenor fancied it
would all go well, till it was too late. Now she is
taking him to London for the best advice ; but I fear,
from what I hear, the evil has gone too far to be

checked. I only hope, poor dear creature! she will !

|
not reproach herself for not having attended soomer ;
to his very delicate constitution. I have long been |
quite sure that there was some latent disease. Tle :
emotions which this affliction to my beloved sisterand .
her child awaken in me, may be felt but cannot be .
deseribed. 1 doubt whether he feels more from the :
loss of eyesight, than I feel from thinking of his loss. ’
To one who derives such exquisite delight as I do
from the contemplation of nature in all her #arying
moods—the majestic sun, the timid moon, the glowing
stars, it seems scarcely conceivable what life must be
without the organ upon which all these glories depend.
I trust under this grievous trial they will succeed in
inducing Godfrey to conduct himself more amiably
towards his brother. That boy is in himself a great |
trial to poor dear Ellenor, though she doats upon
him so much, that I fear her over-indulgence is one
great obstacle to his improvement. He is of a most
violent and haughty temper, poor fcllow ! Lle nceds a
father to maintain proper discipline with him, and
between ourselves (only, of course, you will not repeat
this), it is said there is some probability that he will
not need one long. Dear Lllenor was always the
sort of person with whom ecmotions were rather-
transient, you know; and there is a Mr. Tyrrel, »
former friend of General Aytoun’s, now an attaché to
the Portuguese Embassy, and home on leave of :
absence, who seems both willing and able to console
her. He is a good deal younger than herself; and it
is said that he has not been very steady, but I dave
say that is all ill-nature. He camc with an intro-
duction to us, and seemed very anxious to be intimate;
but he was not the sort of person to suit me at all,
and I am afraid I rather distanced him. You know-it |
is my way to be over-sincere. However, I hope poor |
dear Ellenor will make up to him for all rebuffs. I
I

“Dear John is quite well. He is entirely en-
grossed by his country pursuits as magistrate and |
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farmer; he is ing very stout, and persists in a
diet w:xich I mﬁghdp thinking is a little too
generous, The acquaintance he has formed here do
not suit me very well; indeed, there is not one con-
genial person. They are people without refinement
—it is all the happier for them—they do not know
what it is to be morbid, and to need consolation. I
spend my quict life in study in my humble way,
music, and the love of naturc. But, dearest Perey, it
has occurred to me that your sweet Ida is now growing
old enough to require female care and companionship,
and I fancy that, under your eye, I might be compe-

. tent to take charge of her education. John is now

i quite the old bachelor, and does not need the delicate
* supervision of & woman in his establishment; indeed,

I often painfully feel that I am ¢s &és way. I could
never feel this with yow. If you would like it, there-
fore, I am quite ready to come and share your peace-
ful retirement. My health does not allow me to
enter into much society, and your quiet lovely sea-
side home would just suit me. I send a lock of my
hair to my dear little nicce, as I think she may like to
wear it in a brooch or ring; if you will have one
made, and let me know the price, I will pay you when
we mect. I hope you will write to me very soon;

| my heart has always beaten in unison with yours, and
i I feel it now morc than ever.
: many fond kisses to my charming little Ida, and kind
¢ regards to that dear respectable Mr. Becket, (how old
| he must be growing!) believe me to remain, my

With best love and

dearest Percy,
“ Your most atlached and affectionate Sister,
“ MeLissA LEE.
“P.8S. Ifind both John and Ellenor are writing a
few lincs, so enclosc their notes.”

From Mg. Joun Lkk.

“Dear Perey,—I have scarcely time to write a
line, as there is a fellow come up out of Norfolk who
has a very ingenious new manner of dibbling wheat,
and I am to take a lesson of him, and I am afraid of
heing late for my appointment. I wish you could see
this place~it is so improved ; I am taking the best
care of it that I can, for my pretty little nicce. I
don't quite know how Mclissa is writing to you, but
I think it is as well to let you know that she and 1 have
had alittle bit of o tif. It was all my fault—I was
always stupid about managing with women. This was
how it happened. She walked five miles the other day
to call upon Lady Mauleverer, for the chance of being
sent back in the carriage ; however, no carriage came,
80 she walked back again, and in the evening she was

’ just as usual. The next day my good friend Tom

Davis—he was a navy captain and is now retired on
half-pay—came over here to plana little pic-nic. There
are two or three sweet girls staying in the neighbour-
hood, and they wanted Melissa for a chaperon, and I
don’t know how it is, but she never likes being invited
as a chaperon. Kowever, I forgot this dislike of hers;
and when I heard her declining on the score of not
being equal to the fatigue, and they were all going in

carriages, and were not to walk above a mile and a

half at the outside, in I came and rcminded her of .

her ten miles walk of the day beforc, and how well
she was after it, and so forth. It vexed her very
much, and she has been angry with me ever since ; she
says it was not so much waat I said as Zhe manner in
which 1 said it which huré her; but it really was
nothing in the world but a blunder, for I thought
she had forgotten it and would be glad to be reminded.
However, she is a good soul, and will soon forgive me,
I dare say; I only mention it lest sho should have
said something a little hasty, and you should fancy that
we have quarrelled. Poor Ellenor—I can’t trust
myself to write of her. She is off for town to-morrow
morning. Kiss the little beauty for me, and say every-
thing that is kind and respectful to my dear old tutor.
“ Your affectionate brother,
“ Joun LEe.”

The second enclosure was very bricf.

“ My dearest Percy.—Melissa has written to you
for me. 1 really could not. 1 know how you will
feel for us. Pray for me—I am so very weak. This
dear boy’s patience (which never fails for « moment)
overpowers rather than strengthens me. Oh! if it
would please God to afflict me instcad of him! T will
write from London, as soon as I know anything
for certain. Love to my little Ida.

“ Yours most affectionately,
“ELLENOR AYTOUN.”

With these lelters in his hand, Percy went direct to
Mr. Becket. “You know,” said he, as his friend
finished their perusal, “it is quite impossible.”

“ Impossible—what °’ was the answer. “ About
Frederick P

“I am still the most selfish person on the face of
the earth,” cried Percy, colouring. “I was thinking
of Melissa’s suggestion—most kindly intended, doubt-
less ; and—and—it will be rather difficult to decline
it with sufficient decision—but I 4ave quite made up
my mind to decline it very decidedly.”

He spoke somewhat uneasily; and, but for the
melancholy nature of the news just received, Mr.

Becket could almost have laughed at his dilemma.
They discussed the contents of the packet for a little

while, and then Mr. Becket said,
“Curionsly enough, while you were out, I had
a visit from our fricnd Mr. Gray, the rector of Croye,

the purport of which may, perhaps, remove some of |

your difficulties.
instructress for Ida; a young widow lady, in reduced

He came to recommend a musical |

circamstances, who has lately taken lodgings in the

village, and who gives lessons in Sheldon. Her taste
for retirement brought her here, and she is a regular
frequenter of the Church services. He thinks her abili-
ties very unusual, and told me one trait of her which I
greatly like—namely, that on hearing that you were
about to present an organ to the church, she offered
her services as organist gratuifously; athought which,
coming from a person who earns her bread by her own
exertions, has some grace.”
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- *We will mage her acquaintance,” said Percy.
T suspect Ida has already forestalled us. Well, my
fairy, what of your mysterious stranger ? *

“Oh! papa,” cried Ida, who entered at that moment,
“she was #0 pleased—only she did not think I was a
fairy at all ; and she would not let me run away, but
held me, and made me tell her who I was, and thanked
me so much, that somchow, I found I couldn’t say
anything; and so, I'm afraid she thought me very
stupid.”

“ Will you like to go with me to-morrow, and call
upon her ? ” inquired Percy.

“T don’t know,” said Ida. “I should like to know
her, very much. She isvery beautiful, only pale and
grave ; she looks like & marble statue with black eyes.
And she has such a deep, sweet voice—like I' on the
organ, so clear and steady. Only, if you think she will
thank me any more, I would rather stay away. I do
not know why it is so unpleasant to be thanked, for T
wanted to give her pleasure’; and T suppose she did it
to show that she was pleased; but, you know, she
could have done that quite as well by looking at the
flowers, and smelling them; and I should have liked
it a great deal better.”

The projected visit was paid the next day, and Ida
had the satisfaction of sceing her bouquet, in un-
diminished freshness, duly installed in the place of the
faded rose-trce. She pressed her father’s hand to
draw his attention 1o the fact, but did not venture
even to glance towards it hersclf, lest she should
incautiously give occasion for the renewal of her
unknown friend’s painful gratitude.

Mrs. Chester, for such was the lady’s name, was cer-
tainly a singnlar and interesting person. She could
not be more than twenty-four years old; her fignre was
tall and distinguished-looking, stately -even in her
shabby mourning; and the plain border of her widow’s
cap set off to much advantage a 1narked but beautiful
profile.  The curved delicate nostril and short upper
lip, the small head rising so graccfully {from the sym-
metrical shoulders, the slender hand and exquisitely
proportioned foot, all seemed to hespeui an aristocracy
of origin strangely at variance with her present circum-
stances, which bore every token of the extremest
poverty;—at variance, too, in some respeets with her
manner, which, though refined, was embarrassed and
constrained, suggesting the idea either of inexperience
in society of a good class, or of a natural shyness so
strong that no experience could be sufficient to con-
quer it. - Her hair and eyebrows were jet black, her
complexion of that clear, pale whiteness which is

» sometimes seen in brunettes, and her eyes, which Tda
{ had imagined of the same colour as her hair, were in
reality of a dark blue gray, somewhat restless, very
melancholy, and occasionally flashing with a fire too
brilliant and too sudden to be altogether pleasing.
Perfect melody of voice, and a smile of rare captivation,
contradicted an expression which would otherwise
have been almost repulsive, in spite of her remarkable
beauty. She received her visitors rather stiffly, and,
in reply to Percy’s first courtesies, expressed, quite

unmistakeably, her desire for complete retirement.
He apologized for his intrusion by saying that he had
undérstood that she gave lessons in music, aud was
seeking an instructress for his little girl.

Mrs. Chester glanced at Ida, and her face softened,
and her whole deportment changed.

“ I shall be very happy to give lessons to Miss Lee,”
she replied ; “that is,” she added, checking herself,
« provided, of course, that you are satisfied with my
powers.”

He looked involuntarily round the room. “I have
no instrument,” said she, very quietly, “but I will
give you references to my pupils at Sheldon, and
1 shall be happy to play and sing to you at any time
that you like to appoint.”

Percy felt no encouragement to prolong the inter-
view, and shortly afterwards took his leave, saying
that she should hear from him. He subscquently
ascertained from Mr. Gray, that Mrs. Chester had been
introduced to him through the medium of an old and
perfectly trustworthy friend, who had vouched for her
respectability, but said that she had been singularly
unfortunate, and that she wished for profound seclu-
sion. Thus relicved, he invited her to Croye-house,
and soon discovered that her musical abilities were of

the first order, and had reccived the highest cultiva- |
tion ; her voice alonc—a contralto, clear, sustained, -

and thrilling as a horn—would have qualified her for
a much higher post than that of teacher in a small
country town like Sheldon.  Tda was enraptured. It
was to her a perfectly new pleasure ; and it required
the full exercise of her habitual submiesiveness, to keep
her from spending her whole time at the piano.  Mrs,
Chester’s cold and languid manner kindled gradually
under the influcnce of her fascinating litle pupil. She
quitted the ordinary school instruction with which she
had begun, and plaged to her some of the finest
compositions.  One day she played Becthoven’s
Sonate pathélique.
lovely childish face reflecting, as it were, the cmotions
which the performer called forth ; her checks varying ;
her cycs glistening, filling, and finally overflowing with
quick tears, of which truly she knew not the cause.
Mrs. Chester broke off in the middle of the adagio, and,
suddenly clasping her in her arms, kissed lier passion-
ately ; then turning back to the piuno, with a half
langh at her own vehemence, she resumed, not, how=
ever, where she had left off, but at the final rondo,
which she plaged with a force and an adandon

Ida stood by the instrument, her !

positively overpowering. From that day, strange as -
it may appear, therc arose between the mistress and |
the pupil a sentiment which, notwithstanding the

difference of age and tempcrament, we can call by no
other name than friendship. Towards Ida Mrs. Chester
was never cold, though her manner still vibrated
rather fitfully between languor and impetuosity,
habitual melancholy and occasional vivacity. For Ida
she displayed her talents; she was a good linguist,
and a great reader—especially in imaginative litera-
ture ; and Percy found her educational assistane: so
valuable, that he availed himself of it more and more,

e e~




till she had gradually.established herself as daily
governess to his darling. The elosest vigilance, and
not a few misgivings on his part, preceded and accom-
paxiied this step; Mrs.Chester became, unconsciously,
the subject of many an anxious examination. Much
he ocould not elicit, for there was a reserve about her
which the most pertinacious inquirer could not have
succeeded in penetrating ; nevertheless, her blameless
and regular life, and a cBttain nobleness and elevation
! of sentiment—expressions of which occasionally es-
* caped her, as it were, in spite of herself—satisfied him
that Ida was not likely to derive harm from close
| intercourse with her, carried on under his own eye and
| that of Mr. Becket, whose great age, though slowly
but surely taking from him bodily strength, had not
seemed to cast one shadow upon the clear, bright
surface of intellect and spirit. Therc was no process
. of ruin in that calm decay. Rathcr was he like the
figure in the Etruscan tomb, which stood with outline
unimpaired, hues undimmed, and proportions un-
marred—seen, one moment in all its original state-
liness and perfection, the next, at the opening of a
" door, ready to crumble into undistinguishable dust.
Percy answered Melissa’s letter, kindly but reso-
lutely declining her proposal ; and giving, at the same
time, so vivid a picture of the profound seclusion in
which he lived, that it greatly diminished her inclina-
tion to come and share it. The next letter which he
received from his family contained the intelligence
that Frederick was hopelessly blind.

CHAPTER IV.—LAYING A TRAIN.—A CoNTRAST.

“In every face,” says Coleridge, “ there is either a
history or a prophecy, which should sadden, or at
least soften, the heart of the reflecting observer.” It
must have been a very temder heart indecd that
would have melted at the aspect of Mr. Lee senior’s
! fucc, as he sat upright in his easy chair opposite to his
i son, while his daughter Florence presided over the
| breakfast-table. The expression was hard and dry
; when we first saw it, and it has becn hardening and
1 drying for twelve years siuce then. There is the high,
i smooth, bald forehead, with its uiv of benign imper-
turbableness; the narrow, thoughtfal, never-kindling
eyes ; the gentlemanly nose, rising somewhat abruptly
at the bridge, and compressed at the nostrils; the
;. thin, tightly-closed, but rather wide mouth, drooping
~ pt the corners ; and the square, obstinate chin, The
: whole face expresses, in the highest degree, that
; asceticism of the intclicet which is, perhaps, the most
. repulsive aspect of humanity. Even the extravagances
", (if such thero be) of spiritual self-denial are lovely
i and venerable, because they speak of the subjection of
.- the body to the heart and soul, which are the higher

part of man’s mature, and suggest that Beyord to

which man’s naturc can never except by self-denial
- attain. But the subjection of the body to the mere
mind, and that mind of the earth, earthy, whose end
‘: and aim are in the present, is simply hateful ; and the
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power achieved by this misuse of noble instruments
differs in degree only, and not in kind, from that
which we attribute to Satan. Intellect, be it remem-
bered—that is, pure, dry, unimaginative intellect,
“the vase of oold water”—is ke one of the Divine
instruments which may be turned to evil purposes
without degenerating in itgelf by the misapplication.
The intellect of Mephistophiles is as perfect as his
wickedness.

Mr. Lee sat upright in his easy chair—he never:

indulged in unnecessary repose, either of mind or
body—and, from behind the folds of the newspaper
which he held in his hand, watched, with a kind of
pompous stealthiness, the looks and gestures of his
son. The latter was a young man of two-and-twenty,
unexceptionably dressed, and distinguished by all that
claborate effeminacy of deportment which a certain
class of young men of the present day assume, in the
hope, we suppose, that it may be considered as the
veil cast by modesty over an inconvenient excess of
the manly virtues. He spoke with a drawl (not with
a lisp, as dandies invariably do in books, and nowhere
else),” walked with a mitigated swagger, and stood
about rooms in attitudes. His features were regu-
lar, aristocratic, and slightly supercilious; he had an

abundance of fair hair, which his enemies called sandy ; :

and he was fully six feet”high. In his countenance,
languid as it was, the physiognomist might have
detected signs of an understanding as subtle as that
of his father, and more pewerful ; but its predominant
expression was a kind of cool, incxorable ease, which
seemed to say, “ You may assail me as you like—by

argument, persuasion, or reproach—you will make |

nothing of me. I may sulk, perhaps, if you are very
pertinacious; but that is the only effect you will pro-
duce.” At the present moment it appeared that
somebody /ad been sufficienily pertinacious to drive
him to the extremity of sulking ; for a most forbidding
scowl disfigured his handsome features, and he seemed
to have made a vow of silence, though his dignified
obscrvance thereof was somewhat impaired by the fact
that nobody spoke to him.

The third of this attractive group was Florence,
the only sister of the sublime Alexander. We are
sorry to apply the epithet clumsy” to a young lady,
but we fear that no other could adequately describe
her. She was immensely tall, and disproportionately
large, with a thick waist, and huge hands and feet.
Her features were insignificant, her expression dull
and heavy, her bearing a stoop, her walk a shamble;
a Devi und a Camille united would have failed to im-
part the smallest grace to her figure, or to soften the
hopeless vulgarity of a face which had absolufely
nothing to recommend it. Her brother treated her
with undisguised contempt, —her father with ill-
concealed impatience; her life was a continuous and
unsuccessful struggle to avoid rebuke. Indeed, how
could she avoid it when every gesture was an offence
against the laws of elegance and fashion? while the
persons whose object it was to bring her under the
dominion of that angust code visited every violation
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: of it upon her with unsparing harshness, partly in the
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vain hopoe of efferting an improvement, partly to make

. up to themselves for useless labour by indulging the
~ nataral irritation of temper consequent upon failure.

She was, apparently, as slow in mind as she was awk-

~ ward in body; condemned to an incessant drill of

botn, sne had acquired facility in the exercise of

* neither. No labour could teach her rebellious tongue

to frame itscli to French n’s and German gutturals ;

" three hours’ daily practice had ouly sufficed to make

her a murderous and violent wrestler with musical
impossibilities; and the woful cadenzas which her
restive voice had, by hard driving, been compelled to
achieve, were like nothing upon earth but a street-
organ in & stute of deliium. Her mother was the
only member of the family who treated her with a sort
of slothful goodnature; but her mother was a con-
firmed invalid, and never stirred from the sofa in her

. boudoir except for a daily airing. Into that boudoir

Tlorence was rarely admitted, for the nerves of its
occupant were irritable and delicatc, and the key in
which poor Florence’s voice was pitched was enough
to make them tremble for an hour afterwards ; more-
over, the doors always slammed when she shut them,
her shoes always creaked, and she never turned round
without throwing something down. To complete her
misfortunes, she had been a very pretty child, and her
parcnts had fully intended that she should be a beauty,
and should make & “grand parti;” so that in some
far corner of her misty brain there was a bright spot
of memory, where caresses, and praise, and gentle
tones, and all the thousand kindly seemings of love,
must have grected her like impossible phantoms in
some unforgotten childish dream. Perhaps it was not
wonderful that her temper should be sour, and her
affections weak and cold.

 Alexander,” said Mr. Lee, after he had allowed
to his son what he considered a sufficient time for in-
dulging and recovering from his uncomfortable mood,
“do you know that your cousin Ida is seventecn
to-day ”

Alexander quietly took up the newspaper which his
father had laid down, and immersed him«clf in politics.

“One year more,” procecded Mr. Lee, either not
perceiving, or determined not to notice his son’s dis-
courtesy, “one year more, and the independence
which you so greatly desire will be ready to drop into
your hands, if you will only take the trouble of
stretching them out.”

“Ah, Florence!” ;said Alexander, “ here is the
account of Persiani in the Somnambula;—you had a
loss, I assure you; her last fioriture was exquisite.
1 will give it you as a subject for practice.”

« Alexander !—Did you hear me?” inquired the
elder gentleman, in a tone of grave upbraiding.

% Now Florence, attend,” said the son; and in a
feeble, but delicate falsetto, he executed an elaborate
passage with perfect self-possossion, repeating the Inst
phrase, after he had finished it, 4o enforce a particular
accentuation. .

“ Thank you,” said Florence, crossly; “but I

assure you I have quite enough to do to practise for
Signor Scappa without learning any extra lessons.
Besides, how am I to know that you sang it cor-
rectly #”

“ How are you to know, indecd, my dear!” re-
turned her brother; “for assuredly your ear won't

help you to decide the question. Do you ride to-day,

sir$”

Mr. Lece’s face flushed crimson.
treated with this open disrespect !” cried he.

Alexander put up his cyebrows, and looked inquir-
ingly, as much as to say, “ You won’t P—well—what
then P”

“1 insist upon recciving the common attention due
from a son to a father,” said Mr.Lce; “ your heha-
viour is insolent,—absolutcly insolent,—1 will not
endure it!”

¢ Florence, my dear!” said Alexander, in a quiet
compassionating tone, with a slight gesture towards
his father, implying that he was not cxactly fit com-
pany for a young lady at that moment; I think you
had better go up stairs!”

“ I have not done my breakfast
with manifest dissatisfaction.

Mrs. Lee’s bell rang. “ Go directly, Florence!™
suid her father; “ I lave something to say to your
brother.” .

TFlorence rose sullenly, and moved towards the door.

“ Do, for heaven’s sake, child, try to hold yourself
a little less awkwardly!” exclaimed Mr. Lee, who,
for good and sufficient reasons, never vented his
wrath on his son, save when tried beyond all power of
endurance; “ Will nothing break you of that unfor-
tunate poke? There—put down your cup and saucer
——Saunders shall bring you your breakfust up stairs,
if that very masculine appetite of yours is not yet
satisfied. Don’t drink your tea while 1 am speaking
to you, I beg !—it is most disrespectful ;—put the cup
on the table, and let me see if you can walk across the
room a little less like a cow in a farm-yard!” -

Florence coloured painfully during this address,

[}

replicd Florence,

«T will not be

with & mixture of anger and shame, and being some-

what bewildercd, contrived to overset the cream-jug
in obeying orders and placing her cup on the table.

¢« Upon my honour, Florence, you are the most in-
conceivably gauche person that I ever cncountered !”
cried her brother, drawing hastily back from the dan-

gerous neighbourhood; “really, you ought to keep -

the width of the room betwcen you and civilized
human creatures; one is never safc within a hundred
yards of you.”

“ It is almost past cndurance!” said Mr. Lee, in-

dignantly, as the offender escaped from the room.
“ Really,” observed Alexander, “that girl's awk-
wardness is positively pitiable. It is difficult to be-

lieve that she does not do it on purpose ; nevertheless,

I do seriously think,” he added, reflectively, «that
she can’t help it. She is a blunder of Nature :—I am
sure, sir, I feel for you when I look at her!”

Mr. Lee scarcely knew how to encounter his son,

who well understood and skilfully used his advan.
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i tage. Hc was aware that his father’s whole ambition
: was'set

upon his marrying his cousin Ida, and so ob-
taining possession of the family property. This fair
scheme would be frustrated at once by a fit of way-
wardness on the young man's part, therefore Mr, Lee,
who found to his cost that he had reared in him a
will stronger than his own, was forced to the bitter
expedient of soothing his humour, and avoiding, as far
as possible, an open outbreak. The present difference
nad arisen out of Alexander’s determination to have
his allowance raised,—a plan which his father had
strenuously resisted, and to which he had not yet
yiclded. An angry dispute had becn the consequence,
and now Mr. Lee sought a loophole for concession,
without irreparably destroying his own authority,—a
means of compromise which his son was determined
not to afford him. The scenec which ensued was
not pleasing, and need not be recorded. At its con-
clusion the young man strolled forth to his day’s
amusement with a smile of triumph on hislips. It was
not that he had obtained, or even sought to obtain the
money for which he originally sued ; on the contrary,
he had baffled all his father’s attempts to return to the
subject, riscn somewhat abruptly from the table, and

. quitted the room, turning in the door-way to say, with

an air of nonchalance,—* And so, my cousin Ida is
.scventeen to-day !—Well, it matters very little to me:
I would rather live on a crust than be dependent on
my wife, though she brought me the riches of Creesus.”

When Mr. Lee was left alone, the passion which he

. had been so laboriously repressing vented itsclf in a

gesture of impotent wrath. He stretched forth his
clenched hands and shook them, as though in actual
encounter with some unseen foe; then shaking his
head with o half smile at his own vehemence, he
rose, and twice paced the length of the room with
dcliberate step and upcast eyes. He felt himself so
keenly to be the outraged father, that he was for the
moment almost pious, and his views of ‘reverence,
duty, and obedience, were altogether changed. *He
will drive me to it”—such werc the words that passed
through his mind, as he paused beforc an escritoire
and laid his hand upon the key — ¢ he will drive me
to it. Yet it is a tremendous risk. Well, what
matter! Befter, as he said himself, better lose alZ
than be dependent on a heartless, undutiful, rebellious
son.” He opencd the drawer, took out Mr. Clayton
Lec’s Will, of which it will be remembered that he
had demandcd a copy, and sitting down, for tht hun-
dreth time perused it, bringing all the energies of his
mind to bear upon one particular part. The result
appeared to be satisfactory ; he replaced the will and

. locked the drawer; but afterwards paused twice in
| Lis passage across the room, as though he could not

satisfy his mind of the expediency of the step which
he was about to take. Perhaps he never would have
taken it at alil, save for the accumulated irritation of
temper which had this morning overflowed its limits.
He raug the bell, ordered his horse, and rode forth,
stopping at the Albany, where he inquired if Lord
Bylvester was visible. The answer was in the affir-

mative, and flinging the bridle to his groom he ran up

stairs, and was speedily admitted into the presence of
his lordship, a remarkably handsome man, of about
twenty-five, whose black curls and almost feminine
brilliancy of complexion had established his reputation
in the circle wherein he moved as *the first lady-
killer” of the day. From the brief colloquy which
passed between them, it was e¥ident that the handsome
marquess’s affairs were in a state of hopeless disorder,
and that Mr. Leec had been scrviceable to him in
assisting to defer tho evil day for a little while. His
good offices, it will bc understood, had been tendered
merely in the way of friendship; the late marquess, a
collego friend, had made him trustee to his son’s pro-
perty, and though relieved from the responsibility some
years since, he had since been a useful and agrecablo
counsellor to the young lord, helping him out of scrapes
when he could, and not troubling him with any ob-
jectionable morality or offensive principle. It might
be observed, however, that his present tone was highly
discouraging ; details were obtruded before the spend-
thrift’s unwilling cyes, which he had never before been
compelled to contemplate, and it was with a face of
most unwonted gravity that he pronounced his cour-
teous “ good morning” as the lawycr rose to depart.

« Hillo! Lee—stop a minute—here, come back,
will you, and see what you’ve dropped!”

Mr. Lee’s foot was on the stairs, but he returned at
this sudden summons, and the young man, with an air
of laughing mischief, presented him with a piece of
silver paper, open, and containing & long bright tress
of the softest golden hair.

“ Upon my honour, Lee, it is very pretty,” said he;
« T didn’t give you credit for so much taste. Pray,
who is the lady, if it be not impertinent to ask?”

¢ A little nicce of mine, who will one day, I hope,
be my danghter,” replied Mr. Lee.  “ A great prize,
I assure your lordship, for she will be one of the first
heiresses in England.”

« Js she as pretty as her hair?” inquircd his lordehip,

“ She was when I last saw her,” was the answer;
“ she was as lovely a little creature as I ever beheld.
She is seventeen to-day, and owing to a strange
romantic fancy of her father’s has been educated in
profound retirement, and is not to be introduced to
her future bridegroom till she is eighteen. I assure
you, my mind often misgives me that some fortunate
man will carry off the prize in the interval.”

“T protest,” cried Lord Sylvester with sudden
animation, “ I think your fears are uncommonly well
founded. Seventecn, a beauty, and a great heiress—
pray, where is this paragon to be found ?”

“ Oh, my lord, that is the last thing I should think of
telling you; you are the very person to steal a march.
I am afraid of you, —I frankly confess that I am
afraid of you. You are too good a shot to be an old
sportsman’s favourite companion.”

Sylvester laughed heartily, and twisted the tip of
his black moustache round his finger.  Well,” said
he, “I commend your caution. But remember, I
give you fair warning. I shall find out. You know




me pretty wall b Wt&lﬁ.mdmkm#ﬂlmm{
M)r 1 don't easily give it up. th
dying of ennnj and sneer exhaustion, snd

hnintpuihvumelty~m other words, yonhve
done the i for my amusement. My dear
‘Iat.lahﬂbemdebwdwyonaﬂmyhfe and I
seriously advise you, as a friend, to set a treble fence
of thorns round the castle of this unknown beanty,
‘fw,youmyrolynponlt the true prince will find his |

‘way in, after all.”

- Mr. Lee joined the laugh.

Kttielteuymlordlhpmemwst,”wdhe,“lwﬂl
| det youmherpwtm if you will dine with me
to-morrow.”

“ To-morrow I” reiterated the young man, “I really
should be very happy, but by that time, you know, I
shall be half-way on my road to-——— where did you

t;atyourﬁﬂmhmd?” cined. the

“ Not so ymght"'rej the lawyer, © I
wish you a very good sorning.

As Mr. Leewa.lkeddwnsmrntwouidhavebm.

difficult to interpret the expression of his face. There
was & mixture of triumph, doubt, fear, excitement,
and discontent. He pressed the palms of his hands
her, ejaculating gently, “ It's done ! It’s done!”
then added mentally, “ and, after all, I need not
make myself uneasy. It may produce no result whatso-
ever—but if it works—and if T am right—(and 7 skould
know something of law by this time)—why, a great
injustice will be undone—that’s all.”
He had not miscaleulated the effoct of his few words;

he knew right well the nature of the man with whom
he had to deal, and he had chosen his moment admir- |

ably. Lord Sylvester was on the brink of ruin, and

could scarcely object to the fetters whose golden links

should save him from she fall. Moreover he had a
spioe of romance in his character, and was likely to be
instantly attracted by the ides of this fair young re-
cluse, offering, as she must nceds do, so
'pontrast to the women among whom he had been
. med to move; he was lively, enterprising, and

bessively vain—tho very man of all others to enjoy
hunting out a mystery, and conducting a plot the
vucoess of which should depend entively upon his own
personal qualifications. Mr. Leo had perhaps for-
gotten for the moment that a somewhat intimate
acqueintance between his brother John and Lord
Sylvester would enable the latter at once to discover
the residence of Ida; indeed, he had forgotten it so
completely thatntnever oocurred to him afterwards
$o write and cantion his brother on the subject. On
the contrary, ashemdehomeheunme&hmselfb
building & castle in tho air, one inhabitant of wlnch
was the aforesaid nicce Ida, in the character of Lady
Sylvester—and, peuniless. That he should imagine
her as Lady Bylvester was quite natural, because he
was 'a mun, snd no man ever yet seuouslyoontem
plated the idea of a woman’s resisting high personal
uﬁtwﬁmmﬁlmux but that he should imagine

“To show you howthe

vivid a |

if we would onlyknmnt' 80 easy is it—ne
an effort and a movement, & will and an nct--topass
fromtheonetotheother' - Yet we pause, almost in
fear, at the ‘bar which the world of
din and trouble, vanity and evil, from the world of holy
shadows and heavenly radiances, where, under the
solemn canopy of silence, the eye moves onward, and
Teposes at length in the suggestive vagueness of the

distance. Let us pausc, though but for an

| instant, and then enter with reverent boldness and

subdued hearts !

On the evening of that same day, Ida’s birthday,
the second father of her happy childhood lay on his
death-bed. Full of peace was that venerable face as

it rested upon the pillow, settled into the composure !
of approaching slumber ; there was the pallor of death

on the cheeks, and the feehlo hands could scarce lift

themselves in prayer or benediction; yet no cloudhad :
been suffered to pass upon the mind, no darkness, |

not even a momentary gloom, had. afficted the spirit.
The kind arms of Percy supported his drooping form,

and Tda was kneeling by the bed-side, bathing with |

her tears the hand which she held to her lips; her
long golden locks lay partly across the old man's
bosom, and the white veil by which they had been
covered had fallen back upon her shoulders. She had
just returned from the solemn rite of Confirmation :
how could she more fitly seal the promises she had
just renewed, and employ the strength she had just
received, than here and t{ns—hopeful]y,watchmg the
entrance of a soul into

The door opened, and Mrs, Chester glided softly into
the room. “Mr. Gray is come,” said she, putting
her axm round Ida’s waist, as if to lead her away, and
looking inquiringly at Percy.

Tda turned her blue, innocent eyes, now ghstemng
with tears, also upon her father ; she said nothing, but
the look was full of snpphcatlon

«She wishes to stay,” said he, gently,

" The dying priest medhwweakhmdwiﬁhan
effort, and placed it upon her yonng bnght head.
“God bless my daughter!” eaid he, in & veics now re.
dused to a whisper. * Stay, if you have strength.”

Ih a moment the tears were wiped from her face,
and whe looked clearly and calmly, though with pale

cheehandmmbhnghpa,np mtohsrfather‘seyes, ‘
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- gtill soft and regular; there was no symptom of pain,
. but it seemed like the leaving off of life ; and the wan

of snow-white wings ?

for his spirit.

. to the solemn room of death. That night he watched
. beside the corpse ; and in a vision, betwecn the parted

© was painted by Ostade, ome of the most celebrated

i Duke of Devonshire, and in them may be traced the
. first symptoms of that distinctiveness of feature and

! the dying man lay down once more upon the bed.
" His facc was very calm and benign. They knelt

j termed the inventor,of the art of painting in oil, but

| artist’s use; a discovery so important, as regards the
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She read permission there, and silently resamed her
kneeling ure. Mr. Gray now entered, and of
what followed wo must not speak here. It was thus
that Ida made her first Communion.

« He secms better,” said Mrs. Chester, in a whisper,
as Percy gently removed his supporting grasp, and

around. The breathing grew fainter and fainter, but

lids closed gradually over the fading eyes. Has not
that feeble breathing ceased? Is it il over—rather,
is it all begun? Is the body at rest? Suddenly he
sab upright, and opemed wide his eyes, filled with
a supernatural brightness, like the last gleam of sun-
light through a chancel window, and spoke aload, in
tones clear and steady as the voice of youth—

“Lord, now lettest thou thy scrvant depart in
peace, for mine eyes HAVE SEEN thy salvation!”

The accent was so exulting, the gaze so fixed and
intcnse, that the eyes of the watchers involuntarily
turncd in the same dircction. Was that the waving

They looked back to the bed ; he was indeed at
rest ; his hands crossed upon his bosom, and a smile
on his colourless lips. .

“ Papa,” murmured the weeping Ida, as her father
led her to her chamber, “I prayed for you, as well as
I couldnot help it. Was it wrong ?”

Percy folded her to his heart, and kissed her
tenderly. Heléft her with Mrs. Chester, and returned

curtains, he saw the Face of his mother, with gentle
eyes bent upon him, full of love and pardon,

—p———
AN ADVOCATE IN HIS STUDY.
THE fine picture from which our engraving is taken

masters of the Dutch and Flemish school of painting.
It dates its existenco as far back as to the days of
J. Van Eyck, who was born in 1370. Two good
pictures by this artist are in the possession of the

attitude which has been regarded in after times as
the peculiar characteristic of the school of painting
which he founded. Van Eyck has sometimes been

t is clear that he does not descrve that title, many
pictures in Italy, and cven in England, having been so
painted before his time. It is certain, however, that
he made some great discovery with regard to the use
of oil as & vehicle (as it is called) for colour—pro-
bably as to the preparation of a drying-oil fit for the

mechanism of the art, that we need not be surprised :

8t the semsation it created both in Italy and in|

Adrian Van Ostade was born at Lubeck, in Hol-
stein, m the year 1610, and studied painting at
Antwerp in company with Brauwer, in the school of
Francis Hals, who painted portraits in so excellent &
style that he has been regarded in this branch as no
unworthy rival of Vandyck. Issae Van Ostade,
who was three years younger than his brother, was
his fellow-student at Antwerp, and made great pro-
gress in his art; but Adrian soon surpassed all his
competitors ; and though he copied only the scemes
’.roundhim, and took nature as he found it, he did so ||
in & manner peculiarly his own, and gave to all his |
works the stamp of original genius. Isaac was not
slow in perceiving this, and, rejecting the style of his
master, Hals, which he had at first copied, he imitated
Adrian with such sncoess, that several of his pictures
have been ascribed to his brother. They may be easily
distinguished from them, however, by their deficiency
in that transparency of colouring and delicacy of pen- |
cilling, and their want of that warmth and spirit which
are so remarkable in the works of Adrian. Ostade left
Lubeck early in life, and settled at Amsterdam, where |
he lived with Constantine Sennefort, a great en-
courager of art. His reputation rose so high that his
pictures were in great request, and the prices which
he obtained for them were considered enormous by
his contemporaries. He was very industrious, yet
such was the minutenessof detail in his compositions,
and the fastidious finish and careful study which he
bestowed upon them, that he was unable to meet the
increasing demand for his works. Nor can we wonder
at his popularity. His models were those with which
the city and country around supplied him, and his
paintings were therefore adapted to the taste and com:
prehension of the people amongst whom he lived ;
while such was the facility of his pencil, and the
quickness of his fancy, that he could make a good
picture out of anything. That one which our artist
has copied is among the best of his works, and exbibits
in a high degree those peculiar characteristics for
which he is cclcbrated,—truth of expression, skilful
drawing, and effective colouring.

The first two only can be represented by an en-
graving, and to them we think our artist has done
sufficient justicc. We are here introduced to an old
Advocate in his study, busied with his law papers.
The post, it seems, has just arrived, and has brought
him letters of sufficient importance to excite his
earnest attention. We may fancy something has been
communicated to him which places the issue.of a heavy
cause committed to his care in jeopardy, oriwhich
suggests to him some new means of ensaring its
success. The stamp of a prudent and sagacious mind
is on his brow, while something perhaps of the astute-
ness requisite to form a skilful advocate lurks about
his mouth. Yet we cannot but fancy we can also
trace in his countenance indications of an upright and
kindly nature, more m harmony with the sacred book
lying near at hand, and which seems to intimate that
the fear of Heaven is ever before his eyes. We may
be mistaken, but we have stndied his thoughtful face




32

SHARPE'S LONDON MAGAZINE.

—

till we have grown fond of it, and we shall not easily
give up this opinion. The volumes of pleas closely
clasped, his open inkstand and convenient pen, the
marble weight to press down rebellious papers, and
the clip to hold letters, speak as plainly as such things
can of “one learncd in the law,” whose numerous
clients render every moment of his time most precious.
This characteristic figure is probably a portrait, a
circumstance which may be considered to give an addi-
tional valuc to the picture.

Ostade lived long in Amsterdam, and was widely
known and much respected ; he died in 1685, leaving
a fame behind him which few of his school have
equalled. His works are scarce, and so seldom to be
met with in England, that they never fail to obtain
enormous prices. Many contemporary artists solicited
him to embellish their landscapes by his lively figures;
and this, wherever it can be traced, adds considerably
to the value of their works. Ostade produced many
fine etchings from his own designs, which, like those
of Rembrandt and Hogarth, are much admired and
eagerly sought after. It may be objected to this
artist, that his subjcets are always of a low, and some-
times even disgusting kind ; but this is a fault which
he has in common with Teniers, and most if not all
other artists of the Dutch school, while his pictures
combine a force superior even to those of Teniers, with
a truth of conception, a delicacy of touch, and a
transparency of colour, peculiarly his own. He per-
fectly understood the principles of Chiaro-Sewro, and
introduced his lights and shadows with so much
judgment, that cvery figure seems animated. There
are indeed few pictures to which we can turn our
attention, which possess more real truth and nature,
than those of Adrian Van Ostade.

——

COCOA-NUT DAY, AND THE GREAT FAIR
OF; THE TEMPLE.
BY MRS. POSTANS.

Tue great festival of the Hindoo year falls in the
month of August, and a damp, steamy, disagreeable
month enough it is, more especially in Lombay ; where,
however, the festival of Cocoa-nuts, and the great
fair of Wal’k’eshwar, are to be seen to most advan-
tage. Among a people so addicted to the idleness ori-
ginating in national holidays, as the Hindoo population,
fine weather is of course anxiously hoped for, but on
the fifteenth of August of the year of which I write,
it appeared likely to be hoped for in vain; for after a
little promising “ break,” the rain descended so sud-
denly during our morning ride, that it seemed dis-
posed to wash all the prayerful Parsecs into the waves ;
and a stout old gentleman, rather a friend of mine,
who very regularly took up a favourable position
under the lee of a wall, that skirts the fine sands of
Back Bay, lost Lis great umbrella of oil-silk, which
went skimming away like a huge sea-bird, on the
wings of the wind, until I suspect it of setiling
among the rigging of a merchantman in harbour,

where being taken for an albatross, poetical navi-
gators tried to remember the wild lay of Coleridge,
———and quoted “Black-eyed-Susan,” by mistaxe.

My old friend laughed at his accident, and raising
his eyes from the little volume that every Parsce
carries, as suggestive of the form of prayer proper to
be addressed to the elements at dawn, said “Good
morning ! as pleasantly as ever, this being his inva-
risble practice on espying my pony, however reli-
giously he might be engaged at that particular juncture;
and as the rain descended heavily at this moment, we
both hurried to a Parsee’s empty pleasure-house that
was near at hand, where the fire-worshipper put up
his little volume of Zendavesta, and fell chatting
about many matters, the chicf themes being ponies,
Parsees, and Padres. He told me, that he and the
people of the house where we stood were Cudmis, or
orthodox believers in the truc faith of Zoroaster.
No one, he said, conld respect the other sect, the
Rusmis, for they were little better than Hindoos.
I might have observed, he said, of a morning, near
the sea, how these people dug holes in the sand, and
put in grains of rice and flowers, as offerings to the
water! All such follies these Rusmis had learnt from
the Hindoos, and constantly brought contempt on the
Parsee body. The fact was, the Parsees in India, of
whom it was said there were now about 40,000, were
a mixed people very much detcriorated; many of
them were descendants of the three hundred Moham-
medan slaves, that the Emperor of Delhi had sent as
a present to Macaksa and Jandhasa, two very wealthy
Jaghedars at Nowsara, being afterwards converted to
Parseeism in the reign of Mulkut. Now, these people
were not allowed to intermarry with the daughters of
the Cudmis, to enter the holy places of the fire temples,

or to go to the Towers of Silence; but of late time

the Punchayet’s authority had been totlering; the
Parsees were in a strange state, he did not know what
was coming upon them

And, as my respectable fricnd chatted on, concern-
ing the degencracy of the people of latter days, (a
favourite topic with the old,) he became excited, and
having gradually loosened his Austi, or girdle of
seventy-two threads, he was obliged to re-arrange it,
which gave occasion for me to ask when he Lad been
invested therewith, and he told me, when he was scven
years old, his family being anxious to do what they

knew right, but that at the age of nine or eleven it -

was oceasionally put on. The cost of investiture by
the priest usually amounted to four or five hundred
rupees, in consequenoce of the ceremonies necessary to
be observed. The cord was only removed when
bathing, and while the kusti was laid aside, a Parsee
dared neither walk nor speak, lest it should be impu-
ted to himas sin. This remarkable part of the Parsee
dress is a cord of seventy-two interwoven threads
about the size of a pencil, and is passed three times
round the waist over the sadar, or shirt ; the thread is
woollen, and is supposed to preserve the wearer from
all evil, mental or physical. It purifies a Parsee, and
keeps him from the power of Ahriman, the origin of
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evil thoughts, and the agitation of his bad soul ; for
a Parsee believes himself the possessor of two souls,
or active principles, under distinct influences, thg good
being wholly cared for by Hormazd. When the
wearer reties the kusti in four knots, his thoughts
must not wander, but be fixed on the good principle ;
on the truth of his religion, on the fact of Zoroaster
being a prophet, and on the beauty of virtue. The
elements are pleased when he ties the knots, so long
as he ponders on good.

The old gentleman asked me if I had seen the new
fire-temple that Sir Jemsidjee had built: as it was
not consecrated I could do so. The first fire-temple
erected in Bombay had been consecrated by the
father of Moola Firuz ; he did not know what Dastur
would consecrate Sir Jemsidjee’s. There was nothing
to see, however, but an empty ball, he said, with a
closed adytum for the sacred fire. The sacred fire
the Parsees had brought from Persia, and they had it
with them in the boat when they were wrecked on
the Guzerat coast ; it was now preserved at Nowsara,
and fed night and day with sandal wood——

At this point the sky looked clear again, and a friend
offering the old Parsee a share of his umbrella, I
gladly cantered home. For though a low swampy
garden, a sea view, and a date-leaf-covered verandah,
may be matters of pleasant aspect in a sunny morn or
moonlit ‘eve, they are rather cold and comfortless
during the heavy rains of the monsoon, at seven in
the moming ; and without irrevercuce, as the old
Parsee chatted of his sacred fire, I rather Jonged for a
billet from Nowsaree, with an English register-stove
for the A'tishgéh.'

Miserable as I was, however, others had long been
infinitely more so, in this most unwholesome season.
The Bundarries, considered as of the original Bombay
stock, the present drawers of toddy, and tenders of
palms, who had hoped for fair weather, again began
busily to strip off the long spear-like lcaves of the
Cocoa-nut tree, and to double and plait them, for the
general purposes of roofings and head dresses; for
a native of India takes especial care of his head,
whether in protecting it from heat, cold, or damp ; but
cold wet feet seem rather considercd as an enjoyment
than an evil; in this, as in all they do, appearing to
reverse the customs of Europeans. The bodies of the
Shigram carriages, and the turbans of the drivers,
were again covered with bright green wax-cloth; and
the Meer’s servants walked about in the early morning,
with handkerchiefs tied over their heads and over
their mouths, to serve as respirators, and secure them
against damp. The variety of umbrellas, too, that
suddenly blossomed forth, as it were, under the season’s
influence, are peculiar to Bombay. There was the
huge oil-skin parapluie of the well-dressed careful
Purvoe, on his way, in fresh attire, to the merchant’s
office; the white cotton preserver of the neat turban
of the Bengal servant, returning from cheapening
pomflet in the market; the Chinese varnished paper

(1) Receptacle for the sacred fire,

vor. vir

chittree of the Parsce, on his way from the sands, on
which he has been mutiering the zendavesta; and
last, but not the least useful of all, the well bleached
cover of plantain leaves, so curiously pluited, with
which the Coolies shelter the market baskets of their
employers. Bombay was on the whole as disagrce-
able as it could be. In the woods, the old toddy-trees,
notched into weakness, cameycrashing down on the
huts of the poor Bundarries; the bye-roads became

slippery and dangcrous to horsemen, from their stand- |

ing pools; the rank vegetation abounding with that
most offensive plant, the wild indigo, stcamed forth
the most noxious vapours; and while all without
seemed fever-producing and unwholesome, all within
was mildewed and rotting to destruction.

As I turned quickly in, at the gate of the Meer’s
house, my pony started violently—and good reason
had he for his surprise, poor animal! for there stood
Hubbeeb, or “the Beloved,” Meer Jaffur’s favourite
peon, his crimson coat and green bands most carefully
arranged, his gold-headed staff in his hand, and his
zoolufs, or love-locks, shining with cocoa-nut oil, his
turban particularly leaning over his right ear, and a
whole parterre of oleander blossoms and jasmine buds
peeping from between its folds, absolutely holding a
varnished China-paper umbrella over the heads of a
woman and child, to protect them from the heavy
drops of rain, falling in jets, as it were, from the
leaves of the palm-trees. When the Beloved saw me,
he looked particularly ashamed of his gallantry, and
skipped away, umbrella in hand, while the woman
walked quietly on barefooted along the wet road
towards her house, During the fourteen years that
I have passed in India, I never saw a native offer an
attention of this kind to a woman. A peon might
hold an umbrella over the head of an ayah, but 1
would be commanded service, to protect his master's
child, which she carricd in her arms, from the ill
cffects of the morning sun ; but in this case it was the
woman who was to be protected,—a passing stranger,
as I afterwards learned, who was overtaken by the
shower just as the Beloved happened to be entering
the gates ; and he immediately cxtcnded the shelter of
his umbrella, as if he really entertained the idea
current in civilized life, that woman generally, in her
character as such, had a right to all the courtesy, pro-
tection, and assistance, that circumstances might
make necessary, from the stronger sex.

In private, a native treats the female members of
his family with as much regard, kindness, affection,
and respect, as son, father, husband, as the men of
any other country, but in public disregard them
entirely, as a matter of custom and etiquette. I have
seen women stumbling in and out of ferry-boats, in
danger and discomfort, while their companions strolled
quietly forward, without even turning to glancc at
how matters were. I have seen men riding journeys,
and women trudging behind them; men smoking,
women grinding the corn; a Belooche girl holding
the stirrups for her lover, as he mounted for a foray ;
a Kujjuck wife pitching her husband’s tent of black

D
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goat’s skin. Such things are common, create no
surprise, {elicit no remark; but the reverse of the
picture was altogether so new, so unexpected, that
when I saw Hubbeeb Khan sheltering a native woman,
my start of surprise at the novelty of the action, was
little fess than * Mootee’s” (the pearl) when his eye
glanced upon a yellow umbrella instead of a door-post.

I met the woman often afterwards; for she was a
neighbour, and accustomed to stroll towards the sands
for air and cxercise. She smiled when we met, and
her dress being rather peculinr, as she was a Mad-
drassee, I took a sketeh of her one afternoon, in her
pretty violet-coloured silk sarce, while she was good-
humouredly nursing and playing with a little rosy
English baby, that the ayah had brought down for
the benefit also of a fresh sca-brecze.

These sands, in finc evenings, are a favourite resort
of the Ilindoo women in the neighbourhood; who

| walk down with their scrvants and children to enjoy

the cool refreshment; leaving their delicate little
footprints on the damp sands, to the cnvy of all the
female shoc-wearers who may be present—for Cin-
derella’s slipper would soon have found a wearer, had
the trial been made on Oriental beauties. The bright
clear colours of their sarces, 100, are admirable; and
the glossy braids of their finc hair, decorated with
rich gold ornaments, or fragrant blossoms ; and the
figures of the younger women are so slight, graceful,
and elastic, so much like those we sce cut on the
cameos of old Rome, or on the fresco-painted walls of
beautiful Pompeii—and the sarce, stirred by the
evening breeze, floats in such graccful resemblance to
the drapcries with which the ancienis loved to adorn
their nymphs and graces, that when the chill air
causcs the rich erimson cashmere shawl to be cast
around the head and form, one cannot but regret that
so much natural grace must be concealed, however
admirable in itself is the fabric that enfolds it. Many
of the women of the Purvoe caste, whom I have met
here, are very handsome, with an expression of intelli-
gence, also, on their fine countenances greater than is
usually seen in the face of a native woman; where
softness and amiability are generally more apparent
than intellcect. These womcen, however, have a
brightness of cye, & smile that sympathizes with it,
and a general lighting of the countenance, when cn-
gaged in conversation with each other, pleased, or
amused in any way, that is very attractive; and we
forget the beauties of costume, the brightness of colour,
the richness of ornament, and the brilliancy of con-
trasts, while gazing on countenances often so expres-
sive and so charming as are those of the Purvoe
women of Bombay.

‘Without much abatement, until the 18th, the rains
continued; and the wax-cloth covers of the little
bullock hackeries were quite inefficient to protect the
turbans of the riders therein; for not only did the

. curtains flap and beat aboul in a most embarrassing

manner, but became so injured by friction, that the
superficies of green wax only appeared at intervals,
forming at those points a sort of breakwater, but

forcing a fuller stream through the sieve-like quality
of the ecxposed dungaree (coarse cloth). In fine
weather these hackeries arc admirable conveyances ;
a thick quilted cover of dark cloth protects the riders,
and the little Deckan bullocks trot along with a speed
quite surprising, when their small size, and the heavy
weight of Banian merchants, are relatively considered.
These gharries are also often crowded with women and
children, bent on pleasure parties, or proceeding to
some favourite spot in the woods, to dine, perform
certain religious ceremonies, and endeavour to gain
good fortune for themselves and their families. In
the rainy season, however, the green bodies and pink
wheels of the vehicles appear to great disadvantage;
the very tails of the bullocks being too dampto twist ;
and as a hackery passes from time to time, it is
lugubrious enough to see the head of the driver, rolled
in dirty cloths, and bowed nearly to his knces, to pro-
teet the eyes unavoidably exposed, while a sudden flap
of a side curtain exhibits to the curious spectator two
or three dismallooking traders, whose organs of
acquisitiveness even the rains of Bombay cannot damp
into torpor.

However, the 18th was “ cocon-nut day,” as it is
called, when the season is supposed to openm, and
the native boats to venture to the ports of the neigh-
bouring coast, laden with long required merchandise
for although the monsoon is seldom over until the
cnd of September, and the terrific storms of the
“ clephanta ™ may chance to shiver the masts of the
mariner, cre the scason settle into fairness, the boat-
men, eager for gain, and strong in fatalism, unfurl
their sails, and set forth, often to the destruction of
their craft; the promises of cocoa-nut day being
often as frail as they are fair.

My old Parsee friend, too, well knew that they
were s0; for on asking him whether he thought that,
after to-day, we should have fine mornings for our
exercise, he replied, with much common sense, “ How
can you believe what these foolish Hindoos say ? It
they cut down @// these woods, and throw in 4/l the
cocoa-nuts, do you think the sca will attend to them 27

Nevertheless, this was cocoa-nut day; and a fair
one heside, as if Nature fancicd a holiday too, putting
on her brightest attirc for the oceasion—and when a
day ¢ bright in the East, what can be more beautiful ?
The Germans talk of the dawning of another “ blue
day,” but who has scen a blue day dawn, or knows
what the radiance of sunshine really is, who has not
viewed the azure skies, the amber light, and the violet
shadows—so rich, so soft, so colourful—of an
Eastern clime? Thus bright and lustrous, and bathed
in such rich sunshine, proved to-day : and many a dark
eye flashed with pleasure, when its clear blue dawning -
gave the gay prowmise of a happy festival. 1

The Sunkersett Bazaar, the streets, the roads, the
highways and the byeways, were studded with piles
of oocoa-nuts; one would have thought mo other
species of merchandise was to be had in the world, but
the fruit of the palm. Every man, woman, and child
that passed, had a cocoa-nut in their hand ; the whole
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population was, in fact, engrossed by two ideas—the
sea, and a cocoa-nut.  °

As the day advanced, groups of people passed, in
bright holiday attire; the women in new sarees, and
the little children in poloured satin caps, covered with
tinsel, and singularly gay, with sprigs and tassels,
bows, and flowerings, altogether purposeless ; and the
Purvoe women wore their hair ornaments beautifully
arranged ; the gold siZa phul (custard-apple), or the
richer Aumal phul (lotus-flower), being attached to the
glossy braids, while cAumps and mogree blossoms

. peeped from among them, not so much for the sake of

ornament as of fragrance.

At four o’clock the festival was at its height, and [
drove along the esplanade to see its character The
green was covered with small tents, booths, and
roundabouts, as at an English fair; and the road was
so thronged with carriages, that the coachman with
difficulty proceeded at a foot’s pace; while the sands
looked as if covered with a tapestry, worked in imita-
tion of oriental costumes. All Bombay was out of
doors; the rich Hindoos and Parsees lolling in their
handsome carriages, the latter having erowded in all
their little children of either sex—a Parsee loving to
have his family about him ; while the rest, a motley
mass, lounged here and there, gazing at the booths,
purchasing toys and sweetmeats. or guiding little
carriages, drawn by goats, the way that they should go.

The great scene of business was, of course, the
sands. Many had gone far out, and stood on portions
of the rocks, where they found tiny bays, on which to
embark their hopes, their cocoa-nuts, their flowers,
and their cinnabar. Others cast their offerings into
the retreating waves, with prayers proper for the
occasion. 'Thus Parsees, Mobammedans, Hindoos, all
had a prayer and a cocoa-nut, with faith enough on
the occasion to agree in propitiating the sea, whatever

* differences scvered them in creed—and the cocoa-nut

well afloat, and fair hopes entertained that all the
boats, and ships, and merchandise, and voyages with
which each individual might be concerned for the en-
suing year, would be right prosperous, they strolled
back to the booths, amusing themselves with the dis-
play of French harmonicons, Dutch dolls, Chinese
toys, English cutlery, and Surat vegetables done in

© ivory, that was to be seen therein. Unlike an English

fair, all was order, all courteousness, all good-natured
accommodation, Children found easy passage in the
densest portion of the crowd ; women smiled, chatted,
and glided on, free from all annoyance ; native coach-
men, for once, drove carefully, lest the carriage poles
should press against the weak or aged; and if one
acoidentally was pushed aside, or frightened, the
native gentleman would look out, kindly encourage
the passenger, and warn his servant to use greater
caution. Even the Parsees respected the pleasures of
the people; and one wished the habit, in their case,
extended beyond cocoa-nut day; for the driving of
each coachman of the wealthy firc-worshippers is like
the driving of Jehu the son of Nimshi ; for he driveth
furiously. True, that in the crowded bazaars, two

footmen run before, shouting “Pice, Pice,” as loudly as
they can; but the din of carrisges rattling over the

hard roads, added to the hum of voices, the screams of |

parrots swinging in the porches, the chafferings of
Banians with their customers, the loud voices of boys,
repeating maxims in chorus, by way of education
at the schools, the disputatigns of women, and the
barkings of the Parish dogs, renders the warning of
very slight eflect; and I know nothing which, as a
characteristic, appears more remarkable to the cye of
the stranger, than the crowded road of a native bazaar
in Bombay, and the fast-trotting horses of the Parsee
carriages, which run their rapid course without
creating the necessity for a single inquest.

It is not alone the coachmen who delight thus to
display their powers of charioteering, but the notion
of progression secms an' innate idea in a Parsce’s
mind. He is never at rest, (if the paradox may be
allowed,) until he is going ten miles an hour. The
Parsee fashionable lolls back in his handsome Long-
acre-built buggy, his highly polished Japan leather
boots against the splashboard, and his delicate white-
kid-clad fingers lightly closed over the reins, while
his magnificent horse, half Arab, half Persian, dashes
onwards at a pace that makes the by-stander close
his eyes. The Parsec exquisite is now at rest ; but
his butler must do the same. So, mounted in a creak-

85|

ing groaning vehicle, with a pair of loose whecls, that

go first out, then in, and lastly round, at every revolu-
tion on their axis; and drawn by a miserable pony,
which ambles under heavy harness, his head quite on
one side, to ease his mouth from the rusty bit, this
worthy commences his hard labour; le stands up
and lashes the poor pony, he abuses him for the
slowest vagabond in Bombay, he works the bit {ill
it rattles among the old teeth of the poor beast, be-
coming even londer than the ungreased whecls,—and
repeats this system, until from a shuffle the poor
animal falls into.a trot, from a trot is urged to a
canter, and from a canter tortured into a sort of
loose reckless gallop : the butler feels that he too
has donc his duty, and, like his master, falls back in
triumphant rest, till the operation requires to be
repeated.

The Parsees ride and drive particularly well. They
“break ” horses better than any people in Bombay ;
break them, I mean, in the ordinary sense; for from
what I have just reported of their usages, it will be
imagined that they break them down more completely
than any other people, except perhaps the old drivers
of the English “ royal mail:”— for, although there is
not much galloping up hill and down, the hard roads
of the Island knock a horse’s hoofs to pieces, strain
their muscles terribly, puff their legs, cause them
to throw out splints, with all sorts of other disfigura-
tions and injuries; but this fact is never considered,
as long as a Parsee gentleman can dash along at the
pace that pleases him; and we hope that he may, ere
long, be gratified with the horsc-power of a “ special
train,” and consider with satisfaction, that fifty miles
an hour is a pretty average speed.

D2
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The guictics and good fecling of cocoa-nut day,
gave me a zest for Hindoo festivals ; and as the great
fair of the temple of Mahdeo, near Malabar Point, (the
Governor's summer residence,) occurred a few days
after, I begged my friend, Meer Alli, a Hindoo man
of business, or “Delall,” as he is called, to become
my escort and interpreter, and about three in the
afternoon we started in the Mcer’s little phacton for
the fuir,

The road which leads from the Sunkersett bazaar
to Malabar Point, is perhaps one of the most beauti-
ful on the Island ; winding as it does to a consider-
able height above the shore, and commanding on one
side & view of the bay and promontory of Colubal,
with the wooded islands that shelter the harbour,
while on the other, black rocks, now covered with
foliage, flowering creepers, wild balsams and convol-
volus, jut out, towering above the road, and crowned
hiere and there with handsome bungalows. The way
was crowded. We met the common bullock hackeries
filled with women and children in their holiday attire,
shigrams almost bursting with Brahmins, buggies
heaped with Banians, horsemen cantering against
footmen, and footmen always in the way: every body
was anxious, busy, cager; those who pressed for-
ward were gay, noisy, and talkative; those who were
returning bore fruit, or flowers, or foys, in evidence
of the fair. Poor folks, with baskets of plantains,
cucumbers, or swcetmeats, were seated on the way-
side, and little children played ncar them, with gay
caps of silk and tinsel, each armed with a bow and
arrow, purchased for them at the fair. 1t was diffi-
cult to gain the summit of the hill through all this
‘hrong, and yct more so to advance when there; for
the road along the promontory to the point on which
the governor’s house is built, is much too narrow for
festive days, and bullocks are not the cleverest ani-
mals in cvading difficulties or aiding others so to do;
consequently, when a little knot of hackeries stop the
way, they do it o some purpose. However, by
means of the delall's good driving, o few concus-
sions, and a great dcal of uncourteous language
between our servants and the owners of these
Bombay hackney coaches, we arrived opposite the
gates of the great Walka-es-war village, and there
alighted.

On cach side of the road outside the gates were
booths, principally filled with toys and trifling goods,
which, however, gave a fair sample both of native
taste and native ingenuily. Here was astall displaying
the curious and pretty ivory work of Surat, with
imitations of native vegetables, backgammon and
chessmen, little boxes beautifully turned, and prettily
coloured ornaments, with various devices. There
another covered with toys French and English,
looking-glasses of all shapes, cutlery, dolls’ heads, and
toys of blown glass. Among the rest might be found
huge clath elephants, peacocks and baskets, both of
bead-work, famous in Bombay, and ingenious Chinese
toys, in fgreat abundance. All this was amusing
enough, but being anxious to mix with the groups

about the temple, and, finding that entrance was
difficult, we applied to a policeman at the gate, who
replied that his orders were strict not to admit either
Europeans or Parsees into the village. However, after
some persuasion, and compre

was neither a sailor, a soldier,
and that, consequently, disturbance was not likely to

ding at lest that as I |
or a fire-worshipper, |

cnsue, he of the indigo uniform suffered the delall -
and myself to pass through the great gates, which :
the mahjuns (merchants) were allowed to put up sowe |

eighty ycars ago, to preserve the privacy of their
sacred place. Within the gates, a very large and |
handsome durrumsauleh overlooks a fine reservoir of |
water, surrounded by a wall, with steps descending to |
At the extreme end of this reservoir are two |
pillars, having niches for holding lamps on festal nights; :

it.

and on the right side of the tank appears the great
temple of Mahdeo.
with houses, while for the festival, booths had been
crected for the sale of betel-nuts, paun-leaves, rice
and cinnabar, flowers, and ghee, requisite materials
both for offerings at the altar and to aid in the pro-
duction of a good dinner ; this last being a material
purt of Hindoo ecremonial now-a-days.

The temple of Walka-es-war is large, but not
hiandsome.  In the sanctum I saw a rude stone image
of Mahdeo, and in the verandah lounged, after their
manncr, jogees, fukirs, and gosaens in abundance.
Several of these men had a most revolting aspect, not
somuch so by rcason of their superficics of wood-
ashes and smcarings of cinnabar, but from the maniac-
like glare or idiotic rolling of the eye, produced by
constant indulgence in opium and bheng.

Along the verandah were suspended immense num-
bers of rusty old bells, presented at various times,
as acts of merit. Of course, they were never rung;
1 suppose they never Zed been rung since they were
made bells, and would have been sadly confused had
they been now scl about doing their duty; but
bappily, they did nothing of the kind ; it was enough
for them and for the jogees that both were there;
good works did not secm required cither from bell or
priest ; both gathered rust from the odour of sanctity,
and the more uscless they became, the more were they
objects of reverence to the vulgar.

Walka-cs-war enjoys higher repute than any of the |
temples in Bombay, and its history accounts for this..

The great Ram landed here, it scems, from Ceylon,
and, being weary and thirsty, desircd {o bathe. As if
for the indulgence of the wish, therc suddenly ap-
peared a fine lake of fresh water. Ram, of course,
felt particularly grateful, and after bathing in and

This reservoir is surrounded !

drinking thereof, he took a little sand in his hand, '
moulded an image, and worshipped it as his benefactor, '
Mahdeo, (ihe giver of good). That night, spirits '

erected the temple, and the sand god has gradually
Wal (sand), ka (of), :

hardened himself into stone.
eshwar (god), in its divisions explain this.

The population of the village consists of 2,500

souls, composed of Mahsjuns, Banians, Bhattias, :

and Brahmins. We walked about it, and saw m
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almost every verandah Bhattias employed in playing
pachesa, betting, losing, and remaking the game,
(* Messieurs, faites le jeu,”) with the rapidity of Casino
gamblers at rouge-et-noir.  The Bhattias delight in
gaming, and during this festival stake enormous sums,
mixing their gambling transactions with religious zcal,
(as the Neapolitans do their lotteries,) in compliment,
I supposc, to this said Mahdeo, who, we arc told,
bad the gallantry, on the first day of the month
Cartica (November), to allow himself 1o be terribly
beaten by the goddess Parvati at a game of chance,
probably pachesa.

The ceremonies of the festival consist in bathing,
repeating sundry mantras, and dining; after which
the folk return to their houses ; the gamblers, however,
cxcepted, for these worthies consider it a work of
merit literally to consume the midnight oil in their
vocation.

At the lower end of the tank, brahmins were splash-
ing about with great glec; and on the first day of the
festival the delall told me that the women, wives of
Mahajuns and Brahmins, richly attired and laden with
jewels, come here in crowds, and bathe, atiended by
their servants; a scene that must remind one of the
duughter of Pharach and her maidens.

Although my presence did not create disturbance,
it caused considcrable curiosity. Here and there a
Banian smiled good-naturedly, but the Bralimins, one
and all, scowled most horribly, and inquired of the
matter from the delall. But when he told them that 1
knew all about it, and did not laugh at all at such
things, that, moreover, I was a friend of the Shastree’s,

. and so on, they werc more reconciled to my presence,

offered to show me several places 1 had not seen, and
many of them walked about with us, and became
especially courleous. As we were returning through

" the gate, one old gentleman made me a very low salaan,

and then, in English, but very slowly and with extra-
ordinary cmphasis, as if it had been the thing he had
come into the world to do and he did it, remarked,—
¢ Fri-day—was—a—ve-ry—finc—time—for—Ma-la-
bar—Point ! The rest looked on as if they would
have cried * Shah bash!” but they did not, and,
privately wishing for my well-intentioned friend a
more rapid cnunciation in time to come, I left the
village of Walka-es-war.

As we waited for Abdoola to bring the little phacton
out from the mass of vchicles in which it scemed cn-
tangled, & ruflianly Sowar, miserably clad, his dirty
coarsce hair hanging on his shoulders, but mounted on
a magnificent horse, handsomely caparisoned, galloped
violently up to us, and within a pace of where we
stood, cxpecting of course to be dashed to pieces, he
suddenly checked his horse, so as ncarly to throw him
on his haunches. The people around us were very
wroth, but the delall cried out, “ Go back, or I will
give you to the police! Never,” said he, turning to
the rest, “abuse such hurrunzadehs, they will only
blacken your faces with their answers ; always threaten
them with the police.” Now, whether it was rcally
the idea of the ycllow-turbaned and indigo-coated

gentry’s power, or the sight of his master that had
the effect, I know not, but this “son of a burnt
father,” as the Moslems called him, certainly wheeled
his steed, and returned faster than he came. And so
ended my experiences of the great fair of Walka.
es-war.

.

A REVERIE.
From the MSS. of a deceased Doet.

It was a place to be remembered, that ancient
library, with its rich carvings of flowers, and [ruit,
and hanging leaves, and the delicate tracery of its
Gothic windows. I was sitting there alone at even-
ing, lost in the beanty of the time and place, watch-
ing the sunlight shining through the rich stained
glass, watching the glorious colours, red, and green,
and violet, that it threw upon the floor, watching
them—how eagerly !—as they came nearer and nearer,
till at lust they fell upon the book I read, dyeing now
with crimson, now with amber light, the old type and
time-stained pages. What goodly books there were
on those oaken shelves! not dressed in gaudy gold,

but sober and solemn as befitted their wisdom:

weighty volumes of divinity, written of old in some
quict cloister; strange songs of love, axeshaped,
egg-shaped, and acrostic, inscribed when fair lady
might he won by anagram or quaint conceit ; romances,
telling of Lancelot and Guincver, and of
¢ The goodlicst fellowship of famous knights
Of which this world holds record.”
All things strange, all things curious.
There were pictures, too, of mail-clad warriors, who
had withstood the stout Scot at Holmedon and at
dark Flodden; and of beautics now sleeping in the

quict church, once the worshipped queens of tourney*

and of dance. And from that ancient wall they all
looked at me as they would have done in life, some
frowningly, and somc with smiling welcome, and some,
methought, with serrow. One there was * beautiful
cxceedingly,” with chestnut hair, and deep blue laugh-
ingeyes. Those cyes would still meet mine when I
looked from mine ; till I blushed to see how like they
were to certain others that I knew.

Amidst all this I fell asleep, and dreamed a dream
in strange harmony with the time and place.

Mcthought the room grew larger, much larger,
growing dim and shadowy in the fur-off distance. In
all I could see the ample brow, and the pale cheek,
and the bright cye; on all the signet mark of sorrow;

and thus I knew that they were those who had spoken '

song to an ungrateful world. Homecr was there, a ,

shape of majesty, blind no more; and the Lesbian

Sappho, but her hair was lank and dripping, as of cnc

over whom the ocean-waves had passed; and Ana-
creon too, but crownless, for the grave had waked
him from his long drcam of love and wine. I saw
many others, and among them the ivy-crowned Pin-
dar, and his face changed strangely as I gazed; for
now his eye was bright, and his cheek rosy-flushed as
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if in triumph; and now Le seemed to weep, as if he

sang a dirge over beauty and love. Zschylus too, I

saw with his prophet eyes,aud others whom I knew not,

for earth has forgotten the names that heaven honours.

Near these were more in another garb : Virgil with a
~ laurel-crown ; and by him a strange little shape, whom
| I knew as Horace, for kis face was bright with smiles
| and laughter, save sometimes when a shade came over
| “it, like a cloud over u sunny fleld, and then he thought
of the dead Glycera.

Then methought the shapes grew more distinct.
There was Daute with pale, care-worn brow, and
boaring a sword ; and there was one leaning over his
shoulder, whispering words in his ear, comforting,
soothing him—it was the angel Beatrice; and Petrarch
was there with Laura by his side, and Tasso ““of the
sword and pen.” And Chaucer too was there, and
Spenser, palc and thin, as one who died of want.
And again I saw Shakspeare, neither joy nor sorrow
written on his face, for he was above all ; and Milton
too, looking up to heaven, and leaning on the royal
hand that wrote the Eikon Basilike, for the grave had
taught them to be gentle, and forgive. More I could
have seen, but the crowd suddenly divided, (making
way for Homer. The father of all song came up to
me, and spoke. “Thou hast done me homage and
fitting reverence ; the dead can repay; look thou here.”
Then opening my cyes—for I had shut them in fear—
I saw three volumes. Unclasping the first, T saw
various pictures, on every page a picture. There
were faces of departed ones, between whom and my-
self the long ycars had rolled ; and there were faces of
estranged oncs, a sadder sight than the dead; and,
again, therc were swcet pictures of scemes that I
had loved, of fountains grown about with flowers, of
woods glistening with glorious sunlight, of dewy
flelds and waving corn;—much beauty, and much
sorrow. This was the Past.

Then I opened the second, but there I could see
nothing on every page, but the deep blue eyes I loved,
ever changing in expression, now bright with thought-
less joy, now dim with tears, now in hope, and now in
sorrow. This was the Prescnt.

And when I looked into the third, che Future, he
that stood by me said, “Be wise ;” but as he did not
hinder me, I looked on. There I saw pictures of
gorgeous pomp and triumph ; in all, methought I was
present, now knoeling near a throne, now myself the
centre of admiring groups, sunning myself in the eyes
of beauty. Thus I looked at all but four. Then he
thut stood by me, said again, “Be wise,” but I did not
heed him. 1n the first, was an old man, cowering over
a scanty fire, olasping his white head in his hands;
oud the sccond was a quiet churchyard, with two
graves in it—onc grass-grown and bright with flowers,
and the other open, ready to receive its occupant ; the
third was an old abbey, dimly lightcd, with monuments
on its walls ; and in the fourth were groups of mcn,
talking, in a blessed place. But this I could scarcely
sce, for the place was dazzled with a golden light, and
the book was quickly shut.
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Then Homer turned towards me, and said, “I take
thee to be my son ; thy lot shall be one of many tears,
of much glory, and of high reward.” Then he passed
on, and the brotherhood of song followed him, and
each laid his hands upon my head, but none spoke. I
saw that many of them had by their sides the forms
of beauty that had been the spirits of their song; and
of these, Beatrice looked mildly, sorrowfully at me;
and Laura smiled a joyous smile. Last of all came
Shelley, and he spake with a low sepulchral voice, and
his words were, “ There is a God !”

From that hour I was a Poet.

Then I went where there were happy hearts, and
merry faces. What a contrast was there between the
joyous Present, and the solemn Past ! and there Isaw
the same deep blue eyes. Methought there was a
decper meaning in their glance than I had ever seen
before ; but perhaps it was only a Poet’s fancy.

Would you know what meant those two graves in
the quict churchyard—the one all grown with grass
and flowers, the other open. The deep blue eyes I
loved may laugh no more, and the flowers grow

over them. The other will be mine, and mine too will .

be the monument in the dimly lighted abbey; but for
that I grieve not, so that I may join in converse with

the sons of song in that blessed place which I saw
so dimly. B.

—_—

A SKETCH.

REV. HENRY THOMPSON.

He stands apart, nor heeds around the city’s roar and

loom : i
He marks no sight—he lists no sound—he looks at one

lone room,

Whence, from behind a dusky blind, a taper faintly
meets

His eagor gaze athwart the blaze of hundred-lighted
streets.

And fresher, holier memories through that dim windew
come

Than with theall-gladdening sun arise on his far Indian
home ;

For in the gloom of that drear room a weary child he

lay,
Breathi;xg at last, as slowly passed the fever-pangs away.

And loving eyes were o'er him bent, smiling through

lingering tears,

As through the cloud-streaked firmament the watery
morn-star peers,

When cease to rave, along the wave, the storm-winds of
the night,

And the worn deep sinks down 'to sleep bencath the

wakening light.

Those gentle eyes, so soft, 8o kind, are blent with com-
mon dust ;
And they have left him nought behind to look to or to

trust ;

For he hath loved, and sorely proved Love speaks not
alway true,

And, spirit-dead, his land hc fled when life and grief
were new.
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And he hath rear'd him kingly bowers on Ganges’ gor-
geous side,

‘Where soft Indnlg:nee counts the hours, and Slavery
tends on Pride;

Where tuneful falls, 'mid jasper halls, the fountain's
odorous freight,

And, at his nod, as on a god, barbarick menials wait.

Yet 'n?.“l:ﬂ ll:’e givo his proud domain, with all that tend
8o h:tﬁ‘li;xht press his couch of pain, a trustful infant
Migl;}. sgx‘e#}s ‘again that couch of pain, yet not again to
But e];l:: away to painless day beneath those gentle

For he was of the band of those to whom Heaven's realm

. grt&im;
His infant heart had borne no woes, his chrisome robe
no stains ;

And that dear eye that beamed so nigh was but a

mirrored ray
From seraphim that gazed on him, nor once kad turned
away.

The world hath soiled his robe of light : with dimmed
and shaded brow,

And drooping brands, his Guardians bright look sadly
on him now ;

And grief and sin have left within a canker fierce and

sore,
That from his heart shall ne'er depart till that shall
beat no more.

He l(;(l:l::i behind—and life is black—all wilderness and

es, ‘
Save where, afar, the low pale track of setting Child-
hood fades;
He loi)ksdbefore, and sees no more—all is impervious
cloud—
No r:g, no spark, to break the dark between him and
e shroud.

He climbs a solitary stair to mount a lonesome bed :

He b;ezt&hes & penitential prayer to commune with the
ead

That he n;ay seem, in one brief dream, his childish days

to see;
Or that, if not, awhile his lot forgetfulness may be.

O mother, bowed disconsolate above thy lifeless child,

Look hither! learn to bless thy fatc; to change thy
wailings wild

To hymns of joy, to think thy boy is freed from chance
like this,

Secure from harms within the arms of Him whose
sight is bliss.

Yet thou who seest thy darling’s eye with health
rekindling shine,
Speak forth thy grateful praise on high ! no thought of
gloom be thine !
Only the prayer be lifted there, that He who gives again
Thy gem to'thee may guard it free from spoiler and
m stain.

Life is & glorious, precious gift, which, treasured day

-+ byday, .
. With holy care and heavenly thrift, will endless wealth

uplay ;
By our own sin is wo brought in : to chasten,—yei to

save;
Then  thankfal bow,—sow choerly now,—and reap
beyond the grave.

Rectory, Wrington, AU Sainis, 1847.

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE EARLY LIFE OF
GEN. SIR F. H—, K.C.B.

I wELL remember the first scenes of my existence, '
at least those when my youag observaticn began to
look around. T have some indistinet remembrance of
a long staircase, and a small room with a sloping roof,
a window, a leaden gutter in, front, some old fiower-
pots, and my sister beating me for pulling the leaves;
my mother scolding her, with the harsh voice of my
father above all ; and although these are bygone sensa-
tions, I verily believe, could I find out the miserable
garret, I should know it again.

My next and more peffect impressions’ are of a
neat room, with curtains at the window, and & street
in front, thronged with people; my father dressed
better than most of his neighbours, and my mother
and sister in far different attire than I had been accus-
tomed to see them. I, too, was well and warmly
clad; bad cakes, and oranges, and meat,—all I could
desire.

How the change came about I did not know, but
I do remember hearing that my father had been
lucky, and some of his acquaintances (and he had
naughty ill-behaved men always backwards and for-
wards,) say that he was a clever lucky fellow.

My ideas then were that men and boys ought to
swear, for my father seldom spoke without swearing ;
but that women should not, for my mother never did,
and it always seemed to vex her. She was the mildest,
softest-mannered creature I ever knew, and if I then
had a redeeming quality in my character, it was love
for, and imitation (somctimes) of my mother’s manner.
My father was a tyrant in his family; we none of us
dared say anything when he was at home; my mother
always trembled when he came in. I remcmber once
in the street saying something to onc of my play-
fellows, in which I mentioned that I was sure it was
true, for I heard my father say so; at that moment I
received a blow on the head, which felled me to the
ground, and then I was lifted up by my clothes, and
carried home. I never shull forget the fury with which
my father (for it was he who struck me,) stood over
me, and the threats he used cven of killing me, if ever
I repeated any sayings of his. I never did again as
long as he lived.

Sometimeswe had plenty, at others we fared scantily;
and I have seen my father tuke the very furniture of
the room, and for some days, nay weeks, it did not
come back. I afterwards found out it was pawned.

“This boy must go to school,” said my father, one
day, “or he will never be fit for anything. I have
made a good thing of that old house lately, so send
him ;” and to school 1 went. I learned to read and
write, and then was taken away. My father wanted

me.

¢ P, said he, onec day,  you must do something
for me to-night; be ready when I call you, and say
nothing.” I did not like the tone of his voicc, nor had
1 any fancy for what I was to do, although entirely
jgrorant of its nature; but with me to hear was to
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obey. I had been asleep some hours, when I was
roused by being shaken, ond my father stood over
me. He bade me dress myself; I did so; and we
went down stairs, and into the street together. I
observed he waited till the watchman had passed,
and the sound “Twelve o’clock™ struck on my ear.
‘We walked down many streets, and at length came to
a garder wall, under the shade of which stood two
men, friends of my father. One said, “Have you
brought the boy ?”
“¢ Yos,” gaid my father; “is the cart ready P”

He was answered in the affirmative, and we pro-
ceeded o few steps; at last one of the men took a
rope out of his pocket, and tied it round my waist;
they instructed me how to untie it, when I should be
in the garden on the other side, and go to the garden
door and undo the bolts; if I could not, I was to
come back, and tic myself up again, and be drawn back.
If T was found, I was to say I had got over the wall,
and not heing able to get back, had hidden myself till
night, hoping to get out then. Twas very inuch fright-
ened; but the fear of my fatlier was above all; so
they lifted me on to the top of the wall, and let me
down on the other side. They gave me two or three
tugs to remind me to untic the rope, which T did, and
saw it run up over the wall. I felt inclined to sit down
and cry: I could not have been more thun nine years
old; however, the fear of my father was paramount,
80 I set off on my walk. 1 had to cross the garden,
pass round the glass-house as they deseribed it to me,
get into another garden, and then go under the gar-
dener’s window, where 1 was to be sure and make no
noise. You may be certain I was like a cat after
creum. At last I found the door, and contrived to
undo it; at the other side I found my father and the
two other men waiting with the horse and cart. They
left me at the door, soon retwrning with an immense
quantity of grapes, so as to load the cart, in which one
of them drove off, the other with my father shutting
the door very gently.

We walked home gently; it was half-past three as

we came into our strect. Again we waited till the
watchman had passed, and T was soon ¢ bed. 1t was
a long time, however, before I could go to sleep;
when I did, I dreamt that a great dog held me by the
leg, and I awoke crying out.
" The next morning at breakfast the other two men
came in; they laughed heartily at old George the gar-
dener, who they said was half mad; told me F was
the finest little fellow in England, gave me a few half-
pence, and congratulated my father on having so clever
a son,

It is not my intention to detail all my adventures;
how I was dropped into cellars in the day, and at
night opened the doors for those abroad; or how I
was at last so accustomed to this sort of life, and so
successful, that I could stand behind a door without
quaking while the master of the house or a servant
passed up to bed. One thing I must mention: to
steal was no part of my business ; to open the doors and
make the best of my way home, was all I had to do.
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1 remember being concealed in & room belonging
to a jeweller in the neighbourhood, and opening the
window of a back room at midnight as directed, (a

| matter of constant occurrence;) and that after I had

been home and asleep, I heard a bustle in my father’s
room, and that my mother got up, and my father
groaned very much; but I fell aslecp again, and should
have forgotten it all in the morning, had not my father
kept his bed, and looked very ill as I passed through
his room. However, he said nothing to me, and I
walked out after breakfast as usual; I soon met a boy,
a son of one of my father’s friends, who, like me, was
often cmployed in these matters. He made a sign to
me to follow him, and we walked into the ficlds. We
sat down under a hedge, and he asked me if I had

heard the news? Isaid, ““No; what news?” «“Why,”

said he, “old miser Golding, the silversmith, is mur-
dered.”

I had lost all qualms of conscience as to robbery,
for although I knew it was wrong, still the frequency
of the everd, my never having been found out, and
my fears of my father, which I always concluded
would be my excuse, had deadened my feelings. But,
murder! it struck me as if I had been shot. I had,
however, presence of mind not to commit myself, and
only answered by inquiring the particulars. Rébert,
my companion, was very anxious to find out if I had
been there. The old man had been found murdered,
in a pool of blood, upon the threshold of his own count-
ing-house—the very room the window of which I had
opened to admit my father. I however, denied it to
my companion, and we returned together. The bill-
stickers were al work—200/. reward !

My heart was sick when I went home. I was told to
say my father was gonc to M—— for a fortnight, a
journey he often took on pretence of business; for he
was what they called a weaver’s agent, and did some-
thing in that way.

After dinner I again ventured out, and strolled into
the crowd at the silversmith’s door.

The first words

T heard were “Murder will out!” ¢ Them as had any

hand in this is sure to be hanged!” &e. &c. I passed
on in a cold sweat, and sat me down on the low wall
of the churchyard. I looked up at the sun-dial and
read these words, ““ The wicked shall be turned into
hell, and all the people that forget God.” This was
the first moment of my life that I felt any symptoms

of religion. I had never beforc thought of a God

but as a name to swear by. All day it haunted me. :

The gallows and hell were my tormentors; I could
not get them out of my thoughts. The poor old man,
murdered, I could not doubt, by my father! I had
been in the same room with him only the night

1

before ; concealed under a chest of drawers, I saw ;
him lock his boxes, take off his shoes, put on his
slippers, kneel down and say his prayers, and heard !

him go into the next room and get into bed. Now
he was dead, only since yesterday ! Might not I die
too? Nay, I must die some time or other; and
again the words ““ Murder will out!” rang in my ear.
I could not go home; I could not.stand still. I did not
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know where to turn ; however, I must go home, or my
father would beat me. My father!—a murderer? I
determined he should be my father no longer ;—but
how to avoid it? And then my mother, my dear
mother! And so home I went.

At the door I met Robert; he was watching for
me, and appeared very inquisitive to know “ where I
had been? why I did not come home sooner?” 1
could hardly shake him off ; but my mother called me,

. and I was breaking away from his hold when 1 felt a
" heavy hand on my shoulder, and looking up saw the

face of the chief constable of the town; a face I
knew well. I tottered and fell. What next took

. place T knew not. No questions were asked me. A
* posse of constables entered the house; my mother

shrieked; all was confusion. They went up-stairs,
and, in about half-an-hour, I saw my father brought

" down stairs upon his bed, and carried out. He looked
. ghastly pale, but said nothing. When he was gone I

own 1 felt relieved, for I feared, and never could love
him; all my love was for my mother, and when they

" made me walk away with them I cried bitterly for her.

I was Jocked up by myself in the gaol. I slept little
that night; my misery was cxcessive. My food was
good; I saw no one but the keeper, and he was very
kind. I determined, however, from that moment, never
to be concerned in robbery again, not even for my
father.—1I believe I hated him then.

At last I was taken before the magistrates. I had
been too well tutored to disclose anything ; indeed, I
had been in bed by half-past twelve, and not even my
mother knew I had been out ;—no one ever came into
my bed-room, and I had crept into the old man’s house

. after dark whilst he was al supper. I was, however,

remanded. In the afternoon of that day the chaplain
of the gaol came to me. He was a mild, kind, pleasant,
but grave man; he said nothing to me of the late
murder, but talked to me of God and his all-sceing
eye,—left me a Bible, and marked down certain places
for me to read. In the solitude of that cell I did read;
every word scemed to enter my soul. The promises

of God to the good vexed and alarmed me, for I knew

I was not good. Yet 1 would read them sagain and
again; and when 1 found the promise that, “if the
wicked man would turn away from his wickedncss,
he should save his soul alive,” 1 seemed as if 1 could
not take my eye off the passage :—it was a treasure
to me. I never shall forget my emotion as I read the
130th) Psalm. Could 1 be included in this? I de-
termined to ask the chaplain, and in the mean time,
boy as I was, L.kneeled down and asked God. How
long I prayed I know not; but I was sobbing as if
my heart would break, when I felt a soft hand touch

“me. I looked up; the owner of the Bible stood

| before me; his eyes were filled with tears. I turned

and clasped his knees, and asked him if God would ever
pardon me: he gently disengaged me, and sat down
upon the side of my bed. We bad much talk together,
but he never alluded to the cause of my being there.
He spoke of a Redeemer, of Jesus Christ, and then
said, “ ] found you praying; let me pray with you,”

and he knelt down. So did I; aud he prayed so
mildly, so earnestly, so heavenly, every word went to
my heart. - I was calmed. The effect was like magic;
I no longer feared the gallows so much as the anger of
God. When he went away I could have worshipped
him. Bad thoughts, however, returned as my excite-
ment passed away—/ would not betray! I, indeed,
confess! No: I would be & man ;—and then I fell
asleep. Is it to be wondered that in the state of my
feelings I should have dreamed ? I did dream, and the
impression of it still remains vividly npon my mind;
every thought is now clear before me. I thought
that my father and myself had been harged ; that we
were dead and lay in the churchyard. Cold, very
cold, it was; and I thought my father turned and
tried to take hold of me, but he could not : sometimes,
indeed, his fingers almost reached me, and Ishuddered—
oh, it was as if a serpent touched me! On the other
side was my good clergyman, and he too put out his
hand towards me; and 1 longed as much for his
touch as I abhorred that of my father. Presently
there came a dreadful figure, and it shook its hand at
the chaplain, and told my father to seize me: 1 can
never describe what that figure was like; it haunted
me for years : I sec it now, but no effort I could ever
make was sufficient to describe it. As it spoke, my
father again reached out his hand : I felt he must get
hold of me, and by a violent effort I rolled towards
the other side. The voice of the clergyman said, “1f

you come to me you must come wholly, entirely,—

will you?” I looked at the figure, I felt the cold icy

fingers of my father as they began to touch and erecp

up my side to grasp me, and I cricd out, “ Yes, yes;
wholly and entirely; I will, I will, indeed!” and I
awoke.

My hair was on end; a cold sweat ran down my
facc and limbs; for many minutes I could still but
fancy 1 was dead, and that I felt those cold fingers
touch my side; nay, even now 1 have a feeling of the
scnsation. 1t was, however, daylight: I gotup: I

walked backwards and forwards, terrified and amazed.

Again the thought of being a man, of not peacking, .
came across mc ; but, child as 1 was, I could under-
stand the moral of my dream; I even then thought I

must go wholly to God, or that figure would have me.
The idea was too dreadful for hesitation; I discarded
all thoughts but one; my resolution was made. From

that moment I believe I may date that decision of -

character which has so materially conduced to my

success in life. My resolution, I said, was made;
I believe few -

“yes; wholly,wholly, I am resolved.”
conversions from the ways of iniquity, acting upon a
mind as yet not fully imbued with the knowledge of
a Saviour, were ever so speedy and so fixed as mine.
I waited with impatience until my friend the chaplain
came again, and then, asking him to shut the door,
told him all, confessed my whole course of life, and my
determination to be hanged at once; and turning to
my dear 130th Psalm, asked him if God would ever
forgive me. His explanation of the Scripture, of the
mercy to be found in Jesus, and the rcason why he




became a man, entered my heart like a two-edged
sword; I absolutely devoured his words; I craved
more and more ; 80 much so, that more than once the
good man stopped and stared at me as if he thought
I was acting a-part and deceiving him.

“ And what use am I to make of your confession?”
be said,

“ Any use you please,” said I; and he left me.

In his next visit he repeated the same question;
I at once returned the same answer.

“Do you know that your evidence will hang your
futher p”

“Oh yes, and myself too.”

“No, no, my boy,” he said, “not you;” and he
explained to me that the law would deal very differently
with me.

I asked his advice; he said, that unless it were
! neoessary, he thought I ought not to say anything;
. but that,the crime was so dreadful, the offender must
I be punished. “Did I know anything of how the old
i man.was killed P”’
| I assured him, no; I was in bed, and did not
hear of it till the next morning. T did not even see

i

i my father go to the house, only I was told to get in

i and leave tho window undone, which I did. T« Rutif

! T am asked again,” I said, “I must tell the truth.”

', “T will endeavour,” said he, “ to spare you that ; *

- and he kept his,word. My cvidence was not called

~ for; the goods were found upon an accomplice, who

. turned king’s evidence ;—~it was Robert's father.

* I pass over the horror of hearing my father con-
demned, and the little joy I felt at my own release.
Turned out of the gaol, I walked straight home;—
I hated the noise of the strects; cvery one, I thought,

" stared at and hunted me. I longed to rcturn to that
quiet cell where I had learned and felt so much— it
appeared a blessed place. I hated liberty, 1 feared

. the faces of my accquaintances; but I longed to sce

i my mother and my sister :—I opened the door and

i, walked in. Alas! what a scene awailed me! I shut the
door hastily, as onc afraid ; as if the very stones of

| the street would rise up against me. 1 went up at

“ once to my mother’s bedroom, for I could see nobody

. below. The sound of my footsteps brought my
sister to the landing ; she held up her finger as a sign

., of silence, and beckoned me towards her. When I

11 came up, we fell into each other’s arms, and I helieve

|| that silent embrace did more to endear us to each

i| other than all the years of our childhood. Alas!

! we were alonc in the world! Poor Clara had no

} thought of religion ; my impressions were young, and
although fixed, yet not strong. She took my hand,

" and led me info my mother’s room—never shall I

. forget the feeling. I had been prepared to fiud her

! unhappy, ill, in tears; but I had expected to kiss lher,

' to comfort her, to tell her wy feelings, and to hear

i her applaud mynew resolutions. My hopes of future

happiness all rested upon her. I had formed a

thousand plans of working for her, and teaching her

| all that Ifelt. Bhe was so mild and placid, I was
| sure she would listen to me, and we should do so

|
|
i
!
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many things together. And then I loved her so
intensely,—it was her kind voice which stood between
me and my father’s anger ; I had seen her take even
blows for me. When, therefore, I entered her room,
it was in the hope and with the purpose of laying
the whole burden of my soul before her.

On the bed lay a long, very long, straight form,
much {aller than my mother, covered with a white
sheet. Clara walked before me, and, without a word,
turned down the covering of the head. There, sure
enough, lay my mother, placid and beautiful as ever,
—her sweet countenance with the same expression.
But oh! the truth at once flashed upon me—ske was
dead! Gricf, shame, and despair had done their
work. She was dead indeed ; and all my prospect of
future exertion was, as I thought, marred. This was
the severest stroke of all to my young heart. I stood
like one in  trance; Clara and I remained hand in
hand for some time; then we looked at each other,
and again at the corpse; then we sat down on the
bedside ; and more than an hour must have elapsed
before cither of us spoke. At last I said, ¢ Clara,
let us pray.” She stared at me as if she did not
know what I meant. I suid “Clara, God can help
us.” Still she did not appear to understand me ; but
we kneeled down, and I prayed; that is, I said over
and over again, “God help us!” “God help us!” &ec.

These were the only words 1 could find, but they

were from the heart, and they ascended to the Father
of Mercies, and we found help.

( To be continued.
——

SIGNS.

Awone the definitions of this word given by Dr.
Johnson, we find that it expresses “a picture or token

suspended outside a house” for the purpose of .

distinction. This is the definition of the word hung

at the top of our article to which on the present .
occasion we intend to adhere. We suppose the -

adoption of “signs” became onc of the earliest ne-
cessitics of enlarged social existence. Places devoted
to the purposes of trade, or contrivances for the pro-
motion of commercial intercourse, becoming numerous

in particular localities, some simple means of dis- -

tinguishing cach from the other, or from itscompetitors

in the same place, became also indispensable. It .

was a custom necessarily consequent upon the
centralization of men in the form of communities
more or less dense, and in the midst of which divers
arts and occupations sprang up. In circumstances
where streets were often without names affixed, and
oftener without any system for the notation of the
different dwellings forming them, the tradesman must
bave early found the expediency of adopting some
distinguishing prominent token, to mark his position,
and to direct his castomers to his establishment. The
simplest sign would manifestly be the exhibition

outside of a portion of the goods sold within, or a

representation of them in some durable materinl, such

i
I
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as wood, stone, or iron. Such was probably the first
form of development of the sign. A woolpack would
designate a woollen merchant, a wheatsheaf a baker
or corn dealer, and a bunch of grapes, by allegoric
licence, would indicate that juice of the same was
procurable within. Signs also served another useful

 purpose at a period when the dark illiteracy of

ignorance reduced the reading portion of the com-
munity to an infinitesimal minority. An inscription

| of the name and nature of the trade was darkness
( itself to the mass of the people, and possibly could not

be readily spelled through by the learned few. But
signs were intelligible to every one. Appealing not to
the mind, but to the senses, they were universally
recognisable; and for the first phases of society these
rude tokens were invalusble. As ‘society made

i progress, it will be readily conjectured that trades

were created, either by the wants or luxuries of men,
the proper expression of which could be conveyed by
no generally intelligible sign, although we shall see
that an enormous outlay of ingenuity was directed to
the accomplishment of this object. In such an cmer-
gency recourse was had to a system of arbitrary signs,
which were simply, in fact, so many titles of houses

. or places by which their position should be borne in

mind. Therefore, signs which Lad not ihe remotest
thing in common with the business of the place
signified became common, where either the occupation
was inexpressible by this means, or where, for the sake
of singularity, one chose to deviate from the ordinary
track, and sell bread under the sign of the “shecp,”
or wine under the sign of the “wheatshcaf.” After
enjoying a long career of usefulness, signs are now
vanishing away before the advancing genius of the
nineteenth century. This cumbrous mechanism for
conveying a simple idea is being swept out of our
streets by the far more certain and specdy method of
street nomenclature and housc enumeration. While
the inns yet retain them, and in all probability will
long continue so to do, they are disappearing in every
other direction, save where some old-time loving
inhabitant fondly clings to the swinging memorial,
not of the light, but of the darkness “ of other days.”
Before these too are removed by the march of time,
we are sure that a little while will not be begrudged
in poring over a few of these medals of the Past.

It will be seen, therefore, that signs must date
from the remotest!antiquity. - It is to,be regretted,
however, that there is great dearth of accurate
information on the exact nature of early signs. It has

| been stated by Sir W. Hamilton, that on some of the
| overwhelmed houses of Pompeii the curious sign was

found corresponding to our “checquers;” and the
signs of other trades are also partly discernible on the
walls of the city. Generally speaking, they appear
to have been of the primitive class to which allusion
has been above made. It is less difficult to find

evidence that ships of commerce had their appropriate ’

slgns for Hcrodotus mentions the Parasemon, or sign,
the vessel. Frequently the sign was
the tatelary divinity, and the same remark will probably
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apply to the case of places for trade. An instance
of this kind occurs in the sacred text, where the
tutelary divinities and the sign of the Roman vessel
charged with the conveyance of St. Paul, were
Castor and Pollux. Ships “of burthen used to have,
addition, & basket suspended on the top of their
masts as their sign. Hanging of signs, originally a
custom of convenience, at leggth took the form of &
privilege; and in our researches upon this subject we
have lighted upon a singular document relative to ||
this point. In the fourteenth year of his reign King
Charles 1. granted a royal charter of privileges to the
citizens of London ; in it occurs the following curious
clause, which we extract for the benefit of our
readers :—

“We do give and grant to the said Mayor, Com-
monalty, and Citizens of the said city, and their suc-
cessors, that it may and shall be lawful to the citizens
of the same city, and any of them for the time being,
to expose, and hang in and over the streets, and
ways, and alleys, of the said city, and suburbs of the
same, Signs, and Posts of Signs, affixed to their
houses and shops, for the better finding out such
citizens’ dwellings, shops, arts and occupations, with-
out molestation, impediment, or interruption of Us,
our heirs, or successors.” The good inhabitants of
the metropolis then, in 1638, estimated at a very
different value the system of signs, to those of 1848,
since, at the earlier period, it was considered of sufficient
importance that this privilege should be perpetually
secured by royal charter. We also learn from this ex-
tract, that not only were shops thus distinguished, but
private dwellings had their signs; and the curious in
such antiquities will find frequently upon such old
houses as are yet alive, so to speak, either some curious
hieroglyphic, or some carved monster, which in their
youth served the purpose we are considering. Where a
sign was not adopted to characterize a private dwelling,
its place was often taken by some pointed, or pointless
Latin motto, inscribed in some conspicuous part of
the dwelling. The origin, progress, and full esta-
blishment of signs as a vehicle of universal language,
and as a means for distinguishing places, having been
thus imperfectly sketched, we may now, without
following any order, because none can be preserved,
select for the entertainment of our readers some of |
the follies and absurdities of the system.

Dean Swift says, “ Wit and fancy are not so much
employed in any article as that of contriving signs to
hang over houses.” And if it is remembered that
the ingenuities and witticisms are “not of an age,
but of all time,” having acoumulated during the long |
period of social history, it was to be expected that a
vast mass of singularities must have collected under
this head. Swift’s keen relish for the ludicrous :
appears to have made this a favourite study with him, -
for we read of himself and his companion, thut it was
their great amusement

¢ Gravely to try to read the lines
‘Writ underneath the country signs.”

The absurdities of the signs of the metropolis attracted |

l
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the sharp paze of the Spectator also, and Addison,
in the charming style peculiar to him, thus plea-
sautly attacks them:  Qur streets arc filled with
blue boars, black swans, and red lions ; not to mention
flying pigs, and hogs in armour, with many other
creatures more cxtraordinary than any in the deserts
of Africa. My first task,” he adds, “would be to
clear the city from monsters. In the second place,
X would forbid that creaturcs of jarring and incon-
gruous natures should be joimed together in the
same sign, such as the bell and neat’s-tonguc, the dog
and gridiron. The fox and the goose may be sup-
posed to have met, but what have the fox and the
seven stars to do together? And when did the lamb
and dolphin cver meet, except upon a sign-post P
In his capacity as areformer of signs, he proposes that
now and then they might have a suitable relation to

. the name of the person—a sort of cmbodied pun, in

fact. Thus, a Mr. Bell might suspend his metallic
namesake over his door; or a Mr. Hogg might live

¢ under the sign of a pig. This, of course, was a little
" pleasantry. Charles Dickens moralises in onc of his

' mates of bliss!

works on strect-door knockers; but Addison, with

" equal elegance and greater justice, moralises from

signs. Hec declares that a choleric fellow generally
makes ‘choice of a bear for Zés sign, while a man of
milder disposition frequently lives at the lamb. Ob-
serving near Charing Cross a sign of a punch-bow),

with a couple of graceful little angels squeezing lemons

into it, he was persuaded that the tastefulness of the
composition indicated a Frenchman, and on going into

* the housc he found his conjectures correct.

Many signs were both witty and ludicrous. At a

' tobacconist’s shop, in a Dutch town, was'a celebrated
. sign, intended to display the happiness of St. Peter in
© Paradise. This was effected by depicting him seated

at a tuble, and surrounded with—pipes and tobacco !
How true to human nature, and to its different esti-
In the imagination of a Dutchman
perfeet bliss was pipes and tobacco ad libitum. A
butcher would be merry as well as wise, and, to the
great perplexity of his less learned ncighbours and
fellow-townsmen, caused a sign to be «ceeted by his
slaughter-house, with the portentous words, Lr Morte
Vita, “ Life out of Death,” emblazoned upon it, in-

i, dicating, by this mysterious expression, that human

life was sustained by animal ‘death. A French perru-
quier,in order to demonstrate in & powerful manner the
vast utility of bag-wigs, conceived that the most forcible
method of so doing was to have the history of Ab-
salom painicd on a sign, showing how Ae lost bis life
by the entanglement of his straggling hair. And a
Northampton barber, animated by a similar feeling,
apostrophized David's favourite but rebellious child,
on his sign, after this manner: * Absalom, hadst thou
worn a perriwig, thou hadst not been hanged 1’2

The more cwmnbrous wit of a Flanders grocer se-

! lected for his sign a bear routing a bee-hive for the

(1) This has been poetized by others thus:

“ If Absalom had not worn his own hair ~
He'd ne'er have been seen a-hanging up there.”

honey, underwriting it with, “A dangerous Adventure,
but sweet Attempt.” Somietimes signs were sarcastic:
in a village near London was one of some celebrity;
on one side was portrayed, in an expressive manncr,
an unhappy wreteh completely stripped of his clothes

man who went to law, and lost my cause!” Appa-
rently, his opponcnt fared but little better, for on the
other side of the sign was an equally abject-looking

cause !”
which doubtless had its effect upon the mutual charity
and forhearance, if it be not tautology, of the villagers.
Now and then signs contained a witty shaft directed
against every spectator. At a pretty little village,
well known to oursclves, on the borders of Wales,
such a sign has given its name to the place: it is
called the “ Loggerheads.” The sign represents two
clownish heads grinning, and beneath is written—
“ We three
Loggerheads be.”

The spectator, in rcading it sloud, finds that the
third loggerhicad is necessarily Zimself, as the painting
represents but two. We believe this is the work of
an eminent artist now deceased; and we are personally
awarc that the honest landlord has refused some good
offers for his celebrated sign. A continental surgeon,

valuable aid in emcrgencies by a sign representing a
poor fellow just fallen into an upoplectic fit, and, we
believe, the surgeon himself running up to ihe rescue;
the motto was au prompt secours. When Hogarth

the former country, he paints a country way-side
tavern as the contrast, the sign of which is “The Duke
of Cumberland. Roast and boiled cvery day.” A
humorous writer of the last century, in “ The Crafts-
man,” in a well-written paper, entitled * Bravery the
characteristic of Englishmen,” declares that it oozes

up a sign-reformation.  Under his new regéme no lion
was to be painted rampant, but couchant, and parti-
cular care was to be taken not to let any of his tecth
be seen, without legibly underwriting, ¢ Though he
shows his tecth, he will not bite.” “Bulls” were to
be drawn without horns, “ generals” without armour,
and “valiant troopers” were to be replaced by “hogs
in armour”, or “goats in boots,” to cast ridicule upon
martial hankerings. Thus signs were to become
social regenerators, for which their conspicuous position
in the eyes of the pcople admirably adapted them.
Those who would read a clever letter written in an
ardent love of peace, will do well to turn to the pages
of The Craftsman for this.

A very curious episode in the history of signs has
turned up in our searches for information on this
subject, and we believe it will prove as new to our
readers, or to many of them, as to ourselves. In1762,
Mr. Bonnell Thornton, a gentleman well known in his

and possessions, under whom was painted, ““ I am the -

day, took the extraordinary idea into his head, of :

figure, dressed in tattered raiment, whose sentence
ran, “7 am the man who went to law, and woz my i
Therc was & pointed moral in such a sign, :

in the carly days of the profession, exhibiled his in-

would contrast France and England, after caricaturing

out on our sign-boards ; and in a peace-loving spirit sets
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" eollecting a vast number of signs together, into an ex:
- hibition at his own house in Bow Street, Covent

Garden. It appears more than quostionable whether
the caricature-loving Hogarth had not some hand in
the business. The exhibition was formally anounced, a
witty catalogue printed, and the whole went under
the assumed title of the Society of Sign-painters. The
first room contained gemuine signs, collected no one
knows whence or how, and ludicrously arranged and
catalogued, with the usual pendent accompaniments
of bells, swords, poles, sugar-loaves, tobacco rolls,
wooden candles, &c. just as they then cxisted in the
metropolis. The following notice was placarded over
the entrance to this room.

“N.B. that the merit of modern masters may be
fairly examined into, it has been thought proper to
place some admired works of the old masters in this
room, and in the passage along the yard.”

Beyond this room was the grand room, all hung
round, according torule, with green baize, and a mul-
titude of the most, mirth-provoking signs were arranged
in the best lights, all around it, like pictures in an
exhibition. A most extraordinary picture gallery it
formed, to be sure! many were old signs retouched
by some playful brush, and made to assume the most
ridiculous aspect. Many were political caricatures,

. from some eminent artist; and ’tis more than half

suspected, three or four of the best were productions
of that inimitable satirist, the prince of social cari-
caturists, Hogarth himself. These were the modern
masters above alluded to. The full account is to be
discovered by the curious in these matters, in the
¢ Universal Museum” for April 1762, a monthly
periodical.

The origin of many signs is a curious but vastly
extensive subject. Such parts of it as are likely to
prove acceptable we shall selecct. Though amateur
archrologists only, we have given some thought to
our subject, and the conclusion at which we arrive is,
that cvery sign must have originated in onc of threc
classes: 1, The Heraldic ; 2, The Historical ; 8, Mis-
cellaneous. And by carrying these three divisions in

" remembrance, almost all signs may be traced to their

source. Some really sound information may be derived
from this consideration. Lt us take some examples of
each, many of which are well known signs. The * Bolt-
in-tun,” a coach office in Fleet Street, belongs to the
first class ; it is simply a copy of the device of a prior,
‘William Bolton, who adopted the expression bolt-in
tun, represented by an arrow piercing a hogshead, as
his rebus. The Elephant and Castle is the heraldic
device of the town of Coventry. The origin of the
Talbot, as stated by an antiquarian correspondent of
the Gentleman’s Magazine, is interesting if corrcct.
There was an old inn in the Borough, much frequented
by pilgrims in their way to the shrine of Thomas
a'Becket, which had as its sign a Taberd—a herald’s
coat without sleeves. After along time, the original
taberd disappeared by dilupidation, and the proprietor
adovted the name talbot, as being near the original in

.jecturcd that many of the ludicrous combinations upon |

sound, painting a spotted dog in licu of the herald’s
coat. More probably the common sign of the talbot |
is derived from the arms of the Talbot family, Our !
Dolphins, Blue Boars, Saraccn’s Heads, and many
more, originated in the same class.—It has been con- :

signs arose from the circymstance of one person
adopting the coat of arms or badge of his previous ;.
madter, and uniting it with his own. Then for the |
historical. There has becn great quarrelling about -
the Bull and Mouth. It is gencrally agrced to bea |
corruption of the words Boulogne Mouth. It is .
said, one Roger du Bourg took a house ncar Alders. !
gate, and, out of compliment to one of our prinees, |
born at Boulogue, called it the Mouth or Harbour of |;
Boulogne. A rival soon sprang up, and called his
house the Gate of Boulogne. Hence arose, Bull and
Mouth, Bull and Gate. A famous sign is King I
Charles in the Oak, or the Royal Oak, the historical |
incident recorded by which reduces it to the confines |!
of our category. A celebrated inn in Aldersgate-
street commemorated the exccution of Charles I. by
the sign of the Mourning Bush. Besides these, there
are Kings, Dukes, Marquises, Lords, and so on,
without number. Generally, however, the martial or
naval herocs. appear to have been the greatest
favourites ; and, as though there were some intimate
conncxion between bravery and the tavern, they are
principally discoverable swinging on creaking hinges,
at the side of or over the doors of such places.

Lastly, for the miscellancous. An incongruous
heap is this! Swans with two nécks in their bills;
Coal-holes ; Belle Savage, a corruption of Isabella
Savage, the former owner of the ground; Magpies
and Stumps; Coach and Herses; Corner-pins; cum
multis eliis. One of the oddest corruptions we know
is that of the “Bag of Nails,” from Bacchanals. It |
has been thought that the Hole in the Wall originated
in the famous aperture of that kind through which
the sighs of Pyramus and Thishe breathed, according
to Ovid. We confess this is too far-fetched to appear
probable ; especially when it is remembered that the
inn of that name was only accessible by a long passage
or hole in the wall. This may suffice.

It appcars that signs, at the period when they |
attained their highest point of splendour, were costly ||
articles of display. The morc advanced tradesman of |
to-day lavishes upon his window-front, and internal .|
decorations, what the less refined man of yesterday |
spent, and gloried in spending, upon his sign. Scarcely |
a trace now remains of the beautiful iron-work (of the
most elaborate workmanship, as may be seen in many
of Hogarth’s strect scenes) by which the gay and |
flaunting sign projected for many feet into the mid-air |
of the street. Flower-work, gilded scrolls, lattiee,
and a variety of other designs, reully made the suspen-
sion of the sign a work of some art. Aund the sign
iteelf, especially if it belonged to the allegorical
division of our miscellaneous class, was frequently
produced in the studio of an academician. A portrait
of Pope, long the admiration of Paternoster Row, is




stated to have been a good work of an eminent artist;
and simflar instances are innumerable. Some splendid
signs adorned Ludgate-hill at one period, many of
which cost several hundred pounds. In fact, it has
been declared that the momey which one wealthy
tradesman wonld frequently spend on his sign, would
be amply sufficient to stock the shop of a more humble
competitor. Truly this was the splendour of bar-
barism *

Signs began to decline. The cumbrous iron-work
got rusty and fragile, and was taken down, no more to
. be reinstated. Signs were nailed to the wall. When
. the old ones lost their beauty they were not replaced.
: Attention was turned toward the windows. By-and-by
| signs disappeared from the principal streets; brazen
cornices and plate-glass panes taking their place as
attractives and diagnostics. In the back strects they
sank through all the grades of trade, down to the
“ Stop and Read,” *“ What Next ? * and black doll of

the rag-shops, to the graphic portraits of mangles, of
‘singularly tinted cows, and miraculously laden wains,
. of the laundresses, milk-shops, and van proprictors,
: respectively ; and there they remain. From all this a
i lesson of advancing intelligence may be learned. The
| bleseings of knowledge, coming down like genial
; showers from on high, have descended in the face of

the people, and the merest child now nceds not the
picture-teaching which a long-past age required. The
" revolutions of society are swifter, and its character too
impetuous, to tolerate anything so obviously cumbrous
in character and clumsy in intention, as signs; and,
with the imperfections of the age they may be said
once to have adorned, they have virtually passed
away for cver.

———

CHAPTERS ON CHURCHES.
No. T.

My dear reader, Tam ahout to make you my Father
Confessor, whether you will or not. I am ahout to
chango places, individualitics, idiosyneracies, with
you, and forcibly to invest you with the gray hairs
and dignity of my sixty years, while I enduc mysclf
with your youth and imprudence, (I presume you are
the posscssor of these inscparable qualities,) declaring
oonfidentially to you that I, a sexagenarian, with one
foot on the crumbling edge of the grave, and the victim
of & passion—of the passion par ercellence—of the
tender passion of love.

Yes; I “nourished a flame,” and blush not to
avow it. No smoky, sooty protence of a flame, but
one so bright and genial, that the tough cords of my
heart relax, and that shrivelled old thing itself glows
again under its influences. As to the objects (for
they are many) of my love, they are all aged; the
older the better, say I; the more ancient, the more
enticing. Oh, how that pippin aforesaid rattles. in
its fleshy case! how it thumps and bumps against my
ribs! how .my eyes grow dimmer still, and my speo-
tacles fail me! how my knees knock together, and
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my steps totter with emotion, when I come in sight
of a melancholy and antedilavian-looking— —dame?
No ; — Church — ivy-grown, moss-covered, rickety,
tumbledown.

Age, and what some would call ugliness, are far
stronger attractions for me than youth or beauty.
8till, whether high or low, rich or meagre, pinnacled
or embattled, musty or fusty, old or new, provided
in the latter case there be a family likeness, I love
the whole genus of Churches. All have to me a
charm indescribable, an inviting look, a winning way,
and an instructive word into the bargain. You have
heard of “sermons in stones;” truly I assure you,
that every lichen-mottled stone in the wall of an old
church has somewhat to say to me; either a moral
precept, a tittle of doctrine, or a lesson in history.
I will explain to you in what way ; for I would that
you should understand the language of these buildings,
that you should conceive an affection for them, and
that in the end you should entertain a passion strong
as mine. I'shall not bein the least jealous; there
are ten thousand of them in this favoured island.

In order to this end, I would ask you to accom-
pany me to onc of these vencrable structures, that
Imay give you some clue 1o its mystical teaching.
Lend me your hand, and your heart with it, and we

will proceed juietly (for I pray you to bear with the °

unequal and perhaps feeble steps of an old man) and
speak reverently as we approach the sanctuary; for
any building grown gray under the suns and snows of
centuries, seen from beneatn the dark boughs of
oternal yew, and over the swelling mounds of the
dead, commands respect from every man, cven though

it be not to him the house of prayer, or the place |

where his fathers worshipped.  And much more from
him on whom it has both these ciaims for veneration ;
from him who also received within its walls that
badge which marked him as a pilgrim through this
vale of tears, and a little afterwards the staff to
support his trembling steps; who ncar such a place
ls laid the bones of his ancestors, and who lives in
the hope of mingling his dust with theirs. In that
man’s mind it is associated with all the most mourn-
ful and the happiest tics of existence; it is bound
unto him, as it were, by the silver links of joy, and
the iron fetters of sorrow.

Well, let us feel some respect for the old pile, and.
if you object not, let us evinee it after the manner of
peevish, yet conscientious, Dr. Johnson: verily,
I could have cmbraced that slovenly, cross-grained
lump of mortality, for this one consistent reve-
rential act of his life, if he had in no other way shown
himself superior to, and in advance of his age. As

an humble imitator of his, I make a point of doffing

my hat whenever I pass a church. But here we are
at the simple roofed gate that admits us within the
hallowed precincts of the cemetery: seated on the
low wall of that sweet station, we can leisurcly survey
yon ancient church in detail and collectively. There
it stands in the glory of antiquity, yet not altogether
of a hoary whiteness; for it is dappled here and there
with green and brown time-stains, and scems to me to

|
|
|
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resemble rather the head grizzled by the flerce storms
of life, than that blanched by gradual decay.

It speaks to me of the past, present, and future.
Yon massive buttresses, bound together by string-like
mouldings, smiling in defiance of undernining time,

© exclaim, . Bchold how this fabric, firmly founded,

and propped up by virtue of its members, hath seen
ages and with them all things earthy roll by.”
Yon round-arched porch, wide and open-mouthed,

? disclosing within its jaws a low stone scat, invitingly

exclaimeth, “Enter zow, weary, wayworn wanderer ;

" take rest, and reccive strength to carry thee through

the wilderness.” And the spire, springing from nume-
rous shelvings, pointeth upwards and whispereth con-
stantly, “Onwards—upwards—heavenwards—home-
wards.” Now let us continue our gradus ad ecclesiam,
and enter by the arched portal. Regard not the
dampness, it arises from penitents’ tears; nor think
of the close atmosphere, it is formed of their oppres-
sive sighs; despise not the dustiness, for the dust-
powder sprinkled on door and window, roof and floor,
monument and escutcheon, is that roused from the
road of years by the wheels of Time’s car ; and lastly,
fear not the gloominess, but believe the light the
richer from the passage through the blood-red robes
of the martyrs, ranged in the stained-glass windows.
But I am reminded by the depth of expression in
these countenances, of a slight circumstance which
first induced me to attach an idea of superior sanctity
to a church ; and if I may be permitted, I will relate
it in a few brief words.

When a child of eight years of age, a loving mother
was snatched from me by the chilly grasp of death.
She had been the whole world to me, and in her were
centered all the feclings of affection I was capable of
ent‘rtainiug. Imagine then, what a dull, dead blank
existence was to me; truly, the light of my day was
fled, and all was darkness; for a father can ill supply
a mother’s place. Being of a very sensitive dispo-
sition, I drooped with head bent carthwards, my
heart filled with the rain-drops of sorrow. At last,
my melancholy increasing, and my relations fearing
that it might injure my constitution, determined to
send me to a school at some distance from home, in
the hope that new scenes and companions might
divert my thoughts from their usual gloomy channel.
My father accompanied me to school. We passed
through York; while there he took me to the cathe-
dral. How well I remember the impression the first
sight of that huge mass of traceried stone-work pro-
duced upon me! I asked, too, if it were a palace
built by fairy hands, for its magnitude and magni-
ficence led me to suppose it fo be of supernatural
workmanship. On entering, the sublimity and gran-
deur of the high-arched roof converted garrulous
! curiosity into mute wonder, and my little eyes wan-
s dered in astonishment from the groined ceiling to the
! reeded columns, grim monuments, carved stalls, and
richly stained windows. When passing one of these
latter in the aisle, my attention was atrested by a face
‘depic»ted in it, apparently gazing at me with a peace-

|
'

ful smile of pitying sympathy, holy and refined. The

features belonged to the figure of a man in kingly
garments, clad in a ruby-coloured robe, falling in

heavy folds, with a broad jewelled border; the right
hand held a sceptre, and the left an orb and cross, and
on the head was a strawberry-leaved crown. Strong

brown lines forcibly expressed the features of a sym-

metrical countenance, which was represented with a
curly moustache, and beard divided into two parts.
There was something in the smile peculiarly sweet—
something superhuman. In it my young imagination
discovered for the first time real pity; so saintly was
it, so different from the faces 1 was accustomed to
see around me, which all had traces of earth in them
not visible here. I stood entranced and rooted to the
spot for a few moments, but sufficiently long to
impress ihe whole so vividly on the retina of my

mind's cye as never afterwards to be effaced; and °

even now, in moments of extreme sorrow, 1 faney

I perceive the same figure beaming comfort upon my .

soul, in all its majesty and grace. From that time
I began to consider a church as a sanctuary from the
griefs of life; even when reason taught me to rever-

cnce it for a far higher motive, that consideration

tended to mingle love with revercntial awe. The
effect of intense and early sorrow has never been
entirely rooted out of my mind; its influence has
been to make me shun, in some degree, the society of
my fellow-men, not from misanthropical motives, but
because the roughness of the world grated harshly on
and jarred with the confirmed melancholy of my dis-
position. 'What wonder then, if, acting on the bias

I reccived in childhood, I should make those buildings |

my study, where I first felt some relief from bitter :

pangs? Yos, I kave studied them, in the species and
in the individual. I have travelled far and wide in
search of churches. 1 have stood heneath the lofty
vault of Cologne; on the Crown of Strasburgh; the
marble terraces of Milan; the uneven Mosaic pave-
ment of St. Mark, in Venice; and under the mighty
dome of St. Peter’s. Nor have I, while wandering
abroad, neglected the picturesque spires of England
Odd enough, all the simple events of existence, all
the small pivots on which the door of the future has
opened to me, impelled by the equal forces of free-
will and destiny, have becn connected in one way or
another with material churches. They are, therefore,
like lighthouses on the wide sea of memory, casting
blue reflection on the circumstances which surrounded
them.

1f, pardoning my abrupt adieu to our simple village
church, you are not unwilling to mount behind me on
my Pegasus, or hobby-horse, and take your flight with
me to the north, south, and east, I will point out to
you much that I hopc will interest, amuse, and
perhaps instruct you, in a future chapter.

———
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LIBERALITY.

“Worns are things.” Indeed they are! and never
were they more so than at the present dayj; not even
when

“ Hard words, ‘ jealousies,’ and ¢ fears’

Set men together by the ears,

And made them fight, like mad or drunk.”
'We are ruled by words. A word concludes us much
sooner than an argument. Nay, it precludes all argu-
mentation. It is & spell, a8 our Saxon ancestors called
it. Its effect is instantancous. Attack is superfluous,
defence nugatory. The question is disposed of. The
trial is over, and we cannot go into the evidence now.

1 was lately witness to a remarkable instance of this
fact. The character of & gentleman was discussed by
a large company of his neighbours. It was admitted
that he was upright, generous, amiable; but he had
Intely refused his subscription to the erection of a
place of worship for persons of a different creed. This
was the great point brought under the notice of the
speakers. But the discussion was brief. One of the
party characterized his conduct as ILLIBERAL. It was
the last word. OQur neighbour’s oppugners felt that,
after this, the worst they could say would be tame.
His champions seemed paralysed. No attempt was
made to analyse the moral character of the act, or to
define Jiberality. His illiberality seemed unquestion-
able, and the condemnation was universal—zactive or
passive.

As I sauntered home in the quict of the evening, I
could not help reflecting on the nature of this pro-
ceeding. Though the term “illiberal” had excited so
unanimous a feeling, I had my doubts whether it had
been quite understood. Indeed, I ventured so far in
my own mind as to question whether it did not properly
apply to every individual of the party. At least, I
ootld not comfortably assure myself of my own immu-
nity. We bad condemned a man unheard—not only
so, literally, but we had superseded all arguments of
others on his behalf. And why? Because one of us
had applied to his conduct a certain epithet, which we
had repeated like parrots. Neither the character of
the transaction, nor the nature of liberality itself, had
been ascertained. How then could we bring them
together ? I began to feel it due to myself, if too late
to benefit my neighbour, at least to emancipate my
own mind from the tyranny of words, and endeavourced
to obtain a notion of the matter for myself.

On the consequent review, I confess I could see
nothing blameworthy in the transaction which had
caused so much excitement. The gentleman whose
conduct had been arraigned so liberally, if a religious
man at all, entertained strong convictions of the
truth of his views. He, no doubt, entertained no
less strong a conviction of the error of the parties
who sought his aid. Was he to support what he
believed to be erroneous? Surely this would be
absolutely against comscience. It did mot appear
that our neighbour was at all backward in support-
ing and encouraging his own communion; but T
had never heard him called liberal on that account;

while the refusal to support parties with whom he
differed, was branded with the stigma of illiberality.
‘Why was this? It was manifest that, right or wrong,
we had formed a peculiar notion of liberality. We

| did not mean by it, kindness, consideration, generosity,

self-denial ; but we meant by it, professing one set of
opinions, and encouraging another.

Liberality is, I presume, a virtue. But the virtue
of Zhis course I take lcave to question. Surely, where
his convictions are, there should be a man’s heart,
his exertions, his substance. Instead of encouraging
antagonistic views, he should do all in his power to
extirpate them from the minds of others. Liberality,
indeed! call it, if you will, indifference ; call it osten-
tation; call it indolence ; but profane not the name of
liberality with such an application.

But what is liberality? for this is, after all, the
question. We should not, perhaps, greatly err in repre-
senting it as a complex idea, embracing the virtues
of courtesy, beneficence, charity in judgment and self-
denial in conduct. St. Paul was the first example of
it, after the only perfect Example of all good. His
speech before Agrippa, his Epistle to Philemon, are
instances of refined courtesy; his beneficence and self-
denial are alike instanced in his laborious journeys
and his manual exertions to minister unpaid; his
charity and kind judgment are the soul of all his
conduct. Yet St. Paul would have gained no credit
for liberality in our day; for he would have made no
sacrifices to spread Judaism or Gnosticism, and, further,
he did his best to overturn both, while shewing every
kindness to the persons of those who professed them.
‘While he commanded to “ do good to others,” he
added “ specially unto those which are of the house-
hold of faith.” Nothing could be more illiberal, on
the principle on which we had condemned our friend ;
even if doing good unto all men were admitteg on
that principle, we must have added, “ specially unto
them which are ot of the household of faith.”

Surely it is time we were free from the trammels
of this absurdity and dishonesty ; that we cheerfully
conceded the title of liberal to every man who treats

all with kindness, and expends his money in the fur- .

therance of objects which he deems beneficial, though
he may sometimes refuse it where he believes it
otherwise; and that we resolutely refused to misapply
the term to one who only seems to profess & creed, in

order to show how entirely he can shame and neglect it -

while he is encouraging all that is alien or hostile to it.

Burely too it is time we ceased to be afraid of words— '

to do an equivocal or injurious act because it will be
commended as liberal, and the dmission censured as
illiberal ; surely it were well we took ampler and juster
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